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Chapter One

I'd been looking forward to our family’s snow trip for months. Finals had kicked my butt, and I couldn’t wait to get up in the mountains and curl up by the fire with a hot chocolate and see my beautiful stepfamily.

Since my dad and stepmom's divorce, it’s been awkward at holidays. So I was grateful when I got invited me to both houses. There was no question which I would rather spend a long weekend with, and my stepmom had assured me that her family would be upset if I couldn’t make it. So as soon as finals were over, I loaded up my little Honda and drove west to the mountains.

The weather was terrible as I climbed through the pass, and I had to pull over and put chains on. One pleasant thing about a light car with front-wheel drive, it can go just about anywhere on ice with an excellent set of chains. I pulled into the sleepy little town near the resort, and after stopping at the store to pick up flowers and a few packages of my step-grandma's favorite cookies, I drove up the steep road to their large cabin.

My stepmom comes from a wealthy family of old money. Their roots stretch back to the steel and coal barons of early industrial America, and they still have large pieces of land all over the country. Her great-grandfather had owned this entire mountain, the town being named after their family, before he leased a large portion of it to the ski resort. He had given them a great deal on the condition that they put in a trail and lift in near the cabin. The result was the best possible location for someone who liked to ski or snowboard, a private chairlift just feet from the door of their large cabin.

The second reason I love heading to the cabin each winter break was the view. Not the view of snow-covered mountain peaks you got from looking out the living room windows. The view I’m talking about, embarrassingly, is my sexy step-relatives. My stepmom’s immediate family is small, but they one and all have an elegance and patrician beauty than can only be described as noble — 
a kind of beauty you often see in their wealthy Manhattan neighborhood.

My dad is a partner with a major firm in New York, always working and never at home. I was raised mostly by nannies until he came home one day with a wife. They had dated a handful of months before eloping in Greece in a small ceremony. After their marriage, I saw even less of my dad.

I was sixteen and at first, was too old and it too awkward to call her mom. We ended up spending a lot of time together, both being left home alone often, and became close friends as a result. She was an old soul at thirty, closer to my age than my dad’s. She was more interested in reading or going to plays than Sunday brunch and gossiping. I'd been obsessed with old movies my entire life, and we clicked, devouring hundreds of hours of film classics together. She was the inspiration for me joining film school, and I couldn't wait to show her the small film I had done for the final project of my sophomore year in college.

I pulled into the driveway as the snow dumped. Thick fat flakes that covered my windshield completely before the wipers could brush them aside. I threw on my snowboarding jacket and grabbed my duffel bag. Hopping out and pulling my board from the back seat, I locked the car quick and sprinted for the porch. The familiar dry smell of fresh snow and the surrounding woods relaxed tension I hadn’t even known I was carrying.

I was about to knock when the door flew open, and my step-grandma was standing there beaming.

"Well, hello!" She said in her typical greeting, “Adrian, you get more and more handsome every time I see you!”

I was used to the compliments. My entire life I’d dealt with stares and people obsessed with my looks. As a result, I was suspicious of other peoples affections, rarely dating as a result. It was only with these wonderful women that I felt at ease and comfortable. They loved me for me, and not just how handsome I was.

She ignored the snow dusting me and the awkwardness of reaching around my board and bags and pulled me into a big hug. Grandma Bridget was in her mid-fifties and still looked amazing. I never knew if she had surgical help or was blessed with great genes, but her face and body were still firm with few wrinkles. Her hair was dark and always beautifully styled and highlighted, but her most impressive features were barely constrained behind her tight top. She was too young, in my opinion, to be called ‘grandma’ but she had always insisted on me calling her that.

"Hey grandma," I said, hugging her back, "is everyone here?"

"You haven't been listening to the news?" she asked, pulling back and looking at me with concern.

“No,” I said, "I was listening to a podcast the whole drive here. What's going on?"

"There is a major storm hitting the whole east coast. The airports are all shut down." She shook her head sadly, "Your mom and aunt are stuck in Chicago where they had a layover. Hopefully, they can get here on the early flight tomorrow.”

“Oh damn,” I said, standing my board up in the entry and kicking and brushing the snow from my stuff, “I’m glad I didn’t have to deal with the airports over the holidays.”

“You should come and visit more often," she said, rubbing my back as she led me into the warm cabin, "You're only a few hours away at that school."

“I’d love to,” I said with sincerity, catching myself before I let my eyes linger on her generous curves, “but with my part-time job, classes, and trying to make my own films, I barely have time to rest let alone come up here.”

“You don’t need a part-time job,” she said with a frown, “that father of yours should take care of you better. He doesn’t even have to pay for your college, since you got that scholarship!"

“I enjoy making my own money,” I said a little defensively. This was an argument I’d had with my stepmom a couple of times 
before they divorced. “There is no guilt or obligation tied to it.”

“You’re a good man Adrian," she said, her frown changing to a warm grin, "the world would be a better place if more young men thought like you. Now, since it’s just the two of us, what do you say we order a pizza?”

“I could have pizza every night,” I said with a grin heading back to the room I usually used and dropping off my things.

“Spoken like a true college boy!” She called after me.

I hung up my coat and unpacked my laptop and clothes, worried the snow would melt and soak through. Then I hopped down the hall and into the bathroom to wash my hands and face. When I glanced up in the mirror, I saw a newly framed picture on the wall behind me. It was of my grandma on her most recent cruise. She was in a string bikini bending over and blowing a kiss to the camera, behind her a tropical setting.

My mouth grew dry, and I felt my cock throb in my pants. I glanced around the hall guiltily, but I could hear my grandma out in the kitchen. I shut the bathroom door and turned to stare at the picture. My eyes glued to her massive breasts, barely contained behind the small triangles of orange fabric. I could just make out the hint of large nipples pressing against the bikini. Her eyes were a gorgeous light blue, looking into the camera with a sultry promise. Her thick lips pressed into a kiss.

My dick was in my hands, and I was stroking it before I knew what I was doing. My entire body was alive with excitement as I drank in the sight of her, from beautiful face and giant breasts, down to wide hips and thick muscular thighs. My cock was throbbing as a massive orgasm built up in me. I leaned back against the sink, my pants falling down around my ankles. Holding my shirt up over my washboard abs, to keep it free of the load I was about to blow.

Just then, the door swung open.

“Oh, my!” Said grandma, her eyes wide as saucers as she gazed down at my fisting hand and rock-hard cock.

Panic rushed through me, but I was too far gone, and as I looked in her eyes, shame filling my face, my dick betrayed me. Thick ropes of cum shot out, long spurts that reached all the way to the wall and coated the floor between.

“Ohhhh mmyyyyy…” she purred as she watched my cum shoot out again and again.

I was trembling, filled with embarrassment and shame. Grandma just looked from the cum to me and smiled shyly.

“Make sure you clean up,” she said as she pulled the door closed, “pizza will be here in twenty minutes.”


Chapter Two

The door closed, and I hung my head, mortified. I didn't know what to do. I should probably leave, just grab my stuff, get in my car, and drive back to school. As I wiped down the wall and floor, I remembered the storm raging outside and knew there was no way my car would make it through that much snow piled up on the roads.

My shame and embarrassment faded, and I realized she hadn’t knocked, and it wasn’t like I was doing anything wrong. It’s not like I was looking at a picture of my birth grandma and jacking off. Hell, Bridgette was twenty years younger than my birth grandma! I still retreated to my room until the pizza arrived, but when it did, I headed out to the kitchen and resolved not to be embarrassed.

“Grab some plates and napkins,” she said when she saw me, with no trace of embarrassment or awkwardness in her, “I’m trying to find the bottle opener.”

She dug around in drawers as I set the plates, napkins, and pizza box on the table. She was opening a bottle of wine as I poked the burning logs, shifting them around, and then lay another fresh one in the fireplace. I sat at the table and marveled at the view once more. The cabin is over 2500 square feet, and a large portion of it is the comfortably furnished living and dining room with their picture windows overlooking the whole mountainside down to the lake below.

Grandma set a full glass of wine before me, and I looked up at her with a questioning smile.

“It’s vacation,” she said with a wink, “besides, my prude of a daughter isn’t here to stop you. Just promise you won’t tell her.”

“I promise,” I said, holding up my glass and toasting her.

I've never been a fan of wine. It's not served at college parties that often, but grandma has the best taste, and this one was pretty 
good. I don’t know anything about pairings, but it certainly went great with the pepperoni pizza.

“How has school been?” She asked as she loaded her plate with a couple of slices.

I launched into it, telling her all about the project I’d been working on with my acting friends and how I’d even submitted it to the Toronto Film Festival. She was super excited for me and made me promise to show it off when the rest of the family was there. She talked about how her charitable works had been, about the loser my cousin Bella had just broken up with.

We talked long after finishing the pizza. I was tired, but grandma cracked open another bottle of wine and pulling me into the couch, its soft cushions dragging me down. She sat beside me, turning in her seat, elbow up on the back of the sofa as she chatted continuously about politics and her hopes for her girls.

“I do hope Carol finds what she’s looking for,” grandma said about my stepmom at one point, her words slurring slightly, “It’s so hard to find a good man these days.”

“I thought you said I was a good man!” I joked, realizing my words were slurring a bit too.

"You've yet to prove you're a man," she said with a smile. Then she looked off, the smile fading. Her manner drawing me in. There was a tension between us as she spoke, "I knew a man once… mmm.”

“Oh,” I asked, “was it, grandpa?”

“No,” she said, I could see she was lost in old memories now, a twinkle of mischief in her eyes as she gazed into the distance, “but he was a man who took what he wanted. And knew what a woman desired, too.”

“And what does a woman desire?” I asked, my voice hushed, the mood was so charged between us, the tension palpable.

“To be used,” she said, “to be of service to a powerful man. To be powerful herself and beautiful in his eyes. A giant dick like yours 
is always nice too, but few women are so lucky.”

I was stunned at her honesty; I could read in her face she was speaking the plain truth. I sat for long moments and thought over what she had said. She turned to look at me, checking how I was handling her admission and blushed when she saw my frank gaze. I didn’t bother to hide the desire her words had lit in me. It was her small smile of pleasure that did it for me, her eyes straying to my crotch.

I don't know what pushed me over the line, allowing me to do and say those wicked things I was about to. Perhaps it was the alcohol, and maybe it was the late-night and our honest conversation, or maybe just the horniness of youth.

I found myself standing up and looking down at this beautiful older woman. Her bright blue eyes glanced up at me, and I saw the vulnerability there, the submissive desire to please.

“I want to cum on your tits,” I said, blurting it out more than saying anything with any command.

I froze, disbelieving of my own words, causing a sheen of cold sweat to break out on my skin. For one long panicked second, I thought I had fucked up my entire life, and ruined one of my best relationships.

Instead of anger or disgust, I saw those gorgeous blue eyes soften further, and a proud, pleased smile curl her lips. A pink tongue slipped out and sucked in her bottom lip, suddenly eager. My eyes widened as she sat forward, and she held up a peremptory finger.

“You know the line we cannot cross.” Her eyes grew stern as she looked into mine, “And no one can know about this. Ever.”

I stood there for a long second and then slowly pulled open my belt buckle. Bridgette’s hands slid up my thighs and pushed mine away, her smile back as she fumbled the clasp free. She pulled off my pants and socks and sat back, a look of desire on her face as she slid one cool hand down and wrapped her fingers around my thickening 
shaft.

“I wanted to worship this beast the moment I laid eyes on it,” she looked up at me with that wicked grin of hers and trailed the fingers of her other hand down the deep neckline of her loose blouse. Then she leaned forward and sucked the tip of my thick cock into her hot mouth. Thick, soft lips slid over the sensitive flesh. Her eyes staring up into mine, grinning as she saw the pleasure wash over my face.

Her teeth scraped my cock, and I flinched slightly. She pulled back, kissing and licking me as she slowly jacked it off — her eyes in awe of its length and girth.

“It’s been a long time,” she breathed, and I saw the reason for her vulnerability.

I grinned and reached down, sliding my fingers into her hair and taking a firm grip on the back of her head.

"Open wide," I commanded, my brain on fire with the insane turn our night had taken. The words came out sure and confident. She gave a pleasurable little mewl and gave herself over to my control.

Through a drunken haze, I guided her as she sucked me off. Her mouth was my heaven as I stood before the warm fire. I looked down at the gorgeous older woman; her face utter bliss as she sucked and slurped on my cock. Then, not wanting to waste this opportunity, I reached down and pulled at her top.

“Take it off,” I said, panting, “I want to cum on your tits.”

“But I’m not skinny anymore,” she said, her rich voice unnaturally shy, “maybe just my boobs?”

"No," I said, shaking my head firmly, hand slowly stroking my cock, “I've been dreaming of seeing you topless for years. Take it off. Now.”

"You've really fantasized about me?" She said, her breath catching as she drew the loose top over her head.

She slowly unhooked her heavy bra and released the twin orbs I’d been praying to see just hours earlier. The flesh was a pale white, nipples large and soft pink. They had a wonderful sag to them, and I couldn't help the moan of pleasure that escaped my throat as I reached down and slid my hand under one. Fingers sinking into soft flesh, my dick throbbing all the harder.

She reached out with soft fingers and slid them over my dick. Feeling how much harder I was, its turgid length crying out for release.

“You came so much earlier… It drove me crazy,” she breathed, her voice barely a whisper, the only other sound the crackling of the fireplace. “I’d always dreamed of seeing a man cum that much.”

“That wasn’t a lot,” I said with a grin, pulling her lips back onto my cock, “You'll see a lot of cum in a second… god damn, you’re getting good at that… right there… press your tongue… Oh!”

I pulled out of her mouth, her tongue reaching out and trying to taste every bit of my cock. But I had other plans. I leaned back and stroked myself once, slowly and deliciously, the orgasm curling my toes, and looked down at the taboo sight of my gorgeous and patrician grandma, her massive tits hanging down, face desperate for her reward.

The first thick jet hit her neck, and then I was painting her tits. White pearlescent ropes coated her until I finally pushed the head into her waiting mouth and shuddered as she sucked hard on the tip, the sensation intense. Her hands coming up to milk the last of my cum into her swallowing throat.

I collapsed on the couch. My drunken post-orgasm mind was starting to freak out. I’d just gone way over the line of acceptable by standing up and demanding that of her. I felt shame beginning to grow in me. Then I glanced at the gorgeous woman beside me as she wiped up my cum, looking at me as she pulled one big nipple up to her lips, sucking a glob off. I felt my dick pulse, and she grinned, sinking to her knees between my legs. She took me back in her hands, 
licking and sucking me clean, getting me hard again in no time.

I lay back on the soft couch as she bobbed up and down, her throat humming in pleasure as she worked with lips, hand, and tongue. She was taking her time, exploring my cock and balls, teasing out what pleased me, and grinning in pleasure when she found something new. 

“I want you to cum when I do,” I said as I felt my balls tightening, “and you better hurry.”

I saw her eyes flare wide in desire as she reached between her legs with one hand and began touching herself. I saw her face tighten in pleasure, and I held up a trembling finger.

“Not until I do,” I warned.

Her face grew desperate as she held off the orgasm I knew it must have been hovering on the edge of explosion in her most of this time. For one delicious second, I held that exquisite power over her and saw her nearly fail to hold back as she realized it too. Her submission complete; I unloaded into her mouth. She swallowed and sucked as hard as she could. My cum overflowed out of her mouth and down her neck and to the carpet. Her entire body was shaking as her orgasm rolled through her.

“FUCK!!!” She screamed as she came, body pressing into the couch and my legs.

I was trembling too as I lay back on the couch, the unreality of everything spinning in my mind.

“Fuck…” grandma said again, the word so odd coming from her that I smiled crookedly at the ceiling, “That was incredible…”

She stood and leaned down, one soft hand cupping my cheek, her gorgeous body nearly causing me to stir to life once more.

“You are a MAN,” she said with a soft smile, “A rare one. Rest now, my love, we’ll speak tomorrow.”

I fell asleep right there with her gentle touch and smile, easing me into pleasant dreams.


Chapter Three

I woke feeling a little groggy and hungover. Stretching, I was surprised to find I was still on the couch, a blanket covering my naked body. With a start, the evening before came back to me, and I felt my whole body tense up as waves of shame, fear, and anxiety raced through me.

Then I remembered the night, how amazing it had been letting myself be me for the first time. I had wanted to take a woman like that, ever since I could remember. But with the world as it is today, that type of sub/dom relationship was one that required years of trust.

Not knowing what to expect, I looked over and found my clothes neatly folded on the coffee table. I stood and dressed, taking a few moments to build back up the fire and refill the pile.

Sounds were coming from the kitchen, and I headed in, finding my grandma pouring two cups of coffee. She turned back to me with a warm smile on her face. She was showered, her hair in a thick braid, and wearing flannel PJs. The cabin was warm, but the storm outside always hinted at a chill.

"Morning sleepyhead," grandma said with a smile as she pulled milk out of the fridge, pouring a small dollop in each cup.

"Morning," I said, sitting at the table, my voice far more relaxed than I felt. I froze when I noticed a wide collar seated in the middle of the table on a small cushion.

It was made from thick and supple black leather, with a steel ring fitted on the back and a giant sparkling diamond set in the front. I glanced up at Bridgette as she set the cup of coffee before me. She looked down at me with a full smile, resting a hand on my shoulder for a moment before she sat down and sipped her coffee.

“I heard from your aunt Gwyneth, their flights are still 
delayed," her eyes flared for one brief second, and then she went on, "Looks like they should be able to make the afternoon flights and be here by evening.”

“That’s good,” I said, “I can get a few runs in before I drive into town and pick them up.”

"Don't head out too early. Give them a chance to groom a few runs before you disappear on the mountain," she chuckled, getting up and firing up the range and pulling out eggs and bacon. “I’ll make you some breakfast.”

"What's this," I said, reaching out and picking up the collar.

Grandma Brigitte turned, her cheeks blushing as a hand fluttered up to her breast. Then she met my gaze, smiling, and I saw the heat there, banked down behind her outward nobility. I felt my cock thicken as I remembered her submissive attitude from the night before.

“What do you know about submissive and dominant relationships?" Her voice was calm, and matter of fact as she cut bacon into tiny bits and threw them in the hot skillet.

"Not much," I said, leaning back in my seat and sipping my coffee, I crossed my ankles thoroughly enjoying where this conversation was going.

"Well, I don't have much experience, but I was once in a relationship with that dynamic. It was… well, it was the greatest time of my life."

"Who was he, grandma?" I asked curiously.

"It was so long ago," she sighed, a small smile on her face as she stirred the crisping bacon and cracked eggs into a bowl, "He was an older French gentleman I met on my year abroad in Paris. This was in the early 80’s, and times were different back then. Plus, Europe has very different morals than America. Anyway, he showed me an aspect of my sexuality I’d never dreamed was there. I came back to the states after school and met your grandfather soon after. Your grandfather was a good man, but not very… adventurous… in the 
bedroom. I never found another man like my Pierre…” she turned and gave me a warm look, her smile wide, “until last night that is.”

“That’s pretty wild," I said, not bothering to hide my regard for her prodigious curves, and she smiled when she noticed, "And last night was amazing, really… Jesus, it was insane."

“Do you have regrets? It all happened so fast.” She said as she stirred the bacon again. I could hear the catch in her voice, that vulnerability peeking out.

“Of course not!” I said quickly, “I worried you would… no, last night was amazing… it's hard to explain, but I felt… free… myself for the first time in a long time. Maybe ever."

"You don't have to explain," she said, grinning as she glanced back at me. Then she pulled the bacon out of the pan and poured in the eggs, quickly seasoning them with salt, pepper, and chili flakes.

“Trust me, I found it just as amazing,” she scrambled the eggs as she cooked quickly, then pulled some shredded cheddar out of the fridge and sprinkled it on the cooking eggs.

She turned back and grinned. I hopped up and pulled out plates and silverware as she scooped eggs and bacon onto the dishes. We refilled our cups and sat down at the table.

"So, the collar," I said, unable to hold in my curiosity anymore.

"It is a symbol," she said, eyeing me with interest as she ate, "A symbol of trust and understanding between a submissive and her master. That she is his and only his, and he will give her the respect she deserves and honor her boundaries.”

“What boundaries are those?” I asked curiously.

“They’re different for every woman, and it can take years of explorations and testing before a true master and sub are fully in sync.”

I reached out and picked up the collar, toying with its buckle and opening it, inspecting the sparkling diamond. Then I looked at 
the gorgeous older woman sitting across from me, a confidence I'd never before felt filling me. Leaning back in my chair and sipping my coffee, I asked her what she had been waiting so patiently for.

“What boundaries do you have in order to accept me as your master?”

I saw her chest heave and cheeks flush, a delighted smile tugging at her lips.

“If I were to allow you to put that collar on me,” she said, her voice slightly breathless, "then you would have to promise never to have sex with me. That’s a line I can’t ever cross with you. I haven't been through menopause, and the risk of pregnancy is still a reality. I also don’t like extreme pain or anything that can leave a scar. Those are hard limits for me. A bit of spanking or light choking can be enjoyable, though.”

“Is that all?” I asked her, my blood boiling at the sinful conversation, the fantasies I’d always had nearly coming true.

“I want to know,” she asked, her voice fragile, “why you would even consider it.”

"Are you kidding?" I asked incredulously, "Grandma, you have to know you're still gorgeous. You're hotter than women 20 years younger than you. I’ve fantasized about you for years, as you could see yesterday. Besides that, there is something… I don’t know… There was something so perfect about being in control."

“It’s not just so you can get your rocks off whenever you want?” She asked.

“I guess that’s part of it,” I said with chagrin.

“Good,” she said with a satisfied smile, “You’re honest. I would expect that to be the primary reason for any red-blooded 20-year-old man.”

“Tell me your reasons,” I said, trapping her gaze with mine.

“The submission and being of service,” she said instantly then with hesitation, “The taboo of it too. I’ve dreamed… the most wicked 
things… never imagining they would come to be. After I walked in on you, seeing you standing there so powerful and gorgeous, seeing your… thing… your cock… I couldn't get it out of my head.”

“I’ve been fantasizing about you for years,” I admitted.

“You’re the most beautiful young man I’ve ever known,” she said with a warm smile, “You must know what effect you have on women. I’ve… I dreamed of you too… many times.”

She grinned at me then, her smile turning wicked, “You’re a naughty boy to be dreaming about your grandma… tell me is that all you’ve dreamed of? Do you ever dream of your mom and aunt Gwyneth in your kinky fantasies?”

“Grandma!” I said in shock, but I was grinning at her wicked mind.

“Well, do you?” She asked, her eyes dancing with mirth and lust.

“You’re going to have to earn the answer to that question,” I said, pushing aside my plate and standing up.

I walked around the table and stopped before her chair.

“Kneel,” I commanded her. Loving the joy that blossomed in her face as she sank to her knees before me, “Do you agree to become my sole property and plaything?”

“Yes, sir!” she said with enthusiasm, her gorgeous older face flush with desire.

“Do you agree to accept whatever punishments and demands I have of you, except those limits you mentioned?”

"Yes, sir, I do!"

I bent down and fit the collar around her slender neck, feeling her shudder in pleasure as the leather closed around the soft skin. I buckled it in place, finding that as I did, a small key popped out of a clever hinge. I turned the key, locking the collar and stood, brushing a stray strand of hair out of her face. We grinned at one another, like 
kids who were breaking the rules, a secret just for us.

I stood and took a deep breath. I was feeling the responsibility and pleasure coursing through my body as I looked down at the beautiful and buxom woman who wanted nothing more than to be used for my pleasure. I pulled her chair around behind me and sat down, pulling out my dick as I did.

“Prove your devotion,” I said as I held up my already rock-hard cock.

“Yes, master!” She purred, shuffling forward and taking me deep into her mouth.

She used all the skills to pleasure me she’d learned the night before as she worshipped my cock. Sucking and kissing its great length as she stared up at me with slavish devotion. It didn’t take long at all for my balls to tighten up and the tingling pleasure to swell throughout my body as my orgasm approached. The gorgeous MILF before me was all the visual stimulation I needed.

“Stroke me off onto your gorgeous face,” I said, and watched the pleasure fill her face as her hands came up and wrapped around my cock. She sat back, staring up into my eyes as her gentle fingers coaxed the cum from my cock. From her shuddering moan as the thick streams of jizz coated her face, and the rapturous look on her face, I believe she had an orgasm without a single touch on her pussy.


Chapter Four

“That was amazing,” I said, panting. I stood on shaky legs and pulled up my pants. My grandma still panting, chest heaving as she sat there, my cum dripping from her chin and cheeks.

“Stand up,” I ordered and then led her into the large bathroom connected to her master bedroom.

She was nervous as I stripped her naked, but her shyness disappeared as she saw my cock grow hard again as her sexy body came into view.

“You’re going to wash me,” I said, "but first, I need to punish you for the hair on your pussy.”

"Oh god… mhmm, what should I do, master?" She looked at me with doe-like eyes, her big pink nipple hard as rocks.

I sat on the toilet and patted my lap.

"Bent over my knees," I said, my voice soft but firm, "Like a good little girl and count with each spank.”

She moved quickly, her massive breasts jiggling and pressing down into my thighs as she bends over my legs, her round ass presented for me. I let my hands slide over the soft skin of her back and down to her bare ass cheeks. She shuddered as my light fingers grazed over her flesh. Without warning, I brought my hand down on her right cheek with a hard SMACK!

“Oh! One, sir!”

“Good girl, Bridgette,” I said, my hand rubbing the red mark gently, “Or should I say grandma?”

My hand smacked her ass again, hard, this time on the left cheek.

“Two, sir!”

“Answer me," I said in a firm voice, my hand smacking her right cheek again, harder than before. She shuddered in pleasure, and I saw her juices oozing down her thick pussy lips. My hard cock was digging into her stomach, and I felt almost drunk on the control I exerted over this amazing woman.

“Yes! Three, sir! Please call me Grandma…” I saw her close her eyes tight, the shame hitting her for a moment, her aroma growing even stronger as I realized the shame was part of the turn-on for her, "I find it so wrong… the taboo words… and so fucking hot!”

I slid one finger up her dripping pussy lips, and she jerked. I put a hand on her shoulders and pressed her down.

“Your punishment isn’t done.” I said, “I promised never to fuck your pussy.” I let my finger dip into her wetness and then slid the wet finger up and around her tiny puckered hole, “I never promised not to fuck you.”

"Oh, god!" I said in surprise, "I've never… You’ll rip me in half with your giant dick.”

Smack!

“Four, Sir!”

Smack! I spanked her on both cheeks five times, leaving them cherry read and then let my fingers touch and tease her pussy lips. Sliding a finger across her hard-little clit until I felt her orgasm approaching. Then I slid the tip of my finger into her bum, teasing and stretching it slowly. She was incredibly tight, and I realized she might be right, her ass wasn’t ready for me yet. Then a wicked plan came to me, and I grinned. It would take time, but I was going to take her little ass and make sure she loved every second of it.

“In the shower,” I ordered, “and what did you learn from your punishment?”

“Master wants my pussy shaved at all times,” she said, reaching down to cover her pussy as she turned on the water.

“Every morning or evening when you shave it, I want you to 
masturbate,” I stepped into the hot water, my cock raging hard as I slid my hands up her soft sides and cupped those fantastic breasts. I sighed in pleasure as I pulled one great teat up to my lips, sucking the firm pink nipple. Her hands were sliding all over my body as well, exploring. Her eyes so filled with wonder and love as she drank in my handsome features and muscles. My lips grazed her neck, and she sighed out in pleasure.

“I want you to masturbate thinking about my cock in your ass,” I whispered in her ears, “do you hear me?”

"Yes, master," she said, her voice throaty with desire as her hands stroked my cock.

I sat her down on the shelf in the shower, but instead of having her suck or jack me off like she assumed, I pressed her back, wrapping her massive tits around my cock. She grinned up at me, eyes alive and dancing with joy as she watched my face, witnessing the pleasure she was giving me. I pressed up and pulled the back of her head forward, slipping the tip of my cock into her hot, sucking mouth.

"Suck my cock, grandma," I hissed in pleasure. The hot water hitting my back and filling the room with steam, "Fuck, that's so hot."

She grinned up at me as I fucked her tits, her tongue teasing the tip of my dick even as her cheeks hollowed out with the suction of her mouth.

“The answer is yes,” I said, “I’ve fantasied about Mom and Aunt Gwyneth.” Grandma Bridgette’s eyes widened in a smile of taboo pleasure at my words, and she sucked all the harder.

"Touch your pussy for me, grandma," her moan of joy, as her fingers worked her clit and slid inside, nearly made me cum right there. The thoughts and fantasies I’d had for so long, hidden away in shame, rose up in my mind, and I found the words slipping free as I fucked her beautiful face and soft tits.

“To see moms’ giant tits, wrapped around my cock like this or Gwyneth’s perfect ass bent over before me. I want to make your 
daughters my sex slaves just like you. That’s what I’ve fantasized about.”

“Mhmm!” She moaned as her own orgasm began.

“Fuck, I’m cumming grandma, drink it down… Ohh… god!”

It felt like she was sucking my soul out of my body as I unloaded into her mouth. She swallowed most of it down, to her credit, with large streams running down her chin and tits. She was breathing heavy, her limbs slack in the wake of her own massive orgasm. After a few seconds to catch our breaths, I pulled her to her feet.

I took my time, soaping up her exfoliator, and cleaning every inch of her sexy MILF body. Then let her do the same for me. It was two sated and pruny people who wrapped one another in thick, soft towels and dried off.

It was late morning when we emerged from the cabin, bundled in our snow gear. Grandma had her ski’s and I my snowboard. The trails were groomed, and fat flakes of soft snow still fell. The lift was only thirty feet from our garage door, and we clambered into a chair as it swooped around. I took a Selfie of us on the lift that looked great and uploaded it to social media.

We hit the slopes and had the most fantastic afternoon of fresh powder and empty trails. Grandma headed off to the backside of the mountain and the black diamonds back there. She is a phenomenal skier and athlete, and there was no way, even in these soft conditions, that I was going to keep up with her on those steep slopes. I was happy enough with the big wide empty groomers and the park elements on the western side of the mountain.

Finally, my thighs burning with soreness and my lungs heaving, I headed back to the cabin. Down the narrow green that ended practically on our front porch. Unlocking my bindings, I thanked my great-grandfather's foresight once again in setting up this winter paradise.

When I dropped off my gear and got inside, I saw I had a 
bunch of messages from my mom and aunt finally. It looked like they'd been able to charge their phones finally. I scrolled through them and saw they were already in the air, having gotten seats on a smaller plane, and would be arriving at the local airport in a couple of hours. I threw on some clothes and grabbed my wallet and the keys to my grandma’s range rover and left a note that I was going to pick them up.

I stopped off in town at a specialty shop I’d always noticed but never been inside before. Behind the counter of glass pipes and bongs was a section of sex toys, and I was able to find exactly what I was looking for. I picked up a few other things that struck my fancy and paid for everything — grabbing myself a cool looking new glass pipe while I was there.

The storm had abated to high grey skies when I pulled into the small airport on the edge of town. The little twin jet plane had already landed, and I found my stepmom and aunt in the lobby just gathering up their luggage.


Chapter Five

"Adrian!" My step aunt cried when she saw me, running over with open arms, "Oh my god, you've grown so tall and gorgeous!”

“Hello aunt Bridgette,” I said with a big smile.

I was always happy to see my beautiful aunt. She had been a model in her youth, and her elegant blond looks never failed to trap my stares. Grandma Bridgette had adopted Gwyneth when she was a young teen, raising her as her own after the passing of her husband.

Then I felt a hand on my arm turning me, and I was looking down into the joyful tear-filled eyes of my gorgeous stepmom.

“Aid,” she said, a proud smile stretching across her lips as she pulled me into a hug, “you've become such a man,”

"Geez, it's only been four months mom," I said.

She crushed me in a firm hug, and I hugged her back just as tightly and felt the comfort and love sooth the anxieties I hadn’t even realized I’d been feeling. I helped them with their luggage as they described their long ordeal. We were on the road as they talked about having to sleep in chairs at O’Hare Airport and running back and forth, trying to find a flight with all the delays and cancellations.

“We nearly gave up,” Aunt Gwyneth said with a laugh, “Almost bought a ticket back to New York, but your mom insisted she just had to see you. Jesus, Adrian, you must be breaking hearts left and right at that school of yours.”

"I haven’t had a girlfriend for years,” I said with a chuckle, “so I don’t know about that. I’m glad you both made it through. The snow was perfect today.”

“Good for you,” mom said with a stern frown, “girls are just trouble at your age. Once they find out how talented and wealthy you are, you can expect then to try and trap you with a pregnancy 
or something else.”

“Carol relax,” Gwyn said shooting me a wink, “I’m sure Adrian can handle himself. Now, tell me all about this film you made!”

In all the excitement over the last two days, I'd nearly forgotten about my film. I launched into describing it, keeping away from the plot, not wanting to spoil the big reveal before they had a chance to see it. I told them all about how we had scraped together enough to pay actors and rent lights and sound equipment — filming the whole thing on digital cameras. The most fascinating to my stepmom was the editing process, and she said she would love to see how I had put together the rough cuts once she'd seen it.

The snow was falling thick and heavy once again as I pulled into the cabin's driveway. The sun had set long before, and a warm, cheerful light shone out of the tall windows. The women spilled out, shouting in joy and greeting as they all hugged. While I awkwardly carried luggage around them and dumped it inside.

Grandma had made a couple of sheets of giant meatballs and was frying and roasting them off as we came in. I helped her put on a pot of noodles and finish off the sauce as mom and aunt Gwyn unpacked and took showers. I noticed that mom was changing in her room and aunt Gwyn in the shower and moved behind Grandma Bridgette.

I stepped up behind her at the sink, able to see over the living room and down the hall. I slid my fingers up the back of her neck. She froze as I took a firm grip of the hair on the back of her head. Without a word, I slid one hand down her body, hefting one big boob, and pulling at the nipple, reminding her of my control. Then I slid the hand down into the front of her pants and panties. My fingers slid across freshly shaven skin, and then they were coated in her juices as her pussy flooded.

“I got you a pleasant,” I whispered in her ear, my breath tickling the soft skin of her neck, “but I wanted to make sure you were a good little sex-slave before I gave it to you.”

“Oh god,” she moaned, her eyes closed and lips trembling, 
“you’re so good at this… Master, I was good… I did as you commanded.”

“Tell me,” I hissed, grinning at the compliment, my lips kissing the soft flesh of her neck.

“I… mhmm… I used my little vibrator and came… as I imagined you… oh god… imagined your big thing in my butt.”

I grinned and set the small package of three various sized butt-plugs on the counter. I pulled my fingers out of her pussy and stepped back a moment before I had the door to my mom’s room open. Grandma glanced down at the plastic package, puzzling out what it was for one second, then she gasped and grabbed it. Turning and stuffing it beneath her shirt. I caught the big grin of pleasure that blossomed on her face, and the flush of red to her cheeks.

She managed to stash the package in her purse just before my mom strolled into the living room. She was wearing her customary red satin holiday pajamas, and I felt myself staring when I noticed she wasn’t wearing a bra beneath her top. The massive firm breasts swung freely, and I had to school my eyes to look away as she strolled up to see if we needed help get dinner ready.

Grandma was pulling the meatballs out of the oven and tossing in the garlic bread when Aunt Gwyn came in. She was wearing a tiny silky top with thin straps. Her high firm breasts plain to see as the top molded itself to her skin. Mom frowned in disapproval at her but didn’t say anything.

“That’s an interesting necklace,” Gwyn said, and I turned, feeling a shiver of terror enter my guts when I saw she was staring at grandma’s leather collar.

“Yes,” grandma said with a fond smile, reaching up to touch the diamond, “It’s an older style. I recently found it’s come back in fashion.”

"Oh, really?" Gwyn said, and I didn't like the small smile playing on her lips.

"It's awfully wide and tight," mom said, peering at it closer, "Is 
it difficult to bend your neck or swallow?”

“No,” grandma said, her eyes flickering to me for one second, “I haven’t had any issues. In fact, I rather like it.”

“I’m sure you do,” Aunt Gwyn said, her eyes all too knowing as she looked at her mom.

“Let’s eat,” I said, changing the subject, “I’m starving!”

We all sat down and dug into the food. The sauce was a marinara with fresh basil, and the meatballs were perfect. Soft and delicious with just a bit of char on their surface. Mom and Aunt Gwyn told their mom about their ordeal in the airports. I sat back and sipped my water, watching them enjoy a bottle of wine and wishing I could join in.

My stepmom is kind, almost to a fault, but she is a reserved woman and was always a stickler when it came to things like having a glass of wine with dinner. My dad couldn't care less about such things, so her rules had been my reality since she moved in. I didn’t mind, she may have been a bit of a prude, but she always had my best interest at heart.

After dinner, mom made a few bags of popcorn, and I ran into my room to get my laptop and cable to connect it to the tv. I was nervous as I pulled up the short film and set the output on the TV accordingly. The title screen appeared on the large screen, and I felt a chill run down my spine.

I shot the film in a single room. It stars an older man, playing a steel tycoon from the turn of the century. He meets with his two sons separately and has to decide who should inherit his vast empire. As the story unfolds, you find out the sons are both desperate to hold the wealth they have, while sniping at one another. While the father longs for someone to take up his great work and continue to build, paving the way for a brave new American future. The story ends with the father splitting his fortune between them, in bitter anger. All the while, he ignores his loyal female assistant who's shown every trait he'd been hunting for. Honestly, I wrote the script after my faculty advisor told me he could get a whole wardrobe of turn of the century 
costumes for free.

My mom threw off the lights and pulled back the blanket for me to squeeze in between her and grandma. I hit start, and the movie began rolling. I was anxious the entire time, trying not to glance at their faces, to watch their reactions during certain scenes and emotional moments. I couldn't help but glance down the line of beautiful faces as the camera panned back, revealing the assistant now useless and ignored once the old man passes away. Everyone was oblivious to the fact that she was the actual brains behind their success for the past decade or two.

I relaxed when I saw the sadness and ache of tragedy on all of their faces, the emotions morphing into hope as they saw her walk out into a brave new world, confident, knowledgeable and sure of herself.


Chapter 
Six

“Oh, that was so good!" Aunt Gwyneth said when the movie ended, clapping her hands, “Adrian, you wrote that?"

"He directed it too," said grandma beaming at me, "That was excellent, Adrian, I’m so proud of you.”

I grinned at her and turned to my mom. I found her face crumpling into tears as she turned to me, wrapping her arms around my shoulders and hugging me tightly.

"You are so talented!" She said sobbing into my chest, "I'm sorry, I'm so proud of you, Adrian," she sat back, wiping her eyes and smiling, “I can’t seem to stop crying!” She laughed as she wiped away the tears.

“Aww,” aunt Gwyn said, hanging on her sister's shoulders, “Looks like momma is proud of her boy.”

“Oh shush,” mom said to her sister, a smile on her face still.

“The acting was so good,” grandma said, “who was that man who played the younger brother, he was so believable. I just wanted to punch him. He was so bratty!"

“That’s a local actor I auditioned," I said, nodding, "yea, he couldn't have been better in the role. Honestly, I didn’t have to give him much direction either. He just had a good feel for it.”

“Who was the assistant?” Asked Gwyn with a sly smile, “She’s pretty cute.”

"Just a girl from my class," I said, coughing and getting up to unplug my computer.

“Oh, ho ho!” Gwyn said, “Sound like there is a story there! Spill it. We want to hear all the nasty details. Also, why didn’t you play one of the brothers? You really should think about acting Adrian, you have the looks for it and the charm. The women would be 
swooning and dropping their panties the moment you walk on screen."

"Cut it out, Gwyn," mom said to her sister, her gaze stern, "I think you've had too much wine.  Why don't we all head to bed, it's getting late, and we've had a long day."

Mom was acting odd, and I was trying to puzzle out what it was when she came up to me and gave me a big hug. The feel of her body pressed to mine caused me to chub up, and I twisted my hips, hiding the evidence of my arousal from her.

"I am so proud of you, Adrian," she said as she held me tight, "You're so talented, and you made something! Promise you'll screen it for me again when I'm clear-headed.”

“I promise mom,” I said, “and thanks.”

She leaned back and looked up into my eyes; her pale blue slightly bleary, and then she gave me a goodnight kiss, but one that lingered for a half-second longer than normal, causing me to shiver with desire as she pulled away and slipped down to her room. Aunt Gwyn gave me a hug goodnight too, her drunken flirtations nothing new, as she playfully pinched my butt and gave me a wink before disappearing down the hall.

With a frown of disappointment, I saw grandma had already gone to bed. I knew our playtime had probably come to an end for the most part, but I would have enjoyed a bit of fondling and tickle with her. I cleaned up the kitchen and turned off the lights, banking the fire and heading back to find my bed.

I slipped into my room and froze at the sight before me. The room was small, the bed little more than a cot shoved into one corner. There was a thick reading chair set before the window and a small dresser with a TV atop it. Grandma sat in the chair with a hand down her pants, fingers working her pussy. On the TV an old porn video played silently.

Grandma's eyes flared, and I saw her cheeks blush, but she didn't move as I stepped in quickly and pulled the door shut behind 
myself.

“Jesus, what if you’d been caught?” I asked quietly.

“Then you would have to punish me, sir," she said, her voice breathless.

“Don’t you dare cum,” I ordered, “Not until you’ve sucked out at least one of my loads.”

"Mhmm, yes, sir!"

“Now bend over,” I growled, “and show me that beautiful ass of yours.”

I saw fear crinkle the fine lines on the edges of her eyes, but she did as I commanded. Turning and kneeling on the chair, bending over the backrest. I ripped open the package of butt plugs she’d set on the bed and took the smallest one. I put a small dollop of oil on the pink rubber and then stepped up behind my grandma, feeling her shiver in anticipation as I rested one hand on the small of her back.

“Relax,” I said as I tapped her butt cheek lightly, pressing the rounded tip to her puckered opening. Her face was reflected in the window, so I watched it carefully. She tensed as I pressed the plug into her opening.

"Breathe," I instructed her in a soft, gentle voice, as I stepped up beside her. I ran my hand up her back, stroking it softly as she breathed in deeply and then out slowly. As she breathed out, I pushed the plug against her incredibly tight opening, feeling a slight resistance, and then the thick bulb slipped past the threshold.

“Ohh!” she moaned out as it sank into her, “That… it feels odd… not bad… strange, like I’m full.”

“You will wear this as you masturbate, and for at least an hour a day,” I ordered, twisting the plug ever so slowly inside her.

“Mhmm… yes sir,” she panted, “Please, sir, can I suck you now? I’ve been dreaming of it all evening.”

"Sit," I commanded "and get to work."

She sat forward, licking her thick lips, and I couldn't help but pause for a second to truly appreciate her patrician beauty. Then I locked the bedroom door and stepped up, letting her pull my cock out and feeling secure in my power over her, as she gently sucked me into her mouth.

“If you want to watch porn,” I said with a grunt as her tongue did magic to the head of my cock, “Just borrow my laptop, it’s got enough on it.”

“This is a special movie,” she said with a grin, her delicate fingers gliding over my wet shaft, “I confiscated it from your mom and aunt when they were teens. I’ve kept it since, watching it often.”

“Keep sucking,” I ordered, and she happily took me back in her mouth, thick lips stretching wide around my cock as her tongue and tonsils did their best to coax out my load.

“Was it made in the… ahh...  seventies… oh… it looks old as fuck.”

I looked down, and she grinned up at me around my cock, pulling back to speak once again.

“The eighties, I think, just watch it,” she had that mischievous grin as her tongue flickered out and swirled the spongy tip of my dick, “Keep watching, I think you’ll like it.”

I watched as she slowly serviced me. I was standing there in the middle of the small room, while this affluent older beauty submitted to my desires. On the screen, a beautiful older brunette with large, heavy breasts in a nightgown climbed free of her bed restlessly. Grandma Brigette moaned in pleasure as she saw the scene.

Her eyes met mine, and I saw the passion and excitement in them as she saw me watching — the woman on the screen passed by a bedroom door and paused. My breath caught when I realized it was her son's room, and she walked in, staring in desire at his hard dick, visions of sex dancing in her head. Then she sank onto the bed and began sucking on her son.

"Oh fuck," I moaned, and glancing down saw grandma grinning in mischievous pleasure as she stroked my shaft, sucking gently on the tip, teasing out my load. I didn’t bother to warn my sexy slave as the cum boiled out of my balls, flooding her mouth and spilling out down her chin, even as she tried valiantly to swallow it all down.

“You like that I see,” she said as she licked clean my dick, giving the tip a gentle kiss.

I stepped over to the bed and collapsed on it on shaky legs.

“That was wild,” said, “what is this porn?”

“It’s called Taboo,” she said with a grin, standing and pulling her robe back about herself. “I’ll leave you to enjoy the film,” and with a wink, her steps awkward with the pink plug still in her ass, she slipped out of my room and down the hall.


Chapter 
Seven

I ended up passing out before the movie was over and woke to the TV screen, all white electric snow. It was still dark out when I got to the kitchen, and I was the first up. I put on a pot of coffee and built up the fire. Sitting at the kitchen table with my laptop, I read through some emails and worked on a new script for my next film project.

Mom came into the kitchen in a thick robe, and poured herself a cup of coffee, sitting down beside me, and pulled up her iPad.

“Looks like the weather is going to get worse before it gets better,” she said.

"Are they going to close down the lifts?" I asked, pushing my work away and stretching.

“Maybe tomorrow if it’s as bad tonight as the news says,” she said with a frown, “looks like Gwyn and I got here just in time.”

“I’m glad you made it,” I said with a smile. She smiled back, and I was struck for the thousandth time by her incomparable beauty.

Mom is short and brunette, with hair the same color as her mom's and the same bright blue eyes. Her figure is an hourglass of eye-popping proportions that she often hid behind a swatch of fabric and coats. She hated the way men stared at her, and the evil looks she drew from women when she was out. Unlike her sister, she had focused on her mind. She was always trying to have others see her for her brains instead of her beauty. The delicate nose, deep dimples, and thick long bow-shaped lips made it hard not to notice her beauty.

I averted my gaze quickly and went back to work. I felt her eyes linger on me, but when I glanced back, she was innocently reading on her iPad. Aunt Gwyn was the chef of the family, and now that she was here and rested, she took over the duties. Thanking me 
for the pot of coffee as she came yawning out of her room.

“Gwyn!” My mom said, scandalized when she saw what her sister was wearing.

Unlike mom, who was covered in her thick robe, my aunt was in a tight pair of white boy-shorts and a tiny top molded to her torso. A few inches of flat, tan stomach were showing through, and I couldn't help but stare at her sexy little ass bouncing with her every step.

“Oh, relax Carol," she said with a wave, "It's vacation." She gave me a conspiratorial wink when my mom couldn't see and began pulling out eggs, potatoes, and other stuff from the fridge.

I found it hard not to stare at her slender beauty, and my mom kept giving me glares every time she noticed me looking. Finally, I set my computer aside and slipped off to take a shower and dress for a day on the slopes.

Aunt Gwyneth made eggs benedict. Whipping up the hollandaise sauce in minutes with a whisk and a steel bowl. I ate two helpings and would have eaten even more of the delicious food if there had been time. I wanted to get on the first lift of the morning though and made it just in time.

My stepmom came out with me, bundled up in her snow clothes, and carrying her Ski's. It was a perfect morning of snow, and we rode up and down the mountain again and again. Around eleven, alone for the first time, I paused at the top of the mountain alone and pulled out the glass pipe I'd bought earlier and packed myself a little bowl of pot. I don't smoke too often, but there is nothing better than riding down a gorgeous mountain while a little high.

As I was sitting there, a pretty girl rode up and plopped down beside me.

"I've seen you in the park this morning," she said with a big white-toothed grin, "You're good!"

“Thanks,” I said, eyeing her with a smile. She was adorable, with a cute button nose and pale blond hair hanging out from under 
a pink snow cap. "Want a hit?" I offered the pipe, and she grinned.

“I thought you’d never ask,” she said.

We sat there for a good thirty minutes, having a conversation about trees of all things. Then I saw my aunt ride by. She looked over at us and gave a big smile, stopping to wave. In her white ski pants and pink jacket, her blond hair blowing behind her, my aunt Gwyneth looked every inch the perfect ski bunny.

“Who’s that?” The girl asked, and I could see her lips twisted in a jealous little frown.

“That’s my aunt,” I said and almost laughed when the girl's face lost its jealously, "I better catch up with her. It was great meeting you.”

“Oh cool, you too!” She said with a hopeful grin, “Meet here tomorrow? I’ll smoke you out and get you back.”

“Deal!” I said with a laugh as I cruised down and joined Gwyn on the trail.

We rode down the mountain towards the cabin. I cut off the trail and rode through the soft powder between the trees whenever I could, and aunt Gwyn cut down a black side trail, riding through the soft moguls there.

We stumbled into the cabin exhausted and found mom and grandma already in the kitchen, making sandwiches. Their conversation stopped when we walked in, and I caught mom blushing, her eyes avoiding mine, while grandma struggled to contain her grin. I looked at the older woman questioningly, but she just gave me a subtle wink and then asked what we wanted on our sandwiches.

After lunch, I took two Advil, trying to plan ahead for the soreness I knew was coming. Then hit the slopes for another couple hours. I didn’t see my little friend again, but I found a nice little jump and spent a good hour going up and down, trying to hit it just right.

Finally, my legs aching, I rode down to the cabin. The storm 
was just beginning to rage, and there was a fresh, heavy blanket of snow falling. The wind had yet to pick up, and so once I'd dropped off all my gear, I threw on a pair of trunks and headed out to the hot tub. The water was steaming, and I sank into the warmth, feeling my body melt in relaxation.

“There you are,” I heard my grandma’s pleased voice as she stepped out onto the deck.

She was wearing a white robe, and when she shrugged it off, I felt my dick go hard as diamonds. Beneath she was wearing the peach-colored string bikini from the photo in the bathroom. She smiled, her cheeks going red when she saw the look of desire and delight on my face.

I moved to the other side of the hot tub and watched in awe as her massive tits swayed deliciously, her nipple hard in the cold. She sighed in pleasure as she sank into the waters. My cock was throbbing as I slid up beside her, letting one hand trail between her thighs and slide her thong bottoms aside.

“Oh master,” she purred as my fingers grazed along her slit.

“Just checking,” I said with a grin, continuing to tease her clit.

Her legs spread wide, and she bit her bottom lip. I could tell she was hovering on the edge of a massive orgasm, so I pulled back, sitting down in the hot tub again.

“Just teasing me, more like,” she said with a little pout.

I turned the bubbles on, and in moments the water was filled with swirling white foam. Then I threw my arms over the back of the tub and reclined, giving her a look. She smiled shyly and slid beside me.

“Take my cock out and start stroking it,” I ordered her in a quiet but firm voice. “and I don’t want you to stop for anything until I cum.”

She glanced at the house, her eyes wide with nervous excitement as her slender fingers reaching into my trunks and pulled 
out my cock. Neither of us could see, but the sensation of her gentle fingers slowly pulling and stroking me was heavenly. I was staring at her big soft breasts as they swayed with the motion of the water and dropped my hand down and slid it under her ass. Pulling aside her bottoms, I was able to slide my fingers from her pussy, up to her ass, teasing her holes.

“There you two are!” Aunt Gwyneth said from the sliding glass door, “What an amazing day on the slopes,” she stepped out of the house, shivering.

“What are you wearing?” Grandma asked, her hand gripping my cock hard as she stared at her daughter's clothing.

Aunt Gwyneth was wearing a tiny white tank top and minuscule lacy white panties. She hopped into the water and sank down low. Bobbing up for one brief second and affording me a glimpse of her small pink nipples before she huddled down in the hot waters again.

"I forgot my suit," she said, sighing in pleasure, "and didn’t want to get any of my other clothes wet and full of chlorine. Besides, it's not like its anything Adrian hasn't seen before."

“You’re ok with your nephew seeing you practically nude?” Grandma asked, sinking down under the bubbles up to her chin. Her hand slowly continuing its ministrations on my cock.

“Am I bothering you, Adrian?" Gwyn asked me.

“Not at all,” I said, struggling to keep the strain out of my voice.

The look she threw her mom was challenging, and then it turned curious when she saw not anger on her mom’s face but amusement. She glanced from grandma to me, her expression curious.

“Did you get that cute girls’ number earlier?” Gwyn asked me as she let her body float in the water.

“No,” I said, “but I’ll probably see her tomorrow.” It was all I 
could do to speak in a normal tone of voice. My nerves were on fire as grandma’s delicate hand stroked me while my aunt was sitting just a few feet away.

“What’s this?” Grandma asked, looking up at me with a smile, “you met a girl today?”

“I caught them,” Gwyn’s eyes sparked with mirth as she nearly ratted me out for smoking, “chatting up at the top of the mountain. You two looked cute together.”

"Thanks," I said, my balls boiling with cum; fingers and toes tingling.

"Hopefully, you run into her tomorrow," grandma said with a warm smile. She gave nothing away, the motions of her arm hidden beneath the swirling, bubble-filled waters.

Aunt Gwyn had her head thrown back, and I couldn't help staring at her slender, gorgeous body as she floated and bobbed in the water. Grandma caught me looking and gave me a wicked smile. I was on the verge of having a massive orgasm when I felt a slender foot sliding up my leg. I froze, filled with panic, unsure of what to do. Deciding to see where this all led, I held myself in place.

The foot traveled up my thigh and across my trunks, almost like it was an accident. Gwyn shifted in the water, sitting up slightly, her body elongated under the water and meeting my eyes. I held my breath ready for fireworks as she winked at me, her toes sliding across my shorts and then connecting with the hand wrapped around my cock.


Chapter 
Eight

Suddenly Aunt Gwyn jerked upright, her eyes wide as she looked from her mom to me. Her lower jaw was working as she struggled to speak. Fear and excitement in equal parts coursed through my veins, and I felt like a madman.

"Is something wrong, Gwyn?" Grandma asked, sitting up with a gentle, concerned smile.

Gwyneth didn't say anything, just looked from her mom to me, eyes wide, then she noticed the motions of grandma's arm, and I saw her face grow strangely still. Suddenly she stood and got out of the hot tub. Saying nothing as she headed into the house. My grandma's hand picked up the pace as I stared at aunt Gwyn's perfect body practically nude beneath the wet white clothes.

“Ohhhh goooodddddd!!!!” I moaned out softly, cum shooting out of my cock into the hot tub’s waters in thick streams. I panted, catching my breath as she slowed her ministrations.

“That’s was incredible,” grandma panted beside me, “I’ve never felt so alive!”

"Shit," I said, feeling worry replace the retreating lust. “This is bad.”

“Don’t worry,” she said with that mischievous smile, “I know my Gwyn. Give her an hour or two to put it right in her own mind. Trust me.”

I wasn’t sure about that and felt awkward and nervous for the next couple of hours. I went in and took a hot shower. I then headed to the living room with my laptop to do a bit of work. Grandma took a nap, exhausted from her day of skiing, and mom hopped in the shower. So, it was just me out in the living room when Gwyn finally breezed out of her room and into the kitchen.

She began pulling out meat and items for dinner. In minutes I heard music playing and the sound of a cutting board being brought out and the knife sharpening. I closed my laptop and headed into the kitchen. Gwyn eyed me with a smile as she poured herself a glass of wine. Pulling down another glass and beginning to fill it for me.

“Better not,” I said, "mom will throw a fit if she sees me drinking.”

“She’ll get over it,” Aunt Gwyn said, “Just assert yourself.”

I struggled to read her mood and anything into the tone of her voice. She pulled out a yellow onion and began dicing it up. The tension was growing in the room and not the good kind. I felt more and more awkward, sensing things were about to blow up at any minute.

I sipped my wine and watched her shoulders and back tense up. The muscles were visible under her thin, stylish top.

“Look,” I began but cut off as she spun on me, her knife stabbed the air, and I flinched back. I had a moment of confusion as I registered, not shock on her face but excitement.

"You collared her, didn't you!" Her voice was a hiss, and she glanced down the hall to make sure we were alone, and no one could overhear us.

“And what if I did?” Denying nothing as I leaned back, sipping from the wine, my eyes holding hers.

"Holy fuck you did," she said, her eyes wide. Then with a start she spun back to the food, stirring the onions around and preventing them from burning.

I sat and drank my wine, watching her process the information. Finally, she turned back, her look frank.

“I need to see it,” she said, “my prim and proper mom, being a nasty little whore. I can’t even imagine it. That would be like seeing your mom acting like a slut! Wait, you haven’t… have you?”

"No," I said, laughing at her question.

"But you would…" when I stayed silent. Her eyes widened, and she grinned, turning back to the onions she poured them caramelized and smelling sweet and pleasant into a small bowl. Snatching up her glass, she came over to the counter, "Tell me everything!" She said.

“Tell you what?” My mom asked as she came out from the hallway, toweling off her hair.

I froze, my mind trying to come up with a lie, but Aunt Gwyn saved me.

“Tell me all about the girl he met on the slopes,” she said, sipping her wine.

"What, girl?" Mom asked with a frown, then she noticed the glass in my hand, and the frown turned to a scowl, "Adrian, what are you doing? Pour that out this instant. You aren't twenty-one yet!"

“No,” I said, surprising myself at the firm note of command in my voice, “But I’m still a man, and I will have a glass of wine with dinner, or whenever I please.”

She stood there for a long moment; her eyes challenging me, the scowl growing more and more troubled, but I wouldn't back down. I met her stare for stare and felt a thrill of pleasure when she looked down, breaking the gaze. She pulled a cold bottle of water out of the fridge and went back to her room, still toweling off her hair, the troubled expression never leaving her face.

When I glanced back aunt Gwyneth was looking at me anew. Her eyes continued to stray to me as she prepared the meal, and I went back to working on my laptop. I took my time finishing the glass, not wanting to show any signs of being drunk or even tipsy.

Mom and grandma came out early for dinner, the women pouring themselves glasses of wine and helping to plate and finish the dishes. We all sat down and ate thick pork steaks with a  cranberry sauce, roasted vegetables, and potatoes au gratin. I ate far more than I should have and soon was lounging on the couch, an old movie playing. I dozed lightly; the food digesting and the fire 
crackling, filling the cabin with warmth.

I got up when the movie ended and stretched, then I had a wicked thought and headed down the hall to set things up for the night. Once everything was in place, I headed out to the kitchen and made myself a cup of hot chocolate and went back to my room to wait.

I didn't have to wait long. A couple of minutes after I closed my bedroom door, I got a text from grandma saying she was coming over. She slipped into my room in a silky robe, glancing down the hall to make sure the coast was clear. Then she shut it firmly behind her, locking the door. I rose from my bed, my cock already raging hard.

“Take off the robe,” I ordered and stood there, pulling my dick out of my boxers, stroking it slowly as she let the black material slide off her shoulders and pool at her feet.

She was wearing a lacy soft black bra, more of a tiny negligee, and a pair of matching panties. I was glad to see she didn't try to cover herself up and allowed me to feast on her sexy curves as I stood there.

“Are you plugged?” I asked and saw her blush nodding.

"Yes, sir," she said in a submissive voice, "I'm prepared for you."

I took her by the back of the neck and brought her over to the small desk. It stood right outside the closed closet doors. I held her on the side of the desk and pulled her lips to mine in a passionate kiss. Her moan of desire as our lips met, sent a shiver of pleasure down my spine. Still holding the back of her neck, I bent her over the desk, sliding my hands down her back and slipping her panties down her thighs.

“You’re a good little slut,” I said as I pressed the medium butt plug further in her ass and then slowly twisted it, pulling in free.

I grinned at her when she looked back at me, and reaching up, took hold of her arm, pulling it back behind her back. She moaned 
out so loud I thought she might wake my mom when I cinched the handcuff around her wrist. Oddly I felt her tension and anxiety melt away as I pulled the second hand behind her back and locked it beside the first.

"Ohhh, god… mhmm… thank you… sir," she moaned, stifling her mouth to keep from alerting anyone.

I dropped a small dollop of lube on her stretched hole and slid it around with my finger. She shivered as the cold liquid slide down her sensitive flesh, and I felt her tense as I started stroking my fully engorged cock with it.

"Have you ever had your ass fucked grandma?" I asked her, letting the dirty words carry just past her ears.

"No…," she whispered.

“You want me to fuck your virgin little hole?”

"Yes!" She hissed, her hips rocking, pressing gently against me.

“Beg me,” I commanded, my voice quiet and confident.

"Mhmm, please, sir, please… fuck my… ass… oh, it's so wrong, so wicked… please, grandson," she looked back over her shoulder, her words growing more desperate and passion-filled by the second, "Fuck my little ass, make me your anal whore!"


Chapter 
Nine

She lay bent over the desk; face pressed into the cold wood, cuffed and ready, ass presented to her master. I saw her eyes close, and a shiver of pleasure run through her body as I pressed the tip of my cock into her tight little hole.

“Ohh god… slow… mmhmm… you’re so big, sir… so big.”

I worked my cock into her slowly. Feeling the firm flesh of her puckered opening stretch ever so gently around my cock head. Then the bulbous flesh was through, and she sighed as I slowly slid deeper and deeper.

"Sooo deep… fuck me, master… fuck your whores' ass."

“You are so tight,” I breathed, her tiny confines sending shivers of pleasure through my body.

I drove in and out of her in long slow strokes, hands on her hips, holding her in a firm grip. Back until just the head of my cock was in her and then driving forward. The sight of her wide ass rolling with each thrust was almost enough to send me over the edge. I took my time, though. Thoroughly enjoying my first-time fucking balls deep in an ass and determined to enjoy every second of it.

Reaching up, I took a firm grasp of the loop on the back of her collar, pulling her up by it and eliciting a moan of pleasure. Her massive tits were hanging down to the table. Her nipples touching wood as the rest of their softness swayed with my every thrust. I reached around and slipped my fingers into her mouth, pressing down on her tongue, and instantly felt her ass cinch down on my cock.

“UNNGGGHGNGNGNNNNNN!!!!!!” She cried out, the loud moan echoing around the room, but I was too far gone in pleasure to stop.

I just fucked her harder and faster, oblivious to all else. I felt my orgasm approaching and felt her shuddering beneath me again as she rose as well.

“Why did you jack me off in front of Gwyn?” I asked, voice a breathless whisper.

“Because you ordered me to sir,” she said, her eyes squeezed tight, her face twisted in the beautiful agony an approaching orgasm.

"The… real… ungh… reason," I said, punctuating each word with a powerful thrust into her ass.

"I want you to make her your… unh… whore just like me… finding a real man again… mhmm… has been the greatest experience…. Oh, Adrian… it's going to be a big one… mhmm!"

I took a firm grasp on the back of her head and turned it in one hand. With the other, I reached out and flicked the closet door open.

Kneeling there, hands and ankles shackled, a magic wand style vibrator secured to her thigh, humming quietly against her pussy, was my aunt Gwyneth. Her mouth covered with a gag, and eyes filled with red tears, but they weren't from pain. The floor beneath her soaked in a puddle of her juices. Her pussy was quivering in orgasm even now, a flood of her cum streaming down her thighs.

"Ohhh yesssssss!" Hissed grandma, the taboo surprise sending her over the edge and then some. She almost broke the desk when her body went rigid. Her ass tightened, then milked my cock, and I flooded her with cum. Again and again my cock throbbed. Cum filling her hole and then spilling out and down her inner thighs, merging with the flood of juices there. Causing her to cum even harder.

"Mgghmmmf Mmghfmm," Gwyn moaned into her gag, her breaths coming in sharp little bursts through her nose, saliva drooling around the rubber ball. There was a release on her restraints where she could have broken herself out, in case she couldn't breathe or something, but she had stayed in them relishing the wild plan I’d put to her.

I slowly drew my cock out of my grandma’s ass, and she sighed, a flood of white cum rolling out of her stretched hole. Then she was sinking to her knees, a giant grin on her face. She roused herself and crawled up to me, pulling the wet towel I had prepared over and cleaning me off. Her eyes were filled with love and contentment as she gazed up at me.

"Thank you, sir," she murmured, glancing over to Gwyn still on her knees in the closet, and I felt her shiver in pleasure once again, "Thank you for everything."

"On the bed slave," I said, reaching down to caress her hair and unlock her wrists, my tone gentle, "It's time for your step-daughter to prove her worth."

Gwyneth's eyes filled with a pleasure pushed almost to the point of pain. I had left her in the closet for close to thirty minutes at this point, that vibrator working away on her. I'm sure she was plenty sore, but I didn’t plan to give her the honor of feeling my dick in her pussy just yet.

I lay grandma down, stroking her back and hair as I pulled the blanket up over her. She was still sweating, her hair wet and exhausted. Then I stepped up to aunt Gwyneth and unclipped her gag, pulling it free.

She coughed once and drew in a ragged breath as her burning eyes held mine. I paused, waiting to see if she spoke or demanded anything. When she didn’t, I smiled at her in approval.

“You’ve been a slave before,” I said, “You knew the trick of the restraints and agreed to all this way too fast otherwise.”

"Once… sir," she said. Her musical voice had lost its typical edge. She sounded almost vulnerable, but when she looked from me to the woman lying in bed, her eyes only grew more full of lust.

“Good,” I said, my eyes drinking in her gorgeous face and body, “Let’s see how talented that pretty mouth is.”

I stepped up to her, and she practically lunged forward, tilting herself so she could wrap her perfectly sculpted lips around my 
cock. She drew me deeper and deeper until the head of my cock was tickling her tonsils, and then she began to hum, her tongue working the underside of my cock.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, the pleasure intense as my cock grew thicker in her mouth.

I stood there, feeling like a king as the beautiful blond worshipped my cock with her mouth. The bindings held her fast, and so she had to work with only her head. She was moving up and down my hard-on, able to take the whole thing down into her throat. Her swallowing tonsils did amazing things to me, and I felt another orgasm approaching.

"Coat her face, sir," grandma said from the bed, and when I turned to look, I saw her legs were spread beneath the blankets, and she was playing with herself. "God, this is so wrong!"

"Mhmm cum for me, Adrian," Gwyneth moaned as I pulled my dick free of her mouth, stroking its slick shaft. She reached out her tongue, teasing the sensitive spot under the head of my cock, and I felt my toes curling in pleasure.

"Take it," I moaned as streams of pearlescent cum shot forth, covering her face and slender torso. Gwyn leaned back on her restraints, the vibrator digging into her pussy, and I saw her shudder as each thick rope of cum hit her, finally biting her tongue to keep from screaming out in pleasure as she came.

I stood there panting, knees trembling, pleasure still racing through my nerves from fingers to toes in the wake of my massive orgasm. I grinned down at Gwyneth, and she looked up at me, a slow satiated smile stealing across her face.

I reached down and unhooked her restraints, her arms and legs moving slowly as the muscles relaxed. I picked her up in my arms like you might carry a child. She was so slender and slight it was easy to hold her. She rested her head on my shoulder, and I looked to grandma in my bed.

"Wait for me," I said, and she nodded submissively, "and don't 
you dare cum until I get back."

"Mhmm, yes, sir," she purred.

Careful not to make any noise, I carried aunt Gwyneth down to her room and lay her in her bed. She pulled me down atop her, her lips finding mine.

"That was the hottest thing ever," she moaned softly into my ear as I held her, letting my hands play over her body. "seeing you master mom, make her your little toy… god damn, you’re so beautiful Adrian. I didn't know if I just wanted to watch more or be her, there, bent over and ravaged!"

"I only hope things don't get awkward and ruined between us all," I said, admitting my real fear, "I love you all so much, and things are getting pretty crazy."

"We love you too, Adrian," she said, pulling back and looking me in the eyes, her hand gently stroking my back. "You must know how much we all adore you. We speak about you all the time when you were off at school." She blushed as she admitted, "You're the most handsome and talented man I've ever known, your mom and grandma think so too. But to see you become a real MAN… I just couldn't contain my desires."

"That's wild to hear," I said finding it hard to believe or see myself that way, "I don't know where this is all leading, but so long as I have you all in my life, I'm happy. I don't want to ruin that in any way."

"Oh, it won't be ruined," she purred in my ear as she rolled atop me. She had stroked my cock stiff again, and to my surprise, she slipped it into her tight pussy. Her lips on mine as our bodies joined in wicked taboo for the first time. She rode me slowly and gently, and after a couple of minutes, I felt her pussy fluttering in joy as she had an orgasm.

Then she rolled off me and winked as she curled up on the bed.

“Now go make her suck your cock clean,” she said with a wicked grin, “and make sure you save some for me tomorrow.”

"Jesus, woman!" I growled, my cock still throbbing with need, "I need to find a collar for you, you’re wild aunt Gwyneth!"

"Mhmm, it's fucking hot when you call me aunt," she grinned, "I've always been into taboo roleplay, but this takes it to a whole new level!"

I left her there, cuddled up and drifting off to sleep, a smile on her lips. I had to get out of there, or else I would have thrown her down and taken her again. Her beautiful slender body had felt amazing, and her kinky mind was something I couldn't wait to explore more of.


Chapter 
Ten

When I got back to my room, I found grandma in the closet, the restraints on her wrists and ankles. She was in the same place her daughter had just been, tied up in the same way, a trail of her juices sliding down her thighs.

I stepped right up to her and shoved my dick in her mouth, still wet and sticky. I saw her look of confusion for one second, then she moaned in pleasure when she realized what I had done. I let her suck me clean and then worked on pushing my dick deeper and deeper into her throat. Making sure not to force her to gag too much, as she sucked and worked my cock. I came minutes later, painting her face and tits with a much smaller load than I had blown in her ass earlier.

Letting her free, I carried her to her room and lay her in bed, exhausted and sated. I kissed her forehead and pulled the covers over her. I couldn’t put into words how much I loved her, but I resolved to show her and aunt Gwyneth in every way I could, while still being the man they needed me to be.

The next morning, I woke late and headed out to grab a cup of coffee. I found all the women eating breakfast. The mood was strange; grandma and aunt Gwyn were thick as thieves. Sitting right beside one another, chatting and laughing, while mom sat on the other side of the table looking put out.

"I'm going to head up the mountain," mom said, standing and putting her plates in the sink, "Want to come with me, Adrian?" She sounded hopeful, and I felt terrible as I shook my head, seeing her face fall.

"I'm going to hang out and recover. My legs are a bit sore from the past couple days."

Aunt Gwyn burst out laughing and covered her mouth with 
one hand, shooting me a conspiratorial look. Mom frowned at her and shook her head as she went off to get ready for a day on the slopes.

“Poor woman,” Gwyn said when she was gone, “She needs herself a good lay. She’s been wound too tight for the past few years.”

“I know where she could get a good lay,” grandma said in a sultry whisper, her grin wide.

“Now that I would pay money to see,” Gwyn said with a laugh.

"If my suspicions are correct, you won't have to pay to see it," grandma said.

“What do you mean?” I asked immediately.

"It's just a suspicion," she said with a little grin, "but based on the women of this family, I think it's a good bet that she has a submissive side. From the glances she's been giving you ever since she arrived, I think she's beginning to see you in a whole new light after the divorce from your dad."

“You’re imagining things,” I said with a laugh.

“Mom and I always said you two were perfect for each other,” Gwyn said with a grin, “always nerding out together about the most esoteric stuff. You’re not related or anything, and trust us, in the social circles we’ve grown up in, there are stories of far more scandalous things.”

“Speaking of which,” I said with a hungry grin, narrowing my eyes at the pair of them, “I want you both in the master bedroom ten minutes after mom leaves. I have plans for you today.”

“Yes, sir,” they said in unison with matching smiles.

They both popped up and ran back to their rooms to get ready. I took such delight in seeing their contrasting bodies running down the hall. I took my time finishing my coffee and then said goodbye to mom and hopped in the shower. I found them both in the master bedroom, my step-grandma in her lacy black bra and panties, the top barely constraining her massive breasts, and my 
aunt in her lacy white top and panties.

I strode in the room and gazed at them like they were my property. The cold hard stare made them both tremble, their smiles withering on their faces, as the will to submit overtook them.

I took the older brunette first and bent her over her elegant wooden makeup stool. Tying her ankles to one side and her wrists the other, with silk ties I'd bought at the store in town. Her big tits hung down and swayed deliciously whenever she moved. Her thin blond stepdaughter, I bent down beside the bed, tying her wrists to her ankles.

They were both breathing heavily as I took my time, letting my fingers tease and touch their sexy bodies. When I finished, I stood and stepped behind my aunt.

“You must be punished slave,” I said in matter-of-fact tones.

"Why, sir?" she asked, trying to crane her head around, "What have I done?"

"Not what you did," I said, running my fingers up her fur covered pussy, "but what you didn't do." I brought my palm down hard on her right ass cheek.

"Ohh, mmm, I'll fix it, sir… please punish me," she moaned out, pressing her hips back into my next spank.

"Grandma was a good whore," I said, smiling at her between spankings, "she gets a reward."

I pushed Gwyn forward, forcing her to shuffle awkwardly, and let my dick slip between grandma Bridgette’s thick lips, feeling her mouth work its magic on me as I spanked Gwyn, giving her cheeks the same five slap treatment, I’d first given her mother. The wet sounds of a sucking mouth filling the room.

“You deserve a reward too,” I said to Gwyn when I was done, her ass cheeks a cherry red.

I flipped her back onto the bed and spun her around, so her head was hanging down off the edge. Then letting my hands run over 
her small breasts and sexy slender frame, I slid my cock deep down her throat.

“MGGHMM THNKKYYYY SSSAAAARRRR,” she moaned around my cock as her throat distended with the girth.

Her mother was tied down, pussy dripping, saliva drooling from her mouth as she watched me fuck Gwyneth’s face. The blond woman was breathing hard through her nose and then screaming out as I reached up to frig her clit with light, fast movements. Her thighs were trembling as her orgasm built, and I ripped my hand away, withdrawing my cock and turning to grandma. Just as she was on the brink of cumming.

I took up the magic wand and stepped up behind her, sliding my fingers across her slick lips and pussy and then coating the medium butt plug in her own juices. I pressed the vibrator to her pussy gently.

“Ohhh nnnghnnnnn that’s so intense,” she moaned out, throwing her head back, hair fanning in dark splendor.

Then I pressed the plug to her ass and eased it into her. She relaxed and accepted it, moaning a guttural groan of pleasure. Then I strapped the vibrator to her thighs and let it work its magic on her, as she rocked her hips against it.

Gwyneth's knees were bent, her legs spread wide, wrists tied to ankles, when I spun her around. Sliding her soaking wet pussy to my cock, I let Bridgette watch, her orgasm building to a powerful climax as I slowly drove my cock into the tiny blond pussy. Gwyn moaning out in ecstasy as she was stretched, her body confined, a whore on display.

I fucked Gwyneth with long powerful strokes, loving the sight of her little breasts jiggling with every thrust, the twisted look of pleasure on her face as she came again and again. She especially loved it when I reached up and gripped her neck in one hand, careful to squeeze at the sides with fingers and thumb and not crush her windpipe. Choking her as the pleasure grew and grew, her mind broken under the pleasure, becoming my whore down to her soul.

She submitted utterly to me, her whole body given over to being used to satisfy my every pleasure and hers. I felt her shudder as the pleasure grew to pain once more, her orgasms piling atop one another. I drew my cock out and turned slightly, giving it a stroke and then blasting cum across Bridgette's gorgeous face. She was in the midst of her own building orgasm, and as she saw my dick pointing at her, she opened wide; her face a mask of subservience as I covered it and her hanging tits with my cum.


Chapter 
Eleven

I uncuffed the women, wishing I had more time with them. I took care when I did to hold each and make sure they knew they were loved and also to make sure they were good. Then we all took showers and hit the slopes for a couple of hours. I saw the blond girl again, but my mind was on the gorgeous women of my family, so I just waved and cruised off, barely noticing her disappointment.

When I got back to the cabin, my mom and aunt were already in the hot tub. I slipped in, sighing in relief when the warm waters embraced me. We chatted about the conditions, not nearly as good as it had been during and just after the storm, and my aunt gave me a ribbing about the blonde girl again. My mom seemed to grow uncomfortable about it, but my aunt wouldn't quit. I was just about to say something, my inner Dom about to rear its head on her, when mom stood abruptly and said she was heading in.

“Why did you do that?” I asked Gwyneth, a little crossly, when I my mom was inside.

"Relax," she said, slipping up beside me in the tub, "Sometimes, a girl needs to realize she’s about to lose something before she realizes she even wanted it in the first place. Besides, I wanted a little alone time with you… mmm," she pressed her body against me, and I held her close, loving her feel of her gentle hands running over my body beneath the swirling waters.

We were careful not to be too overt, but we had a wonderful twenty minutes or so, touching and teasing one another in the hot tub, while the chill air outside nipped our noses and we spoke softly of our past experiences and future hopes.

Gwyneth had spent several years in Manhattan on the party scene and had loved it in her early twenties. She'd outgrown it over the years and found most of the guys she met never lived up to her expectations. One recent boyfriend had taken her to a sex club, tying 
her up and spanking her in front of others. When he had ordered her to call him 'daddy' is when she had cum the hardest and then realized her secret kink. Memories of watching Taboo with her sister came back, and she had been dreaming of something like this ever since.

That night another storm rolled in, and we ate a quiet meal, and all crashed early — the excitement and adventures of the last few days catching up with us. I slept like the dead that night as the storm raged outside — dreams of leather straps and hanging women dancing through my head.

We woke in the morning to find the snow piled up so high that the lifts would be shut down for most of the morning. My mom had a great idea to go sledding, but no one else seemed to be interested, so I helped her dig through the garage to find the old plastic sleds.

The garage was more of a shed, filled with shovels, and packed tight with old gear. We started digging through it all, looking for the spot where the sleds were. I pulled down several cardboard boxes filled with old winter gear and set them aside, peaking in a back corner.

“This is odd,” moms said with a laugh, “I wonder what mom wanted with these?”

My stepmom had a small wooden box open; the lid inscribed with: Bridgette’s Mementos
, and inside was an assortment of paddles and leather cuffs, some connected by a chain. I stepped over curious and grinned when I saw the contents. Mom was standing close, holding a pair of cuffs and staring at them curiously.

"You know what those are for," I said, startling her when she realized how close I was standing. She shifted between the boxes but didn't pull away.

“I have no idea. Do you Adrian?” Her face looked puzzled, but I couldn’t tell if she was serious or not. I smiled slow and confident as I reached around her and took the cuffs.

“Would you like to see?” I asked, my voice soft, breath tickling the back of her neck.

"Yes," she said, her voice a whisper. Then she held up her wrists, and I felt a thrill course down my spine.

I moved slowly and confidently as I reached around her and then fit the wide cuff around one wrist, locking the buckle in place. Then I stepped forward a half step, my body standing inches behind hers. I could feel the heat coming off her, hear her heavy breathing and a low scraping sound.

Reaching around to the other side, I pulled the other cuff around her wrist. As I locked it in place, I felt her hips roll back, pressing her ass gently into my crotch, then roll forward. The scraping sound was louder this time, and I looked down between us. I nearly moaned in delight when I saw what she was doing.

My stepmom was standing in the perfect position for a corner of one box to rub her jeans covered clit. She was rocking her hips gently, trying to be surreptitious as she got herself off in my presence. I was so turned on; I nearly took her there, but I knew she wasn't ready yet.

My motions were slow as I finished locking the last buckle and then reached out, leaning into her body and pressing her down into the boxes, I took up the chain attaching the cuffs.

“Mhmm,” she moaned ever so quietly.

"You see," I said, my voice caressing the words, breath tickling her ear and neck, I inhaled the fruity-floral fragrance of her lustrous dark hair and went on, drawing the chain up, "Sometimes a woman wants to give up control. Let a man take charge of her body."

I pulled the chain up, drawing her arms straight above her head. The movement caused her to push her weight forward to keep her balance, driving her pussy into the boxes even more firmly, again and again, as my hand rocked ever so gently.

"Nghhh, I… seeeee!" Mom hissed out, eyes squeezed shut and body shaking, almost limply as the cuffs pulled her wrists up. I sensed her reaching the crest of nirvana and suddenly stepped back, releasing the chain and letting her sag back.

"Ahh, there are the sleds!" I said with a bright, cheerful voice, the grin of joy genuine but for entirely different, more wicked reasons.

I pulled two orange disks out from behind a pile of shovels and then stepped to the door, flashing a grin back to my mom. The look on her face was such a mixture of desire, lust, shame, and befuddlement.

"I'll race you to the top of the run!" I said, grinning and giving her a wink.

Then I headed off through the snow to the top of the trail. I was huffing and puffing by the time I got there. Breath coming out in thick clouds of white, the snow still falling in fat flakes. I got to take a long break before mom got there. She was a good ten minutes behind me, her cheeks already red and breath heaving before she started up.

I pretended not to notice her awkward glances, and after one wild run through mounds of powder, we were soon laughing so hard that all the awkwardness melted away. It was an excellent morning of flying through powdery snow on the hill. Then we piled into the cabin and ate a lunch of ham and cheese sandwiches with her mother and sister.

The runs were still down that afternoon, so we lounged about the cabin, watching movies and eating too much junk food. Gwyneth continued to flirt outrageously, and her mom did nothing to stop it, often encouraging it. The two of them were both in tight and revealing clothing. My stepmom said one thing about it, but when I told her it was fine, she quieted and went back to watching the movie. I studied her carefully, and she seemed genuinely happy, relaxing against my side and laughing with ease.

My aunt cooked the most amazing pot roast that night, with root vegetables and mashed potatoes. She mixed shallots and parsley in with the potatoes, giving them a fresh and sweet flavor that went perfectly with the rich dark gravy. I was just polishing off my second portion, feeling like a glutton, when I saw mom empty the 
third bottle of wine into her glass.

She had been drinking rather heavily all night, and with the bawdy humor and flirtations of my aunt and grandma, she had grown looser as the evening wore on. She even joined in a time or two. The real moment was when she took a big sip of her glass and turned to her mom, eyes narrow and a bleary smile tugging at her lips.

"We found your little box of 'mementos' in the garage today." She said, slurring her word slightly.

“I had forgotten those were out there,” Brigette said with a laugh, “I’ll have to pull them out.”

“Mhmm do show me,” Gwyneth purred with a seductive smile, “it sounds like something naughty.”

“It is!” Mom said with a laugh, “Adrian showed me these leather restraints… hic… oh my,” she pressed a hand to her face, “I may have had too much wine.”

"Tell us," Gwyn said with an excited grin, "what wicked things did you and your stepson get up to in the garage with these restraints?"

“Nothing!” Mom said with a shriek, her face going scarlet. Suddenly she stood on wobbly legs, “I’m sorry I think I had a bit too much to drink.”

She didn't seem too bad, but she wandered off to her room, leaving Bridgette and me to frown at Gwyn. She just winked at us and finished off her wine. Everyone was drunk and sleepy, stuffed from so much good food. We headed off to my room. Instead of closing the door, I left it wide open, then disrobed fully and fell atop my sheets.


Chapter T
welve

The air was a little chilly, but it felt good in my inebriated state. Like honey in the trap, I lay there. A couple of minutes was all it took, and then I heard a door down the hall gently open. Followed by soft footfalls coming towards my room.

The moonlight shone across my body, and I heard a sharp intake of breath from the hall just outside my room. I remained still, in my drunken half doze, and listened to her steps, continue to the bathroom. A minute later, the footsteps came back, slower this time, soft and nearly silent. They paused outside my room for long moments, and I shifted my hips, feeling my thick cock roll across my thigh.

The gasp of surprise from the hallway was audible as I lay there, and I couldn't stop the beast from slowly thickening. Gentle steps approached my bed, and I controlled my breathing, even when I inhaled the heavenly aroma of her sex.

A gentle arm reached across the bed and drew the blanket up my legs, pausing as it got to the tops of my thighs. I heard deep heavy breathing and felt her long nails drag across my thigh, then cool, delicate fingers slide lightly up the shaft of my cock. It twitched and I felt her shift in surprise. Laughing gently to herself and wrapping her fingers around my girth, taking a firm grip as she breathed out sharply.

Then I nearly shouted in surprise as I felt wet, hot lips glide over the head of my dick. It disappeared into her hot mouth, tongue teasing the tip, and then off me, the breeze cold on the wet flesh. She was pulling back, a sigh of pleasure escaping her lips, her fingers relaxing on my cock. As she sat up, just before her fingers let go of my manhood, I reached out and gripped her wrist.

"Huh!" She said in surprise, but no more.

Her eyes wide, face filled with fear and worry. I held her wrist in an iron grip, not hard, but unyielding as she tried to pull away. After a moment, her struggles ceased, and I smiled slow and wide. I guided her hand down, gripping the base of my cock firm, and reached up, taking the back of her head and guided her mouth down once more.

She moaned in pleasure, slowly drawing me into her mouth. Her hand working me, my cock coated in her saliva in moments. The feeling of pure bliss, seeing the woman I had dreamed of for so many years, my stepmom, bending over my body in lust and devotion lit a spark in me.

The passion was on us both. I had no thought for guiding the encounter or anything resembling sense. I pulled at her clothes, drawing them off her, and she climbed on my hips. Her perfect legs astride me as I slid into her awaiting depths.

I’d never felt anything as heavenly as her flesh, naked and soft, pressed to mine. Our bodies joined as one. I drove up into her with powerful thrusts, and she ground down on me. My hands were all over her. This body that had fueled so many secret fantasies. Her skin was soft and smooth, her breasts massive and firm, nipples pink and inverted. Her ass was the curvature of heaven itself, and as I held her and rolled her over, I was able to pound into her with abandon.

Our lips never left one another's the second our loins were joined. We were desperate to consume one another, the illicit affair almost silent in the night, except for the squeaking of the bed, which I'm sure my aunt and grandma heard. We didn't care. I rolled her back atop me, gripping her wrists behind her back and felt her cum flooding around my cock, a gush of juices. As I pulled her back, holding her up that way and drove my dick up and into her. We both came with screams of pleasure and then collapsed onto the bed. Panting and clutching to one another, sweat-slicked skin unable to part.

"This is… oh god, Adrian, I've wanted that for so long," she 
whispered into my neck. "That was the greatest sex of my life!"

“Me too,” I said, holding her close, “but it’s just getting started.”

I locked the restraint around her wrist, and she jerked against me.

"What's this… oh god, yes! Mmhmm," she practically writhed as she rolled onto her stomach, putting her two wrists together. I locked both and clipped the two restraints together. In one swift motion, I had her over my knees as I sat on the edge of the bed.

"Are you ready to get punished, Carol?" I whispered in her ear, gripping her hair in a firm hand.

“Please call me mommy,” she panted, her wicked grin reminding me of her mom so much right then, “Don’t hurt me too much… I’ve never,”

“Shhh,” I whispered, “Leave it to me mommy-slut, you’re my toy now, and I take care of my toys. So long as they please me. And you want to please me, don’t you mommy? You want to be a good little whore for me, don’t you?”

“Yesss!” Her purr of pleasure cut off as I smacked her right cheek peppering it with a few quick light slaps, then her left with a slow harder one. Her hips rolled up after each strike, her pussy lips growing wetter and wetter. I slid a finger down the plump folds, and she shivered, breath hissing between her teeth when I gently rubbed her firm clit.

“Like mother, like daughter,” I said with a chuckle.

“What?!” She asked in surprise, “Do you… Do you want to master her too?”

“And if I do?” I asked, my hand gently sliding along her warm cheeks.

"If you could master her and make her yours, then do it!" Her voice was a desire filled whisper, all reticence stripped away as she bared her soul, "I would love to see her chained up for you, sucking 
your big cock."

"Oh, really?" I asked, my voice filled with excitement and confidence, "You promise?"

I stood her up and pressed her down to her knees in the middle of my room. Mom gasped as she looked up at me, seeing the grin of pride and lust on my face, and I saw dawning realization in hers.

"No…," her voice was filled with disbelief, but her face was filled with lust and excitement.

I pushed back the closet door, revealing Bridgette on her knees, giant breasts shaking, and saliva drooling down her chin around the gag in her mouth. The gentle hum of the vibrator against her nethers.

I stepped up and unhooked the gag from Bridgette’s mouth and let it fall to the floor. I looked to my bound stepmom and saw her panting like a woman in heat. She knelt and watched with wide eyes as I slipped my fingers into the back of her mom’s hair and took a firm grip on the back of her head.

"Show her what a good little whore you are," I whispered in her ear, and she twisted beneath my grip, turning her head and sucking my cock into her thick-lipped mouth. I stood there slowly fucking her mouth, her massive tits swaying with each thrust, her mouth making an obscene 'gluk gluk gluk'. Her face to the side, body on display.

“Plegggssss saaarrrrr,” Bridgette moaned around my cock, “Cangg I gguuummm!”

I grinned down at her, and then turned my head, looking over at my stepmom meeting her eyes.

“Should I let grandma cum?” I asked her, testing.

“Not until she makes you cum, sir,” mom moaned out, her hands twisted at her back, pussy leaking all down her thighs.

“Did you hear her, slave?” I asked in a conversational tone, 
“You better not cum before I do.”

With that, I pulled my cock out of her throat, and she gave a low moan of protest, cutting off in a sob of pleasure as she struggled to hold off her orgasm. I stepped over and took mom's head by the back of her thick dark hair and turned her head, sliding my cock into her hungry mouth.

"Mmm thang you'd sar," she moaned around my dick as I slid in and out of her mouth.

I watched grandma; her face twisting into beautiful agony; the strain growing and growing as she watched this wicked sight. Her thighs were trembling, and soon her breasts as well, as her whole body shuddered.

Timing it perfectly I pulled from my mom’s soft mouth and stepped back to grandma. She practically lunged onto it, driving her throat down onto my cock and swallowing, her tonsils and tongue milking my cock. I was just on the verge of filling her stomach with cum, my toes curling when she broke, her body heaving and shuddering in a massive orgasm. She collapsed, unable to focus on her work.

“Tsk tsk tsk,” I said standing there, my dick throbbing. “You will have to be punished for that slave.”

"I'm…. nghhh… sorry, sir… oh, fuck…!" She was breathing so heavily, and then I saw her whole body relax into unconsciousness, the pleasure just too intense for her.

I pulled the vibrator off her and bent her over the bed. Then stepped up to mom and pressed her back into the bed. I stepped up, straddling her chest, and wrapped her massive firm tits around my cock.

“Yes… use mommy’s tits baby… they are all for you, use me!” I looked down at her gorgeous face and nearly came right there.

The feeling fantastic. But even more than that was the look of submissive devotion on her face.

“God damn you’re so gorgeous,” I breathed out, my eyes tracing her face, my cock slowly driving between the firm flesh. Her nipples were hard and pressing out.

“You look like a Greek god,” she breathed, her eyes wide as she stared up at me, “So beautiful, so powerful… cum for me baby, cum for mommy! Make me your mommy-slut!”

That was all it took, my grandma was coming around and turned her head just in time to see me blasting my stepmom's face, coating it in my cum, it covered her tits and hair as well. My knees were shaking as my toes curled, the pleasure racing up and down my spine, fingers and toes tingling with it.


Chapter 
Thirteen

I left grandma there, tied up and bent over my bed and stood mom slowly. I unhooked her wrists and held her in my strong arms. She whispered in my neck words of love, and I to her. I took her down the hall and set her in the tub with bubbles and sweetly smelling soaps to bathe and relax.

"Things will never be the same," I said, my voice a touch sad.

"I know," she grinned up at me, brushing the bubbles down off one arm, her body tantalizing beneath the waters, "I need to think on things for a while, but know I love you, Adrian. I've loved you for years, much to my shame. But I'm over that shame now, or at least I'm trying to get past it, that and other shames. I love you, and I'm never going to let you go. Tonight was… it was just so incredible. But it was also a lot to take in."

"I love you too," I said with a grin and leaned down and kissed her, a long passion-filled kiss, my hand cupping her cheek.

Then I stood and looked down at her, my face taking on the mien of a master.

“You have other things to think about,” I said, “You have to decide if you want to be collared, like Bridgette. If you really want to devote yourself body and soul to be my submissive slave. Think about it tonight, and if you can’t commit, I understand. If you can, then we will have a ceremony tomorrow for you and Gwyneth to be collared.”

"Gwyn?" She asked, her eyes round, then her lips twisted into a wicked smile, "You've been busy, I see. Mmmm, now leave me… sir… because if you don't, I'll jump that giant dick of yours right here, and you have a slave who needs punishing."

Her grin was mischievous as I left her, and I heard her humming in pleasure as I walked back down the hall. It warmed me 
to see mom without the harsh grip on herself. Seeing her fully relaxed for the first time, comfortable in her own skin.

I found grandma writhing on the bed, still bent over, her wide white ass presented. I took my time peppering her ass with slaps and even paddling it. It was when I took a thin cane and put a couple of red lines on the backs of her thighs that she really began to apologize in earnest, her juices streaming down her legs. The effort had gotten me hard again, watching her rounded body jiggle and hearing her cries of pleasure and pain fill the cabin. I knew my aunt and mom were both listening to me dominate the woman, and that turned me on even more.

I ravaged her ass, loving how much she seemed to get off on being tied down and having her ass fucked. I lay her on her side and took her from behind. Reaching around and helping myself to her massive tits, playing with her nipples and pussy as I fucked her. I warned her again not to cum before I did, and she struggled mightily with it. I took my time and didn't make it easy for her, but when she came, it was just as I was filling her ass with thick streams of cum.

She slept in my bed, the restraints still locking her wrists together behind her back, spooning with me. We drifted off to sleep with the feel of each other’s bodies pressed close.

I woke the next morning and after releasing the beautiful MILF, took a long hot shower. Going over all that had happened over the past few days. My world had undoubtedly taken a turn for the strange, but for the first time in my life, I felt like I was able to be myself. It was wonderful to know I had the love of my favorite people in the world, and as I planned the rest of the day in my head, I found myself looking forward to the future and our lives together.

I took to silk ties and tied them to my wrists, a pink one, and a white one. Then I went out to the kitchen. I found the women already up. They looked to have been up for hours, chatting amongst themselves, relaxed and laughing. They quieted when I came out. My mom hopped to her feet, breasts swaying beneath the loose shirt as she piled eggs and bacon onto a plate for me. Grandma poured me 
a cup of coffee, and aunt Gwyneth set a place for me at the table. I sat, feeling like a king as they served me.

I waited for things to get awkward or uncomfortable, but they never did. The women instead seemed even closer than they had been. Sharing secret smiles with one another, and staring at me with love-filled, hungry gazes.

Finally, I finished my meal and sat back in the chair.

“We have some things to discuss,” I said, taking note as each sat up straight, their faces attentive, “I need to know your limits, and I want each of you to know one another’s as well. If we’re going to do this,” I indicated the whole group of us, “we will need to communicate honestly and take care that we never hurt one another in any way. I care too much for each of you to ruin our relationships.”

They all agreed, and soon mom and aunt Gwyneth were sharing. Aunt Gwyneth knew far more about what she did and didn't want, having thought and fantasized about it for years. Mom was far less sure, taking her cues from Bridgette and her stepsister. Once I had a better understanding of things, I stood and went out to the living room, building up the fire and dragging the largest and softest rug into the middle of the floor.

“Slave Bridgette,” I said, using my voice of command, “come here.”

The women all shared smiles, and their breathing grew more ragged as they felt the aura in the room change. I took grandma in hand and let my hands slide over her sexy body, slowly drawing off her clothes. She stood proud and unashamed as she was revealed inch by beautiful inch. I ran my hand around the beautiful collar around her neck.

"This is the symbol of your servitude," I said to my mom and aunt. "These silk ties will have to do until I can have matching collars made for you both, each with a different gemstone in it. Kneel grandma and kiss the cock you worship."

She knelt with a wide grin on her face and, with gentle hands, drew my cock forth from my boxers and kissed the tip. Then I moved over to my aunt, and with slow movements, I drew her clothes off. Her slender model body was stunning, and as I ran fingers up her smooth pussy, I smiled in pleasure.

"You have proven yourself to be a good slave. Kneel," I commanded her. Loving the joy that blossomed in her face as she sank to her knees before me, "Do you agree to become my property and plaything?"

“Yes, sir!” aunt Gwyn said with enthusiasm, her gorgeous face flush with desire.

“Do you agree to accept whatever punishments and demands I have of you, except those limits you mentioned?”

"Yes, sir, I do!"

"Then prove your devotion," I swing my firm cock towards her lips, and she grinned in pleasure as she licked the tip. Her sculpted lips were kissing the head and shaft softly before she took me into the back of her throat, hot wet mouth sending pleasure throughout my whole body.

My grandma knelt, breathing heavily as she watched, and my mom stood there, eyes wide as she watched her younger stepsister servicing me. Outside, white snow fell on a peaceful mountain, and within the cabin, we unleashed passion and wicked fantasy.

"Take my blessing," I moaned as the orgasm boiled out of my cock, coating Gwyn's face and chest with thick pearlescent cum. She was grinning in pride and pleasure as I tied the white silk scarf around her neck, the symbol of our bond. My mom's breathing came ragged and heavy as she watched spurt after spurt of cum hit the woman, her moan of desire drawing my gaze.

“Clean your fellow slave,” I commanded grandma, “and then cuff yourselves and await further orders. I’m not done with either of you.”

Then I pulled my mom forward into the middle of the room. 
Once more, I took my time stripping her naked. This was the woman of my most ardent fantasies, and I relished having my hands on her flesh. Her breasts were the object of intense fascination for me as I drew off her top and bra. The big soft pink nipples were inverted but popped out as I pulled on them gently. Her moans of pleasure alerting me to how sensitive they were. By the time I drew her panties down her thighs, my cock was throbbing once more

"Kneel," I commanded, seeing her relax into sublime submission, and sink to her knees before me, "Do you agree to become my sole property and plaything?"

“Yes, sir, I do,” she said with breathless wonder, her gorgeous older face flush with desire.

“Do you agree to accept whatever punishments and demands I have of you, except those limits you mentioned?”

“Yes, sir, forever and always, if you will have me.”

“Then receive your blessing,” I couldn’t help the moan that escaped my throat as she reached up and took a firm hold of my dick, her gentle fingers stroking me and gripping the base as her thick lips slid over the tip.

I had just cum, so it took her long minutes to coax another load from my cock. Her nipples stayed hard as rocks, and her pussy leaked juices down her legs as Gwyn and Bridgette watched her work. I think she relished being on display, for she put her entire body into the effort. She looked gorgeous as she licked and sucked, tits swaying as she took me in as deep as she could and back out, tongue swirling the tip, then back down onto it.

It was another massive cum load that coated her face and tits, and I grinned, not having to give the order as the other two slaves moved forward and cleaned my stepmom of the cum, their hands and damp towels moving gently across her flesh.

The sight turned me on so bad I wanted to fuck each of them right there and then. Soon after, I had all three bending over the back of the couch, their wrists tied behind their backs, asses 
presented, and on perfect display.

"Mom," I said, sliding my fingers gently over her perfectly round ass, "my slaves must prove themselves to me daily by cleaning their pussies bare." I slapped her right cheek, leaving a lovely red handprint.

"Ohhh! Yes, sir!" she wiggled a little and purred, "Mhmm, thank you."

I let my fingers tease and play both women to either side of hers as I spanked her. Giving her five good spanks per cheek, just as I had the other two women. Then, no longer able to control myself, I slipped my cock into aunt Gwyneth's pussy.

"Mmm, fuck, you're so big… sir… uhh!"

I fucked her with long slow strokes, then pulled out and into my stepmom, feeling her pussy soaked from the spankings, quivering as she came the moment I entered her. I forgave her the orgasm because the sensation was so pleasurable.

"Oh god… please, Adrian," my grandma moaned when I pulled out of my stepmom. She was looking back at my cum slick cock, licking her lips. Eyes desperate as she glanced up at me, "Please fuck my pussy… I need it so bad!"

“Your limits?” I asked.

"Forget them, please!" she begged, and I grinned, stepping up behind her and sliding my cock into her surprisingly tight hole. It had been over a decade since she had been fucked, and from the frantic moan of pleasure she gave, she had been craving it.

She went wild as I fucked her, her whole body shaking and shuddering, her face twisted in pleasure. She couldn’t even think about controlling her orgasms as she began to scream in pleasure, her fingers twisting upon one another in her restraints. I was amazed at her reaction, and as my own orgasm approached, I saw her face go slack, the pleasure too much for her. I filled her pussy with my cum, watching it ooze out the sides. Mom and Gwyn were watching her reaction in wonder.

I carefully slid her down and onto the couch, unshackling her wrists. Her mind was broken from the pleasure. I realized that was the real reason she hadn't wanted to have sex; she was scared of how much she might like it. She was whimpering still as she sat there, one hand pressed to her sore and satisfied sex.

I pressed mom and Gwyn to the ground, letting the stepsisters service my cock together. The sight of their beautiful faces, lips, and tongues worshipping my cock was enough to coax me into hardness once more. Taking my time, working their bodies with vibrator, fingers, and tongue, I drew both of them up to the heights of pleasure, putting on a show for grandma as she recovered.

I took them both to the peak of pleasure and backed them off, sensing their frustration grow with each ruined orgasm. Finally, I pressed them both face to face on the couch. Their pussies lined up perfectly for me to drive into them.

I watched grandma’s lazy smile as she touched herself, reveling in the taboo sight before her as I alternated between the two perfect pussies before me. Bringing all three of us to a shuddering climax together.

Releasing them, we all staggered back to the hot tub and sank into its soothing waters. Nude and filled with love for one another, we whispered, touching and teasing as we let the hot waters sooth out muscles and bodies. The highlight was standing in the water. Watching as each of them sucked my cock in turn, sharing tips and tricks with each other. Their lack of competition and jealousy warmed my soul, and the looks of love shared between the women as they watched one another pleasure me confirmed that this was the right decision.

When I came, it was the biggest orgasm of my life, coating all three of their faces and tits. Their licking lips and shuddering breaths were the last sight I saw as I sank back into the tub, feeling like a king, surrounded by my beautiful harem.

Epilogue

Two more days of wild sex and submission, we shared — the best three days of our lives. We were forced to hang up the cuffs and straps, literally, when the vacation came to an end. On the second day, I had bolted a couple 'O' rings into the ceiling beams and was able to hang the women in various positions. That's when things had gotten genuinely wild.

When I got back to school, my life felt dull and far less exciting, but I threw myself into my art. Two weeks later, mom moved out and rented an apartment near campus, and I moved in with her. She looked so young that my classmates assumed she was near our age and didn't even blink when I said we were dating.

We continued right where we had left off in the cabin. She was learning and growing into herself as my sub, even as I got confidence and knowledge about being a good dom. Aunt Gwyneth would visit when she got time off work, and grandma also came out during spring break. That was a wild weekend, and the three of us drew stares when we went out dancing, all grind on one another in wild drunkenness.

My little film did great at TIFF, and I even got a contact for funding for my next project. That summer I spent filming the script I'd written and with mom to help produce, we created a masterpiece about one woman's exploration into the world of BDSM and her discovery of what it was that she truly desired.

The movie was a hit and even got picked up by a streaming service. By the next fall, I had dropped out of film school and moved to LA. My mom, grandma, and aunt all came out with me, the four of us forming a production company called Relinquishment
. Our brand of female empowerment and sexual exploration films found a willing and ready audience and the success built upon itself.

The highlight of our beautiful lives was when aunt Gwyneth 
won a golden globe for her acting. She had proven to be even more alluring on film than she was in front of a still camera and soon was a sex symbol around the world. With me writing and directing, mom and Bridgette producing, and Gwyneth acting, we were a dynamic foursome in Hollywood.

We spent our time between New York and LA, the four of us connected by love and devotion in a way I'd never dreamed possible. My life is a blessing every day, and I work hard to remind myself and always reaffirm our bonds of domination and submission, deepening them every day. Every winter we made certain to reaffirm our love up in the mountains.

THE END
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