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Chapter 1
This was it. No more hiding, no more running. The end for him, he thought as the plane landed. Sitting in his seat as the plane taxied to the hanger with a look of defeat on his face, Allen sighed and looked down to his right thigh where the large piece of metal was removed after the IED went off near his unit's vehicle outside of Baghdad.
She was the last person he wanted to see. She was the last person he wanted to know. She was the last person he wanted any involvement at all with. He didn't like the woman. But this was it. He couldn't avoid her any longer. After being honorably discharged from the marines, he was sent home to her – his mother.
She didn't know he was on the way. In fact, he hadn't spoken to her since he graduated high school five years prior. He immediately joined the marines and left. He Left everything and everyone, not looking back or making any effort to communicate with her. All except his grandmother.
They were like best friends. She practically raised him. She would be at all his sporting or school events. She helped him pick out a tuxedo for the prom. They would talk at length about any issues he was having with friends, school, and his mother. His grandmother was his mother as far as he was concerned. He begged and pleaded with her to allow him to contact her only, not his mother. After many arguments over the issue, and the fact that he never once called or sent his mother a card, his grandmother, Robin, accepted the fact that Allen will do what he pleases and tried to let the issue go. It hurt her to think of this divide between her daughter and grandson, but this was the way it was going to be and she accepted it. She would lie about not hearing from Allen, when she did, in order to spare her daughter's feelings. Or she would make up a story about reading something on the news about his unit in Iraq.
Allen's mother, Krista, knew of the rift between the two of them. She knew that when he left, that he wouldn't contact her or even care to. She knew that she may never see him again, and it broke her heart. When he left on that bus to Paris Island, South Carolina for basic training, her world collapsed. The worst part is that day is that she knew it was her fault. What was her crime so-to-speak? Sex.
To Krista, sex was just like breathing, eating, drinking, and sleeping. To her, sex wasn't something that she only received every once in awhile if she was lucky or if she met the right guy at the right time and so on. No. Orgasms by herself or with other people, was a regular part of her, sometimes daily, routine. Deciding which of her friends to go out on a Friday night with and end the evening with sex was like deciding on which restaurant to eat lunch at. Fast food? No. Chinese? Maybe tomorrow. I know! Mexican!
It was as simple as that. She had many, many friends to choose from. Did she want one of her black friends, for a night of sucking and riding a big black cock? Perhaps she wanted one of her female friends, for a night of licking and grinding pussies. This was her life for many years. All through Allen's childhood and up until the day he left, presumably for good.
She threw it all away, she threw her child away. She spent so much of her time with her friends, going out to parties, events, a couple orgies here and there, that she rarely saw her son. She'd drop him off at grandma's when he was young. As he entered his teen years, he didn't need a babysitter, so she wouldn't have to take him to his grandma's. Instead he would be in his room, with the door closed covering his ears as best he could so he couldn't hear her sounds of ecstasy with whoever she was with for the evening. He felt awkward and embarrassed. I think any young teen would.
As he got a little older and obtained a driver's license , he would leave the house, driving a few miles down the road to his grandmother's. Robin would listen to him as he'd complain about the racket, complain about not wanting to hear his mother having sex. She'd comfort him he'd stay the night there and come home early the next morning after his mother's guests have gone.
He hated it. He hated that she'd flaunt her sexuality around like that. "Why does she have to be like that? Why can't she act her age or something...you know? I don't want to hear that crap. It's all she ever does!" He exclaimed as his grandmother put her arms around him.
The issue ran much deeper though. Robin knew it, even if Allen's teenage mind didn't yet. Krista wanted sex for various reasons. Her father ran out on her at a young age, she may have had low self-esteem, and finally, because she could so easily have it. At 5 foot 7, 120 pounds, she, like her mother, was gorgeous. She looked years younger than she actually was, had long, thick light brown hair down to the small of her back, and a body that bordered on perfection. With perfect C-cup sized breasts, and sexy, tight core, and a great butt, any man or woman would love to sleep with her. Her dark green eyes and full lips enabled her to finish a man by just staring deeply into his eyes as she would ride him to her own orgasm.
Krista started early, having sex regularly in high school, by the time she was a 19 year old college student she had become pregnant with Allen. His father was one of the remaining basketball players at her college that she hadn't slept with. She never told him she was pregnant and that was that.
With Robin working constantly to provide for Krista (and then Allen) because her husband left when Krista was 12, she was unable to monitor her activities as well as she would've liked to. However, she was able to stay in college and graduate. But the partying and sex didn't end after Allen was born. She wanted it and needed it. And she got it in excess. She majored in marketing and got a job as a marketing assistance, working (and sometimes sleeping) her way to upper management by the time she was in her late twenties.
She would sleep with clients after an evening of drinking. Or she would have wild, passionate nights with older, often married, executives at her company. Sometimes she'd be out of town for a week at a conference with a female coworker. Needless to say, they rarely left their hotel room during the evening. Moans, grunts, and cries of two women in ecstasy filling the hotel hallway outside their door.
Which was the first reason for Allen's resentment toward her: She was never around. She was always working, attending events, going on dates, or at the gym. If she was home, she was with a guest in her bedroom. She was never mean, often saying "hi sweetie" as she passed her son in the hallways, but she just wasn't there for him when he needed her. She was out or busy, and since this lifestyle was conditioned at such a young age, it never occurred to him to talk to her and build some kind of relationship. Would she be open to that? In his anger filled mind, he assumed she didn't care at all. This is why his grandmother is far more of a mother-like figure than Krista. She seemed to care.
The night of his 18th birthday party, which consisted of Robin and Krista singing happy birthday to him, blowing out some candles on a cake, and giving a few presents, Robin became aware of the second issue Allen had with his mother. At around 9pm that evening, Krista left his "party." She got up, grabbed her purse, and left.
"Happy birthday sweetie. Gotta go!" She cheerily said as she got up from the table, giving him a peck on the forehead and headed out the door. "Love you!" She whispered as she left, the two of them watched her walk across the lawn toward her car in her black cocktail dress.
Allen just sighed and shook his head. "See ya." He muttered, as he got up to help is grandmother clean the kitchen.
That's when it occurred to her: He was lonely. But that wasn't the only thing. Maybe he was feeling something that a shy, introverted, teen may feel from time-to-time. Something that all teens feel. Something a teenager with a sexually open and active mother may feel. Was it jealousy that she had such a socially and sexually active life and not him? Possibly. She then turned around and watched him clean some dishes in silent. He was tall, dark brown hair, fairly muscular, and very attractive – at least in her opinion.
"Could he be....?" She thought to herself, quickly shaking her head to dismiss the thought.
"Oh but I bet he is. He's horny. He's getting no relief, and lives with someone who constantly does get relief." She thought, as that seemed to make sense now. He was around someone who getting laid regularly and he wasn't getting anything.
"Poor kid" She thought as she stepped up behind him and wrapped her arms around his midsection. Robin thought about the last time she had sex. It was several months ago, a younger guy, in his 30s. It was nice. She smiled as she reminisced, holding her grandson tightly from behind, pushing her double-d enhanced breasts into his back.
"It'll be ok," she said aloud to him. He said nothing and continued cleaning the dishes.
She held on to him a few more moments. She dismissed a few very naughty thoughts of how she could help this young man, laughing quietly to herself. "I love you Allen." She squeezed and let him go.
"Love you too, " he muttered as she walked away.
It all made sense now, his disdain for his mother. Anger, mixed with jealousy, mixed with zero sex life. Robin could empathize with him. To him, his mother was a slut that didn't care about him. She could understand why he up and left like he did after high school. What she didn't expect was his mother's heart to be as shattered as it was.
The day Allen left for basic later in the summer, was one of the worst days of Krista's life. It was then she realized her failures. When she saw Allen hold Robin for a long, loving, embrace, while Krista received a brief, polite, hug, she knew she had failed. Failed as a mother, as a friend, as a supporter. The months that followed were horrible. They were filled with guilt and depression, but also sex. She immersed herself in even more sex. It was like her drug. Instead of chasing a high, she chased an orgasm.
Rock bottom was soon to happen, and it did around a year and a half after Allen left. She got news from a mutual friend that one of the men in a threesome she had a few weeks back had been diagnosed with HIV. Her heart stopped. She had to stop this. She had to get tested and get her life back on track.
So she did. Luckily, she tested negative for HIV, and it was then that a glimmer of hope appeared. Hope that she might actually hear from, or see Allen again. The last year and a half had been full of hopelessness and feelings of failure, however, when the test came back negative, she felt it was a sign that she's meant to see him again.
She started making drastic changes in her life. She discontinued hanging out with all her friends. She shunned dating. She quit the gym, and focused more on a home-based yoga program. Finally, she sought professional help. She needed help to examine her addiction and face the possible causes of it, along with help on re-building a damaged relationship with her son.
Two and a half years later, she was a new woman. She looked at love and life in a completely different way. She hadn't had sex since the HIV scare, and hadn't dated anyone. She learned to love herself, and not rely on others for validation or self-esteem. She was happier than she'd ever been. She had never been filled with so much hope that true love would happen for her. Her and her mother were also closer, a bond that Krista had ignored, like she had with her son. She felt so alive and free.
Fast forward one year. Robin is in tears as she sees Allen exit the cab in his military uniform. He offers to pay the cab driver as he reaches down for his cane, but is told his ride is free. He turns around and is smothered by Robin's embrace. The hold each other for what seemed like 10 minutes, before walking inside, holding hands. She helped sit on the couch and took his cane. She looked different, he thought. She was 57 the last time he saw her. She looked 47, but now, she is 62 and he could see age catching up to her. No longer did she look 10 years younger, but maybe only 5 – like someone in their late 50s. Her hair was dyed light brown with blonde highlights and cut short. She still had a great figure, as she still exercised regularly.
Allen looked different too. Studies in photography have shown that war ages people. Photos taken of soldiers before their deployment show slightly younger and freshed faced individuals. In a matter of a couple years, some of them appear to have aged quite a bit. Stress, anxiety, and environmental extremes can do that.
"So when do I get to meet him?" he asked after several more minutes of hugs on the couch.
"Ha! Soon, I supposed. He's out of town until next week." She answered; referring to her boyfriend she had told Allen about on his latest phone call.
"Well...alright." He chuckled, looking down, still holding her hand.
They talked for hours, he told her everything about what had happened to him. The leg injury, discharge, everything. It was a wonderful feeling to be back here with her.
As dinner time approached, Robin got up to head toward the kitchen to warm up some leftovers for them. He followed her and stood behind her, wrapping his arms around her, resting his hands on her flat stomach. He was taller than he was at 18. He grew several inches, reaching a height of 6 foot 3. Robin noticed he was more muscular now too, very muscular. She reached up to place a hand on the tricep of his left arm. He held her for a minute or so as the microwave finished its task. She leaned back into him and closed her eyes. He leaned down and nuzzled into her neck, as he gently rubbed her stomach. Thoughts of his 18th birthday popped into her mind. She smiled slightly as she thought about what else might've grown.
"Can I stay here with you?" he whispered. "I'm don't know if I can see her yet..."
He trailed off and Robin opened her eyes, turning around to look him, she smiled weakly. "Sweetie, listen, we need to talk about her. Come and sit."
He followed her into the living room, sitting on the couch, holding her hand. "Gosh, you look so much like your grandfather....more so now, than when I last saw you."
He just smiled and nodded. Robin continued. "Your mother is a different woman now. Completely different. You leaving was a very difficult situation for all of us, but her especially. She's battled depression, and feelings of failure."
She sighed and continued on. "I really need you to let that anger and resentment go. Ok? It's not healthy and she is nothing like that person you knew. She's been going to therapy for quite awhile now."
She reaches up to caress his face. "Please, for me, have an open mind and heart about this. Ok? Let's eat and we'll go over to there to see her. She'll be home in an hour or so."
Allen sighed and looked downward again. "I don't know...."
"Look, think about what you've been through, the nightmare it must've been. We are so lucky that you are still alive. Surely, you've realized through your experience, that carrying around anger in your heart isn't a way to live. Right?"
He slowly looked up at her and nodded his head. "I don't like feeling this way."
"Well then let it go. Just let it go. She's different now, you'll see." Robin said as she leaned in to kiss his cheek. "You look so much like him," she said again, referring to her ex-husband and Krista's father.
Chapter 2
After they ate a quick meal, they headed over to his childhood home a few miles away to await his mother's arrival. On the short car ride over there, he felt slight relief, slight pressure lifting from his soul. Almost as if he was letting go and just enjoying the moment. He was going to see someone who cared about him, someone who had issues, yes, but deep down probably cared very much for him.
Robin opened the door with her spare key and Allen slowly walked in. He was taken back by how totally different the place looked. He walked around the corner into the living room and saw the furniture was different – it was a more gender neutral, not overtly feminine. He noticed nothing was overtly feminine. All the walls were painted a different color – a bland white color. "Interesting," he thought, "It doesn't look like I would've imagined a sex crazed wild woman would decorate, but more like a regular mom."
It actually looked somewhat plain. He was ok with that, it felt less threatening. He chatted a few moments with his grandmother about the changes she's made to the house, her clothing, her job. She didn't go into too much detail as she was hoping Allen and his mother would be able to talk about things.
On more thing he noticed, is pictures of him and his grandmother on the wall, and on small tables next to the brown leather matching couch and loveseat. He didn't recall ever seeing pictures of them around the house. He knew there were some, but they weren't put up; as if someone simply didn't have the time to do so. He looked over to the kitchen and notice how clean it was, everything was clean. Maybe his grandmother was right, maybe she is different now, maybe she's actually at home long enough to keep the house clean and not rely on a teenage son to do a crappy job. He looked up at the tall ceiling and saw no dust on the ceiling fan. A moment later he heard the front door open.
"Helloooooooo! You in my house mom?" a silly, playful, voice called out. Robin walked around the corner of the living to the front door.
"Hi sweetie, I was just....um..." she nervously answered as Krista put her bag down by the door.
"Hmm?" She smiled, back to her mother. "What's up?"
Robin cleared her throat and moved to the side. Allen appeared from around the corner. Krista caught the movement from behind Robin, she smiled weakly not fully processing what she was seeing. It was a tall man in some sort of military uniform. She stared blankly for a few seconds, and that's when it hit her. Her face went white, as though she had just seen a ghost. She covered her mouth with her hand and gasped. A couple seconds later, her hand at her mouth began trembling, her eyes watered up, her breathing was unsteady, and her heart was pounding. She realized who she was looking at.
Robin had moved behind Krista. "It's him. Go on..." she whispered, as her own eyes teared up. She gently pushed her to move toward him. At first Krista didn't budge. She couldn't. Her eyes were streaming and she was shaking as she just stood there looking at her son. In what looked like a very long sundress, extending down to her calves, and her sandals, she was dressed nothing like he remembered. No sexy outfit, cleavage showing dresses, or short skirts. She looked homely, plain almost.
Allen was experiencing something too. His eyes blinked rapidly and he could feel tears welling up in them. His own heart pounded as he watched her reaction. He cleared his throat, "Hi mom," he whispered, unable to speak at normal volume. He extended his arms slightly to her, his right hand holding the cane. Krista just stood there, crying, in shock of what she was seeing.
"Go on dear, it's ok," Robin comforted her from behind and nudged her again.
Krista slowly moved to him, and he moved to her, limping slightly. She closed her eyes and wept uncontrollably, as she stood against him, her head on his chest. He slowly raised his arms up to hold her, his left hand going into the long tresses of her hair, bringing her face against his chest.



Robin piped up from the background, "I have to get going, I'll see you two tomorrow." Allen smiled as she left the two of them alone, Krista only nodding her head as she stood there crying.
He continued holding her, running his fingers through her light brown hair. She had moved her hands to his chest, clutching him tightly. He didn't know what to do, he only knew that he felt some kind of peace with her. He moved both hands to her middle back, and held her tightly. She moved her hands up and over his shoulders and neck. They embraced like that for a few moments. He started to stand straight again and took a step back. She slowly looked up at him, her dark green eyes, still streaming with tears.
"Is this real?" she asked as she brought a hand to his face.
All he could do was look down in her eyes nod yes. He fought the urge to break down, and struggled to maintain his composure. She lunged toward him again wrapping her arms up around his neck. He heard her say very softly that she was sorry. He didn't quite understand what she was talking about at first.
"I'm so sorry...never again..." she cried.
Then it occurred to him. She must be sorry for the past, their lack of a bonding relationship.
"...never again, will I take you for granted..." she continued as she held him tightly.
"It's ok...It's fine," he said has he broke the embrace, grabbing her trembling hands. "Let's sit."
"You're hurt! " she cried out as she saw the cane.
"No, I mean, sort of. I'm ok...let's sit," he said as he led her to the couch.
As she sat next to him, he cleared his throat, and he put his arm around her to console her. This was new to him, he couldn't recall ever sitting like this with her, much less putting his arm around her. She continued crying and leaning into him for several more minutes. When it appeared she gained her composure, she sat up, facing him, and brought her hand to his face again. Gently caressing it, as she looked in to his eyes; all he could do was smile weakly and look back into hers. Her face looked the same, except older. He noticed crow's feet around her eyes, and slight wrinkles around the corners of her mouth. She had a few freckles from sun exposure. Her lips stick color was different, not the vibrant red, but plain – almost like she was barely wearing any makeup except for some eye shadow. Her hair style was different too. Not the long sultry dark hair, but slightly shorter, down to the middle of her back instead of her lower back. It was light brown and still thick. She had a few of the long locks curled, and even some bangs that came down to her eyebrows. It was a trendy looking hairstyle, one that isn't normally seen on a 42 year old woman.
"I missed you so much," she said as the tears returned and she embraced him yet again.
"It's ok, I'm here now." He patted her back and closed his eyes. He noticed she smelled wonderful. HE closed his eyes and smiled, not used to this closeness, but open to it.
She pulled back and ended the embrace. She took a deep breath, wiping her eyes and face of tears, calming herself. "What you like something to drink? Water?" she asked.
"Sure, mom, that'd be great," he smiled as he watched her fill up a glass of tap water.
"I had no idea you were coming home today, "she said as she handed him the water, still sitting very close to him.
"Yeah, well, my leg...." He looked down to his right thigh after taking a sip.
Krista placed her hand on his thigh and gently rubbed it for a moment. "I'm so sorry sweetie."
"It's fine. I'll have physical therapy, and use the cane for a little while longer. The worst is behind me."
"Good," she said as she patted his thigh. Not sure of what to say or how to say it, she simply smiled at him, taking in every moment.
"Your hair looks nice," he said attempting to break the silence. He meant it to, it was very cute.
"Thank you," she appeared to blush and look away slightly.
They sat in silence for several more minutes as he finished his water. She examined his hands, then moved up to his half inch dark hair, and then his face again. She finished her examination with another long embrace. They sat there in silence, holding each other, as the sun set. Having lost track time, Krista stood and turned a lamp on next to the couch. She sat back next to Allen, grabbing his hands.
"Care to see your room?"
"Sure, lead the way," he smiled as he stood with her help.
She held his and led him up the stairs, at the top she entwined her arm with his and led him to his old room. He was shocked at what he saw. It looked exactly the same as it did when he left. Same bed, same drawers, same wall colors, same everything. It looked like a room for an 18 year old, not a 23 year old war vet. It was spotless too; he could tell it was cleaned regularly.
"Wow....it looks great in here," he said in amazement as he looked around.
"Thanks, I kept it just the way you left it. I dust in here about once a week," she said as she let go of his arm and sat on his bed looking up at him, smiling.
"Yeah," he chuckled slightly as he looked at the double size bed. "Everything is the same. I suppose the bed is long enough for me. Feet might hang off the end some."
"Well if that's the case we'll have to go shopping and buy you a new bed!" She exclaimed as she stood up, moving toward Allen, placing her hands on his chest again. She sweetly looked up to his eyes.
"I don't know, maybe," he replied, looking around the room toward the floor.
"Just let me know, ok? After all, you are a big, tall, hunk now. Not a kid, but a grown man. We can change the room however you like it." She remained looking up at his face, into his eyes for moment before she went on her tippy toes to kiss him on the cheek, causing him to blush – much to his surprise and embarrassment.
She ran her hands over his shoulders, and down onto his biceps. "You're huge too. I guess that's what all the training will do to a man." He simply smiled and nodded.
"So...would you like to take a hot shower? You still have all your same clothes. Same pajamas too. Think they'll fit?"
"Heh, probably not," he chuckled back. "But I have some PJs in my bag downstairs I can wear."
"Ok great. We can buy you new clothes too, if need be. I'll go down and get your bag and bring it up here. You can go ahead and shower, you know where the towels are ."
"Sounds great, mom," he replied, smiling softly down at her.
She went on her tippy toes again, kissing his check. "Ok I'll see you when you get out."
Chapter 3
As his mother went downstairs to get his bag and a bite to eat for herself, Allen stepped into the shower, letting the hot water hit is back and shoulders. He turned around, watching the water flow down his huge chest, over his 6 pack stomach, and then down his tree trunk legs. He looked at his flaccid member and thought about the last time he used it.
Christine was her name, a fellow marine in his unit. She was gorgeous. Dark, almost black hair, very toned and fit. She would ride his cock to oblivion every once in awhile. The last time was a few months ago, before she went home to the states. He smiled thinking about that night. How they snuck behind a building on base, pinning her against the wall, thrusting up and down.
His cock started to hardened as he thought of her. He used some shampoo from his head and grabbed his impressive length. Maybe not super huge, like the massive cock of his best friend on base, but it was an adequate 9 inches.
His thoughts went back to Christine, has he held her up against the wall, pounding her pussy relentlessly. "Yes," he thought as he stroked that blood engorged pole, "feels so good." He hadn't cum in a long time and the images of Christine's face with an expression of lust on it fueled him as he jacked off harder and faster. "Yes!" he screamed in his head, then something strange happened right as the semen was welling up in his balls: he saw his mother's face.
Christine's face became Krista's. Just as she was a little while earlier in his bedroom looking up at him before he left to take a shower; her sweet smile, with her thick, luscious lips. "Ahhh," he whispered a moan out as he tried to revert the face back to Christine's. "No..." he couldn't do it, the face of Christine was gone and replaced with his mother's. It was too late to stop jacking off, his cum was on the rise. He bent forward slightly as his mouth dropped open in a silent moan. The powerful orgasm came over him and he shot several ropes of cum straight up into the air, a few spurts hitting his chest, his face, landing on his lips, and one going into his open mouth. He moaned as quite has he could and stood up straight, licking his semen off his lips, shaking his head. "Idiot," he thought to himself. "Whatever," he sighed and finished up. He got out of the shower, wrapping the towel around his waist, grabbed his cane, and went to his room.
"Oh, hi..." he awkwardly said to his mom as he saw her sitting on his bed.
"Hi," she smiled. "I brought your bag, and a turkey sandwich if you're hungry." She said, smiling up at him.
"Thanks, I could eat again. " He sat on the bed next to her and took a couple bites, still in his towel.
Krista raised up on her knees and put her left arm around him. Her free hand roamed over his shoulder and bicep, gently squeezing them. He took another bite of the sandwich. She scratched his head and leaned down to slowly kiss his bare shoulder.
"You really do look great," she said while running her hand through his hair, the other hand softly caressing his arm.
"Thanks," he replied with a mouth full of sandwich causing her to chuckle a bit.
"I'll let you change. Your bag is over there." She stood up and turned to face him, grabbing his chin to bring his face upward toward hers. She leaned in and kissed his cheek again, slower this time. "I'm so glad you're back," she then exited the room.
He finished his sandwich and got his pajamas on; a t-shirt and pajama pants. He smiled as he thought about how things are better than he expected. They seem to be getting along, she is a different person like his grandmother said, and he felt sort of good about being back. He lay back on the bed and looked up to the ceiling for a few moments, then he heard her knock at the door.
"May I come in?" she asked.
"Sure mom, just laying here," he casually replied. She entered the room and had changed into her pajamas. They were not super short-shorts, or a tiny tank top like he remembered and felt weird about as a kid. They were almost like what he was wearing. She had on pink with red polka dot pajama pants and plain small white t-shirt. She look truly adorable. He smiled at her as she walked around to the other side of his bed, smiling back at him.
"Care if I join you?" she asked, getting on the bed, not waiting for his answer.
"No, not at all," he replied, scooting over a little so she'd have some room – not much room, but a little.
"Good," she said as she lay next to him, snuggling into his massive arm, her head on his chest.
"You sure do look cute in your PJs," he said, trying his best to be friendly. He pulled her in closer to him, feeling the warmth of her body and the increasing warmth in his heart.
"Well thank you sweetie," she said as she patted his chest and propped herself up on her fist. "So....again, I'm sorry."
"Mom, stop," he knew what she was talking about. "Let's just lay here and relax."
"I want to renew things with you."
"I," he sighed, "would like the same thing."
She nodded her head. "Can I just say one thing?"
"Alright," he groaned.
"You are my everything, my world, my life, and I want your forgiveness for any second that I may have put doubts into your mind about my love for you before you left. I had some issues for many years, and I've gotten a lot of help in the past few years. Things have changed with me." She rested her head on his chest placing her hand on the other pectoral. "I won't go too much into it, but I've gotten professional help to address self-esteem and self-worth issues I was having. I now know what matters in life, and I focus on it now. Will you please forgive me?"
"Mom, I..." he sighed as she looked back up at him. "It's ok, really, it's fine. It's...in the past. "
"Do you forgive me?"
He paused for a moment, "yes."
"Oh sweetie," she lifted up and gave his lips a quick peck, then settled back down. "I just want you to know that time of my life is over, I want to maintain and tend to real bonds, real love. You know?"
He nodded his head as she continued. "You're my real love, and I want to make sure you and I are close and will have an unbreakable bond."
He brought his hand to her face, caressing it, sighing again, "I'm here now, I'm home for good. Let's just...." He trailed off has he caressed her cheek with his thumb, remembering what his grandmother said earlier in the day, "let's just let go of all that and move forward. "
"I love you, " she said blankly and immediately after he finished his sentence.
"I love you too," he hesitantly replied. It was may have been the first time in many, many, years he had said that to her. He had trouble getting the word s out, but he did, and deep down, he meant them. He's always loved her as his mother.
She smiled and lifted up again and kissed his lips, slightly longer this time. He smiled awkwardly and took a deep breath, relaxing, he put his hand behind his head and his other hand lightly trailed up and down his mother's back.
They talked for hours like this, her lying on his chest, him caressing her back and playing with her hair. They talked about his experience in the marines. They talked about his plans for the future, for work, for picking up the pieces of his life as a vet. They talked more about her new job and how a few years ago she left the corporate world and now works at a small business. This was truly the first time they had ever just spent time together talking. Talking like old friends, catching up, laughing, smiling, it was great. Or were they new friends? Since before he joined the marines, there wasn't any sort of friendship – at least in his mind.
They talked about everything, similar to how he did earlier in the day with his grandmother. Or was that yesterday? It was way after midnight. He yawned and looked over at the digital clock next to the bed.
"Wow, 3am. It's pretty late, or early I guess. Don't you have to work soon?" he asked.
"Nah, I'm going to call in. They'll understand why. I'll take the next 2 days off, so I'll have a 4 day weekend to spend with you!" She smiled and sat up. "You getting sleepy?"
"Yeah, eyes are heavy."
"Well then close your eyes. I'll turn off the lamp." She did so and sat back on the bed.
"Ok well I guess I'll see you in the morning...or a little while."
"No sir, I'm sleeping in here tonight. Now make room."
"Oh you are? Well...fine then." He huffed and slid over on his side facing her, so there'd be more room. She slid under the sheets and snuggled right up next to him, facing him.
"Can I tell you a secret?" she asked, her face a few inches from his.
"Hmmm...I suppose."
"Four or five times out of the week I'd sleep in here."
"Really?"
She nodded her head. "It made me feel better, gave me peace. "
He was taken back a bit, not know how to respond. "Wow...ok."
"Anyway, let's sleep, I'm tired too." She then kissed his lips again, a sweet, soft kiss – one that sent tingles down his spine. Something he wasn't expecting, and something that threw him off guard. He cleared his throat and blinked rapidly a few times in the dark room.
"Goodnight sweetie, so glad you're here with me," she said as she curled up in his large arms, as if she was supposed to be there all along.
"Goodnight, mom," he replies, feeling a little weird, figuring the kiss was just what a very affectionate woman might do after not seeing her child in 5 years. Based on his memory of her in his teen years, she certainly was affectionate – to many people. "No big deal, it's fine," he thought to himself as he held her and drifted off to sleep.
Chapter 4
Several hours later, at around 10am, Allen woke up to find himself alone in his bed. He heard muffled voices downstairs in the kitchen; his mother and grandmother. They were chatting and laughing. He also smelled food. He got up and stretched then proceeded to leave his room. Instead of going downstairs to greet the two ladies, he turned to the left and headed in the opposite direction down the hallway, to simply peak around the corner to the little office area. He wanted to see if that had changed in his absence, and then he'd head downstairs.
It did indeed look different. There were a couple book shelves there now filled with books. His mother never read when he was there, but apparently she does now, and quite regularly it seems. He shrugged and walked over the shelves to briefly examine the collection.
Turning his head to the side so he could read their vertical titles, he glazed over them. He saw titles that suggested books about: learning to forgive oneself, forgiving others, finding self-worth, letting go of the past, and various other self help titles.
Going further along the collection, he saw books dealing with addiction, books about enjoying life and taking things in moderation and so on. Then near the end of the collection he saw different types of books that made raise an eyebrow. The titles included: "Making Love, Not Lust," "The Perfect Mother," "Being a Selfless Lover," "Recognizing True Love In All Its Forms," "Lesbianism: A Beautiful Bond," "True Sexual Fulfillment," "Examining All Types of Love."
"Hmm interesting," he whispered as he continued on, reading the titles in his head.
"Building an Unbreakable Bond," "Interspecies Sex," he stopped reading.
"Wow...um, Ok..." he shook his head and continued.
"Giving Your All to Love," "The Psychology of Paraphilia," "Giving In: Accepting Incestual Love," he stopped once more, and just stared forward, both eyebrows raised. He didn't hear the footsteps behind him.
"Hey sweetie, good morning," Krista said as she crept up behind him, slightly startling him out of his shock, grabbing his arm.
"Oh, uh, hey mom. Looks like you are reading a lot these days." He cleared his throat, and coughed nervously.
"Yes I have. Mostly psychology and self-help books. Books about love, loving oneself and forgiveness. They have been really helpful. There's a few other books where interesting topics are examined and so on, just stuff like that. Come, let's go eat," she took him by the hand and they walked downstairs to the kitchen.
He hugged his grandmother and they sat down at the table for a very wonderful breakfast. They all talked and laughed and had a great day together. The unusual book collection was quickly forgotten. Robin informed them her boyfriend would be home Saturday and that Allen can meet him.
Later, that evening, after dinner, they sat on the couch and looked at old photo albums - Robin to his left, Krista to his right, his arm around each one. The two gorgeous women had a hand on his left and right thigh respectively. Robin's hand was still, but Krista's was gently rubbing his thigh in a circle, careful not to hurt his wound.
As 10pm approached the last photo album was viewed. Allen yawned and looked downward as Robin put the albums away. He looked over to his right thigh, and simply watched his mother's hand gently circle and rub it. He watched for several seconds and then looked upward. He caught her looking at him, smiling sweetly. Their eyes met for a few seconds. He smiled back awkwardly, and looked over toward his grandmother as she sat back on the couch.



"Well I'm getting sleepy kids. I think I'll head home and see you two in the morning ok?" She leaned over and hugged Allen, then stood to hug her daughter.
"Ok, we love you, and we'll see you tomorrow, "Krista said as she walked her to the door.
"Boo!" Krista startled her son, sneaking up behind the couch.
He feigned fright, smiling and shaking his head at her playfulness. She sat next to on his left side. "Want to watch a movie, or are you sleepy?"
"We could watch a movie. I'm not too tired yet."
"Ok great," she said as she got off the couch to look in the cabinet under the wall mounted TV. She was still wearing the same PJs from last night, in fact he was too. But they didn't care.
She picked a sci-fi movie to watch. That was new for her too. He shrugged and they watched the movie, with her curled up into his left side. His arm was around her and they both felt relaxed. Halfway through the movie she asked him to slide over to his right, she grabbed a pillow from the other end of the couch and placed it on his lap so she could lay her head down.
Several minutes passed, and he looked down at her - her thick mane in his lap as she looked forward toward the TV. He couldn't see her face. He then looked over toward his left to her body stretched out on its side on the couch. He glanced at how in shape she still was, how, from what little he could tell with the pajama pants on, shapely and toned her butt was. He shook his and looked forward, his eyes growing heavy. He struggled to stay awake, but couldn't fight it. He glanced down to her head in his lap once more, only to discover something shocking.
The pillow had been removed from his lap and his mother's head was bobbing up and down furiously. She was moaning and making a lot of slurping sounds. His mouth gaped open as she turned her head upward to face him, with the tip of his cock in her mouth. She licked that big cockhead a few times, before continuing to devour it. He froze, in shock, as she sucked hard on the huge tip, causing her cheeks to indent slightly. She then took it out of her mouth with a loud popping sound and lay there looking up at him with her dark green eyes and a sweet smile upon her face.
He quickly woke up, out of breath, and looked around the room. The credits were rolling on the TV, and his mother lay still in his pillow-covered lap. "Whew" he thought and leaned forward a bit so he could look at her face. Her eyes were closed, she was snoring very lightly. He shook his head to get the image of the dream out of it. He placed a hand on her shoulder shaking her gently.
"Awww, did I fall asleep? I'm sorry," his mother said as she rose from his lap.
"It's ok, mom, I dozed off too."
She nodded, "You ready for bed?"
"Yep," he said as he started to stand, his mother holding him up to assist. She got up as well, and grabbed his hand again, almost acting like his cane. They walked to his bedroom. He watched her casually crawl in his bed, facing away from him. He turned out the lamp, and got in as well. "I guess that means you will sleep in here tonight," he thought to himself and he continued to think of something else other than that dream. He finally dozed off when he heard her snoring lightly again, her warm little body sound asleep.
Chapter 5
The next day was pleasant. Nothing really interesting happened. No dreams, no accidently masturbating to his mother in the shower, nothing. They slept until around 9am when Robin showed up and started making breakfast. They ate, and they went shopping for new clothes for Allen. The three of them laughed most of the day, having a wonderful time. Krista held Allen's hand as they walked together every chance they got. They ended the day back on the couch talking, laughing, and re-building, re-connecting their relationship. It was a wonderful day indeed.
That night Robin left around 11pm, and Krista locked up behind her. She grabbed Allen's hand and led him to his bedroom. "Go ahead and changed into your PJs, I'll be back."
She wasn't gone long, she had changed into her own pajamas – striped red and white pants, and another white t-shirt. As Allen was pulling his t-shirt on, he heard his mother whistle behind him. "Nice," she said with a smirk on her face as he turned around. He shook his head and chuckled.
They got in the bed again, holding each other, and fell asleep quickly. Allen woke the next day, a nice Saturday morning, relieved that no weird dreams occurred again. He had a few dreams about being overseas, but nothing nightmarish.
He went downstairs to find his mother fixing breakfast. "Hey sweetie," she called out to him.
"Morning," he said as he went to hug her from behind. She turned around in his arms and got on her tip toes again, this time kissing him on his lips. He smiled down at her and went to sit at the table to eat.
The rest of the day was great, they went over to Robin's after breakfast, and had a wonderful time. Looking at more old photos there, talking, laughing, hugging, cuddling, it was a wonderful, loving feeling.
That evening things got a little odd. Robin's boyfriend, Bob, arrived. He was a nice 70 year old man. He looked like Santa Claus, minus the beard or longer white hair. He was funny, outgoing, all around great, but also very flirtatious both with Robin and Krista. Allen didn't think much of it, he just assumed he's a silly old man having a good time - which he was.
Then came the wine. Lots of wine. Krista didn't drink any, but Robin and Allen did. Quite a bit. Bob only had a couple glasses, but Robin and Allen had several each. Since Allen rarely drank, it affected him quickly. After a few hours, he was still on the couch with his arm around his drunk grandmother. She, too, was motionless. Both of them giggling about nonsense, and eventually Robin was out cold. Krista and Bob sat on the same sofa chatting away, but Allen was barely awake. He tried to move to reply to them but his body was too sluggish and weak. His left arm moved though, causing his hand to accidently land on his passed out grandmother's large left tit.
Allen couldn't really feel anything; he could only hear bits and pieces of their conversation next to him.
"He's a great lookin' kid, Krista. Got good genes." Bob said as he sat with his arm around Krista.
"He sure is," Krista replied, looking at Allen, as she snuggled up next to the old man.
"I know you're glad he's back."
"I sure am, I feel like my world is really starting to be fully repaired. "
Allen dozed off again, and a few minutes later, returned to the half-asleep realm. He heard Bob and Krista laughing.
"Looks like your boy is copping a nice feel on my lady," Bob laughed.
"Ha! He sure is! Let me wake him up from his slumber, no telling how long his hand has been on her big ol' titty," Krista said as she leaned over to wake Allen.
"I'm sure he'd rather grab one of your nice tits instead."
"Bob, you shush!" Krista pretended to be annoyed. She shook Allen gently, causing him to snap awake.
" Hey sleepy head, you ready to go home?"
Allen groggily shook his head yes. Krista looked over to her mother then back at Bob. "You going to take advantage of my mother in this state, old man?"
"I might," he replied. "You going to take advantage of that strapping young man in his state?" he countered.
"Bob, you stop that!" she lightly slapped at his arm and helped Allen up. "Come on sweetie, let's go home."
She waved goodbye to Bob and headed home. Upon their arrival, Allen was able to walk on his own, with his cane. It was late, maybe around 10:30. They sat at the table and had some coffee and water. Krista, sitting there smiling at him while she sipped hers. She had changed into her pajamas again. Allen looked tired, but slowly started to come back to the land of the semi-sober. After a couple hours of random chit-chat, he seemed to be fine.
They headed to bed. Allen was in a "whatever" mood leftover from the wine and changed in front of his mother. He left his boxer shorts on and changed into his pajamas as if he was the only one in the room. Krista sat on the bed watching him, admiring his body. Allen plopped down on the bed, laying on his back, with Krista sitting to his left.
Still in a fairly good mood from the wine, though not as drunk, he stretched his arms then rested his left hand on her thigh. She was sitting with her legs criss-crossed, like a child might do. He gently patted her thigh. "I love ya, mom," he said with his eyes closed.
"I love you too, sweetie." She leaned forward and kissed his lips slowly, she held his face as she kissed him. He was so relaxed that he just went with it, and let her show affection if she wanted to. A few seconds later, the kiss ended and Krista slid down on the bed, down her son's muscular body.
"Know what else I love?" she asked as she pulled his t-shirt up.
"What's that?" he asked with his eyes still closed laying back on the bed.
"These," she said as she rested her head on his six pack abs.
"One," she counted, and then kissed one of his abs. "Two," she kissed another. "Three," then a third abdominal. "Four," another slow kiss on the fourth. "Five," the fifth. "And finally, six," she kissed the last ab softly and slowly, then rested her head on them, looked up toward his head.
"That feel good?" she asked.
"Uh huh," he replied and chuckled a little.
She smiled and ran her hand up his midsection, up between his exposed pecs. "Good."
She lifted herself a little, and kissed on his stomach again and again, then slowly worked her way up. She kissed up to his sternum in between his large pectoral muscles, then giving each on of them a slow kiss before laying herself by his side. She moved his left arm so that she was being held by him and proceeded to kiss his face. Starting with his cheeks, then jawbone, then lips, giving them several soft kisses. She stopped and rested her head on his shoulder.
Allen lay there, and smiled a bit, and ran his hand up and down his mother's middle back area. She looked downward to his crotch and stared at his tented pajama pants, his massive erection slowly shrinking as he went off to sleep. She smiled and turned off the lamp and snuggled into him, drifting off to sleep.
Chapter 6.
Allen awoke, alone in the bed, feeling odd again. Remembering the wine, remembering coming home, and remembering her kisses, he sat in bed and tried to make sense of things. He couldn't. He just shrugged and thought "whatever." He took a shower, changed into his clothes and went downstairs. He greeted his mother like nothing had happened. She did the same, giving him a quick peck on his mouth.
The rest of the day was great, it was normal. They hung out with his grandmother and her boyfriend again. It was a relaxing and enjoyable Sunday.
The only problem is the thunderstorm that arrived – knocking the power out. This meant the air condition wasn't working. When they arrived home from Robin's, it was very hot in the house. Since it had stopped raining, Krista went to open windows and gather some candles. They changed clothes and met down stairs. Allen changed into some gym shorts and a t-shirt and Krista in a white tank top and gym shorts as well. They could and would double as pajamas. Allen sat on the couch as his mother lit some candles. It was around 10pm and the power was still out.
"Lay down on the couch sweetie," Krista asked politely.
"Alright," Allen stretched out on the couch as she asked.
"Now, if you get too hot just let me know and I'll move." Before Allen could ask what she was talking about, his mother was climbing on top of him laying flat on his body. She rested her head sideways on his chest and she just lay there listening to his heart beat.
He smiled and sighed a sigh of relaxation, as he ran his fingers thru her hair. They just lay there, listening to the thunder way off in the distance. It was so nice, so peaceful, he almost dozed off.
After a good hour or so, Krista stirred a bit, lifting herself up some so her face was closer to her son's. She looked into eyes, traced her fingers around the corners of his nose, cheek, and mouth.
"Does this bother you?" she asked as she caressed his face.
"Does what bother me?" he replied.
"This. Me being affectionate with you. We were affectionate a little before you left, but not much. I just didn't want to do anything that made you feel uncomfortable."
"Oh, no mom, it's fine. I figured this is just part of the process to be closer, you know?"
"Yes, I know," She smiled and nuzzled her nose against his neck. "I just wanted to make sure you're comfortable and feel loved," she said giving his cheek a kiss.
"I know, I feel ...loved. It's ok."
"So you don't mind if I give you kisses?"
"No, it's fine, really it is," he nodded.
"Good." She trailed her fingers down his face and onto his shoulder. She kissed his chin, then his lips. It was another slow kiss lasting several seconds. She repeated it three times, then stopped to lay her head on his shoulder.
After a few moments, Allen hoping to get out of this slightly provocative position and situation informed his mother that was starting to get hot with her laying there. Instead of getting off him, she did something to make things a bit worse, she rose up and straddled him.
"Here, let's get this shirt off then," she said beckoning him to rise up so she could lift his shirt.
"No, It's fine, I can just – " he tried to say before he was interrupted.
"Don't be silly, just sit up like so, and I'll take this off for you, "she commanded.
"Alright...." He signed and sat up allowing her to remove his shirt. When she dropped it on the floor in front of the couch, he quickly resumed his laying position on the couch. His mother still straddling him, ran her hands up and down his torso.
"There, much better, " she said looking down into his eyes. He nodded as she slowly worked her hands up and down his chest and stomach.
He could feel an erection building, he couldn't stop it. He closed his eyes and thought of something else, it didn't work. Her thighs close against him, and her pubic bone right against his, she had to have felt the erection crawling down his thigh. He faked a yawn.
"You sleepy?" she asked.
"I'm getting there, you?" he replied as rubbed his eyes.
"Let's go to bed," she said as she kisses his lips a few times before getting up. He sat up and quickly put his t-shirt back on. She held out her hand to help him and held it all the way to his room.
There was a cool breeze running thru the open window in his room upstairs. It was surprisingly chilly. "Wow, It's pretty cold in here," Krista observed as she got into the bed, again facing awhile from Allen. "Keep me warm," she patted the mattress behind her signaling him to get in.
He complied and snuggled up next to his mother, wrapping his big arms around her, spooning with her tightly, her toned butt resting right against his crotch. This action continued to fuel his erection.
He couldn't help it, he tried to think of other things, but she wouldn't let him move and when he tried she grabbed his arm and held him there to keep her warm. He was unaware if she knew, but his bulging shorts were pushing right into her crack. She had to have known. He sighed in frustration.
Due to the AC being out and no background noise, she must've heard him, because she lightly moved her hips, barely flexing her glutes on the bulge between her crack. She kept doing this for several minutes. He sighed again, half embarrassed but terrified to move and possibly make things worse. She pushed her hips and butt against his erection a little harder. He instinctively pushed back, just barely.
She turned her head to look over her shoulder at him. The storm clouds were far off in the distance and the full moon was out, he could barely make out her right eye looking back at him. He stared into it the darkened room, she continued to move her hips, now she was gyrating them in circles. Round and round her butt went slowly for a few minutes. Allen looked downward at his crotch, he could see his bulge moving back and forth as his mother's hip gyrated across it.
He watched in part shock and part curiosity as his mother's hand left his arm and hooked her thumb into her shorts. She slowly, sensually slid her shorts and panties down, down all the way to her knees. Her naked, perfect, sexy ass, continued gyrating against his covered crotch. His eyes widened as he watched, then slowly looked up back to her. She was still looking back at him. When his eyes met hers, she simply nodded her head up and down. He knew what to do.
With his right hand, he slid his own shorts down to his knees. His long, thick, nine inch cock plopped out and landed on one of her butt chicks. She grabbed and held his left hand, as his arm was still under her, holding her. He scooted down on the bed slightly, holding his cock, he positioned it pointing upward in between her legs. He thrusted upward slowly, but heard his mother gasp, he tried again and thought he found her wet entrance but wasn't sure.
"Here..." she whispered as she scooted up some, she reach around quickly grabbed his cock and guided it to the entrance of her vagina.
"I don't have a condom..." he whispered.
"It's ok, I can't get pregnant," she whispered back as she let go of his member.
He pushed in, gently, hearing her gasp a few more times. So wet, so very tight, perhaps it had been years since she'd done this. She gasped out once more a little louder this time.
"Are you...Am I hurting – " he asked.
She interrupted him, whispering, "No sweetie, it's fine."
He nodded and kept pushing, all the way in, slowly until he hit her cervical entrance. She let out another gasp of air. He slid back out again, not all the way, only a few inches, slowly. Back and forth, back and forth, working in silence. Krista, with her eyes closed, holding his hand tightly, as he slowly penetrated her sopping wet pussy over and over again.
The only sounds in the room were the two of them breathing and the bed creaking slightly. He kept going just a little longer, and then it happened, then it ended.
He heard her breathing pattern change, to be almost out of breath and she gasped for air. He kept going, slowly in and out, as her orgasm caused her inner muscles to clinch tightly down on his cock. This sent him over the edge.
He moaned out, and pushed in one final time all the way in, up to her cervix. "Ahhnn....", he moaned as he shot rope after rope of semen into her pussy. "Ahhh....", once more before he collapsed, both of them out of breath.
With his cock still embedded into her, their breathing slowly returned to normal. She continued to hold onto his left hand. A few more moments passed of him thinking about what he had just done. His cock withered slightly and eventually worked its way out of her body. He pulled his shorts up, and was able to get his arm out from under her. He got up and went to the bathroom, splashing water on his face, looking into the mirror at his reflection, shaking his head in disbelief and maybe disgust at himself. He went back to bed and saw that she hadn't pulled her panties and shorts back up. He sighed and got into bed, rolling over to face way from her. After a few moments of him staring out into the darkened room, he heard his mother lightly snoring.
Sleep eventually came for him, but it wasn't easy. He got up a few times and paced around outside in the moon light. The sex wasn't sexy, it wasn't passionate, and it was hot or steamy. But it happened. A primal urge was satisfied by a woman that loved him.
"What would she say in the morning?" he wondered. "She was asleep...is that good?" he thought to himself. "I'll just pretend nothing happened," he decided.



Around 4 am, he was back in his bed asleep.
Chapter 7
"I'll apologize to her, "Allen thought to himself as he sat alone at the kitchen table eating a bowl of cereal. He heard her leave for work that morning, her phone acting as an alarm to wake her up in time. The power had just come back one shortly after 9 am. He finished his cereal and rehearsed what he would say to her. She allowed it to happen, and maybe encouraged it, but it was wrong. He could ever do it again, and wouldn't let himself be in a position to. Whatever her reasons where, maybe it was the books in her collection, maybe it was some sort of need to make him love her and forgive her, he was going to apologize and move on as if it didn't happen.
The more he thought about it the more weird it got, he decided not to over-analyze any psychological issues she may have and just resist doing that with her – even if it did feel amazing. "Stop it!" he said aloud in the empty house as he put his cereal bowl in the dishwasher.
He showered, and waiting for his grandmother to arrive, to take him shopping for a few more clothes, including dress clothes and a few other items. She dropped him off at his home and left. He had a few hours before his mother came home from work, so he figured he'd try to take a nap.
He was asleep for maybe an hour when he heard a car honking in the driveway, he got up and slowly made his way to the front door, peering out the window. He saw a vehicle he didn't recognize and he saw his mother wave to an older lady as she hoped into passenger side of another car. Krista opened the door as Allen stood in the kitchen pretending to do dishes.
"Ah there you are!" she smiled and hugged him tightly, then kissed him on the lips.
"Hey mom, listen, I uh – " he was interrupted.
"Come here I have something to show you, " she said, taking his arm leading him to the front door.
She stood at the door with him and pointed to the driveway, "Well?"
"What? Who's car is that?"
"Yours silly!" she shook his arm playfully.
He couldn't believe it, she gotten him a brand new, black, Toyota Highlander. He had nearly forgotten about the crappy used car he drove as a teen, and now he had this brand new vehicle. "Mom...I...I don't know what to say," he stared in disbelief.
They spent the next 10 minutes looking at the interior and exterior. Perhaps it wasn't the most manliest car, but it was still nice. They took it for a drive and for about the next thirty minutes, she explained out she took a half day from work and used some money she saved to get it, and how some of the old ladies she works with dropped her and her car off at the house.
He was amazed. They pulled into the drive way and just sat there, he smiled and ran his hands over the console. He sighed, "Thank you so much, mom."
"You're welcome sweetie, " she replied grabbing his hand.
"Look, about last night, " Allen blurted out, "I'm really sorry..."
"Sorry? For what?" she asked.
"For what? Well, I mean, we, uh...you know."
She ran her hand up his forearm and chuckled a little. "Yeah...we did."
"I'm just sorry, I would never hurt you and I don't know what happened...."
"You didn't hurt me. Look, " she grabbed his chin turn his face toward her, "I'm here for you ok? I'm here to help you, support you, and love you. Ok?"
He nodded in understand. "You can't get pregnant? What happened?"
"Right, I got my tubes tied at 27," she shrugged. "Now, let's go in and eat."
Before he could reply, she had gotten out of the car. Maybe he was overreacting, maybe it wasn't a big deal to her, maybe it was going to ok. He suddenly felt loads better. They sat, ate, chatted, and laughed like old friends. It was going to be ok.
As the evening progressed, they eventually went to bed. Allen quickly got in and rolled over on his side facing away from Krista. "Night mom!" he cheerily said. She kissed his shoulder and said goodnight back. She rolled over facing away from his, pushing her butt and back against his. He smiled, knowing that the previous night was a onetime event and they were going to ok. He drifted off to sleep, feeling like a million bucks.
The next morning was great. He woke up with a note playfully placed on his forehead. "Pancakes are cooling in the fridge. Love you, Mom"
He smiled and went downstairs for breakfast. He looked outside as his car again and thought about how wonderful today was going to be. He drove over to his grandmother's and spent most of the day with her. They talk about her future plans with Bob, mentioning marring the old man. They talked about Krista and more about how much she missed and loves him. All in all, another good day. That evening, his mother arrived, they ate supper, they sat on the couch and talked.
"Oh I almost forgot to tell you! You have a job interview Friday morning," Krista said as she put some dishes away, still wearing her long dress from work.
"What?!? Are you serious? When? Where? " he excited asked.
"10 am, where I work. It's a delivery job, I think you could easily do that. I'll leave you the address for your new car's GPS." She explained.
He stood and walked toward her. "I can't believe it. Thank you again, so much..." he said has he held her tight.
"I told you," she said pushing on his chest, "I'm here to help, support, and love you in every way."
He smirked at that last part, "every way," but didn't press the issue. He simply nodded and hugged her briefly. Later that evening they went to bed, he said good night and turned over to face away from her again. She kissed the back of his neck and reminded him to let her know if he felt he needed a larger bed.
"Well, maybe, I suppose a little more room couldn't hurt," he said.
"Ok great, we'll go this weekend and look for a queen size bed. How's that sound?" he asked resting her head on his should from behind.
"Sounds good, mom. Goodnight."
She said goodnight back and turned over on, again, her back was laying against his. He knew why, he knew what she was offering, but he had to resist. He didn't sleep well, tossing and turning frequently. This happened the next night too. Krista must've noticed his increasing restlessness. The truth was that he was horny, he couldn't deny it, but it had to deny himself of taking her. He couldn't go there, and the next couple nights were very difficult, knowing how good she felt and that she was right there for him to love in "every way."
Friday arrived, and he left the house for his job interview. It was easy, simple – he aced it. The manager of this small business said the job was pretty much his, but he had to go through a hiring process which included an interview and so on. He understood, they shook hands, he'd start in 10 days.
That evening, his mother, grandmother, and Bob went to a nice restaurant to celebrate. He dressed up in new dress clothes he had gotten a few days earlier. His mother wearing a slightly shorter, tighter, black dress, that displayed a little bit of cleavage. His grandmother wearing a red one of similar style. "They had amazing bodies," he thought as they walked into the restaurant. Dinner consisted of laughing, eating, and drinking – a wonderful time.
As they waited for dessert, Bob stood and held his hand to Krista. "Care to dance, young lady?"
She laughed and placed her napkin on the table, "Absolutely."
She stood, taking his hand, and walked onto the dance floor. "Aren't you going to ask me?" Robin asked Allen, patting his leg playfully.
"Oh...I'm sorry," he was too busy watching his mother walk away to the dance floor. "It might be a good idea to wait for a slower song than this," he looked to his leg, "it'd be easier for me."
"I know sweetie, I'm just acting silly. If the next one is slow we can dance, ok?" He nodded in agreement and turned to watch Bob and his mother.
She was beautiful, so very beautiful. Her sexy black dress, by far the most sexiest thing she had worn since his return, and how she moved to the music. Her hips going side to side, she'd spin around and gyrate up against the old man, he couldn't take his eyes off her. He was in a trance, and he let himself stare, watching her hips and legs work up against Bob. Slowly grinding back and forth against his crotch, he was mesmerized.
"If he could get it up, I'm sure he's hard now," he thought to himself. As he watched the two, he started to daydream. He envisioned his mother's naked body, and Bob right behind her, with his big round belly on display. She would cry out, "Yes, yes, yes!" as the old man pounded her. He shook his head to remove the image and continued staring at her.
Then his eyes traveled up her body, over her nice sized breasts, and up to her face. To his surprised, she was staring right at him. Her mouth was slightly open and she had a seductive look in her eyes, as she moved back and forth to the fast music. He blushed and quickly looked away, trying to pretend his staring was unintentional.
The song ended and a slower one started. Krista thanked Bob, he slapped her ass, and she walked toward her son. But it was too late, Robin had grabbed him to started dragging him to the dance floor. "Sorry," he said as he passed his mother.
"I got him next, "she chuckled and called out to Robin.
"Well I guess it's you and me again. That ok dear?" Bob asked as he tickled her side.
She took a large gulp of her wine, finishing it, and replied, "Of course it is!" They headed back out onto the crowded dance floor.
Robin and Allen weren't far away, maybe 10 feet. They were dancing slowly, tenderly; Robin had her head resting on his chest. It was a very sweet moment. Bob and Krista were dancing in a similar fashion. Allen had a perfect view them. He watched as he slowly danced in a circle, holding his grandmother close. He watched his mother laugh at something Bob said. Her smile was so pretty. She then stopped laughing and nodded to something else he said. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders. Since Bob was only an inch taller than Krista, and she was wearing black high heels, she could easily see Allen. Her fact wasn't buried into Bob's chest like Robin was with Allen.
While Krista could see him and Allen could see her, they didn't look directly at each other at first; only catching glimpses here and there. As Krista danced slowly and turned around, her back was toward Allen. He then watched her, taking in her back, hips, butt. He couldn't take his eyes off her.
He watched as Bob's hands slid down her back and rested comfortably on her ass. His eyebrows widen as the old man squeezed her cheeks. "Whoa," he thought to himself. He looked down at Robin who seemed to be in oblivious bliss.
Krista and Bob slowly started turning around again. Allen tried to look away, but couldn't. His eyes were fixated on her. She was running her fingers through Bob's white hair and staring directly at Allen. Staring deeply into his eyes, slightly moving, with each butt squeeze Bob gave her. Her look was mesmerizing; he couldn't control the erection growing. An erection his grandmother no doubt felt pressing against her stomach.
The song ended finally. Bob and Krista walked over to Robin and Allen. "Switch?" Krista said to her mother and she took Allen's hand. Robin nodded taking Bob's arm, she looked back at Allen as he went with Krista, glancing at his bulging crotch.
Mother and son, as the song played in the background, they just danced slowly looking up at each other – unable to look away. His heart was pounding, he had trouble breathing. Her eyes, her mouth, her hair, he was losing his mind.
The song finally ended, and they walked back to the table, holding hands. They sat and ate dessert. Bob and Robin carried on with small chit chat, laughing occasionally. Krista and Allen ate in silence. He avoided looking at her as best he could.
The ride home was awkward; the tension was thick in the air. Krista held Allen's right hand as he drove with his left – occasionally caressing it. They got home, each went to their separate rooms to change into their pajamas. Allen sat on the edge of his bed, looking down at the floor. He couldn't deny the chemistry, the electricity anymore, but he would try again tonight to keep from using her to relieve himself sexually.
His mother entered the room, wearing the similar style of pajamas she's had worn the past week or so. His eyes remained to the ground as she climbed into his bed, sitting behind him. She hugged him from behind, resting her hands on his stomach. She held him like that for a few moments then started to move her hands up to his chest, then his shoulders. She got on her knees and began to massage his shoulders and neck. She leaned in and kissed the side his neck, whispering: "Is there anything you need tonight?"
He just shook his head no. "Are you sure?" she continued. He fought with everything he could to nod yes. She paused and kissed the back of his neck. She crawled under the sheets, "tomorrow we'll get you a new bed. We'll be much more comfortable in it, Ok?" He nodded.
"I love you. Goodnight." She rolled over facing away from him, he could hear a slight sigh come from her mouth. He shook his head and slowly laid down trying to go to sleep. It was difficult but not as difficult as what he just was able withstand.
Chapter 8
"What a nightmare," he thought looking in the mirror. He survived the night without giving in, but it was rough. He realized that this woman, his mother, was gorgeous, sexy, and desirable. He had to remain strong. He barely spoke or looked at her throughout the day. He moved sluggishly and had a headache. His mother could tell that he was fighting inward battles. She tried not to entice him, and was sweet and friendly as usual.
Bob and Robin left their home around 8pm, after the new queen size bed was put in Allen's room, and after they ate supper. Allen took a cold shower, and retreated to his room. He wanted to be alone. He couldn't tell his mother to leave him alone, he couldn't be rude to her. So he just hid from her. He got on his pajamas and went through some old things in his room, making a pile of junk and a pile for things to keep. A couple hours later he found himself sitting alone on his bed staring down at the floor.
About 15 minutes passed. Her feet were silent, her feet were bare, and her feet were now in his field of vision, standing in front of him. His mother stood there for a few seconds. He simply stared at her feet. He saw her silk red robe fall to the ground at her feet. He just sat there looking, as he felt a hand on his head, her fingers running through his hair. He closed his eyes and sighed.
"Sweetie, it's ok," she whispered. Her fingers felt so reassuring on his scalp. "I'm here for you," she continued, "there's no need for you to feel bad or miserable...or pent up."
He sighed again, shaking his head.
"Please? Just let go..." she asked.
He had to let go, he couldn't resist any longer, he needed her and wanted her. He had to give in again. He slowly looked up, his eyes drinking in her bare thighs, her trimmed bush, her tight and toned stomach, her ample round breasts, and her beautiful face looking down at him with a loving smile upon it.
"I love you," she said smiling down at him.
He placed a hand on her stomach, slowly rubbing it. He leaned in a kissed her navel, she let out a moan. He looked back up at her and stood. This was it, no more fighting it. He stood looking down in her eyes, "and I love you."
He leaned down slowly, and kissed her lips. He placed his hands on her waist and kissed her again, and again, then a third time, his and her tongues met. Lapping and licking at each other. He closed his mouth over top of hers, and their tongues collided again, swirling around in each other's mouth. He broke the kiss, and she licked his lips. Never taking her eyes off his, she reached for his shirt, and helped him take it off. She continued with his pajamas pants, kneeling to the ground as she slid them off, never breaking eye contact.
He's massive erect cock sprung up, she grabbed it by the base and proceeded to lick it. One long, slow, lick up the 9 inch shaft, all the way to the tip. He groaned out in pleasure, her tongue was too much. She smiled up at him and gave the tip a nice long kiss. She stood slowly and did the same to his mouth.
After more tongue collisions, he broke the kiss and bent down to pick her up. It caused some slight pain in his leg, but he didn't care. He placed her on the new bed and kissed her face, her neck, her collarbone, then down to her succulent breasts. Licking, kissing, and suckling her nipples. He slid his hand down her body to her crotch. Sliding his fingers in between her soaking wet pussy lips, she moaned out, and he rubbed her blood engorged clit. Sucking her breast and rubbing her clit for several moments, he then inserted 2 fingers, moving them in and out slowly. This sent her over the edge as she moaned out, her pussy walls clamping on his fingers. He took his index finger to his mouth and licked it clean her juices. He then started kissing downward, kissing her ribs, then her belly, her navel, right down to her soaked pussy.
It was beautiful and perfect. He took his time. Long, languid, slow licks, up and down her labia, up to her clit, he took in her smell, her taste, everything. He plunged his tongue as deep as he could into her inner walls, swirling it around, eating her out for over 30 minutes and three orgasms.
His jaw grew tired, and he wanted to cum inside her. He got up and crawled up the bed, positioning himself between her legs. He stared down into her eyes. She began slowly licking his mouth, chin, and jaws clean of her juices. When she was done she wrapped her legs around him, her feet locking behind his butt, and she guided him home. As she held his face and stared into his eyes, his cock slowly entered her. He moaned a little as he pushed all the way in. She let out a moan of her own as he hit bottom again. But there were no nervous, quick, thrusts now. While staring in her eyes, he slowly pulled in and out, penetrating deep into her vagina. Each slow and powerful thrust was met with a moan from both of them as they stared into each other's eyes. He made love to her like no man or woman had. It was beautiful and she had no trouble have another orgasm.
When it was over and her quivering lip subsided, he reached around behind her and picked her up. He promptly sat back down on his bed, Indian style. She lovingly caressed his face as she slid her pussy onto his cock, impaling herself. Her legs were wrapped around his body. They kissed, licked all over each other's faces and necks, moaning in ecstasy for what seemed like hours. She grinded her clit back and forth along his pubic bone and lower abs, an ongoing cum session for her.
After her latest orgasm, he bend down to suck at a nipple again, she'd arch her back and head looking to the ceiling, moaning out over and over. That's when he was ready, he was ready to end it for the night. He got up from the Indian style sitting, and laid her on her back again gently. He looked into her eyes, "May I?"
"Please do, "she replied. And so he began, he began thrusting and pumping his cock relentlessly into her writing body. He'd watch her moan and cry out each time, he was close to finishing as well. She grabbed his face and held it tightly as she came once more, "Ahh yess! Yes....."
It was his turn, "Ahnnn, ahh...I love you!" he cried out as the semen welled up his scrotum and made its way out of the shaft.
"I love you too! Ahhh...I love you so much!" she cried back.
"Ahhh yesssss......." He shot load after load of semen into her, filling her to the brim. "Ahhhhh...." He moaned again, out of breath, falling down on top of her.



"Shhhh...." She whispered as she held her son tight, her fingers running through his hair. He lay there for several minutes as they both caught their breath. He then slid off her, lying next to her, both a sweaty, beautiful mess.
She wrapped her arm around his chest, and he wrapped his arm around her, pulling her close.
"Is this real?" he asked after he caught his breath.
She chuckled a bit, and kissed his pectoral, "It's very real. And it's perfect, too. Like you."
Chapter 9
There was a secret to keep. It was going to be difficult, but they would have to try. Others may not understand. Or would they? Who knows.
The next day was spent out of the house, mostly with Robin and Bob. Allen and his mother acted no different around other. Affectionate yes, but simple stuff: hugs, holding hands, cuddling on the couch, a peck here and there, nothing major.
They had some pictures taken. Allen took a photo of his grandmother and mother sitting on either side of Bob. Each woman leaned in and kissed a cheek, while Bob grabbed each of their asses. Allen just shook his head and laughed.
Bob took a photo of Allen with the two ladies sitting in his lap. He told them to hug him hard. He most likely wanted a photo of Robin's huge fake tits squished against Allen's shoulder. He was funny like that. Some other photos were taken that night. Months later, Krista and Allen laughed at one of Allen and his grandmother. It in, it looked as though her hand was resting awfully close to his crotch.
After dinner with Robin and Bob that night, they rushed home, entering the front door in a flurry of peeling clothes, and wrestling tongues. She rode him hard and long that night, arching her back and crying up to the sky in an orgasmic trance, then him holding her tight against his body, kissing each other frantically, he thrusted upward driving his cock deep against her cervix. He came hard as Krista egged him on with her own set of "yes's" and grunts, sucking his tongue when he settled down.
This is how their life was. Every chance they got they were naked, the shower, kitchen, laundry room. They almost got caught a couple times. Once Bob came over to drop off a casserole, and Krista showed up at the door in a towel and disheveled hair. He flirted with her, she flirted back. He made a joke about how she finally gave up resisting his charms.
"Oh you know it, old man. Now if you'll excuse me I was about to get in the shower. I'll be sure to think of you while I'm in there."
He laughed heartily. It was fun and silly. She put the food in the fridge, dropping her towel, and ran upstairs to jump back into bed on top of Allen.
They made love, not lust, rolling around on the bed, kissing, licking, giving their all to each other. He'd finish in her from behind, holding her tightly as they both shook with orgasmic tremors. So in love, a love that transcended everything.
As the leaves started turning color in the fall, the business that Allen and Krista worked for opened a new location about 100 miles away. They were offered to go there and help operate it. They jumped on the chance, then each other later that night. Robin was sad to see her grandson and daughter go, but she knew they'd be happy there working together.
Things were perfect. They acted as a husband and wife couple in their new city. They came home to visit for Christmas and Bob and Robin announced they were engaged – the wedding would be in the spring.
It was a wonderful Christmas visit. The egg nog was a bit too strong though. Robin and Bob retired to bed early on Christmas Eve. Allen and Krista made out on the couch only to be interrupted by what they thought were the sounds of sex – moaning and grunting.
Krista gestured her son to follow. They slowly pushed Robin's bedroom open, Krista immediately looked away shocked at what she saw. Allen peeped around the corner to find his beautiful grandmother, with a body of a former playboy playmate, being fucked from behind by the older fatter man; her big fake tits bouncing with each surprisingly powerful thrust. "Wow..." he thought as his mother pulled him away, both laughing at what they had witnessed.
Allen and Krista couldn't make love that at their house a few miles away that evening because someone was renting it. So instead they were very quiet in the guest bedroom as Allen fingered her to orgasm, and she sucked his balls dry, slurping and swallowing every drop of semen she could get out of that thing. They didn't want to be interrupted in case Robin or Bob came in there in a drunken stupor, so they kept things on the down low and were careful not to make much noise.
The next day was filled with presents, food, and more strong eggnog. Christmas Day night, Robin pretended to be mad at Bob, due to his flirtatiousness with her daughter. She, in her drunken state, sat on her grandson's lap. "Bob if you don't behave yourself I may run off with some young guy like Allen." She joked, running her hands through Allen's hair.
"Go right ahead! I'll just grab a young woman like this." He replied wrapping his arm around Krista on the other couch. He grabbed one of her tits and motor-boated his face into her neck. She burst into laughter and slapped him away.
"Oh yeah, two can play that game!" Robin exclaimed, she grabbed Allen's hand and placed it on her big tit, holding it there – Allen with a his eyebrows raised and a shocked look on his face.
They all laughed as Robin released her grip on Allen's hand, but his hand didn't move. Robin looked down into his eyes. He looked up into hers with a caught in the cookie jar look. "Oh sorry..."
Before he let go he quickly ran his finger across a hard nipple. Robin just chuckled and hugged him, kissing his head.
"Hey Bob, you know what they say about a guy with a big, fat, belly?" Krista ask she stuck her hand up inside Bob's sweater, rubbing his belly slowly.
"Mmm what's that dear?" he asked.
She pulled his sweater up, and peppered his fat belly with kisses, "He has to wear extra-large clothes." She said, to immediate laughter, getting up and walking away to snuggle on the couch with her mom and son. He slapped at her ass and missed, as they all laughed.
Both couples had sex that night, both had sex at the same time on opposite sides of the house, both couples weren't quiet, because both couples were very drunk. If Robin knew her daughter was fucking her grandson, she didn't anything.
After a wonderful, joy filled Christmas, they spent New Year's together in their new home. "Happy New Year sweetie," Krista said as she took off the robe she was wearing, letting it fall to the floor.
"Happy New Year mom," Allen replied, already nude, as he picked his mother up and placed her on the bed. The candles were already lit, the rose petals already on the bed, it was going to be a good night.
They again become one - one body of sweaty, slithering, writhing, orgasmic love. As they both cried out into the night in pleasure, there was no doubt in both of their minds that this was very, very real.
The end.
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Chapter 1
"He took the house!" a hysterical, crying, Denise frantically told her son Henry, on the phone.
"Wait, what?!? What are you talking about? Who took the house?" he asked.
"Wayne! He left me and took the house from me!" She cried.
"He left you?!?"
"Yes and now I don't have a place to go! I can't believe he did this!" she said, sobbing into the phone.
It was December 23rd and Denise's husband, Wayne, had filed for divorce. In some scheming, manipulating way, he was able to use his lawyer superpowers to screw her over, legally stealing her beautiful, large, upscale Miami home right from under her. It was all very confusing to her. Tricking her a few months prior with random paperwork, he was able to put the house in his name.
When Wayne served Denise divorce papers, she asked him where he would be staying. He explained that he wasn't going anywhere since it was his house now. Showing her the paperwork made it all too real that she had been royally screwed over by this garbage of a human being.
Garbage of the worst kind would be adequate to describe Wayne. He was short, probably five and a half feet tall, 48 years old, and a bloodsucking, corrupt lawyer. He never smiled, never touched his wife, he never said anything friendly. He had 'little-man' syndrome. It was a horrible seven year marriage. There was clearly no love or romance there. But he was wealthy, powerful, and that is what attracted her.
Denise was 30 when she married him. Now at 37, she found herself sobbing uncontrollably on the phone with her 21 year old son, Henry. She wasn't even upset about him leaving; she was just upset about the house. She loved that 4000 square foot beauty. It was a final gift of love from her first husband before he passed away.
As an 18 year old college student she had an affair with one of her professors, Curtis, as she quickly started calling him. He was older, around 60, and close to retirement age -- she couldn't get enough of him. She didn't know why. Perhaps there was something about his smile, his gray hair, his tall stature, his pudgy belly. Perhaps he reminded her of a father figure, something she never had, or perhaps it was his sparkling personality.
It didn't take long for Denise to seduce Curtis. Her long, thick, nearly black hair, her big golden light brown eyes, perfect little nose, and a smile that could brighten the darkest of rooms was enough to have any man she wanted. Her body was icing on the cake. Curvaceous, sexy, ample, she had DD size breasts; a glamour model appearance.
Seduce him she did. Curtis, ending his marriage, moved Denise in with him. He helped take care of Henry, he funded her graduate school education, and he also bought her some new breasts - upping slightly to a perfect teardrop shaped triple D size. That old man was in heaven, with a sex drive that couldn't be satisfied, except with a woman who was equally as horny.
They married when Denise was 21. It was a time of bliss for both of them. Henry was a happy boy, and his mother was happier. She got into fitness and started doing some modeling shoots on the side for a few years. It was great extra income when she was in graduate school. She loved it too. Posing in bikinis, traveling to exotic locations, meeting all sorts of people, coming home to a wonderful old man that loved her dearly and a young son she loved more than anything. She remained faithful despite many temptations from photographers, male and female fitness models, and various people she would meet in her travels.
Denise became a Pediatrician at age 28. She felt she was on the right track to providing her son with a great life.
As it is in life, there was a hiccup - somewhat sad, but inevitable. Her husband, her old college professor, passed away from complications after surgery that same year. As he lay in the hospital bed before surgery he smiled to his young wife, motioning her to move quickly. She took off her high heels, pulling the sheet off the bed. She gave him the most loving and pleasurable blow job that she could. When he finished in her mouth, she licked and kissed his pudgy stomach, pulling the sheet back up, cheerfully leaving him alone for the night.
The next morning Denise and her son Henry, then 12, stopped by the hospital to visit Curtis before dropping Henry off at school. He asked if he could have a chat with Henry alone. Denise, kissing his forehead, obliged leaving the room.
"I want you to remember that your mother loves you more than anything in this world. You are her rock, and her shining star. Everything she does, every long trip she goes on, or long hour she works at the hospital, she's doing it for you. I want you to remember that when you reach your teen years and you are tired of her nagging or just want to be left alone or allowed to go out with friends. Remember her love for you, and maybe, be a little nicer to her, help her with things, you know?"
Young Henry nodded, taking those words to heart. It's almost as if his adopted father knew something that he or his mother didn't. Perhaps it was just nerves getting the best of him before surgery. Either way, that was the last time they saw the old man. He left everything in his ownership and bank account to Denise.
She was sad and heartbroken, but she had Henry. They got by just fine as Denise knew they would. For many months it was him and her alone in their home. Laughing, playing, having a wonderfully fun time. She remembered Curtis with fond memories, continuing on with her life - her son. The following year she met Wayne, and that's when things changed.
It was a girl's night out. At the urging of her best friend Holly, they went to a few places before staying at the last club the longest. Denise, in her short, tight, red cocktail dress spied Wayne from across the bar staring at her. She flashed him a quick smile, noticing the suit he was wearing, martini in his hand and sophisticated look on his face.
He made his way to her and asked her to dance. They danced for several songs, staring intently in each other's eyes. Wayne never smiled.
Within two hours, Wayne was undoing his tie, unbuttoning his shirt, and Denise was on her knees in his bedroom hungrily sucking his cock. He threw his shirt to the floor, guiding her up on to her feet. He grabbed her by the back of her head, kissing her hard and forcefully. He spun her around, unzipping her dress, sliding it to the ground. He pushed her onto his king size bed, smirking, stepping out of his pants. Without saying a word or kissing her again, he climbed onto the bed, grabbing her by the hips and began to mercilessly pound her from behind.
"Ahh! Ahh! Yess!" she screamed out with each powerful thrust.
Denise would grip the sheets on the bed, as Wayne grabbed her huge tits from behind. He'd then force her down on to the bed. With her head lying sideways on the mattress, she could see Wayne behind her in her peripheral vision. He still didn't look happy or joyful; he looked angry, angry as he brutalized this woman's pussy from behind. He looked controlling, dominant, and powerful.
Several minutes later he grabbed Denise's hair, pulling her upright. Still clinging to her hair, he kept thrusting into her. "Ahhh!" she cried out, not really in pleasure, but a little bit of pain too.
Wayne kept going and eventually finished in her, thrusting a few more times after his orgasm subsided. He wasn't wearing protection. He got a vasectomy for his 21st birthday. He hated kids.
After Wayne was done, he pushed her back down on the bed and got off her. He headed to the bathroom to clean up. She lay there writhing, still feeling unfulfilled and horny. Having never been taken like that before, she wanted more and more and more. So she kept seeing Wayne, much against her friend Holly's warnings. They were married several months later. There was no wedding, just the signing of a marriage license.
Denise knows why she did it. She did it for her son. Wayne was wealthy, and combined with her own salary and fitness model income; she wasn't too bad off herself. It was a strategic move on her part -- his too. He knew what she was worth, he knew about the house she had been left. He wanted to increase his assets and value. He was a typical scumbag.
However, Denise was in love, but not with Wayne. She loved her son. She watched him grow, prosper, succeed, and become a man. He became the type of man that treats a woman how she deserves -- a loving, caring, selfless man. She beamed with pride as he graduated high school at the top of his class, she beamed with pride as he graduated from college with a degree in computer science a year early, and she beamed with pride as she thought about all these years with him and how good he was to his mother.
The marriage to Wayne was nothing. A few years into it, there was no sex, rough or loving, there was no joy, and there was hardly any Wayne. He was always working and rarely around. It was nothing. Denise and Henry had no loving relationship with him. She wondered if anyone had ever had a loving relationship with him. He had no family, hardly any friends, nothing.
During Henry's teen years he and his mother were alone most of the time. They'd laugh, and play cards, video games, watch movies, and even jokingly flirt with one another. He'd pick her up, easily twirling her around, causing them both to become dizzy. Or they would have a tickle fight. Denise would usually win because Henry was so ticklish on his sides. She pinned him down, straddling him victoriously while sticking her tongue out at him. Sometimes she'd fall asleep in his bed after a Friday night of quality time. She'd wake the next morning with a smile on her face as she looked down to her son sleeping next to her. He was the only bright spot in her life.
Shortly before his senior prom, Denise asked the 18 year old Henry if he was attending. "Nah, not interested." He replied.
"What?!? You aren't going? Can't you find a date?" she asked.
"I probably could, I'm just not interested in lame dances."
" I'll be your date! We'll have fun and you can even grab my butt while we dance!" Denise enthusiastically teased her son.
"Ha! Or I could now!" He said, chasing his mother around the living room, catching her, and then spanking her heart-shaped, toned, bubble butt a few times. She would squeal then afterward sit in his lap with her arm around him. He would flip on the TV and they would sit like that for a while.
When Henry left for college she was devastated and lonely. That's when the affairs started. So easily she made friends, so easily could she have any man she wanted. She did just that. There were many nights out with her best friend Holly and their circle of friends; including a few one night stands over the course of a couple years, nothing serious, until she met Tyrell at the gym. He was an 18 year high school student. He was black, tall, athletic, and had just earned a full football scholarship to the University of Florida.
It only lasted a few weeks, but it was intense. Denise loved spending time in his room when his parents were out. She felt naughty and mischievous. She would throw her head back and look up to the ceiling causing her hair to reach down to the top of her butt crack while she rode his black cock to orgasm. Tyrell would reach up, grabbing her big tits, "Ah yeah," he moaned as she ground herself back and forth on his deeply embedded cock. It was about three weeks into their fling when Tyrell's parents came home early one evening.
"Quick hide!" he exclaimed, nearly throwing her off the bed. She landed with a loud thud, her naked body crawling under his bed. She waited there for 15 minutes as Tyrell's mom came into the room. She smelled something, perfume, and a muskiness she recognized.
Denise left the house humiliated and a little amused. Tyrell's mother was yelling at him in the background as she put her clothes back on and walked out the front door. "So much for that little adventure," she thought to herself. She and Holly would laugh about it for awhile.
Every time Henry would come home for holiday or summer break the two of them wouldn't leave each other's side. They would go out to eat, or to movies; it's like they were best friends. They'd spend time in the pool, playing, splashing, and silly flirting. He'd throw her around in the water and she would try to tackle his 6 foot 5 frame to no avail. He would get out of the pool to head inside and she would pull his swim trunks down. She'd get a good laugh and tell him to shake his butt for her, he smiled and shook his head as he hurriedly pulled his shorts up.
A few summer nights found them alone in the pool. Henry would be treading water in the deeper end and Denise would be hitching a ride on his back with her massive DDD tits smashed into him. He'd park himself at the pool wall and she'd slide off his back and move to his front. He was in shallower water so he could stand, but it was deep enough so that she couldn't, so she straddled him. She'd rest her hands on his shoulders and they'd chat for what seemed like hours.
Sometimes they wouldn't talk much at all. Denise would run her hands over his shoulder and chest, straddling him, looking into his face, thinking about how beautiful he was and how lucky some woman will be one day.
Sometimes she'd hug him tightly in the water, smashing her breasts into his chest as she played with his hair, occasionally peppering his shoulder and upper trapezius muscle with kisses. He'd run his hands up and down her back, stopping just where her bikini bottom started. It was very tender, sweet, and loving.
Two and a half years later, she was on the phone crying to her Henry. "I don't know what to do!"
"You're coming to stay with me is what you're going to do." He replied.
"I can't Henry, I don't want to impose."
"Mom, seriously. You're staying with me and that's that. Now get over here!"
"I don't know darling, I really don't want to get in the way."
"You won't be. You can stay with me and I'll make sure you have whatever you need. I can go buy stuff you can use to cook my dinner or clean my apartment. It'll be great!"
Denise couldn't help but laugh. He was so funny, so charming, and so sweet to her. "Well, in that case, I would love to cook for you again. And maybe clean a LITTLE bit." She laughed.
"Great! So you'll be here soon?"
"Yes baby, I'll see you soon." Denise replied. She hung up the phone, forgetting about her house situation for a few moments, thinking about how wonderful it'd be to stay with Henry. She wiped her tears and smiled.
Chapter 2
She stood at her son's apartment door at 9 pm on December 23rd waiting for him to let her in. She was wearing a dark blue turtle neck and tight black jeans. Henry opened the door with a huge smile on his face. She ran into his arms and started crying. He had to bend down to hug her, since she was a foot shorter than him. After a few seconds he stood straight up, taking her feet off the ground, walking backward into the apartment with her. He set her down on the ground, feeling her body shake from restrained laughter.
"You're so silly." She said, wiping her eyes.
"It's good to see you he Mom," said, lovingly looking down to her face, his hands still on her waist.
"It's good to see you too," she said, reaching up to play with a lock of Henry's hair. It had been September since she last saw him. He had the same dark brown hair like her. His eyes were a light blue color, easily able to trap a woman into staring at them for hours -- as Denise has almost done a few times over the years. He looked like he had been working out. He didn't have the body of a bodybuilder, but he was lean and muscular.
He picked up her bag from outside and locked the door. Denise stood looking around the apartment, then back at him as he set her bag down.
They spoke at the same time, interrupting each other. "Well I have three -- " "You look great son -- "
They both stopped, laughing at each other. "You first," Denise said.
"I have three bedrooms here. You can choose whichever one you want to sleep in."
"No, you have two bedrooms. Two are open, one can be taken by you."
"Don't argue with me woman! You can sleep in any of these three bedrooms, including the one that I'm in, if you like."
Denise couldn't help but smile at him. "I see," she said, approaching him to jab at his side playfully.
"I was thinking we could sleep in my bed tonight. You know, to catch up, chat, and snuggle and crap."
"No I'd rather crap in the bathroom, not your bed."
"Ha! You know what I meant, you silly lady." He bent down to hug her, holding her tightly as he picked her up again, her tits smashing against his t-shirt covered chest. He set her down, trying to release the hug, but his mother wouldn't let go. They embraced for a little longer.
"You smell good." She said, closing her eyes.
"Thanks. I bathed a couple of weeks ago." He joked, kissing her cheek, ending the hug.
Denise laughed again, already starting to forget about Wayne and that nightmare. But later in the evening, she'd start thinking of it again, going into great detail of the situation to her son. They sat on the couch facing each other, talking on until after midnight.
"The ironic part is that I was planning on filing for divorce next year. I wanted to make sure you were finished with college and out on your own," Denise explained, caressing Henry's left hand that was resting on her thigh.
Henry outstretched his arm as she snuggled in close on the couch. "Well, look on the bright side. You have your friends, you still have a job, and you still have money in the bank, right?"
"Yes, but you're forgetting something." She said, wrapping her arms around his torso.
"Oh yes of course, you still have your health and you're, uh, beauty" he jabbed at her waist causing her to jump.
She sat up facing him. "Well thank you, darling, but I was referring to something else."
"What?" He looked genuinely confused.
"You, silly!"
"Oh, right, yeah I guess." He shrugged.
"What do you mean you guess?!? Come here." She threw her arms around his neck, pulling him in tight. She kissed his neck and whispered in his ear, "I love you."
"Love you too," he patted her back.
"You ready for bed?" she asked him.
"Yep, you're sleeping in mine, right?"
"I sure am!"
"Ok great, I'm going to use the hall bathroom, you can use mine and I'll meet you in there in 10 minutes."
Around 10 minutes passed. Henry was sliding into his bed, wearing long pajama pants and a t-shirt. His mother exited the bathroom wearing pink silk shorts and a matching tank top.
"Nice." He said as he looked her over.
She shook her head and smiled, climbing into bed with him. She snuggled up into his arm, resting her hand on his chest.
"So you sure I'm not imposing? I could've stayed with Holly, but she's married, has a kid and a bunch of family over for Christmas..."
"I told you it's fine!" Henry interrupted.
She began rubbing her hand up and down his stomach as she continued, "Do you have a girlfriend? I'd hate to be over here if she came over and wanted some alone time with this gorgeous hunk of man meat."
Henry burst into laughter. "Wow! No I don't have a girlfriend."
"Mmm good. That means mommy has you all to herself." Denise looked at him smiling, trying to contain her laughter. He looked back at her and they both started giggling. She tickled his side furiously.



"Ok! OK! That's enough," he said, holding her arm out so she couldn't tickle him anymore.
They settled down and talked a bit more. They chatted about his hectic work schedule and how it's kept him away from visiting her, his idiotic former roommates, their Christmas plans, she admonished him for not having a Christmas tree put up, she asked about food and so on. They decided to eat what he had in the apartment, then go to the store on the 26th. She was able to bring his presents, but they were in her car. He had one for her. They decided to exchange them on Christmas Day morning.
"Getting a little sleepy here," he said.
"Me too. It's been a horrible day, but it has ended nicely," she said, moving up to kiss his cheek.
"Well good. I like these shorts by the way. I'm guessing you wore them so it would make me want to grab your butt. You failed, because I will not grab it. I'm sorry."
She fought to contain her laughter, faking disappointment, "Awwww, please? Please grab it?" she made a pouty face.
He shook his head, "Oh all right!" He squeezed the cheek closest to his hand and then slapped it a couple times. "There. Now, I'm going to sleep."
Denise smiled, chuckling to herself. "You're so silly." She rolled over and fell asleep in his arms. It was a wonderful end to a horrible day.
Chapter 3
Both Christmas Eve and Day were pleasant. They spent the days together eating sandwiches and whatever else they could find. By the evening of the 25th there was nothing left to eat in Henry's apartment.
They watched movies, cuddling on the couch; they held hands as they went on a few long walks. Later in the evening on Christmas Day they exchanged presents. Denise got him new boxer shorts, socks, and a gift certificate to a men's clothing store. Since Henry is horrible at buying presents, he got her two gift certificates - one to Victoria's Secret and one to another women's clothing store. She made fun of him for the Victoria's Secret certificate. He shrugged it off, claiming he had no idea what to get her. He figured since she was a woman she may want to get something from that store. All in all it was two best friends of the opposite sex enjoying each other's company. They just so happened to be mother and child.
The next day they both had to go back to work. Since Henry lived about an hour away from Denise's former home, the commute to her work was a little longer, maybe 35 minutes instead of 25, but she didn't care. When she got home, she discovered Henry had already gone to the store and he was in the process of cooking spaghetti. She smiled at him, "He's so amazing," she thought to herself. She helped him finish cooking it; they ate, and then cuddled on the couch to watch TV.
The next night after dinner, Henry spoke up, "So mom, I was thinking I would take you out for New Year's Eve."
"Take me out?"
"Yes, like, to dinner perhaps? I know a nice place we can go. It'll be fun. We can go eat and come back here and watch the ball drop. It'll be nice to get you out of the apartment," he explained.
"Hmmm, well, ok!" She perked up. "I'm looking forward to this! So will it be a, uh, you know, date?" she asked, jabbing his side.
He laughed, nodding his head. "Sure why not." That night, in his bed, she thought what dress she would wear their date. Her hand was under his t-shirt, slowly circling his stomach.
On the 31st Denise went to her former home to pick up a few items. Wayne was in the basement, she didn't speak to him, and she didn't acknowledge him. She packed boxes and left. She had a wonderful evening to prepare for; Wayne wasn't going to bring her down.
A wonderful evening it was. Henry wore a shirt and tie and black slacks, his mother in a somewhat long, sleeveless, black dress with a good bit of cleavage showing.
"That's a lovely dress by the way. You look great in it," Henry complimented his mother, sitting at the candle lit table. It was a fairly expensive restaurant that Henry made reservations for a few days prior. Denise blushed, smiling as she sat. After dinner they had coffee, sitting and talking for a couple hours. They got home at 11:30 pm.
Denise sat on the couch drinking another glass of champagne, her black high heels off and her feet tucked up under her bottom. Henry joined her, sitting next to her with his own glass. He turned the TV on, the two of them sitting in silence for a few moments.
"I think this new year will be better for you Mom," said Henry, smiling at his mother.
"Yeah! I think so too," she replied, leaning over to kiss his cheek. "By the way, you don't have to kiss me if you don't want to."
"What do you mean?" Henry asked with a puzzled look on his face.
Denise chuckled, "Are you serious? At midnight?"
"What about it?"
"Don't you know of the tradition at midnight on New Year's?"
"What tradition?" he asked.
"Oh my..." she shook her head, "when the ball drops and it strikes midnight, if you are with someone, you drink then give each other a kiss. I can't believe you didn't know about that."
"Well, I'm not the most sociable creature. I haven't done much dating or New Year's parties," he tried to explain.
"It's ok baby. That's the tradition, but you don't have to go through with it."
"Well if it's tradition, now I gotta!"
"No! You don't have to!"
Henry shrugged, "Might as well. It's no big deal Mom. So how does it work? Ball drops, we sip our drink, and then a kiss on the lips?"
She chuckled, "Yeah pretty much. Are you sure want to do that?"
"Yeah it'll be fun. It's just us after all." He said, repositioning himself on the couch to face her.
"Alright well you better get ready, 10 seconds."
"Ok I can do this!" he cheered himself on as the TV counted down.
5, 4, 3, 2, 1. They counted with the TV, saying happy New Year. "Ok, so now we drink," Henry said, doing so along with his mother.
"Right," she replied, sitting her glass down.
"And now, " he cleared his throat, "this."
He moved closer to her, as she smiled at his silliness. As he got within inches, she stuck her tongue out, wiggling it around.
"Hey! I'm trying to be serious." Henry cried out.
"Well so was I! You don't like tongue?" Denise countered.
"Mom, come on. Ok?"
"Ok," she sighed. Henry moved closer, slowly moving his hands to her face, holding it gently; he moved in and kissed her lips softly, sweetly, for about 5 seconds. It was beautiful, loving, and precious.
"There. See that was nice." He said, sitting back to his original position, grabbing the remote.
Denise looked on in trance, her eyes wide open. "Yeah, nice..." She whispered, slowing turning to face the TV. "Wow," she thought to herself, glancing over to her son as he laughed at something on the TV. She smiled to herself, leaning into him; he put his arm around her.
About 30 minutes later, she got up and went to change into her pajamas. She felt weird, not really in a bad way, but weird nonetheless. Perhaps she was a little uncomfortable at the electric tingles she felt from his kiss. As a result, she felt the need to sleep alone that night.
"Hey baby, I think I'll sleep in the other room tonight," she said, peering around the corner at Henry still sitting on the couch.
"Oh ok, I see, you're sick of me already. I get it." Henry replied, pretending to be offended.
"No!" his mother laughed, "I just figured it'd be nice to have more room sometimes. We can share a bed on another night."
"Ok Mom, no problem. I'll see you tomorrow!"
Denise said good night and headed to the other bedroom. She changed into her pajamas then slid into bed. She touched her lips, smiling, rolling over to drift off to sleep.
Chapter 4
January was filled with joy, laugher, and dates with Henry. It's like he was home from college for the summer. They would joke around, flirting with each other, all in good fun. Since they usually talked for hours when together, they typically only shared a bed on the weekend, just like they had done when he was home on break and could sleep late the next morning. They would chat, laughing until well after midnight, falling asleep in each others arms.
Denise even managed to drag her son shopping. She used her gift cards to buy a few things. She was happy, the anger she felt from losing the house diminishing each week.
February 14th was one of the best days of her life. The evening, however, was fraught with confusion and self-doubt.
Flowers arrived for her at work, a bouquet of roses from Henry. He added a note saying he loved her, explaining that he made reservations at the same upscale restaurant from New Year's Eve. She raised her eyebrows in surprise and smiled, putting the roses in water.
The meal and company were wonderful as usual. He wore a new shirt and tie Denise picked out for him on one of their shopping trips a couple weeks earlier. She wore dark blue, almost black from a distance, dress that ended at her knees. It had long sleeves. They shared a dessert, and then left the restaurant holding hands, laughing as they chatted.
Back at his apartment she poured him another glass of wine and sat next to him on the couch. They sipped a little, as Denise looked around the room. "Can we move this coffee table out of the way?"
"What for?"
"So we can dance." She replied.
"Oh no. No, I don't think so. I'm not dancing to that crazy hip hop stuff you and your friends dance to when you all go out."
Denise laughed, "No silly, I meant a slow song."
"You want to slow dance with me?"
"Sure, I think that'd be a great end to a great Valentine's evening. Don't you? A nice dance with my wonderful date."
"Alright," he shrugged.
"Great!" She got up to move the small table out of the way. She kicked her high heels off, sitting on the floor to examine his collection of music in the cabinet next to the TV.
"Crap, crap, crap, and more crap. All this music is crap." She said as Henry rolled his eyes.
"Ooh here's one that might work." She opened the CD and popped it into the player. It was a best of the 90's collection. She navigated to the track she liked and it started playing. It was Linger by The Cranberries. Maybe not a perfect song to slow dance to, but it'll work.
Denise held out her hand to her son, who grabbed it and stood. She smiled up at him, wrapping her hands around his neck as he placed his hands on her waist. They moved in circles slowly, looking into each other's eyes. Near the end of the song, her smile faded, and her heart beat faster and faster. It was a beautiful moment and she couldn't process it. When the song ended, Henry bent down to hug her close. All she could do was thank him for a wonderful evening.
"No, thank you. I had a great time," he paused, looking down into her eyes, "You really are a beautiful woman, inside and out, and I'm glad I was able to spend Valentine's with you."
Denise fought back tears, holding him in a long embrace. He ran his hands up and down her back, stopping just short of the rise of her butt. She closed her eyes, smiling as they stood there for a few moments. It felt peaceful and it felt like home.
She turned her head, kissing him slowly on the cheek. When he started to straighten back up, she kissed his lips. It was a reflex action, she couldn't help it. Except he was too slow to straighten himself and she kissed him again, a quick peck on the lips. He smiled and looked in to her eyes. She caressed his face then closed her eyes, kissing him a third time. It was a harder kiss that lasted a little longer than the one on New Year's. When it was over Denise looked downward, resting her head on his chest. She sighed, admonishing herself for doing that. She felt stupid. Henry just stood there running his hands up and down her back.
"I'm going to head off to bed." She patted his chest, backing away. "Thank you again for this wonderful evening Henry." She said, trying to mask her embarrassment.
Henry nodded, smiling as he watched her exit to her room. She closed the bedroom door behind her, not bothering changing out of her dress. She flopped down on the bed and rolled over.
"Why did I do that? What was I thinking? So stupid! I was just caught up in the moment. Ugh! Maybe it's no big deal, maybe that's just how we'll be. We'll give each other a sweet kiss on special occasions. Yeah that's it. So what if I felt another electric tingle, I mean, it was nice. Really nice." She thought to herself, trying to make sense of what happened. "He's wonderful, and I love him, and it was just a kiss on a special night. That's all."
She rolled to her other side, drifting to sleep, still feeling uneasy about the situation.
Chapter 5
"Are you sure you don't want to go out with us this weekend?" Denise asked her son, hugging him from behind while he was eating his cereal in front of the kitchen sink. Her friend Holly had been bugging her for a few weeks, reminding her that she needs to get out more and move on from Wayne. She had moved on from Wayne, she was more upset about the house.
"Yep," he quickly replied.
"Why not make it a birthday thing, you know?"
"Because my birthday is today, and you said you were taking me to dinner tonight, right?"
"Well, yes, but..."
"Then that can be all the celebration I need," he said, putting his dirty dish in the sink, turning around to face his mother. He wrapped his arms around her, kissing her head. "Alright, I gotta go. See you tonight."
After he left for work Denise thought about the evening ahead. "Ok so it's a special occasion, I'll give him a sweet, little kiss on the lips. That's it. Nothing to it. A nice little 'I love you' kiss."
It was unusually warm for Miami on the evening of March 18th -- Henry's birthday. Denise wore an off-white, simple, spaghetti strapped dress that came to her knees. There was, as was the case with most of her large dress collection, a fair amount of cleavage showing.
Dinner at the same restaurant they had used before went off without a hitch. However, as is the case, plans don't always pan out the way they were intended. Denise had it planned out: a wonderful dinner with her son, followed by quality time on the couch, and then a sweet kiss goodnight. That was it. It was going to be great. Such a simple plan can be complicated when too much alcohol is consumed.
Back at the apartment, after dinner, Denise was working on her third glass of wine; Henry on his second. He sat on the couch, watching her giggle in the kitchen. She made her way toward him, not sitting next to him like she had been. Instead she hiked up her dress to just below her crotch and straddled him much to his surprise. He simply laughed it off, tilting his head back, resting it on the top of the couch, looking up at her.
"Are you ok? I'm not too heavy am I?" she asked.
"Nope, you're fine."
"I'm not too bony?"
"No. You feel great. I mean, well, you know what I mean." He replied with a chuckle.
"Yes I do, silly boy." She said, running her fingers through his hair. "Are you sure you don't want to come out with us this Saturday?"
"Mom, I'm sure." He said slightly annoyed.
"You never know, you might meet a cute girl," she said, starting to undo his tie.
"Oh yeah?"
"Yep," she tossed his tie to the side.
"I don't know, maybe I'll go out with you all one day, but I'm just not into all that."
"I 'd really like you to go. You'd have a great time with us." She said, unbuttoning the top two buttons of his shirt.
"I guess that means Holly would be there, right?"
"Don't you worry about her, I'll make sure she keeps her claws off you." She said, unbuttoning two more buttons.
"Good." He closed his eyes, leaning back.
"Yep, I'd make it clear that you are with me. We'll be dancing the night away. So much fun!"
"Maybe so Mom."
Denise unbuttoned another button and Henry looked down to see his open shirt. "Hey, what are you doing?"
"Nothing." Denise replied mischievously, running her hands over his chest.
"Uh huh, " he smiled, rolling his eyes, as he lay his head back.
Denise leaned down to kiss his cheek, peppering his jaw line with a few more. "Happy birthday darling." She said, caressing his face, looking into his eyes.
"Thank you," he replied, smiling weakly.
Then she did it, she kissed him on the lips. But it was too fast, too hard, not what she had imagined. She didn't imagine she'd be straddling him on the couch either, but the wine changed that. It lasted about 4 seconds. When it was over they peered into each other's eyes, Denise's thumb still on his cheek, holding his face. It may have been several more seconds before she closed her eyes and inched forward to kiss him again, slowly this time. Just as their lips were about to make contact, Henry's cell phone rang on the table next to the couch. It startled her a bit, her eyes popping open; she could see that his eyes were closed. A second later he opened them and reached over to answer his phone. Denise sighed, getting off his lap, walking toward her room as he answered a question to a coworker who had to work late on a project. She turned around, looking at him so see himself adjusting his pants where the crotch was.
"Sure. Yep, I saved it on the shared drive. Should be there. Ok, no problem," Henry said into the phone.
Denise was putting on a white tank top and a pair of Henry's old boxer shorts that she used for pajama bottoms. She loved to wear boxers and Henry gave her several pairs since she had given him new ones for Christmas. She heard a knock at the door as she was sliding into bed.
"Mom?"
"Come in." she said flatly.
"Hey. I just wanted to say good night and thanks for a great birthday." Henry said, standing in the open doorway.
She smiled in an attempt to hide any awkward tension between the two, "Oh, well goodnight baby, I'm glad you had a good day."
"Yeah," he smiled. "Ok well sleep well and I'll see you tomorrow. I love you"
"I love you too," she smiled back, watching him close the door. She sat there for a few moments before sliding under the covers.
"What is going on here? What's wrong with you? Why was he adjusting his pants? You wanted to kiss him again didn't you Denise? Why? This is stupid! You're just confused and lonely, that's it" she thought to herself, pondering the situation for over an hour before sleep took her.
A few days had passed. Things were a little different between the two of them. The vibe in the air was the equivalent of two coworkers hanging out after work and they may have flirted a little more than was appropriate. The coworkers realized this and not wanting to get in trouble at home or the office, they had an unspoken agreement they would remain professional and friendly.
She told herself she wouldn't kiss him like that ever again. They stepped on a line and thankfully did not cross it. This caused some sadness within her. Sadness that turned to something entirely different the night before her and her girls went out.
She saw Henry naked. It was an accident of course. Denise came home from work earlier than normal. Henry was already there as usual. The last few days had been hard for her. Since her decision to never kiss him like that again, she was feeling a little blue. She didn't bother calling out to him, announcing her arrival, she just wanted to get into her pajamas.
As Denise entered the apartment, she thought she heard something in his bedroom. She kicked off her shoes on the carpet, sneaking to his half open door. Her eyes widened and mouth dropped open.
Denise tried to look away, she yelled at herself to turn around and run, but she was frozen. She stopped breathing, her heart stopped beating, and her eyes didn't blink. She couldn't take her eyes off it. He must've just masturbated in the shower, that's the only explanation for its size in its half erect state. While she had seen bigger before, there was something different about his that she couldn't put her finger on.



Henry was drying his hair, the movements of his arms causing his penis to dangle back and forth. She was hypnotized by it. It was a miracle when he tossed the towel on the bed and moved to his closet to pick out some clothes, she was able to snap out of her trance and slowly walk backwards. She kept backing up until she backed into the wall making a thud sound.
"Mom, you home?" Henry called out.
She coughed, clearing her throat, trying to pretend she just got there. "Yeah, I'm here. Left the office early."
"Oh ok cool. Hey I'm going out for pizza with some buddies from work, want to come along?" he asked from inside his room's closet.
Denise was pleasantly surprised by his invitation; she knew he was trying to dissolve any lingering tension from the birthday kiss.
Since she was too embarrassed to even look at him, she declined. "Um, no, no thanks, I'm good. Feeling a little tired." She called out from the kitchen.
He exited his room fully clothed, "Ah, right. Tomorrow you and your girls are going out. Gotta rest well for all the trouble you'll get in."
She turned away, opening the fridge, pretending to look for something so she didn't have to look at him. "Heh, yeah that's right!" She faked a chuckle, grabbing a water bottle, heading toward her room. "Have a good night! See you tomorrow!"
The rest of the night all she saw was his penis. It was burned into her retinas. By midnight the image had changed some. It wasn't just a large penis, but the abdominal region above it and the toned thighs to the left and right of it. She closed her eyes, biting her bottom lip. She rolled over to one side, then to her other. By 1 am, the image had changed to include Henry's chest.
She rolled onto her back, attempting to force her eyes closed. She got out of bed and paced around the small room a bit. By 2:30 am she was seeing his entire male body -- his face wasn't visible. She admitted that the vision was indeed gorgeous, but would not allow herself to masturbate to it, "I will not rub my clit, I will not rub my clit..." she kept saying in her mind. She eventually dozed off at 3am.
Around 10 am the next morning she woke up. Immediately the penis popped back into her head. She was alone in the house as Henry had met up with some friends to play Frisbee football.
Denise held her mug of coffee, standing at the very spot she saw his cock. She looked into the empty room, replaying the event over and over. She saw him standing there drying his hair, the towel obscuring his face. In her daydream, he finished drying his hair and tossed the towel. He then looked back at her and smiled. That's all she saw for the next several hours, her nude son standing there with a half erect cock smiling at her.
Denise was miserable. She went to a nearby gym she had joined and worked out extra hard. It didn't help. In fact, as she was doing crunches she felt a "coregasm" building. She occasionally got those, as some women do. She normally let it happen, enjoying it, this time she immediately stopped her crunches, moving to the lat pull down machine. She was afraid that if the coregasm overtook her she'd have Henry on her mind.
Denise managed to avoid her son most of the day. As evening arrived, she left slightly early to meet her friends. She had showered, did her hair, and slid on faux-leather black dress with only one strap. There wasn't much cleavage, but one breast appeared less covered due to the way the single strap angled upward. It was like a sling almost. The tight dress came down to her mid-thigh.
She was on her way to meet her friends at a restaurant. Afterwards, they'd go to a club or two. By this point she felt truly ridiculous. She felt stupid for thinking about what she had seen the previous day. Her mood lightened slightly and she was able to make fun of herself.
"Cock, cock, cock, I love cock," she sang out in the same style that Will Ferrell sang the scotch song in the Ron Burgundy movie her and Henry had recently watched on TV.
"Big, fat, cock. Juicy, yummy, cock," she sung to herself alone in her car. She shook her head, laughing. "You're an idiot Denise."
Humming the little song in her head as she approached a stop light, she watched for it to turn green and thought about Henry again. "Henry's big cock." She sang slowly as she envisioned it again. "Such a lovely cock," she whispered in the same style of the scotch song. She sighed, shaking her head as the light turned green.
"So how are things sharing an apartment with Henry?" Holly asked as the four friends sat a table waiting for their food.
"Good, good, not too bad."
"How's the sex?"
"Holly! Ugh..." Denise rolled her eyes as her other friends laughed.
Holly chuckled a bit. She was always known for having a dark sense of humor. The 43 year old, 5 foot 4, blonde was wearing a spaghetti strap brown dress that caused her equally impressive fake breasts to be a main focal point.
"What? Just saying if he was my son and I moved in with him, I'd be very bad mommy." Holly continued, always going for shock value.
"Does she pick on you like this?" Denise turned, asking their other friend, Claudia.
"Sometimes, yes! She's crazy," replied the 34 year old of Puerto Rican descent. She was wearing a vibrant red dress, coming down to mid-thigh, with part of her lower back exposed. It went beautifully with her light brown skin and jet black long hair. At 5 foot 3, her breasts weren't enhanced like her friends, but she had a gorgeous, muscular ass -- largest of the women.
"Well have you at least seen him naked, Denise?" Holly asked as Denise's heart stopped, her eyes widening. "Ha, well based on that reaction, I'm guessing you have!"
"It was nothing, it just an accident. With roommates it's bound to happen," Denise explained.
"Details! How big was it?" Holly prodded.
"Holly, knock it off!" Their other friend, Marie, spoke up. She was the tallest of the group at 5 foot 10. Her hair was short, cut in a style that could work on a teenage boy. She was able to pull it off and make it look cute and sexy. She had recently joined the fake tits club, thanks to her 50 year old doctor husband. Her implants were more circular and less teardrop shaped like Denise and Holly's.
"She knows I'm just messing with her," Holly said, squeezing Denise's hand. "But seriously, how big was it?"
Denise just rolled her eyes, "I don't know. I didn't measure it." She sighed, choosing her words carefully. "He could probably satisfy a woman, ok? I'm leaving it at that, let's change the subject." She told Holly sternly.
"Fine. So girls, do we have a plan in place if one or all of goes home with a guy tonight? I'm in the mood for some black cock. Jon doesn't have too many videos of me with a black guy." Holly said.
"What's Jon doing tonight anyway?" Marie asked.
"Probably his girlfriend! He met a cute little college girl last month. He's with her tonight, but I told him if I brought home a guy I would text him so he could hide in the closet and film it," Holly spoke about her husband and their wild, swinging, lifestyle.
"Hard to believe you two are ok with all that," Claudia pondered.
"Hey, we're in love and trust each other. I've been hoping Denise will let me bring home Henry one day, but..." Holly trailed off as Denise shot her a look.
They finished up at the restaurant then headed to a club, where they stayed for awhile. Upon seeing it was fairly dead for a Saturday night, the lovely ladies headed to a different one.
It was nearly midnight. Denise sat at table with Marie while Claudia and Holly danced with a group of guys. She had been thinking about Henry. She wondered what he was doing and if he was asleep yet. The thoughts of seeing him naked had diminished. She only thought about going home to him and snuggling on the couch or in the bed.
"Marie, Denise, I want you to meet Ed and Zack. Ed you're the tallest so you get Marie and Zack you dance with Denise." Holly said interrupted Denise's train of thought. She pushed Zack in her direction. He smiled and waved awkwardly.
A few minutes later they were dancing to the fast club music. They made small talk as they faced each other. He was 24, a grad student, and was recently dumped by his girlfriend. "Ugh, so boring, I hope Henry is ok." Denise thought to herself, pretending to show sympathy for Zack.
She looked around the room, and past Zack's shoulders. She couldn't see Holly anywhere, Claudia was dancing with a very tall black guy, probably a Miami Heat basketball player, and Marie was making out with Ed-- who looked about the same age as Zack. She shook her head, looking away not meaning to see her friend like that.
"You ok?" Zack asked.
"Mmhm, I'm fine," she replied, turning around to dance to a new song. Zack grabbed her hips as she gyrated into him.
"I wish it was Henry dancing with me, we could have so much fun," she thought as Zack moved his hands to her stomach. "I could teach him how if he was afraid of this type of dancing," she said to herself, moving her hand up behind her, around Zack's neck.
She closed her eyes and continued grinding into Zack. She could feel his breath on her neck and she let out a moan, "Henry, I miss you," she thought.
She hadn't thought of Henry's penis for awhile, that is, until she felt Zack's erection in between her butt cheeks. She kept on gyrating and grinding to the music. "Yessss," she hissed, but Zack luckily didn't hear her as the music was so loud. She gripped Zack's neck hard and placed her free hand on top of his as it rested on her stomach. Back and forth they were moving to the music, they looked like they were dry humping -- just like most of the other people in the club.
She slowly moved his hand to her right breast. It was the breast that was slightly more exposed due to the sling strap nature of her black dress. She heard Zack groan, but pretended it was Henry. She tried stopping herself, but couldn't. She thought of Henry again, saying his name in her mind. She thought about dancing with him like this, causing him to ejaculate. She tried to stop but couldn't. It was like trying to not think of elephants. Zack kissing her neck didn't help matters. She tilted her head to side a bit and he continued to kiss along her neck line as they danced.
"Mmmm," she let out a moan, pretending it was Henry kissing her neck. She was interrupted from her trance by Claudia.
"Hey Denise!" she yelled over the loud music, startling her friend. "We gotta go! Holly just threw up in the bathroom."
Denise nodded and turned around to thank Zack. Taking her off guard, he kissed her, licking her mouth in an attempt to get his tongue inside there. She backed off and pushed him away. "Whoa! I gotta go..." Zack asked for her number, but she just kept walking, pretending she couldn't hear him.
"What a crappy night." she thought to herself on the way home. It was a little after 2am. She felt stupid for thinking of Henry while dancing with Zack. "Idiot! What's wrong with me?"
She stood in Henry's doorway watching him sleep in his bed. He was out cold. After a few moments, she whispered, "I'm sorry baby." She headed to her room, changed clothes, and went to sleep feeling nothing but shame.
Chapter 6
April was another interesting month. The relationship between Denise and her son hadn't changed from the courteous and friendly vibe it had become. The tension was still there though. Denise could feel it, surmising he could too. They weren't as affectionate and no longer slept in the same bed.
Denise thought about his naked body daily, though less and less each day. She thought about that night dancing with Zack occasionally, but tried not to, as she was so ashamed of her thoughts.
Near the end of the month, the tension has lessened. Denise had, in a way, forgiven herself for recent thoughts. She and Henry gradually spent more time in the same room together. They'd watch TV more often and were more talkative.
They were sitting on the couch one evening sharing a pint of ice cream. It had been ages since both of them had any, so they didn't want to overdo it. She spoon fed him a bite here and there, while he watched TV.
"So, this weekend, I'm going out again. I'd love if you came with me." Denise said, trying to keep their friendly momentum going. A casual invite to hang out should do the trick.
"Ugh...I think I'll pass."
"Please? It'll be fun!" She said, eating another spoonful of ice cream.
"No. And if you ask me one more time, I'm going to kick you out of my apartment."
Denise laughed heartily, "Oh really?"
"Try me."
"Henry, will please go out with me and my friends this weekend?"
"Nope." He pointed to the door. "Leave."
She stuck out her bottom lip to pout. "Please, please, pretty please?"
He slowly reached over to grab the pint of ice cream, setting it on the table. He turned and faced his mother. In a rapid movement he dove into her, grabbing her sides and picking her up as she squealed. He carried her over his shoulder to her room, throwing her on the bed. "Start packing, woman, time for you to leave!"
"No!" she cried out like a stubborn child, bouncing on the bed. She grabbed Henry by the back of the head before he could stand back up and pulled him down to her; she reached around and started tickling his sides. She had him now. There was no way he could escape. She kept tickling him into submission. He writhed and rolled around on the floor as his mother pounced on him. He flipped around on his back, with Denise straddling him. She held his hands to the floor, trying to keep him from tickling her.
With his hands pinned to the floor she hovered over his face, her red tank top covered breasts smashing into his chest. "I've got you." She smiled wickedly. He sighed and smiled back. Seeing his smile made her so happy. It was as though they were getting back to the way things were.
"So are you going with me or not? It'll be fun not to be stuck in the apartment Saturday night, won't it? We can dance, and talk, and hang out. You know? It's been awhile."
Henry nodded, acknowledging that they hadn't really hung out in the last month.
"Please? For mommy!" Denise asked again, bending down to kiss his cheek. She thought she could feel something stirring in his shorts, but it may have been his belt buckle.
"I just hate going to places like that. It's crowded, I can't move around freely. You know?"
"I know baby, but I'll be there, I'll make sure you're comfortable."
"If I go," he continued, "I'm going to have to be slightly drunk to deal with it."
Denise laughed, "Is that right? Well, I'll make sure you are buzzed and feeling good, alright?" She asked inches from his face.
"Fine. I'll go," he rolled his eyes, annoyed at the situation.
"Yay!" she cried out. She released his hands to hug him, wrapping her arms around his head and holding him tight. This caused her breasts to smash even harder against his chest.
They would lay like that for a few moments. Henry ran his hands slowly up and down her sides and back. It felt like old times, those summer nights in their pool. She again thought she felt something in his pants, but just assumed it was his belt.
Henry then lifted her red tank top, just slightly, so that that her lower back was exposed. He traced his middle finger up and down the lumbar vertebrae. Denise smiled, closing her eyes as she lay there on top of him.
"I like this. I really like this. I wonder if he does too? I wonder if this makes him aroused?" she thought.
"Stop Denise," she told herself, but her admonishment didn't come as quickly this time. She wasn't as angry with herself either.
"Ok get off me." He said, spanking her bottom. She obliged and they stood up.
"Alright, well I gotta shower and head to bed." Henry said, exiting the room.
"Ok, see you tomorrow." She watched him leave, unable to stop smiling. That was a great night for them. She felt they reconnected a bit. She told herself that she wouldn't kiss him on the mouth and she would just relax, have fun, and enjoy this -- whatever this was. She lay in bed that night thinking of them dancing at the club. She pictured the two of them dancing, with the possibility of feeling his erection.
"I wonder what it would feel like? I bet it's really big when fully erect. I wonder when he last had sex?" she thought as she lay there looking up at the ceiling in the moon lit room.
"Stop it Denise!" she said aloud. She rolled over, eventually falling asleep with a smile on her face.
Chapter 7
The brand new club was packed full. It was Saturday night and this was the grand opening weekend.
Denise, Henry, Marie, and Claudia all sat at the same table. Denise looked beautiful in a strapless tan colored short dress. It had a darker flowery pattern to it. Her hair was pulled back into a cute pony tail.
Holly joined them a few minutes later when her date arrived. Holly introduced the group to Rodney, a tall, hugely muscular, black man. She finally found a black guy for her husband to film her having sex with. Denise was relieved since this meant she may not have to worry about Holly getting her nasty hands on Henry.
Henry was already buzzed by the time he asked Claudia to dance. He had been looking at her all night. Her gorgeous brown skin, highlighted by the sexy low cut white dress. He took a swig of his rum and coke and asked her. She said yes without hesitation. This made Denise feel a twinge of jealousy.
"Do you want me to dance near you in case you get claustrophobic or something? It is pretty crowded in there. I can help find a path out for you." Denise asked, pulling at his arm, as he and Claudia walked to the dance floor.
"Nah I'm good," Henry replied with a glazed look on his eyes. Denise sighed, looking around for that predator Holly. Thankfully she didn't see her. They were best friends, but Holly had made somewhat inappropriate remarks about Henry ever since he was in high school. This always bothered her. Deep down she knew why, she just hadn't yet admitted it to herself.
Denise continued chatting with Marie and a little while later Henry and Claudia returned. She noticed he had his right hand on her juicy, plump, ass. She looked away, trying not to be annoyed. But she was.
"You got him next Marie," Claudia said, handing Henry over to her. Denise turned back toward Claudia as she heard this, she was fuming.
"What about me?!?" She thought to herself. "Ugh. Guess she figured he wouldn't want to dance with his mother, so she handed him to that slut, Marie. Figures." Denise looked around the room, and still saw no sign of Holly.
A long while passed and Henry hadn't yet returned with Marie. Claudia went off to dance with a few people. Eventually Denise grew tired of sitting alone. She turned down several men that asked her dance. She had enough and she got up to look for them.
There were two bars in the club, one at each end. As she made her way through the crowd of people she ended up near the other bar. She saw Marie, in her hot pink and white striped dress, sitting on Henry's lap as they drank a shot.
"Hmmm...ok," she thought to herself as she made her way closer. Since it was so crowded it took her forever to push through all the people. When she finally got in yelling distance, they got up and headed in the other direction into the crowd. "Shit," she shook her head and made her way back into the crowd.
It seemed like 10 minutes before she saw Henry again through the jungle of people. However, he wasn't dancing with Marie, he was dancing with Holly! Her date, Rodney, must've left. She pushed and pushed through the crowd. She saw Holly's hands grabbing her son's butt. They were laughing about something, their faces inches from each other. Denise's face was red with anger. As she approached, Holly looked to her side and saw the angry mother charging through the crowd.



"Oh there you are! You're turn!" She said, pushing Henry in Denise's direction.
He smelled like rum. He was dizzy, he could barely dance. She couldn't dance with him like this. The fun evening she planned of reconnecting with her best friend after an awkward birthday kiss was ruined.
They made their way through the crowed, meeting up with the others. "We're leaving," Denise said with an angry look on her face as she and Henry finally reached their table. Claudia was the designated driver so she took out the keys to her SUV.
Henry draped his arm around his mother as they walked back to the vehicle. Denise pushed a very drunk Henry into the back seat, climbing in next to him. He rested his head on her shoulder.
Unfortunately Holly did not sit in the passenger side front seat. She got in the very back with Denise and Henry. Denise rolled her eyes, looking out the window as they rode along. She thought about how foolish she felt, she thought about how the evening sucked, she thought about how she shouldn't have let him drink so much, and she felt shame for secretly wanting to feel his erection against her. She wiped her watery eyes, continuing to look out the window. That's when Henry whispered to her.
"Don't stop mom, that feels nice," he whispered in her right ear.
"What?" She turned her head slightly to her right.
"It's ok to get a little fresh with me, we're adults, you know?"
What was he talking about? "You're such a hot, sexy, woman. Keep going."
Keep going? She turned to his face and saw a look of a total drunk. His eyes closed, his head tilted backward on the seat, and movement in his lap. Denise looked down and saw Holly's hand down Henry's pants. It was moving up and down; she was jacking him off.
"That's not me, son!" she angrily whispered to Henry.
"Holly! Stop!" she grabbed her forearm, squeezing it hard, then pulling it out of her son's pants.
"Stop it! Now!" she yelled at her, in a whisper as to not draw attention to the situation. When her hand was out of his pants, she pushed Holly away, back up against the window on her side.
"Ow!" she said, looking out her window in her own drunken stupor. Denise glared at her with clenched teeth. To her, their friendship was over.
Claudia dropped them off. Denise didn't say goodbye, Henry turned and waved at her though. Once inside, she plopped him on the bed, and started to remove his tie and helped him unbutton his shirt. He unzipped his pants and she pulled them off. There was no erection this time.
"Hey there. Hey. You wanna have some tonight?" He drunkenly asked. Denise didn't answer, she was helping him get into bed.
"I know you're my mom, but you are a hot woman! Know what I mean? " Henry slurred, rolling onto his back with his eyes closed. Denise just sighed.
"Don't be shy Mom, it's ok, really. Come on. Come give me some lovin'." He said as he Denise walked to the door.
"Goodnight, Henry," she said, turning off the light, leaving him alone. She sat on the edge of her bed and cried for a good 45 minutes.
Chapter 8
Henry was embarrassed, profusely apologizing the next day. She asked if he remembered anything from the evening and told her that it was mostly a blur near the end of the night. She believed him, feeling a huge amount of relief. Maybe he didn't remember asking for some "lovin'." Maybe he didn't remember getting a hand job from Holly, only to think it was his mother. She wasn't sure and she didn't want to broach the subject. She felt shame, guilt, and embarrassment for both of them. So after his apology, they moved on, and rarely spoke or looked at each other for the next couple weeks.
It was almost as if there was some kind of fear keeping them from being close. They were both acting as if they were afraid something would happen if they got too close to one another again, avoiding each other as best they could.
"Maybe all the alcohol that night made him say things to me that had been bottled up. Maybe he wanted to have -- No! Stop it Denise." She couldn't even finish her thought. Her thoughts have betrayed her enough in recent weeks. Thinking about him nude, fantasizing about silly things like dancing against an erection, it was just so stupid.
Henry bought her a bouquet of roses on Mother's day, and nothing else. While it made the tension less thick, they still didn't look at each other too much, and didn't talk as much as they did. They had also stopped going out to dinner or the movies.
It's like they were avoiding whatever was going on between them. Henry, however, did invite her to attend a Memorial Day weekend cookout his work was having. She smiled politely and declined. Denise thought more and more about possibly moving out. But she was unsure. She didn't want to leave without some kind of closure. Was there more to their relationship or nothing at all?
June was a long month, full of analyzing and over-analyzing the situation. Denise had come to the conclusion that she would move out sometime that summer, but she wanted to end their roommate situation on either good terms or really good terms. She couldn't ignore the fact that something was there. What caused it? Was it the kisses they shared earlier in the year, or had these feelings been latent all along? She was starting to think it was the latter.
So for her birthday, June 27th, Denise decided they would spend that weekend together. No Holly, no other friends, just him and her. She thought back to his drunken ramblings in April, "If something happens then something happens."
If nothing happened between the two of them, she would spend July looking for a new place to live, perhaps a house to rent. She would finally have closure and they would be back to mother and son friendship -- hopefully.
If something did happen, if those drunken ramblings were his hidden secret desires for her, then she wanted to get them out in the open and explore it. She knew the only way to do that was to spend time with him.
"So what are you doing for your birthday next week, Mom? " Henry asked as he put dishes away. "You going out for a night on the town with your friends again?"
"Well, that's what I was going to talk to you about. I would prefer to spend my birthday with you."
"Ah, well, alright. What'd you have in mind?" he kept doing the dishes not facing her.
"We could go to the movies, out to dinner, whatever you wanted."
"Whatever I want? It's your birthday though. So shouldn't it be whatever you want?"
"I suppose you're right." She said, moving close to him.
"So what do you want to do? We can do anything."
She thought about the last time they went out and how the evening was ruined. This time she wouldn't have her friends around. Holly wouldn't be there, it would only be the two of them.
"Dancing," she blurted out.
"Oh?" He raised an eyebrow, turning around to face her. "I don't know about that. I ruined the evening last time."
Denise just chuckled, looking to the floor. "Yeah, you did."
"I'm so sorry Mom," he replied.
"You've already apologized. So don't worry about it."
He nodded, "I promise I won't drink any this time."
"We can drink, just in moderation. One of us will need to be the designated driver." She said, inching closer to him in the kitchen.
"I will," he answered immediately. "It's your birthday, you should have a few drinks."
"Maybe I'll drink too much to get you back for last time!" She joked, jabbing at his side.
"Hey!" he smiled down at her. They both looked into each other's eyes for a moment.
"Can I have a hug?" Denise asked.
"Of course!" he smiled, bringing her close to his body. He felt so warm, she missed this so much. She closed her eyes and thought about how much she loved him.
"Thirty-eight, eh? Wow. You don't look a day over 30."
"Thank you, Henry," she whispered, her eyes still closed.
He broke the hug, "Well I'll be your chaperone and make sure you get home safe. They'll be hundreds of men trying to dance with you. As long as you save one dance for me, then it's ok."
Denise laughed, slapping at his stomach. "Ok silly."
She was going all out. If this was the last time she and Henry would hang out before she left later in the summer, she wanted it to be epic. It was her 38th birthday. She wanted to be the sexiest thing in that club. She wanted every man to look at her and want to be with her. If that meant her own son, then so be it. She wanted to be more fun than Holly, she wanted to be sexier than Holly, and she wanted her boy to see that she was. She was going to wear a hot new dress, she would be irresistible. If, Henry had some latent desire for her, she would bring it out. She knew in the back of her mind that if something happened between the two of them that it would potentially alter their lives. She ignored those thoughts.
"Mmm," she moaned as she looked at herself in the mirror, burying any thoughts of shame. She turned from side to side examining her bombshell figure. Instead of her long straight hair, she curled it a bit. She brushed her wavy locks off her shoulders, smiling at what she saw in the mirror. Her hair was perfect, her dress was perfect, her tits were perfect, and her ass was perfect.
"If there is ANYTHING at all going on in that boy's head, tonight it will surely be made known." She said, sliding her hands up and down her sides, squeezing her breasts.
She would blow Henry away with her dress, with her dancing, and with how awesome she was -- or at least thought she was. "If I was a man, I wouldn't be able to resist me. Maybe Henry won't be able to either." She thought, as she no longer admonished herself for thinking this way. She looked in the mirror, nodding, realizing what having this strategy admitted about her own feelings toward him.
"You ready baby?" Denise said, entering the living room to find Henry sitting on the couch. His mouth dropped open; the look of shock on his face made her giggle a bit.
"Uh, yeah, I am. Wow."
"Like my dress?" She asked, twirling around for him.
"Is that a dress or some kind of lingerie from Victoria's Secret?" he asked, bewildered by what he was seeing.
"Maybe it is, maybe it isn't," she mischievously replied. There was some truth to his question. She didn't purchase it from Victoria's Secret and it wasn't lingerie, but she could see how one could think it is. The dress was a fuchsia color and it came down to her upper thigh. It wasn't a strapless dress, but the straps looped behind her neck, similar to a halter top. It left her upper and middle back exposed. The amount of cleavage shown was insane. The dress was cut so low in the front that you could see all the way down to where her covered abdomen began.
"Let's go," she smiled at Henry. He didn't move for a few seconds as he watched in awe. He eventually got up and headed toward the door. It looked like he had seen a ghost. Denise grabbed her purse and they left the apartment. She was walking a few feet in front of Henry on their way to the car. She turned looked back at him. He smiled and nodded awkwardly, with a look of what could be fear on his face. She turned around, smiling to herself, wondering if he was looking at her tits. The sides of her breasts were bare and could easily be seen from behind.
Chapter 9
Denise sighed, looking down to her freshly coated fingernails, standing next to Henry as he chatted with a very tall brunette named Alice. Denise was having a horrible time. Henry was too nervous or scared to talk to her -- much less dance with her.
Denise sipped her drink at the bar, looking at the crowded dance floor. It had been two hours since they arrived. She was bored out of her mind. She rolled her eyes, trying to think of something to get Henry to stop talking to this girl. She couldn't believe Alice had the nerve to approach Henry, introducing herself, never once considering that Denise might have been Henry's date.
Denise sighed again, hearing Henry and Alice laugh, when she saw a man approach her. He was black, a few inches taller than her, had long braided hair, was displaying a soft, friendly smile, and was breathtakingly gorgeous. He was wearing black slacks with a dark purple dress shirt tucked into them.
"Hello," he said, standing inches from Denise's face. "I'm Ulysses. Would it be alright if you and I shared a few dances?" he asked, looking directly into her eyes.
Denise was speechless for a few seconds. She couldn't take her eyes away from his. "I, uh, well," she stammered, looking up at Henry as he chatted with Alice. "Sure, I'd like that," she answered, turning away from Henry to stare into Ulysses' big brown eyes.
"Wonderful," Ulysses replied. "Should we inform your friend here?"
Denise nodded, turning to poke Henry in his side, pointing to Ulysses and the dance floor. Henry smiled, returning the nod, continuing his conversation with Alice.
Ulysses extended his arm to Denise. She smiled, wrapping her hand around his large bicep, following him into the crowd. She looked back at Henry who was buying another drink for Alice and frowned. Suddenly she felt Ulysses hand on her waist. Her frown turned into a smile again. She rested her arms around his broad, muscular shoulders.
"I'm Denise by the way. Nice to you meet you."
They danced for several songs, constantly looking into each other's eyes, occasionally glancing to other facial features. Ulysses never once placed his hands on her ass, tried to kiss or fondle her, and was a complete gentleman.
After a new song was starting, Ulysses pulled Denise in close, resting his hand on the small of her back. He whispered in her ear, "Thank you for dancing with me. Would you like to return to your friend now?"
Denise glanced around the room, spotting Henry smiling and dancing with Alice, she sighed. "No, he is busy now. We can keep dancing if you want."
"I would love that." Ulysses whispered, continuing to hold Denise close to him, running his fingers gently over the exposed part of her back.
"You are making this night for me in Miami quite enjoyable. Thanks again, Denise."
Denise smiled, closing her eyes, gyrating her hips against his, "You don't live here?"
"No, I live in Atlanta. I return there in two days. I am here on for a quick job."
"What sort of work do you do?"
Ulysses chuckled, stalling to answer Denise, "Well, I," he paused. "I'd rather not say."
"Aww, come on. What do you do?" She smiled, rubbing her large breasts against his chest to the rhythm of the music.
Ulysses sighed, shaking his head, he answered, "If you must know I'm nearing the end of a two week photo shoot assignment. I'm a fitness model."
Denise shook lightly in his arms, trying to contain her laughter. "That wasn't so hard to tell me, now was it? I used to do some modeling to."
"Well I can believe that. You are quite beautiful. My thing is, I just don't like telling people because I don't want them to think I'm an arrogant snob or stuck up. You know?"
"Mmhmm," Denise replied, stepping back a few inches to look into Ulysses' eyes again. They smiled and stared at each other for a few several seconds. It seemed like an eternity. The sparks were undeniable, except Denise's thoughts went back to Henry, breaking her trance. She looked around the room, trying to find him.
"Are you with him tonight?" Ulysses asked.
"No, I mean, yes, but we're not together. We rode here together and were going to hang out, but," Denise explained, trailing off.
"He started talking to that other girl?"
"Yes. Again, we're not together or anything. I guess I was hoping to hang out with him more. It's actually my birthday."
"Oh wow. Well happy birthday!"
"Thank you."
"I'm sorry he started chatting with that other girl. But, if you are ok with me being a substitute, I would be honored to hang out with you tonight." Ulysses said, caressing her cheek with his index finger then placing his hand back on her lower back.
Denise glanced over in Henry's direction, watching him dance with Alice, then turned back to face Ulysses. "I would like that," she said with a soft smile.
"Your dress is certainly very sexy, Denise. However, I feel it may be too much. Were you thinking he may pay more attention to you if you wore it?" Ulysses asked.
Denise simply nodded, looking downward.
"You looked sad. I could tell from across the bar. That's why I approached you. I thought in some way I may be able to make you smile." Ulysses explained, smiling to Denise.
"Well it worked." Denise replied, chuckling softly.
"Denise, if you say no to this question, I wouldn't blame you. Would you care to go someplace less crowded and a little quieter?" he asked. He looked too humble, respectful, and safe.
Denise's looked to Ulysses' eyes, her own eyes perking up, and brought her hand to gently caress his face. "I would have to tell him."
"What's his name?"
"Henry," Denise answered.
"Ok, well, how about you tell Henry you met a friend and are going to hang out elsewhere and you'll meet up with him later. Would that work?"
"Absolutely, "Denise answered. "Where are we headed?"
Ulysses taking her hand, squeezing it gently, looked into her eyes with that same soft smile from earlier, "My hotel room."
Chapter 10
Denise's fuchsia dress lay neatly folded over the back of the chair nearest to the bed in the moon lit hotel room. She collapsed on Ulysses' chest, her sweaty body still shaking from yet another orgasm. He gently ran his fingers through her hair. Both of them were tired. It had been over three hours since they arrived at Ulysses' hotel room.
When they arrived Denise turned to him, smiling, watching him slide the top part of her dress off her breasts. She knew she was in for a long night when Ulysses took a breast to his mouth, sending shivers down her spine as he suckled on it. The next few hours consisted of Denise losing count of the orgasms she attained from riding him over and over again, rolling around on the mattress, making love to this chiseled black statue.
Ulysses kissed her head, his cock still embedded in her quivering pussy. "You're beautiful Denise."
"So are you," she replied, propping herself to gaze into his sleepy eyes.
"You're in love with him aren't you? With Henry." Ulysses asked, taking her off guard, causing her eyes to shoot open.
Not giving her time to answer, Ulysses continued, "I was in love with someone too. Sometimes I think I still am. She's a colleague. I just wrapped up the photo shoot with her here," he explained, running his dark brown fingers through Denise's equally dark hair.
"I never told her. I wanted to so bad, but I was afraid," Ulysses explained, looking down to Denise's chest, his hand caressing her left tit.
"We hide things in our eyes," Ulysses said, looking to Denise's. "I looked there and I could see you love him. I saw it in his eyes too. I caught him looking over to us as we danced. The look in his eyes told me how he felt. He's afraid too."
Denise slowly nodded, her eyes tearing up.
"Please don't be afraid Denise. Have more courage than I did. Tell him how you feel." Ulysses said, bringing his hand to her face. "Thank you for spending the night with me. You are beautiful in so many ways, you deserve him and he deserves you. You must first conquer the fear."
Denise nodded, closing her eyes, letting a tear fall of her jaw line. Ulysses wiped it with his finger and kissed her shaking lips.
"Can you do me a favor?" he asked. "Before we go to sleep, can you pretend I'm Henry?"
Denise's eyes widened, "No, we can't. Your hair is long and different than his."
Ulysses chuckled, "Close your eyes and don't touch my hair then. Please?"
Denise sighed, glancing down to Ulysses' muscular stomach. "I don't know if I should, he's my-"
"You're friend. I understand," Ulysses interrupted her. "We can pretend though can't we? Perhaps it'll give you temporary fulfillment."



Denise nodded slowly and closed her eyes, facing upward to the ceiling. Ulysses slowly kissed along her neck causing her to shiver. He powerfully thrust upward, holding his cock against her cervix, causing Denise to moan deeply. His black skin washed away, leaving a white complexion. His hair fell out and re-grew to be shorter, just like Henry's. She opened her eyes and stared into Ulysses'. Their dark brown color changed to blue, his nose, lips, and jaw line changed to match Henry's. She was staring in her son's face. Her lips quivered, another tear rolled down her cheek, grabbing his face, she kissed Ulysses harder than anyone she's ever kissed before. He kissed back with an equal amount of force. He rolled over on top, taking her with him, grabbing her leg and throwing it around his waist. He began to deeply, lovingly, passionately, make love to Denise. With every powerful thrust of Ulysses' cock, she cried out for Henry, saying his name. She came within seconds with Ulysses not far behind. He moaned, his sweaty body shaking on top of Denise's.
Denise, her eyes welling up with tears again, clutching Ulysses tightly, "I love you," she said to Henry.
Ulysses skin darkened to its original dark brown, his hair returned to the long braids, and his face returned to normal. Denise smiled into his dark brown eyes, gently caressing his face, smiling. "Thank you," she whispered.
Ulysses smiled at her, kissing her softly, his tongue slowly lapping at hers. He rolled to his side, facing Denise. They made out for another 30 minutes before falling asleep in each others arms.
Ulysses put his rental car in park, watching the early morning sun begin to rise. They were back at Henry's apartment complex and Denise was almost done servicing his cock. She had been slurping and sucking all over it since they left his hotel room 45 minutes ago. Throwing his head back, letting out a slow moan, Ulysses ejaculated in Denise's hungry mouth.
"Mmmm, so good, so very good," He complimented Denise, running his fingers through her hair while she sucked out the last bit of semen from his cock.
"Yes it is!" Denise exclaimed, sitting up, wiping a bit of sperm from her lip. She started to chuckle, reaching over to grab the weakening cock by its base.
"What are you laughing at?" Ulysses asked.
"Nothing, It's just you have a really nice dick." She giggled, leaning down to give it one final kiss on the tip.
"Thank you. Also, thank you again, for a wonderful evening."
"No, thank you. For everything. I had an amazing birthday. You were a perfect gentlemen, you practiced safe sex, you are sweet, tender, and lovable. I'm very glad we met," Denise replied, taking his face in her hands and kissing him softly on the lips.
Ulysses smiled warmly, taking Denise's hand. "Remember what I said. Don't give into fear. Tell Henry you love him, I'm betting he feels the same way. I should take my own advice, but sadly I think it's too late." Ulysses said, looking downward.
"Hey, it's ok. Look at me," Denise said, kissing him again. "You are incredible."
Ulysses nodded, kissing her back, "Please let me know how it goes. You have my cell number and my email address. I look forward to hearing some great news."
"It may be awhile. I have to conquer the fear first and there's a lot of it!" Denise said, hoping out of the passenger side of the rental car, Ulysses joining her. They held each other for a minute.
"Goodbye my beautiful friend. Until we meet again," Ulysses said, giving her one last kiss.
"I look forward to that. Have a safe flight back to Atlanta," Denise replied, returning the kiss, then turning to walk to Henry's apartment.
Chapter 11
"Alright mom, I'll be back later tonight," Henry said as he waved goodbye and left for his July 4th dinner and fireworks date with Alice.
Denise threw her book down and sighed. She almost screamed in anger when Henry told her about his date with Alice a few days ago. Any plans she had made to tell Henry of her true feelings had been ruined. She got off the couch and went to her room and started packing. She had some appointments set up with a realtor in a couple days and she was confident she'd be moving into a rental home by the end of the month.
She was angry, mostly at herself, for not having the courage to tell Henry how she felt. Now he was going on a date with this Alice person.
It was so awkward for both her and Henry when he told her he had a date with Alice. She tried to hide her anger, nodding slowly, "I see. Well, I hope you have fun then."
Henry nodded. "Yeah," he said, looking down to the floor.
The remaining days in the month of July was filled with her and her realtor touring various houses and Henry spending time with Alice. Denise was miserable.
Alice was seven inches taller than her. They had the same hair color and thickness. Her fairly large breasts appeared to be natural, as Denise inspected what she could within reason the night they met. She had green eyes, full lips, and very, very long legs. Denise didn't like her.
She hardly saw much of Henry that month. Her weekend nights were spent in solitude. One particular Friday night later in the month she was feeling extra angry at Alice for no real reason. After they left to go to a movie she took a shower, and lay naked on her bed with a scowl on her face.
"You know what?" she said out loud, so angry at not getting a chance to tell Henry how she felt about him. "I'm going to take out my vibrator and it better fucking have batteries!"
"Henry is probably fucking that bitch. Well I can have fun too!" she said, slowly sliding her device in her moist pussy. The batteries did indeed work.
"Ahh yes! That's it! Ulysses! Give me that black cock! Yes!" she screamed aloud in the empty apartment.
"Oh Ulysses! Suck my tits!" She reached down with her free hand brought a nipple to her mouth. She sucked on her own breast for a few moments before she felt an orgasm building.
She released her tit and began furiously thrusting her vibrator in and out. "Ah yes, here it comes. I'm cumming! Yes! Ulysses, yes!"
The orgasm overtook her, "Ahhh," she screamed and moaned, "Henry! Henry! I love you, I love you baby," she said as the orgasm ran its course. She lay on the bed out of breath, "I love you Henry."
She threw the vibrator across the room and rolled over feeling angry again.
Her last day in the apartment was July 31st. The renter said she could move in then, even though the lease said August 1st. Her car was packed and she was ready to leave around 7am that morning. Henry followed her in his car, which also full of her stuff. The rest of her items she was having delivered.
They didn't speak as they unloaded both cars. Once they were done with that, the only speaking they did was brief instructions to Henry on where to put what. It was a smaller, two story, two bedroom house. It was about 15 minutes away from Henry and closer to her workplace.
"Alright, well, I guess that's everything," Henry said.
"Yeah I think so," she replied. It had been a long day of moving furniture off the moving van that delivered it. Both of them were tired.
Denise quietly gave Henry $20 for some supper. "Oh, no, Mom you don't have to do this."
"It's ok. Go get something to eat if you like."
He nodded and put the money his pocket. "Well I guess I'll be going then."
She wanted to ask if he was going to see Alice that night, but didn't. She just gave him a brief hug. Afterward, they stood a moment and looked into each other's eyes. She felt nothing but sadness, and judging by look on his face, he did too. He had begged her not to leave, when she told him she found a house, but she had to. She explained that it was time to get back on her feet again for him to not have to deal with her. He gave up trying to convince her to stay; he realized it was futile.
Denise watched Henry drive off from the living room window. She was alone. She felt like she had just dumped a boyfriend that she didn't want to dump. She cried herself to sleep her first night in her new home.
Chapter 12
The next 80 days or so were long, lonely, and depressing. In that time frame Denise saw Henry maybe five times. Each time they saw each other Alice was there. She was always there. She could never not be there. She despised Alice for no valid reason at all. The three of them would go to dinner usually. It was awkward and Denise hated it. She hated listening to Alice talk about her work like it was so important. She hated how Alice would hold Henry's hand. She hated having to sit there, thinking up small talk topics. If Alice couldn't tell that Denise and Henry had some sort of issue with each other that they weren't addressing then she was an idiot. As they would say goodnight, she saw what she thought could be sadness in Henry's eyes. She missed him so much.
Ulysses was in town for Labor Day weekend. He took Denise out to dinner Saturday night. Offering Denise a sweet gesture, he told her if things didn't work out her and Henry, he would be there for her. She smiled, reaching across the candle lit table to hold his hand. He again, urged her to overcome her fear, assuring her it wasn't too late since Henry and Alice were only dating. She nearly told Ulysses that Henry was her son, but she stopped herself. However, she knew deep down Ulysses wouldn't have an issue with it. It was a wonderful evening that temporarily took her mind off her situation. The next morning Denise sat on her front porch in her white bath robe, watching Ulysses drive away in his rental car. She sighed as he drove out of sight. She stood to walk back inside, climbing the stairs to go back to her bedroom for a quick nap. She dreamt that Henry was in bed, naked with her, holding her tightly.
After that weekend, her nights returned to their normal lonely state. Thoughts of Henry would dance in her mind always, but it was the worst in the evenings. She figured she'd just have to get over this, that he and she would never cross a line and explore things with each other.
As September and October dragged on, her communication with others dwindled. She would occasionally talk with Ulysses on the phone, but no one else. Holly called her several times, but Denise didn't answer the phone and didn't return her calls.
The Miami air lost some of its humidity near the end of October. Denise sat outside on the front porch in a tank top and pajama pants. She was enjoying a slight breeze when her cell phone rang. It was Henry.
They talked for maybe five minutes about random things, basically catching up. It was pleasant enough, yet still a bit awkward. Then he asked her a question that made her heart skip a beat.
"Hey, um, I was wondering do you have plans for Halloween?" he asked.
"No, I don't. Why?" she asked as her heart rate increased.
"Well there's a costume party that night and Alice and I were invited. I don't like parties like that, but whatever. Anyway, Alice will be out of town and I was wondering," he paused; Denise's mouth dropped and eyes widened, "would you care to go with me in her place?"
She almost screamed her answer, but stopped herself and very calmly said, "Sure."
"Oh great, I really appreciate it. Do you have a costume?"
"No, I don't, but I can get one!" she excitedly said.
"Ok. Well it can be whatever you want, maybe nothing too revealing though," he semi-joked with her.
Denise chuckled, "Don't worry. It'll be fine this time around."
They pause not saying anything for a few seconds then Henry spoke up, "I miss you."
"I miss you too Henry," Denise blurted out as she felt her eyes watering.
"I'll pick you up 7, ok mom?"
"Ok, I'll be ready!" she replied. They ended the call and she wiped her eyes. She smiled and stood then walked back into the house.
To say the night of the Halloween party was awesome would be an understatement. Henry arrived at 7pm sharp. When Denise opened her door both of them erupted in laughter at each other's costumes.
"Hey there Wonder Woman," he said with a huge smile.
"Hey yourself Superman. Ready to team up for the evening?" she joked.
They laughed again and embraced. What wonderful coincidence. Henry escorted Denise to the car and complimented her costume. It was sexy, but not too revealing. The red and gold top showed cleavage, but nothing compared to some of the dresses she owned. The costume had red knee high boots and blue with white starred bottoms. It also came with a plastic golden tiara. He had a cheap looking Superman costume that he probably ordered online somewhere.
They talked the entire way to the party. Henry complimented her hair, she thanked him and explained she had cut off a few inches; it was now just below her shoulder blades.
When they arrived at Henry's coworker's house he was accosted outside in the driveway by his friend. "Hey man, thanks for coming!," Seth said.
"Thanks for the invite," Henry replied as Denise got out of his car, making her way to his side. His coworker Seth glanced at her.
"Oh this is Denise. Alice couldn't make it tonight, so Denise is filling in." Henry explained, putting his arm around his mother. She was floored, struggling to control her excitement.
"Nice to meet you Denise," Seth said.
The evening consisted of throwing darts, playing ping pong, playing Guitar Hero, laughing and talking with Henry's friends, and even some dancing. There was no shame, no awkwardness, no confusion, and no alcohol. Denise was introduced as Denise to every single person they spoke to. He never once mentioned that she was his mother. She wasn't sure why, but it didn't bother her. It was the best night out she had all year.
Denise was sitting on the couch chatting away with one of her son's 20-something coworkers; a cute, bubbly, blonde. Henry was wrapping up a conversation with someone nearby.
"So how long have you and Henry been together?" she asked, speaking loudly over the music.
"Oh no, no, we're not 'together' we've just known each other a long time and since his girlfriend is out of town he asked me if I wanted to come," Denise explained.
"Yeah she's my date tonight," Henry said, sitting on the couch next them, putting his arm around his mother. Denise smiled, leaning into him as the three of them sat and talked for a while.
The basement was crowded with people in all their various costumes. They were dancing mostly to current hip hop songs. It was fairly crowded and not much room to move around, but Denise and Henry didn't care. To them, they were alone, they were happy; they were having so much fun. She didn't even notice an erection, she wasn't even thinking about it when she danced with her son. She was mostly facing him anyway, with her arms wrapped around his neck, and his hands on her waist. Their faces were inches apart as that chatted and laughed. They looked, to the untrained eye, like a couple.
The car ride on the way back to Denise's house was mostly silent. She would caress Henry's right hand as it rested on her left thigh. The evening was almost over and there was a bittersweet sadness in the air that they both sensed.
Henry stood on her porch steps on the next to last step while his mother stood at the top. This made her nearly as tall him. They were holding each other, Denise resting her chin on his shoulder, running her fingers through his dark hair, Henry running his hands slowly up and down her back.
"Are you sure you can't come in?" she asked, looking into his eyes while she ran her hands over his shoulders.
"Yeah, I gotta get up early tomorrow," he replied. The sad tone of voice and look on his face made her want to hold him and never let him leave.
"We should do this more often," she caressed his face, "I mean, if Alice is busy or something."
"Yeah, maybe so," he nodded and sighed lightly. Denise hugged him again then slowly kissed his cheek. The embrace ended and Henry stepped away, backing down the steps.
"See ya," he said, giving a wave, slowing walking to his car. Denise waved back and watched him get in his car and drive off. She sat down on her steps, wiping her watery eyes. She thought about the wonderful evening they had just had. Her heart and her instincts were telling her that he wanted to stay, that he felt the same way about her, and that he lay awake in bed at night wondering about everything that's happened this year too. She reminded herself that even if that was the case that they would never cross any line. It was too late.
Chapter 13
Thanksgiving was horrible. Denise drove roughly four hours to Tampa, Florida to visit her aunt Joanne. She had a decent relationship with her family, but they weren't close. She was probably closest to her twin sister, who ironically lived the furthest away in LA. But she saw a few relatives she hadn't seen in awhile, including a younger cousin named Rachael, which was nice. Also, her aunt and husband were going through some marital problems, creating an awkward atmosphere. Henry didn't accompany her. They had decided to meet up for dinner Friday night. Alice would be there of course.
Friday night was a boring meal with Alice and Henry. When Alice got up to use the bathroom, Denise reached across the table and held his hand. They smiled at each other for a moment. She released his hand when she saw Alice walking back to the table.
Denise and Henry only spoke a few times the next month or so, but never saw each other - until December 22nd.
Denise slowly opened her door around 8am the morning of the 22nd. She saw Henry standing there with a forlorn look on his face. Her heart skipped a beat and broke for him at the same time. Her baby boy had just been dumped. He had called her the night before to inform her. She struggled to contain her joy, telling him to stay with her. He declined, explaining that he needed a night alone to gather his thoughts. She went to bed with a smile on her face for the first time in several months. Due to excitement, she woke up early and starting cleaning the house. She was still doing so when he arrived. She was wearing a spaghetti strapped white tank top with the back tied in a knot. This caused her lower back to be exposed a bit. She was also wearing a pair of light blue colored jeans. She felt, and was, sexy. When the doorbell rang, she quickly looked in the mirror, confirming her makeup still looked fine.
After a long embrace she held his hand, leading him to the living room. They sat on the couch, she removed her bandana, straightened her hair, and grabbed his right hand, while gently rubbing his forearm. Henry sat there on the couch, slouched over.
They didn't speak for several minutes. Denise's motherly instincts kicked in as she comforted him. She would put her arm around him, pulling his head to rest on her shoulder. After several more minutes passed, Denise spoke up.
"I've been thinking about you a lot lately," she said, running her fingers through his hair, his head still resting on her shoulder.
"I've been thinking about you for a long time. You mean so much to me," she continued, speaking softly to him on the couch.
"I would think about you being here with me. Laying in bed with me, keeping me warm at night. I would think about going to dinner or the movies with you, being held by you," Denise paused, then continued. "I think about kissing you."
"You do?" Henry whispered, not taking his head off his mother's shoulder.
"Yeah. I do. I remember when you kissed me on New Year's eve. Do you remember that?" Denise asked, Henry nodding a reply.
"It sent tingles down my spine. I'm not ashamed to admit it. Then it happened again for Valentine's Day, and your birthday," Denise chuckled.
"I thought there was something wrong with me for enjoying it so much. But I got over that." Denise reached to pat Henry's thigh with her free hand.



"You're the love of my life. You always have been and always will be," Denise explained, looking down to her hand on Henry's thigh. She watched as her son slowly moved his hand and placed it on top of hers.
"I love you," Denise said, kissing his head. "I'm head over heels..." she paused, her vocal volume going down to a whisper, "...in love with you."
Henry gently squeezed her hand, lifting his head from his mother's shoulder. He slowly turned to face her. He tried to speak, but failed. He was visibly distressed.
"Henry?" She whispered with a concerned look on her face.
"Then I should probably tell you why Alice dumped me."
"Henry, it's ok. It's ok." Denise comforted him. "You don't have to tell me why she did it, it doesn't matter to me, I'm just glad you're here." She said in a loving tone.
"No I have to tell you," He replied, he was breathing faster, appearing to sweat bullets so-to-speak. "I have to get it off my chest."
Denise smiled, kissing his face several times, "It's ok."
Henry nodded, backing away a bit, grabbing his mother's hands and pushing them down, away from his face. "We were, you know, doing it."
"Intercourse?" she smirked.
"Yeah." He looked downward.
"I, I thought of you." He blurted out loudly. "I thought of you as I was finishing and," he paused.
Denise's mouth dropped open as she lightly gasped. "You thought of me during -- "
"Yes, the, uh, the sex. And when I was finishing I said your name and she heard it," he said, turning to face his mother's shocked face. That's when it all came out. He couldn't stop talking.
"I don't know what's wrong with me. I've been thinking about you a lot too. I've always thought you were pretty, and you are young too. I guess I'm head over heels in love with you too..." he said, trailing off, looking to the side.
"It's fine. It's fine baby," she said, reaching for his face, pulling it to hers. Both of their eyes were starting to get teary.
"I just couldn't stop thinking about you at that moment, and when she heard me say your name, she flipped out and threw me out, and then -- "
"Henry, it's ok," she said, kissing his cheek several times, as she and he both started crying.
Denise kissed his lips a few times, holding his face inches from her own.
"That night on your birthday, I saw you in that dress and I got so scared, you were so sexy and I thought if we danced, I'd get, you know, aroused and you would get mad. But I wasn't sure if you would get mad or not, I was so confused."
"No, Henry, please, it's fine, my darling, it's fine," She kissed his quivering lips again.
"Shhh, it's ok," she said, kissing his lips again and again. "Shhhh," she held him, calming him down, feeling the tension flow away. She rocked back and forth on the couch with him in her arms, continuously kissing his lips.
After a few moments, Henry broke the string of kisses, speaking up, "I just, um, I don't know why I've had these thoughts. I mean you are younger than most mothers I know, and you are very attractive. " he shrugged as she smiled at him. "Maybe that's it, I don't know."
"How long have you thought about this stuff?"
"Maybe since high school."
Denise smiled, caressing his cheek with her thumb.
"Is there something wrong with me? I try to avoid those thoughts about you, but it's difficult," he said.
"No, no, please don't think that." She gave him another peck on the lips. "I thought that about myself for awhile, but I let go and embraced these feelings I have for you."
Henry smiled weakly and blushed, looking downward. Denise tipped his chin upward wither index finger so she could look into his eyes again. She kissed him slowly on the lips and ran her thumb across them. "You have such soft lips."
He smiled, "So do you."
Denise hugged him tight, gently rocking back and forth on the couch. She broke the embrace after a few minutes.
"Can I confess something?"
"Sure Mom, what is it?"
Denise looked and chuckled, "I saw you naked once, shortly after your birthday."
Henry just laughed, "You did?!?"
Denise nodded, "I did. "
"Did you see my, uh, "he asked, looking down to his crotch.
Denise nodded again, "I did," she giggled. "I thought it was very lovely."
They both looked into each other's eyes, giggling a bit.
"I lied to you about something," Henry admitted.
"You did? What was it?" Denise asked.
"That night you got me to go out with your friends; I knew it was Holly who had her hand down my pants. I was so drunk that I got the courage to make you think I thought it was you. I guess I was hoping something would happen between us that night."
"It's ok, Henry. That was around the time where I started accepting how I felt about you and," she paused, "maybe I wanted something to happen too."
They sat together for another couple hours, mostly snuggling on the couch, trying to process everything. They chatted about fond memories of the past few years. Denise never dreamt he would reveal any feelings toward her. She made sandwiches for lunch, cuddling again after eating them.
Henry sighed, looking downward. "What should we do?"
Denise held her hand against his face, looking into his eyes. "Will you kiss me?"
The two of them inched closer to each. They licked their lips, smiling awkwardly. Denise giggled a bit, closing her eyes, Henry closed his, and their lips met. It was sweet and gentle and lasted for several seconds. "That was nice," Denise whispered. Henry only nodded. He kissed her again, a little harder this time. It lasted a couple seconds longer too. When he broke the kiss he looked into his mother's gorgeous golden brown eyes and smiled. This time she closed her eyes and kissed him. It was even harder and lasted longer. She held his face and kept kissing him. He brought his left hand to her head and brushed her hair back behind her ears. They kept it up for around a minute and ended it, both were slightly out of breath.
"How was that?" Henry asked as his forehead rested against his mother's.
"It was amazing," she replied, her mouth open from trying to catch her breath.
"Should we continue?" Henry asked.
"Absolutely," she immediately replied, grabbing his face again, kissing him harder.
In the passion of their intense kiss, Henry's tongue slipped out and grazed his mother's lips. He broke the kiss and gasped. "I'm sorry. I, uh, didn't mean to," he stammered.
Denise giggled at him, "It's fine."
"Are you sure? We don't have to use tongues."
Denise giggled again and smiled, "I think that would be fine if we did, don't you?" Henry just nodded.
They kissed again, except this time, both of their tongues gently licked at each other's lips -- sending even more spine tingling sensations into each other. Denise moaned, pulling Henry closer into her. She broke the kiss, "Can you open up just a little? Don't be shy." She asked, referring to his mouth.
Henry obliged and Denise gingerly probed his mouth with her tongue. It was amazing for both of them. She would slowly swirl it around his mouth as she started to move backward on the couch. She pulled him over on top of her, their mouths were joined together. The next few minutes their tongues writhed around and wrestled with each other. Henry broke the kiss and Denise licked his lips as he looked down into her eyes.
"I'm not too heavy am I?" he asked, out of breath.
"Nope."
"I'm not crushing you?"
"No. You feel great," she said, wrapping her arms around his neck, pulling him in for more open mouth kissing.
After a few more moments, her legs we were wrapped around him. Denise could feel his erection through his pants. It definitely wasn't a belt buckle. She moaned as they kissed. Suddenly Henry got brave and slid his hand down to cup her large clothed breast. "Wow" he said as they stopped kissing and both looked down to his hand.
"Sorry. Is this ok?" he asked.
Denise didn't answer. She instead resumed making out with him, purring as he gently squeezed her breasts. Several minutes later and Henry was slowly grinding his erection into her. It felt so good. She had to break the kiss to catch her breath. Henry kissed her neck instead, sending tingles all the way down to her toes. "Yes," she whispered, her eyes closed, holding him tightly, grinding her own damp crotch up against his. Things were moving so fast now.
Denise couldn't stand it anymore -- the power, the emotion, the electricity surging through her body. Henry's kisses along her neck sent her into overdrive. She grabbed him, kissing him again, as they kept grinding into each other fully clothed. It was so good, so intense, so much love. She never had an orgasm from making out with someone until now. It's rare, but it can happen. Her body tightened up and she shook beneath him. Oh she loved him so much.
"Bedroom?" she asked, out of breath.
"Bedroom," he replied.
Chapter 14
There was no turning back now, they couldn't even if they tried. They weren't thinking about consequences, they were only thinking about each other. Denise and Henry rose from the couch with their mouths joined together. He bent down to pick her up, she straddled him, and he carried her all the way to the steps.
"Got me?" she asked.
"Yep," he replied as he headed up the stairs, his hands firmly squeezing her butt. She was kissing and sucking on his neck. He didn't even care if it gave him a hickey.
When they arrived in Denise's bedroom, Henry gently set her down on the floor in front of the bed. They stood and kissed for a few more minutes.
"Are you still feeling ok about this?" She asked, looking up at him.
"I am. Are you?"
"Yes," she beamed up at him. "If you start feeling weird or want to stop, just let me know, ok?"
Henry smiled and nodded, looking down at her.
"I love you," she said, reaching up to caress his face.
"I love you too."
They stood and kissed more, as Denise's hands crept up under Henry's shirt. She ran her hands up and down his torso. After a few moments she asked, "May I take your shirt off?"
"Sure."
"Up," she said as Henry reached for the ceiling. Denise slid his shirt up and ran her hands over his bare chest admiringly. "Ready?" she asked. Henry nodded his head.
Denise paused a moment, slightly smirking, to look at her son. She slowly lifted her shirt above her head, letting it fall it to the ground. Her bra had a very faint, watermarked, leopard skin pattern to it.
With a wide-eyed Henry, starting at her huge chest, Denise asked, "Have you ever taken a girl's bra off before?"
"Not really no."
"Come here, you can take mine off." She said, guiding his hands behind her. "Here, just like this, work the clasp. And now pull them toward each other and then away, and it should be undone."
"Yep it is!"
"Very good!" She said, stepping back a couple feet. "Ok here goes!"
Denise shook herself a little and then slid out of the straps. She held the bra to her chest for a teasingly long second then let it fall. Henry's mouth dropped open.
"Oh wow, wow, they are amazing," he said, looking on in astonishment. They were huge, juicy, perfect orbs. "They're beautiful, just beautiful, like you."
Denise couldn't help but smile, as her eyes watered, "Henry," she cried out. But she didn't finish her thought before her son was kissing her madly. He bent down and kissed along her neck. His hand crept up her body and he grabbed a bare tit, squeezing it gently. It was a heavy, soft melon. He kissed down to it, and licked all around the silver dollar sized areola. He took the delicious melon in his mouth, sucking away at the erect nipple, moaning as he did.
"Ah, yes, yes baby," she cried, looking upward, slightly arching her back for him. He released her breast from his hungry mouth and bent down to pick her up. He placed her on the bed and they began kissing again, hungrily, rolling around on the mattress. After several moments, they forgot they were still wearing pants.
Denise rolled over on top of him and slid down his torso dragging her massive breasts against his chest. She made her way down to his zipper and pulled it down quickly, then unbuttoned his pants. "Can I baby? Can I see you again?"
"I think that's inevitable at this point mom," he joked. She ignored it and started pulling on his pants.
"Up," she said again and he raised his butt off the bed, she pulled his pants and underwear to his knees.
"Oh my," she said as she noticed his large, thick, erection. She smiled up at Henry, and he nodded. She then began to kiss and lick all along his shaft, coating it in her saliva. She sucked on the head for a few minutes. She realized why she was so impressed with it back in March, because she knew that deep down it was destined to be hers. She trailed her tongue back up to Henry's mouth, kissing him hard.
Denise took her pants and panties off in record time, sitting down on Henry. The need to feel him inside her overrode any sort of body worship or foreplay. She wanted her body to become one with his.
"Are you ready?" she asked, grabbing his cock at the base.
"I apologize in advance If I don't last long." He said looking up at her.
"Oh silly boy, I don't care if it's five seconds, 30 seconds, or two minutes. I'm not some dumb girl. I love you with all my heart."
"I don't have any condoms with me."
"Don't worry about it," Denise replied.
"Are you sure? I could go get some."
"I said don't worry about it." Denise said, smiling down at him.
Henry nodded. His mother guided his cock to the entrance of her pussy and slowly sat down on it. She remained still after she became fully impaled by her son. They looked into each other's eyes. Denise spoke, saying what both of them were thinking.
"You're inside me, Henry. All the way in. We can never ever go back. I've imagined this moment for awhile now," she explained.
Henry paused, reaching up to gently squeeze her breast, his thumb circling her nipple. He released her breast, moving his hand down to her abdomen, moving it slowly up to her sternum and down to her neatly trimmed patch of hair just above her clit. "I know Mom, I know." He said flatly. "I think deep down this was bound to happen."
Denise smiled softly, running her hands through his hair. "Then make love to me, Henry."
Henry sat up, Denise handing him a pillow to support his back. She leaned in and started kissing him. They kissed hard and passionately. As they kissed Henry grabbed her hips and she started moving back and forth. She'd look into his eyes and moan, grinding her clit into his lower abs. He held her face and stared into her eyes as she showed him how much she loved him.
"You're so beautiful," he whispered. Her mouth dropped open and her breathing intensified. Another orgasm was approaching.
"So are you my darling, so are you," she said. She kept grinding back and forth as their hot breath from their open mouths mixed together. "Yes, yes," she whispered. So very close to cumming for the first time on his cock. She kept going, harder and faster, harder and faster. She grabbed his face hard. She was out of breath.
"I love you! I love you Henry!" She said cried out as her orgasm overtook her. "Ahh yes!" She closed her eyes, her body shaking. "Yes!"
Henry watched her as the orgasm subsided, with tears running down her face just inches away from his own. She slowly half opened her eyes to look into his. Her face was shimmering with light beads of perspiration. She was gorgeous.
"I think that was the most beautiful thing I've ever seen," Henry said.
His mother smiled sheepishly, "Your turn."
Without taking his eyes away from his mother's, Henry's face went serious and he started to rise from his lounging position. He ran his fingers through her hair, holding her by the back of her head. She tilted her head a bit to expose her neck to him. He was in a sitting position now. He kissed his way down from her neck to her breasts. The need to cum overpowered him. He released her tit, staring into her face.
"Are you ready, Mom?" he asked.
"I'm yours baby, all yours," she answered.
Henry nodded, picking himself up, spinning around, slamming her on the bed. Denise interlocked her feet around his butt, holding him in place. Staring hungrily into each other's eyes, Henry started thrusting and pumping into her; harder and faster, over and over again for several minutes. He grunted as he worked, as he made her his. She cried out with each powerful thrust, wincing as she felt another orgasm building. The bed was shaking and slamming up against the wall. Her pussy was starting to contract again, clamping down on his cock, her orgasm overtaking her.
"I love you!" Henry yelled, his orgasm coming. He kept pounding and thrusting into her not looking away from her face, just inches from his own.
"I love you too!" she yelled back, having her own earth-shattering orgasm. He gradually started slowing down, going in and out, gently and lovingly. She lay beneath him, licking his face, his mouth, and neck. Henry in a dazed state, as the dopamine his brain released coursed through his body, sluggishly rolled off his mother. She rolled with him and continued licking him.
"Let me clean you," she whispered. He only nodded as he tried to catch his breath.
Denise trailed her tongue down his body, licking up his and her perspiration. Like a cat, she licked at his chest, his rib cage, his stomach, all the way down to his weakening sex fluid covered cock. He groaned in pleasure as she worked. A few minutes later Henry begged her to stop as the sensation was too intense after just having an orgasm. He needed time to recharge his batteries -- the refractory period in a male was still in effect. She licked him all the way back up to his chest, pulling his arm around her, resting her head on his shoulder. He casually played with her hair. They had both caught their breath.
Denise woke up a couple hours later. Henry was still asleep. She started kissing on his chest to awake him. He stirred, smiling at her.
"Would you like some supper?" She cheerfully asked. He nodded.
Denise got off the bed and headed downstairs still naked. She prepared some scrambled eggs because it was quick and easy. They sat and ate on the bed still naked. Afterward they cuddled some more. A million questions were going on through her head as she ran her hand over his stomach and chest.
Henry spoke up first, "So does this mean you're my woman now?"
Denise chuckled and kissed his nipple. "Yes. I'm your everything baby. But we need to discuss some things -- but not until after the holidays. How do we keep this a secret? Do we tell only certain people? What if my or your friends start getting suspicious about us? What if our other family members do? There's a lot to consider. But since we don't have to work that much the next week or so, I suggest we spend this time in bed!" She tickled his sides causing him to squirm.
"Oh yeah? Well I think that's a great idea."
"I thought you might," she said, sitting up, turning around on all fours. She wiggled her hips and butt playfully at him.
Henry leaned over his mother and peppered her spine with kisses. All the way down to her crack. He smelled her musky essence and gently inserted two fingers into her wet vagina. He brought them to his mouth and licked them clean. He smiled, slowly guiding his cock into her wet and ready pussy.
"You ready?" he asked.
"Baby," she laughed, looking over her shoulder at him, "you know I don't use foul language around you very much, but you're a man now, a man that has made love to me earlier today. With that said yes, I am ready! Now fuck me!"
"Yes ma'am!" He said, grabbing her by the hips to mercilessly pound her from behind. Just like Wayne did the first night they met, except Henry was bigger and better. She wailed in ecstasy, crying out her son's name.



"Ahh! Ahh! Yess!" she'd scream out with each powerful thrust.
She would grip the sheets on the bed, as Henry grabbed her huge tits from behind. He'd then force her down on to the bed. With her head lying sideways on the mattress, she could see Henry behind her in her peripheral vision. He didn't look angry or dominant, but happy and blissful as he made love to her from behind. He looked loving, appreciative, and selfless.
Several minutes later Henry grabbed Denise's hair, pulling her upright. Still clinging to her hair he kept thrusting away up into her. "Ahhh!" she cried out from the immense pleasure. She turned her head to the side, opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue. He stuck out his and they entwined them together for a beautiful kiss. As he was about to ejaculate, he slammed her down again on the bed. Like a gorilla or some other ape, he got to his feet and mounted her, pounding into her as he ejaculated. He kept going until they both collapsed, spooning each other.
Chapter 15
Morning sunlight crept through the bedroom window, shining on Denise's bare ass as she lay on her stomach on the bed. The tiny little hairs on the small of her back moved as Henry blew on it. He showered each butt cheek with kisses, so sweet and tender. Denise stirred, smiling back at her son. She moaned, raising her hips for him, coming slightly off the mattress. Henry took the opportunity to lick her ass crack and lay a few loving kisses on her anus.
"No sir, no love making until I have my breakfast." She said. Henry chuckled, crawling up next to her.
"Plus I want to shower first; I'm all sweaty and nasty." she explained. Henry shrugged as she climbed on top of him, kissing his neck, collarbone, chest, stomach, then stopping short of his cock.
"Here's my breakfast!" she said, slowly stroking his already hard cock.
Henry smiled, watching this beautiful 38 year old woman kneeling beside him on the bed. Denise gingerly stroked his cock, taking the tip in her mouth, gently sucking it. She'd moan as she enjoyed his taste. She started pushing her head down more and more, taking in more of him. After a few minutes she had him completely lodged in her throat. There was no gag reflex. Henry watched in amazement as he saw his mother's throat make a swallowing motion. She did this several more times, as her throat muscles massaged his cockhead. The eroticism of the imagery alone was enough to push him over the edge. He watched as his penis injected semen directly into her throat. When she was done, she slowly took him out and wiped the saliva from her mouth. She left his cock in a thick coat of mucus, then crawled up next to him to snuggle in his arms.
Those several teaspoons of semen contained a little protein to fuel their lovemaking, but Denise needed actual food too. She returned from the kitchen, still nude, with some apples, bananas, and some milk. They both ate and chatted as though she hadn't just given her son a blowjob. There was no shame or awkwardness. However, she could sense something was bothering him. He stated that he wondered about their future. Denise quieted her son, reminding that they were not to discuss this until after the holidays.
They took a shower about an hour later. Henry held her from behind and furiously rubbed her clit to orgasm. She cried out as the steam from the hot water rose.
Later in the afternoon Denise called Ulysses. She was lying naked in bed next to Henry.
"Yes we did! It was wonderful. He's right here next to me. Want to say hello?" Denise said into her phone.
"Hi. Yes I'm Henry. We told each other. I felt that way a long time. Awesome, ok thanks!" was Henry's side of the conversation.
"Anyway. Yes I know. I hope you can too, that'd be great to see you again." Denise ended the call a few moments later, snuggling with Henry in bed.
"Mom, does that guy know we're -- "
"Nope! He thinks you and I were real good friends that finally admitted their love for each other. Which is sort of the truth." Denise explained, smiling as she cuddled with her baby.
Later than evening Denise cried out in her candle lit bedroom. Henry sat on her bed with his legs outstretched with her riding them to mutual orgasm. He collapsed on the bed taking her with him. She lay there on his chest, as he kissed her head, running his hands up and down her back -- like he's always done.
As the candle light flickered across Denise's face, she thought about the future. There was so much to consider, so much to think about and discuss. She pushed those thought aside until after the holidays. In that moment, the only thing Denise knew is that she was happy, truly happy, laying there naked in her son's, her lover's arms.
It was 9pm on December 23rd. Exactly one year had passed since Denise arrived at Henry's apartment.
The end.
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Chapter 1
Ryan sat alone in the cafeteria eating a horrid combination of what he surmised to be thawed preprocessed food mixed with military rations. It was all the facility had. They might as well have just offered the humans protein powder instead of attempting to make this garbage resemble real food. He shook his head and kept eating, keeping his eyes downward, while occasionally looking around the nearly empty room.
As Ryan sat and ate, they watched him; they always watched him. They followed him, they would attempt to whisper as they chatted about him in their language, they laughed at or about him - at least he thought it was laughter. The Gliesens never spoke to him, unless you count the shy cafeteria worker that served food. A nod and a "hello" was all he offered to Ryan and most likely everyone else.
For 200 years humans and Gliesens have worked together, lived together, fought wars against a common enemy together, and colonized and terraformed moons and worlds together. But after all these years humans and Gliesens were still very much awkward around each other. Humans exhibited more paranoia and fear toward them if anything - as is the nature of humanity; fear toward things that are different.
As Ryan sat and ate, he heard two females chatter about 25 feet away. He quickly glanced in their direction only to see them look toward each other with embarrassment. He rolled his eyes and continued eating alone.
Ryan was usually always alone. He was the only human for miles on Titan, Saturn's largest moon, where he was stationed as a logistics officer. He kept track of and monitored supplies and other random necessities for the colonies in the equatorial region of the moon. He hated it there. It was as if the terraformers hated it too and shut down the terraforming process halfway through. Humans and Gliesens still had to wear breathing masks when going outside, if they could stand the temperature. Titan was around -290 Fahrenheit before terraforming began. The machines used were able to get the temperature up to a nice, warm, -40 Fahrenheit. Going outside was only done when it was an absolute necessity; besides the freezing temperature, it takes about 15 minutes to get the breathing mask and protective suit on - a major annoyance. He thought about Mars and its 80 degree summer weather and sighed as he ate. Why couldn't he have been assigned there? He would've loved to work logistics for the mining operations on Martian moon, Phobos.
The Gliesens seem to have a much easier time on Titan. Their bodies were covered in varying shades of brown, grey, or black fine fur which may have helped keep them warm. While Ryan has never actually touched Gliesen to be sure, they didn't appear to be carrying a lot of heat storing blubber. Still, they seemed to like it there, a fact which somewhat annoyed him.
Gliesens themselves were a fairly lithe, bipedal, tall, fur-covered species that originate from a Venus-sized planet that humans have named Gliese-H. It orbits the in the outer edge of the habitable zone of a human-named star called Gliese 581; about 22 light years from Earth. The actual name of the planet and host star in the Gliesen's native language is nearly unpronounceable for a human.
Ryan and his friends back on Earth would make fun of Gliesens as they tried to figure out what sort of Earth-based creature they resembled. He figured they were a cross between a wolf, cat, and a rabbit. They had long, pointed, rabbit-like ears that sat near the top of their heads. Their noses were similar in shape to a common house cat's except the nostrils were slightly more slanted and less circular. Their overall muzzle looked somewhat canine whereas their mouths looked more feline. Their teeth were quiet similar to a wolf's or some other canine species; large incisors with their back teeth appearing as though they were designed to chew food - not cut through it. Their eyes were large and slanted slightly upward instead of to side like a human's. The iris of their eyes was also quite large and circular. They ranged in colors from red, pink, or purple, with a black, round, pupil. Their sclera, or the white area of a human's eye, was black. They were, on average, several inches taller than humans. The males would approach 7 feet where the females were a few inches shorter. Both sexes were lean and lithe, the males only slightly more muscular. The most unusual part of their appearance was from the knee down. Their thighs looked fairly normal but below the knee, their feet and ankles resembled some sort of rabbit-dog hybrid; inverted ankles and long paw-like feet. Their four fingered hands were also similar to paws but not as strange as their large feet. Their "claws" weren't as sharp as a feline, but could draw blood if enough force was used.
After 200 hundred years of interacting and living amongst humans, the Gliesens seemed to have adopted human hair styles. Some humans thought it was cute, others thought it was stupid, and Ryan was neutral on the subject. Perhaps they were trying to fit in more. The two species have studied and learned from each other for two centuries now. Cross styling of hair and clothing was bound to happen. More and more humans were wearing Gliesen-like robes. Not Ryan though. He stuck to cargo work pants, boots, and a standard collared work shirt.
Ryan heard more chatter from the direction of the two females as he ate. Their language was very difficult for a human to speak. Theories behind that include humans having a wider, flatter tongue, as opposed to a Gliesen's longer, thinner tongue. Certain words in their language were simply too difficult to say. They, however, could speak heavy accented English. It takes decades for their students to become masters in the language, but with enough practice and study, they managed to pull it off quiet well.
"He's so much larger than the other humans," Annie said in her native language. Her actual name wasn't Annie of course, but all human studies majors at the university on Titan were required to pick an easier-to-say human name.
"Quiet down! I'm sure he's already figured out we're talking about him!" Annie's friend, Amy, said.
"Ok, ok!" Annie said and then quietly sat watching him. She noticed Ryan's much more muscular frame. She and Amy would laugh about how most humans were so overweight and unhealthy looking. Ryan was different. Out of the several dozen humans the two Gliesen students have interacted with, he was the tallest at 6 foot 7 inches, and the most muscular. Annie would follow him occasionally, struggling to be discreet, and see him enter a fitness center. She loved to watch him.
"Annie, snap out of it!" Amy swatted at Annie's long dark auburn hair.
"What? I just think he's different from the others, so much larger too. He smells better than them," Annie sniffed the air, easily able to smell his fairly weak cologne from 25 feet away.
"I'm going to talk to him!" Annie exclaimed as she pushed her food tray aside.
"No! Don't do that, it's not wise, and it may startle him. He could be armed," Amy said as she grabbed her friend's arm to hold her in place.
"Stop it! I will smile and make eye contact. It'll be fine. Listen to this," Annie said as she cleared her throat. "That sounds sort of like a human sound, right?"
"I guess," Amy rolled her eyes and shrugged.
"I'll be back soon," Annie said as she stood and walked toward Ryan. Her long green robe dragged along the grey paneling of the floor, covering her feet, as she moved slowly toward him.
Annie was on the shorter side for a female of her species. She was exactly Ryan's height. Her short fur was mostly a medium shade of brown. The fur around her chin, mouth, neck, ankles, and feet was a tan or off-white color. The rest of her body was covered in a long green robe. From what could be seen, she appeared lean like the others of her kind. She had what appeared to be breasts, but the robe was so loose and flowing, it was hard to tell their size or her exact body shape for that matter. Her nose was black and appeared to have a leathery texture, her hair came down to her middle back and was an auburn color, finally the large irises of her eyes were a darker pink - almost red.
"Hello," Annie said to Ryan in English after she cleared her throat. She said it in a way that was almost like she was asking a question.
Chapter 2
Ryan looked down as Annie approached, his heart rate increased as she got closer to him. "Ugh. What does she want?" he thought. He preferred to be left alone. When she spoke, he slowly looked up at her. She was awkwardly smiling down at him, her large incisors clearly visible.
"Hello," she said again. To which, Ryan simply nodded.
"May I sit here in front of you? At this table?" Annie asked in her thick accent; it sounded like a strange combination of eastern-European and Asian. She had a slightly higher pitched voice, almost nasally sounding, similar to a younger human female.
Ryan cleared his throat, "Uh, sure, I guess." He said as she quickly took a seat in front of him. He kept his eyes down and kept eating.
"What are you named?" Annie asked, still not having mastered the language, as she watched him eat.
"My name is Ryan." He said not looking up at her.
"Ah. I am named Annie. That is the name I chose for me!" she cheerfully explained. Ryan simply nodded, glancing briefly up at her.
They sat in silence for a few minutes then Annie spoke up, "You are a tall human."
Ryan raised an eyebrow as he ate, "Thanks, I guess."
"How long are you, uh, have you, been alive?" she asked.
Ryan smirked at her mistake in word choice. "How long am I?" he thought to himself, "I could be an inch or so longer," he said in his head as he chuckled.
"I am 30 years old," he answered as he looked directly in her large eyes.
Annie became lost in thought as she tried to remember what humans refer to as years. "Their home world takes 365 days to orbit its star, so that's one year," she thought to herself. "Our home world takes half that time. Our professor explained that it would be roughly 182 days. So a year on my planet is 182 days. So that makes him," she paused and then said out loud.
"Sixty years old!"
"Excuse me?" Ryan asked, confused by the creature in front of him.
"On my home you are 60. My home has smaller days in a year."
Ryan simply nodded as he thought about Annie was talking about. "Ah, I see," he said as he looked back down to his meal.
"I am..." she trailed off, doing the math in her head, "28 earth years old!"
Ryan nodded as he chewed his food, "So you're about 56 in a Gliesen year."
"Yes!"
They sat in awkward silence for a few more minutes. Ryan finished his food and looked up at Annie as she sat across from him, never looking away from him, and always smiling.
"Well, uh, I have to be going. My lunch break is almost over." He said as he stood.
Annie quickly looked back at her friend who had been listening to the conversation that her eight inch long ears atop her head could easily pick up from across the room.
"Do you eat dinner?" Annie stood and asked?
"Um, well, yeah." He stood with a confused look on his face.
"So do I!"
Ryan cleared his throat and gave a weak smile, "Ok great. Anyway, I must be going now."
"Can I eat the dinner meal with you?" Annie asked as Ryan walked away. She sniffed the air, she smelled the faint musky aroma of perspiration coming from Ryan's head.
He looked around the room, then back to Annie. "Uh, I'm not..." he paused as he looked at her still smiling. "Why?" he asked.
Annie brought a finger to her mouth, not sure of how to answer his question, "So I can, ah," she tried to explain, "sit with you again! Yes!"
Ryan sighed, pondering about her offer, not really wanting to accept it, but not wanting to come across as a jerk. "Sure, why not. I arrive at the cafeteria around 18:30."
Annie looked upward as she was remembering the time system humans used. Once she remembered that time in her own language she quickly nodded her head and smiled.
"I will see you at the time you have said to me just now."
Ryan simply nodded and walked away. "Oh great..." he thought. "Whatever," he said aloud as he walked down the hallway; his boots making a metallic clanking sound on the floor.
Later that evening Annie and Amy were walking toward the cafeteria. "Do you want me to stay nearby in case he equips a stabbing weapon?" Amy asked Annie in their native tongue.
"No!"
"Fine. Please be careful. Humans are difficult to understand sometimes. It's as though each one of them is different from the other. You never know what you'll get."
"It's fine, just trust me. I'll be alright." Annie said as she brought a finger to her friend's face and lightly ran a claw down her cheek. Amy simply nodded with a concerned look on her face.
"I have to remember to smile so he knows I'm not a threat."
"Alright, well, just let me know how it goes. I'll be in my quarters." Amy hugged Annie and quickly darted off.
As Annie entered the cafeteria she saw Ryan had already arrived and was just sitting down to eat at a table in the corner. She quickly rushed over to get a tray of prepared meal and then took it over to where he was sitting.
"Hello!" she cheerfully said.
"Hi," Ryan nodded and motioned for her to sit. She could detect the faint aroma of perspiration again.
They sat and ate in silence for a few moments until Annie spoke up, "I thank you for letting me sit here with you."
"Oh. It's fine, no problem."
"I have seeing, uh, seen you move around this place. There is a small amount of humans in this moon so it is good to see one. I have seen you not talk to other people much. So I made a choice that I was to talk to you."
"Ah, I see," he chuckled a bit, "well alright."
"I am wanting to be your friend. Are you, uh, is that a good thing?"
"You want to be friends?" He asked a little perplexed and not sure he could trust her. There was still slight mistrust and blame humans had toward the Gliesens. They blamed them for bringing their war to their solar system. They had no choice though, it was either travel the stars for help, or be wiped out.
"Yes! I think you have a good appearance. I think you should have the friendship in your life."
Ryan felt a little odd, "Good appearance?"
"Yes! You are smaller, but taller, than other humans. I mean to say you are not," she held her arms out to her side.
"Ah, I think you mean I'm not as overweight as most of my species are."
"Yes, using machines and robots to work and do things, can make the weight on a human be overweight."
"Well not all humans are overweight, but thank you. I try to exercise and do more than just sit all day," he smirked.
They finished their meal as they made idle chit chat. They talked about what she was studying, about what he did at work, and other random things. About twenty minutes later Ryan stood and looked down toward Annie.
"I must be leaving now. So perhaps I'll see you again sometime."
"Tomorrow? We eat and sit here tomorrow?"
"Oh, uh, alright. Sure. Tomorrow at the same time, 18:30."
"Good! I will see you at that time, here in this place!"
Ryan nodded and smiled politely as he dropped his tray off and left. Annie smiled as she watched him leave.
Back at Amy's quarters Annie was telling her friend all about her encounter. "And, get this, we are going to meet for dinner tomorrow night too!"
"I don't know about this," Amy said.
"Oh please, you worry too much! Think positively. He was a little nervous, I could smell that, but as the evening progressed the smell wasn't as strong. I know our species as a lot of history with humans, but things are really getting better. We're coexisting and sharing so much technology. That's how we won the war against The Rebuilders. Please trust me!"
"I do. I know you have a crush on him, I just don't want you to get your hopes up."
"I know. He probably doesn't even think our species is attractive, but I don't care! I just want to keep seeing him and find out where this goes."
The two friends hugged once more and Annie walked back to her quarters down the hall.
In Ryan's quarters he pondered the evening. He smirked and shook his head as he thought about that silly Gliesen. She was sweet and seemed genuinely interested in being his friend. He shrugged and rolled over on his mattress as he went off to sleep.
Chapter 3
The next day for lunch Ryan sat alone again. He never saw Annie, as he got there slightly earlier than normal. He remembered their agreement the previous night; he would meet her again for dinner at 18:30.
Annie was there waiting for him this time. He walked behind her and she turned around about 10 feet before he got to her.
"Hello! I know the sounds your foot clothes make," she smiled as she stood.
"Yes, well, anyway. Shall we eat?" He asked as he gestured her toward the line in the cafeteria. After they got their prepared meals they sat at the same table from the night before.
"So, what are your thoughts on my people? We are a very much good group, yes?"
Ryan just chuckled a bit, "Yes I suppose. You're really the only one I've had a conversation with. You seem nice though."
"Yes I am very nice. I have no wants to hurt anyone or eat a human."
Ryan tried to contain his laughter, "Well, that's a very admirable quality. Eating a human would be frowned upon."
"Yes, not a good choice to do that. I eat meat but not of, uh, people - only non-people. Like the little things, you know?"
"Uh, what?"
"The small things that are hairy and that crawl on the ground."
"Are you talking about rats?"
"Yes! I couldn't remember the name given to them."
"So you eat rats?" he asked, trying not to laugh.
Annie simply nodded. "I have catched them before. I have no wants to eat large things that can talk, only non-people."
Ryan was smiling warmly at her, "So only eat animals, right?"
"Yes! I was not remembering the word. I only eat animals."
Ryan just smiled and continued eating.
"Tomorrow is day 5 of the week. It is called Friday."
"Right, tomorrow is Friday," he smirked after swallowing his bite.
"You have a plan tomorrow night? Like with another human?"
"No I don't have any plans usually. I spend most of my weekends reading or watching the SolarSys Network."
"Well I do not have plans made, and we do not have to do class or work on Saturday. Would you want to walk together for a small time after this dinner meal?"
Ryan couldn't help but chuckle, he found her accent and poor English amusing. "Yes, we could go for a walk."
"Good!" Annie exclaimed as they finished their meal. They continued to talk about random things. They chatted a little bit about Gliesen/Human relations as far terraforming or setting up new colonies. It was a fairly relaxing and enjoyable meal. As they were saying goodbye to each other, Annie awkwardly tried to initiate a hug, but Ryan didn't quite understand that was her goal, so he bowed his head to her and left.
Chapter 4
The next evening was pleasant. Ryan and Annie sat and talked and even laughed a little bit. Ryan mostly laughed at her poor English and Annie laughed at some stories she told Ryan of the mischief she would get into as a child.
They went for a walk to an indoor park area. There were many Gliesens there and one other human. He was an older professor from the university conducting some sort of "outdoor" class session. The UV generators were finally working again and the earth-based plant life seemed to be flourishing nicely.



The two of them walked for about 45 minutes when Annie asked Ryan, "Would you want to walk next to me to my living area?"
Ryan smiled, "Sure I'll walk to your quarters."
The remaining few minutes of their walk to Annie's room was quiet, but not all that awkward. "Well this is my living quarter. Would you like to go inside with me?" she asked as her ears seem to straighten up a little more than usual.
"Oh, no, I can't. Thank you for the invitation," Ryan politely declined, still not sure he wanted to keep hanging out with this alien.
"Oh, then maybe tomorrow evening you can arrive here at my quarters?" Annie asked.
"Uh, I'm not sure about that," Ryan replied rubbing the back of his head.
"I can prepare a meal for you!"
"Um, well..." he paused, "that's alright, you don't have to do that."
"Please?" she asked dragging out the 'e' sound.
"How about I eat a meal in my quarters, and you eat your meal in yours, and then I'll come over to see you. Is that ok?" Ryan asked. He wasn't sure he wanted this creature to prepare a meal for him.
"Yes!" she blurted out, almost jumping when she said it.
"Alright, well then I'll see you here tomorrow at 19:00."
Annie simply nodded her head rapidly, causing her ears to wiggle to and fro. Ryan bowed his head to her and left. She stood in her door way and watched him until he was out of sight.
"Are you crazy?!?" Amy asked the next morning at Annie's quarters. "He's going to come over here tonight?"
"Yes he is." She said flatly.
Amy scowled and pointed a finger at her friend's face, "Make no sudden movements, don't talk too fast, smile, all that, ok? It can talk awhile for a human to warm up to beings different from them."
"I know, I know!" Annie replied, slightly annoyed with her friend.
"I mean, don't you remember human history class last semester? Their banking system had nearly 95% of their own population wiped out 900 earth-years ago. They are capable of horrible things. You need to be careful."
"I know, I know! Look, it'll be fine. Please just trust me. Ok?"
Amy sighed, "Ok."
"I'll tell you how it went tomorrow morning."
"Fine. I hope it goes well." The two best friends hugged and parted ways.
Chapter 5
Ryan arrived at Annie's quarters at 19:00 sharp. He was wearing dark brown denim jeans, boots, and a buttoned up red work shirt. He stood in front of her door and was just about to knock when Annie opened it.
"Enter, enter!" she beamed at him, motioning him to follow her.
Ryan was surprised and confused by what she was wearing. Annie was wearing human clothing. She was wearing a white, spaghetti-strapped, female tank top and blue jeans. Her shirt displayed cleavage, which he couldn't help but notice. They were mammals after all. She wasn't wearing socks or shoes - not that human footwear could even work with a Gliesen's foot. Her thick auburn hair was down as usual; her long tresses reaching down to the small of her back. Ryan smiled a bit as he watched her walk away, noting how pretty her hair was and how practically human her hips and waist looked.
Annie led Ryan to the sofa as she went to the small kitchen area to get him some water. Ryan sat, taking in his surroundings, and noticed how human-like her quarters were. There were no glowing fungus plants, or strange crystals; all the furniture looked like something he'd find in his own quarters. The only difference is the artificial light levels were not on the brightest settings.
As Annie took a seat next to him, Ryan noticed that she was sitting quiet close. Her arms were right up against his. He also noticed how shiny her fur was. The fur on her hands and arms was brown. He could see more of her neck and its tan colored fur. The area of tan fur apparently when down to her abdomen. The ample cleavage she was sporting alluded to that.
"I know! I will show holographs of my home!" Annie said as she excitedly retrieved a remote control for the media system in her quarters. It doubled as a data storage device. Annie stored many holographic projections and images of her home world.
Ryan just sat and nodded as she ran through about 100 holograph images, explaining what each and every location was and the significance of it to her and her people. The images were amazing. There were images of a dark blue sky with a smaller yellow star in what looked to be a noon position. There were images of massively tall trees with only two to four gigantic, dark green, leaves. There were images of empty fields covered by what looked to be a large dark green blanket. Annie showed him pictures of power plants that harnessed radiation emitted from bioluminescent fungi. She showed him a few images of the other two planets they had terraformed and colonized in Gliese-581's habitable zone: Gliese-G and Gliese-D. Sadly these images were nearly 300 years old; before the invasion of their system by the enemy humans named The Rebuilders. It was very interesting and he thoroughly enjoyed her two hour presentation.
The two sat in silence for a few moments before Annie turn to Ryan and spoke up, "Ryan, may I touch your face? I have not ever touched a human skin before."
"Touch my face?" he asked as the nervousness returned. "Uh, well, I guess."
Annie smiled and slowly raised her hand to his face. There was leathery, black, padding on the palm of her hand - similar to canines and felines. She just barely touched his skin with her palm. She was smiling softly. After about 30 seconds she traced his cheek with a single finger. Her somewhat dull claw moving down to his jaw line and back up to circle his orbital bone just under his eye. He flinched a bit as her finger neared his eye.
"You do not have to feel fear. I would not ever hurt you."
Ryan gulped and nodded slowly.
"I am glad you like my holographs of my home," she said as she continued to trace his cheek in a circular pattern with her finger.
"Yes, they were beautiful," Ryan quietly said.
"Beautiful," Annie repeated, "that word means something looks good to the eye, yes?"
Ryan again nodded slowly as he looked into her eyes.
"Then I am thinking you are beautiful."
Ryan blushed and looked downward. Annie took her finger and hooked it under his chin and slowly raised his head so that she was staring into his eyes.
"I would very much like to give you a kiss, but my lips are not the same as yours. I am not good with making them move like human lips," Annie explained and then tried to pucker her small, thin, feline-like lips.
"So I am wondering," she whispered inches from Ryan's face, "if I may give you a kiss as best way I can."
Ryan suddenly got nervous and began to stammer, "Uh, well, I -"
"Please?" Annie whispered, "It will not hurt."
"I, I, suppose." Ryan leaned back some on the sofa, as if he were trying to get away from Annie - she followed.
"I really like you," Annie whispered. "I am going to kiss you now," she said with a smile. Instead of puckering her lips, she slowly and gently licked Ryan right on his mouth. It was several licks against his closed mouth as he watched with wonderment and nervousness.
"That is how I can give kiss. Do you enjoy it?"
Ryan simply nodded his head slowly, not taking his eyes off hers.
"Then perhaps now you want to kiss me yes?"
Ryan blinked rapidly a few times and nodded.
"I would very much like that if you did," Annie said as she slowly licked Ryan's lips again.
It felt so good, her soft tongue lapping against his lips. Ryan raised his hands to Annie's face and held her incredibly soft hair out of the way. He leaned in and kissed her small muzzle a few times and then directly on her nose.
"Thank you, that was much nice of you," she smiled. "Would you like to do more of this?"
Ryan thought for a moment. He had an idea where this was headed, but wasn't sure he wanted that. Then again she didn't seem like a threat. "Should I continue this? I'm horny, but still, she's not human. Don't be ridicules Ryan! It's 3014, I shouldn't be so scared of new experiences!" he thought to himself. He slowly nodded his head and gave a weak smile.
"I would like more of this also," Annie said and then slowly stuck her long tongue out and licked his cheek, her half closed eyes gazing into his. "You have a good tasting skin."
Annie began to unbutton Ryan's shirt, she noticed his breathing rate increasing. "Please remember I am not wanting to ever hurt you." Ryan just nodded quickly as this alien continued to unbutton his shirt. When she was done she slowly pulled his shirt apart and gently ran her claws up and down his torso.
"I like this," Annie smiled as she bent down to lick Ryan's chest. He liked it too. Her tongue felt amazing. It wasn't as smooth as a human's, he could tell it had a different texture, but it wasn't too rough. Annie licked all around his stomach, tickling the inside of his navel, and then licked her way back up to his neck.
Annie gave his neck several long licks and then whispered in his ear, "Would like to go with me to my sleeping room?"
"Yep!" Ryan quickly answered and moved to get up, his erection painfully straining against his pants.
Ryan followed Annie to her bedroom, she closed the door and stood behind him. He look over his shoulder at her and watched her remove his unbuttoned shirt. She trailed her claws up and down his back and then started licking him again all the way from the back of his neck to his lower back, right where his pants began. Annie was on her knees now and moved to Ryan's front.
"I have never seen a human's reproduction organs before. May I do this?"
Ryan, as hard as he's ever been before, simply nodded, "Uh huh."
Annie smiled and fidgeted with Ryan's pants, undoing the zipper and slowly pulling his pants down. She hooked her fingers in his boxer shorts and pulled them down as well. His average size, 7 inches or so, erect cock sprang upward causing Annie to giggle.
"Oh my, it is very much bigger than a male of my species. They are maybe long like this, but not very wide. They are thin, like writing tools."
Ryan threw his head back and winced in pleasure as the Gliesen licked his shaft from the base all the way to the tip and back down again. Her tongue was swirling around all over his length, coating it in her saliva. She grabbed it at the base and dragged her teeth across it. Ryan wasn't paying attention to this until he felt her teeth lightly clamp down on the head.
"Hey, hey, whoa! Maybe you shouldn't use teeth, ok?"
"I am sorry, were teeth making pain?"
"No, not really, I just would prefer no teeth. At least until I know you better."
"Ok Ryan, Annie will not touch this thing with teeth." She replied as she stood. She hooked her arms around Ryan's neck.
"I very much like the shape of your part. It is wider and the very tip reminds me of good tasting mushroom I ate on my home."
Ryan smiled and blushed. "Thank you Annie."
"I want to kiss you again on your mouth this time. Then after I perform kiss on your mouth I will take my clothing off. Is that a good choice?"
"Uh, yes, yes it is." Ryan replied enthusiastically, his nervousness fading away.
Annie stuck her tongue out and brought it to Ryan's mouth. Except this time Ryan did the same thing. She licked at his tongue and he licked at hers. He figured that's how she kisses, why not do the same? After a good two minute tongue wrestling session, Annie stepped back and pulled her shirt up and off. Ryan's eyes shot open, he wasn't expecting this. She had breasts and they were very nice! Perhaps a C-cup, nothing super huge like some of the fake tits he'd seen. They are also perky. Her whole chest and abdominal region was covered in short tan fur and she had nice little brown nipples. She smiled as she watched him watch her and started to remove her pants. As she stepped out of them and stood for a moment as Ryan looked her over. The tan fur extended down to her crotch; her sides and legs were brown. He noticed she had a slightly more prominent clitoris than humans. It was brown like her nipples and far more round with a less hooded look like humans have. She slowly turned in a circle without being asked. Ryan couldn't help but notice how muscular her butt and thighs were as she rotated. After she turned in a complete circle she rested her hands on his shoulders. He reached behind her and gently grabbed her brown fur covered ass.
"We are both without clothing now. If you would want, we can perform intercourse. I would very much like that."
"I would very much like that too!" Ryan exclaimed, unintentionally imitating Annie's speaking mannerisms. She pushed him back on the bed and mounted him quickly. It was all happening so fast, but he wasn't about to stop it. She grabbed his cock and attempted to push it in with no luck.
"It is very wide, I must keep trying!"
Ryan watched in amazement and ran his hands up and down her soft furry body as she tried for several minutes to embed his cock in her. She was starting to get frustrated.
"Get in there you big, fat, cock!" Annie cried out in her own language. "I want this inside me now! Ugh! Please?" she continued as she tried wiggling her hips to see if that would help.
"Hmm?" Ryan asked.
"Oh, sorry. I am just not liking how this is so wide and will not go in my part very good."
Just as she was about to give up, Annie got an idea.
"You may want to cover your ear holes for a small time," Annie suggested.
"I, I, do?" Ryan asked, looking up at her.
"Just for small amount of time."
Ryan gulped and did what she advised. A few seconds later Annie grabbed the base of his cock and held it to the entrance of her vagina. With all her weight, she dropped to her knees and slammed herself down on it. She screamed out in pain and in triumph as his human cock impaled her all the way to its base. She collapsed on top of Ryan out of breath as he uncovered his ears.
"There, now your part is in my part," she said as she recovered her breath. "Now intercourse can begin!"
Ryan chuckled, glad that she was ok, and started moving slowly. Carefully he pumped his hips up into her. She was unbelievably tight. She was tighter than any of the three humans he'd been with before. She was so tight that he had a little bit of trouble thrusting. He could feel her prominent clitoris drag against his lower abdominals. This appeared to drive her crazy, as the moans started almost immediately. He kept going and noticed something strange about intercourse with this alien: he was hardly feeling any pleasure at all. He wondered if she or he damaged her from her impaling herself earlier. Or maybe her vaginal walls were being stretched too much. Either way he kept going, groping at her soft fur-covered ass. She was moaning more and more as her clit dragged across him. Then it happened: she squirted on him.
Annie's orgasm caused her clitoris to squirt an odd smelling fluid. Perhaps it was some sort of lube he thought. After all, he did have an easier time of thrusting now. However, he kept noticing that his own pleasure was virtually non-existent. Ryan just shrugged and kept going. He sat up and held Annie as she was able to ride him easier now. She was constantly moaning, perhaps in a state of perpetual orgasmic bliss. He wasn't sure and he wasn't sure why he didn't feel much at all. Maybe her vaginal juices had some sort of numbing agent. There haven't been any scientific studies on the subject as far as he knew.
Ryan smirked and changed positions. He was on his knees and held her legs apart by gripping her large furry feet. Bam, Bam, Bam! He slammed into her, her brown pussy lips being stretched to the max. He kept going and going and going, and Annie kept cumming and cumming and cumming. "Wow," he thought as he looked down at her writhing body
"This is incredible," Ryan thought to himself as he flipped Annie over and began pounding her from behind. "I've never lasted this long. I could pound this little alien pussy all night if I wanted to." Her gorgeous, muscular, fur covered butt cheeks quivering with each powerful thrust of his hips. It had been two hours and Ryan was starting to tire. He had lost count of how many orgasms Annie had.
"Please, please, arrive inside of me!" Annie begged. Ryan chuckled, knowing she meant "cum."
"You want me to? Huh? Get over here," he grabbed her by the back of her hair and pulled her up. Ryan grabbed her perky tits and continued thrusting up into her for several more minutes. He pushed her back down and got to his feet, mounting her like an animal.
"I, I, am doing it again!" Annie screamed out another orgasm overtook her. Ryan pulled out and pushed her over on to her back. He pulled her upright as he sat on his knees. She straddled him and hooked her legs behind him as he lowered her onto to his waiting member.
"Ready? Here we go!" Ryan said enthusiastically. He began pushing up with his bent legs and thrusting into her hard and fast. Annie screamed out in pleasure with every thrust. Over and over again he would slam up in to her. Eventually he was out of breath and still hadn't ejaculated.
"Make me cum...I'm too tired...I'm too tired," he said in between breaths.
"As you wish," Annie replied and began to wildly bounce up and down on his cock. Her perky tits were bouncing with her.
"Ahh yes! Yes!" she screamed out as another orgasm overtook her.
"Keep going!" Ryan pleaded. "That's it!"
"I will not stop until you are, ah yes, ah! Until you are arriving!! Ahhh!!" she screamed as she kept bouncing up and down; impaling herself over and over again.
Finally Ryan's mind overcame his body. He watched this Gliesen ride him into oblivion and he could feel his scrotum tighten and the semen building up. He couldn't take it anymore. It was so hot, so erotic, and he was ready. He arched his back and thrusted up into her one last time. He came for well over a minute, it was the most intense orgasm he had ever had. He collapsed backward on the mattress in a sweaty, nasty, mess. He could feel Annie's pussy juices dripping off his convulsing ball sack. He closed his eyes.
Ryan opened them a few minutes later as he felt Annie lick his face. "I very much like the taste of this sweat," she happily proclaimed as her tongue slid across his forehead.
"That was amazing, Annie." Ryan said, out of breath.
"Good, good," Annie moaned as she rested her head on Ryan's chest and closed her eyes. Ryan ran his fingers through her thick mane, while his other hand gently massaged one of her ass cheeks. She was so soft and this was so relaxing. He smiled and closed his eyes.
"After all, you and me are, what is the term?" Annie thought for a moment as she circled one of Ryan's nipples with her index finger.
"Ah yes," she quietly continued on the verge of falling asleep, "we are now husband and wife."
Ryan's eyes shot open in the darkened room, "WE'RE WHAT?!?!"
The End.
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Chapter 1
"I'm not doing it! No way!" Cyan angrily folded his arms and shook his head, leaning back on the metal chair in the officer's conference room.
"Oh come on man! Don't be afraid." Ox, the black, massively muscular, head security officer pleaded.
"I don't think me having common sense means I'm afraid," Cyan glared back at Ox. "This is above my pay level. I work on microbes not those...things."
"Yes, you do, and you do a great job," Dr. Milani said as she gently placed her hand on his shoulder. Cyan looked to her hand then back up at the Doctor. Oh how Cyan wanted her pussy up so badly. He jacked off to her almost nightly.
"We have done this test 11 times now. There have been no injuries or deaths." Dr. Milani explained with a soft smile. Cyan couldn't help but look into her big light brown eyes as she spoke to him; her gentle voice calming his nerves temporarily.
Ox spoke up, "Yeah, Barry over there had a great time as the first tester. Then again he'll have sex with anything that walks, swims, and crawls -- dead or alive."
Barry, the creepy looking lab assistance spoke up before being interrupted by Ox. "Hey, that's not very -- "
"Anyway, the point is, don't be scared. You have nothing to fear. You're the 12th one. Got it?" Ox said as he forcefully patted Cyan's other shoulder, both startling him and causing him to lurch forward a bit. Cyan looked at Dr. Milani's gorgeous face and gulped.
"Ok so we got everything sorted out for tomorrow then?" asked Captain Lars as he entered the conference room, throwing his clipboard on the table. "Sign it."
Cyan just shook his head, "I don't know. This just seems so strange."
"Yeah? Well get over it. I've done it; Ox has done it, a few others too. We all lived. Just sign the document." The Captain commanded.
Dr. Milani spoke up, sitting next to Cyan, gently massaging his shoulder. "It'll be ok, I promise. We need at least 15 tests performed before we can approve her for use. We've done 11 so far and all were successful. Please trust me."
Cyan sighed heavily, he couldn't resist her. He believed everything she said, but couldn't admit that to himself just yet. He quickly glanced at her ample cleavage as discretely as he could.
"I can understand why you'd be nervous, based on their past uses and reputations, but I assure you everything will be fine," Dr. Milani explained.
"Ugh," Cyan grunted and looked away from Dr. Milani. He wanted her so bad. He was planning on having a cum session in his quarters tonight as he imaged her throwing her head back and running her hands through her long dark brown hair as she rode his cock to orgasm. However, tonight, the only thing he'd be thinking about is whether or not he would die tomorrow.
"Sign it. Now," ordered Captain Lars. Cyan glanced again at Dr. Milani. She was smiling softly as she nodded her head.
Cyan grabbed the pen, shaking his head, and signed the document. He threw the pen across the room and slid the clipboard over to the Captain.
"Good job, man. If you need any pointers, just asked that creep Barry." Ox said as he slapped Cyan's shoulder again.
"I'm in the same room, I can hear you." Barry spoke up, but no one paid attention.
Everyone left the room leaving Dr. Milani and Cyan alone. "Here, take this. It'll help you sleep tonight," she explained as she handed him a pill. She patted his shoulder and exited to the room. Cyan just watched her hips sway as she walked. He sighed and put the green pill in his shirt pocket.
Cyan got up and walked out of the conference room. He entered the bathroom to his right. He stood for a moment and looked in the mirror after he splashed some water on his face. He ran water through his brown buzz cut hair, he examined his face determining that he might as well shave for his last day alive, and he poked at a bicep poking through his shirt. At 5 foot 10 inches, he wasn't as huge as Ox, but perhaps Dr. Milani will let him take her to dinner when all this was over. He sighed and looked into his reflected blue eyes in the mirror.
"Tomorrow, I'm going to have sex with a xenomorph."
Chapter 2
The small science vessel, The Ripley, silently glided through the Oort cloud nearly a light year from the Sun. It was on its way to meet up with a research station orbiting the dwarf planet, Sedna. The vessel seemed more military-like than research oriented. There was quite a bit of weaponry on board. Each room had large plasma blasters mounted on the walls. Every single personnel were required to train in firearms and carry one on their person at all times.
The onboard weaponry was probably a safety precaution due to the nature of the research being done on the ship. Nearly 110 years after a failed attempted to clone and breed xenomorphs as weapons, a small team of scientists have successfully mapped their alien genome. They have tested and discovered which genes can control which behaviors. The inclusion of certain human genes in their gene sequence has allowed scientists to create xenomorphs that were actually docile. It was taken a step further and boundaries were pushed. In the coming decades, more human-like qualities began to emerge. The xenomorphs, at first, behaved in a way a domesticated dog might; playful, friendly, loyal, and so on. On the Sedna research station, some of these creatures were so highly trained or genetically altered with human genes that they would actually sit at a table and imitate human behavior.
As is the case with all limits -- scientists kept pushing them. No longer were the xenomorphs bred using human bodies, they could be created in a lab. There was no longer a need for a queen, eggs, or facehuggers. After several decades their appearance was shockingly different than what most would expect. So much so, that a new business strategy arose. A business that didn't specialize in the sale of the aliens as servants, or other laborers, but of sexual partners for those that have "interesting" tastes. They could still be considered terrifying in appearance; they were still usually jet black, with a slimy exoskeleton, but there was something different now -- something familiar about them.
To release a xenomorph sex partner as a "product" they needed to be tested, which included intercourse with its target market -- humans. Based on fears and concerns of the creature's past, extensive testing was performed. Every test was documented and every test subject submitted a detailed report. Though there hasn't been a human death at the hands, tail, acidic blood, or jaws, of a xenomorph in 30 years, no stone could be left unturned. Hence, the long and extensive testing process. Cyan would be the 12th male to have intercourse with the particular xenomorph aboard The Ripley.
The evening hours were quiet on board The Ripley. The ship was on auto-pilot and there was no movement of personnel or equipment in the grey, metallic, hallways.
Captain Lars was snoring soundly in his bed. Barry was in his quarters a few doors down jacking off to some strange and questionable material. A few doors down from him Ox was taking a shower. He reached down and picked Dr. Milani and slammed her against the shower wall. She moaned in ecstasy as Ox pummeled her pussy into submission as the steam from the hot shower encased them both. Across the hall and a few doors down, Cyan lay wide awake in his bed thinking about the next day. He looked over to the table next to his bed at the green pill. He snatched it and swallowed it without water. He sighed and tried to remember this has been done 11 times before and that he would be ok. He fell asleep a few minutes later.
A couple decks below the living quarters there was a large, dark, room, similar to a cargo hold. There was a twin bed near the corner and a large round switch on the wall behind the bed. There was something else in that room and it was waiting patiently.
Chapter 3
"Did you sleep good?" Dr. Milani asked Cyan as she placed a heart rate monitor around his arm. He was sitting on an exam table in a white hospital gown. He was wearing nothing underneath.
"Yeah," he replied while looking forward so he could avoid staring at Dr. Milani's cleavage.
"Great. There, the heart monitor is in place. Remember, your heart rate will be higher, but if it gets too high, we'll have guards enter the room and get you out."
"So no one will be watching me and...it?"
"Nope. Guards will be at the entrance but no one will be watching. She performs better with privacy." Dr. Milani explained.
"She?"
"Mmhmm. You are into females right?"
"Yes, yes, I just thought it was more of an 'it' than a 'she'."
Dr. Milani just smiled, "No she is definitely a she! Her name is Xena. Not very original, I know, but Xena the Xenomorph sounds cute. Right?"
"Uh, ok. Yeah I guess it does," Cyan looked downward to the floor. "Hey Doc, do you think if I survive this, then maybe I could take you to dinner? Kinda like to celebrate?
Dr. Milani chuckled, "Sure. I think that'd be nice."
A few moments later Cyan was standing at a doorway with two guards on either side. The guards simultaneously flipped a switch on each side of the door causing it to open. Cyan peered inside and saw a brightly lit hallway, about 10 feet long, with another door at the end. That door had a window on it, about 4 feet tall and 2 feet wide. Cyan approached and looked inside to the dark room. He couldn't see anything.
"Press the button to your left when you're ready to enter," said a guard from behind him. They quickly closed the door behind Cyan, startling him. He took a deep breath and pushed the button. The windowed door in front of him slid to the left into the wall. He stood in the open door way, not moving. After a few seconds he slowly stepped in. He was startled yet again when the door slammed shut behind him. He could see out into the brightly lit hallway. There was no going back he thought as he turned back around to the dark room. His eyes slowly adjusted and he could see something on the wall. It was a round object, about 6 inches in diameter, and was glowing orange. It was illuminating a small bed right below it. He moved slowly toward the bed.
"I'll be ok, I'll be ok, this has been done before, no one has died, no one had died," he kept telling himself as he inched closer and closer to the bed. He sat on it and looked back to the door. He sat and waited.
Then an odd thing happened -- nothing. Cyan kept waiting and waiting and waiting there alone in the dark room. He'd stare back at the door, looking into the hallway; he'd examine the light source behind the bed. He couldn't tell what the thing was. Perhaps it was just something for mood lighting. He simply shrugged and continued waiting.
"Mood," he thought. "I'm certainly not in the mood. Maybe it, I mean 'she' got shy. Maybe she's not here today. Maybe she escaped and will kill all of us in a matter of hours. 'Xena the Xenomorph,'" he rolled his eyes and after a 30 minute wait, he lay back on the bed looking up into the darkness.
That's when he heard it. A scratching sound that came from above. But not above him and the bed, the sound came back toward the entrance of the room. Cyan propped himself on his elbows and gulped as he look back toward the windowed door. He heard the sound again. Something was there, but he couldn't see it. He heard it again; it sounded more like something with sharp claws was crawling on a padded surface of some kind. "That must be her..." he thought. Then he saw something that made his heart rate increase and sweat bead up on his forehead.
A tail - a large, skeletal, spiny tail uncoiled into view directly in front of the window. He could only see the silhouette of it, but he could make out the vertebrae and something else; something that made him miss home, miss his mother, miss a good meal. It was something that also made him thankful for living the 29 years he's lived so far. At the end of the silhouetted tail he saw an instrument of death. It was a long, slightly curved, spike. It looked like a foot long dagger used for spilling intestines or impaling some poor soul.
Cyan couldn't take his eyes off the coiling tail. Then he saw it, he saw her. As if in slow motion, she glided down from where she had been perched, landing with a soft thud sound. She had been right above the entrance to the room the entire time. She was crouched on her knees at first. Cyan could make out the four tube-like protrusions right behind her shoulders. He could also make out the shape of her head. Chills went down his spine, because he knew that at the front of the long, maybe 3 feet, dome-like head was another instrument of death. He knew what those metallic-like teeth could do. He knew that their inner jaws could smash through a person's chest or skull like it was nothing.
Cyan, unblinking, simply watched. She crouched for several minutes; her large domed head moving ever so slightly. He could see it shimmering, the saliva or slime or whatever it was that they seemed to be covered with was reflecting the light coming in from the windowed door behind her. The she slowly stood and Cyan was shocked at what he saw.
"Whoa," he thought as he watched the silhouetted creature rise to her feet. "What have scientists been doing to these things?"
The alien stood for several minutes facing toward Cyan as he lay on the bed about 20 feet away. Cyan stared, unable to look away, as she slowly started to approach him. Her silhouetted body was tall, thin, and an hourglass. He could see what looked to be two large breasts bulging out at the side. He saw nice shaped thighs and was totally hypnotized by the way her hips swayed seductively as she walked.
"Is she a bikini model or an extraterrestrial killing machine?" he thought as she got closer and closer with each step. He forgot to be afraid for a moment, and then quickly realized she was standing next to his bed. He looked up at her 7 foot frame and crawled to the edge of the bed, almost falling off. He tried to calm himself and relax. He knew that whatever sensory organs xenomorphs had that hers were focused on him. He could see her thighs and abdomen in the soft orange glow of the light source behind the bed. He could see the shiny, black, armored, exoskeleton plating. The plating looked different too. It was arranged in a pattern resembling human musculature. Abs, side oblique muscles, quadriceps and so on. His fear returned when she moved. She did something he wasn't expecting. She sat on the bed.
Chapter 4
Cyan, with his eyes wide, still propped up on his elbows watched the xenomorph. She was actually sitting on the bed, looking at him. After a few minutes she raised her 4-fingered hand. It had two, fused, long fingers and 2 thumb-like fingers on each side. She extended what could be considered an index finger and touched his shoulder. She rested her clawed finger there and then slowly dragged it down his torso. She barely used any force at all as the gown he was wearing remained intact. She scooted closer on the bed toward him. Cyan could make out her mouth in the dull orange light; it was dripping with watery fluid. She extended her index finger again except this time she lightly traced his cheek with it. He was totally confused at this point.
This creature, Xena, scooted closer on the bed to Cyan's upper body. He thought perhaps she'd trace his face again with her claw. Except this time she suddenly punched the light source above the bed causing another light on the ceiling, directly above the bed, to come on. Cyan was so startled by her fast movements and what he saw illuminated by the light that he nearly jumped off the mattress.
There she was, Xena in all her glory. She hissed at him and slowly opened her mouth to reveal her second inner mouth; both were dripping fluid off the grey, metallic-looking teeth. Her large black dome extended back behind her. He saw the four tube structures behind her shoulders, two on each side. Her exoskeleton shimmered in the light and the armored plate followed human musculature. The plating was organic and looked as though it was muscle itself. Then Cyan noticed something else, something he only saw as a silhouette earlier. She had breasts. At least they were shaped like them. They were actually nice too. They were black like the rest of her and were very smooth and perfectly round, not plated; they appeared as though they were soft tissue. The only plated or exoskeleton-looking part of her breasts was the areolas and nipples.
Cyan was more curious and amazed than horny. He actually wasn't horny at all. He was laying there on his bed looking at an extraterrestrial species that has been known for killing everything in sight. Except this particular one, and possibly more like it, was definitively feminine in appearance and actually from the neck down had a fairly nice body. "Wow," he thought as he stared at Xena's tits.
Xena moved again. She brought her large hand to Cyan's face and lightly, just barely, grazed it with her two large fingers. She hissed at him again, and leaned down. Cyan was paralyzed with fear and curiosity. She brought her frontal dome area to Cyan's right temple. He looked directly into her mouth, as it dripped onto his chest, and watched the second inner mouth slowly open and shut. She was nuzzling him.
Xena sat back up and ran her large hand slowly down Cyan's torso. He was starting to get slightly aroused at this point. Xena then lurched forward quickly, startling Cyan again. She reached up and grabbed her own breast and brought it inches away from his mouth. She hissed at him and he just stared at the large black tit in front of his face. She hissed again and he figured out was she was doing. He smiled awkwardly and kissed the nipple. It was hard, like her exoskeleton, but was nice and hard a larger opening than with humans. He kissed it again. It wasn't so bad he thought. She hissed at him again and this time Cyan got brave. He licked her nipple. It was so hard, like some sort of plastic, but it was great! He kept licking at it until she hissed at him again. He looked up at her and she let go of her breast. She leaned forward a bit, her tit dangling in his face, and Cyan slowly reached up to grab it with one hand. It was heavy, smooth, and rubbery, not hard like her nipple. There was a slight coating of fluid on it, but he didn't care at this point. He was actually pretty impressed by what the genetic engineers have done. She hissed again, he understood what she wanted. He quickly stuck her nipple in his mouth.
Cyan sucked hard, and sucked greedily. His mouth attempted to cover as much of her two inch diameter areola as possible. He sat up on the bed and grabbed her other tit, massaging it as he sucked hungrily at the other one. This was amazing he thought. He kept going for several minutes until Xena pushed him back on the bed, hard. He lay there looking up at her thinking that maybe he went too fast. His fear was quickly eliminated when she tore off his gown. She clutched at the loose side and with her claws tore it off his body like it was nothing. He lay there naked in front of her with a rock hard erection. It was her turn to explore.



There wasn't much exploring needed since Cyan was the 12th man she's had sex with. She basically nuzzled her mouth and dome all the way down past his chest, stomach, and then to his crotch. It was almost in a loving way. It was as if this creature enjoyed it -- enjoyed humans.
"Yes," Cyan smiled when Xena got to his crotch. Then he thought about her teeth and pictured her biting his cock in two, or tearing his balls off with her second mouth. He shook his head to get rid of those thoughts that were causing his erection to lose strength. He instead focused on her slippery, black, dome as she ran the front part of it up and down his shaft flattened against his stomach.
Xena suddenly stopped and got off the bed as Cyan lay there confused. The way she moved, it was so human-like, so seductive too. She grabbed his foot and spun him around to where his legs were bent and his feet were touching the floor. He propped himself up on his elbows again and watched the creature go to her human-looking knees. She rested one large hand on his bare thigh and with the other, grabbed his cock by the base. It was so alien looking, how her two-thumbed hand closed its long, sharp, spindly, fingers around his cock. It was also very erotic.
Xena hovered over his cock and hissed. Suddenly she vomited some sort of sticky fluid all over it. Cyan reared back but she held him place.
"Whoa! Oh shit! Uh, Xena? What was that?" he asked nervously but never got a response. The fluid was clear and had no odor. Xena slowly started jacking his cock off with it. Her massive hand covering his cock, as it went up and down his shaft, made it look so small. He had no idea what was going on until he felt his cock get warm. He couldn't explain it, but the sensation was certainly different. "What was that fluid," he thought, "is it some sort of lube?"
Then Xena stopped jacking Cyan's cock and hovered over it again. Her hand was gripping the base hard. For a few seconds nothing happened, and then slowly, her mouth opened. Cyan's eyes widened as he watch Xena, ever so slowly, pushed her dripping second mouth out toward his cockhead.
"Oh no...please don't, please don't bite it." He thought as he watched the second mouth inch closer and closer to his cock's tip. It was if everything was moving in slow motion. Her smaller, second mouth, opened and inch by inch enveloped his throbbing cock. It was tight, but the tube-like mouth was a perfect fit. All the way down she slid that mouth until it got to the base. She released her grip and rested the shiny teeth in his tuft of pubic hair. Cyan just looked at the mouth tube completely engulfing his cock like a sleeve. He began to relax a little when he saw she had no intention of eating his penis. Relaxation turned to intense pleasure as Xena withdrew her second mouth slowly up his shaft. She got to the tip and pushed it back down to the base. Up and down her second mouth engulfed his shaft several times. The feeling was incredible. It was far better than any human's mouth. He was so close to cumming when his attention to the pleasure he was receiving changed as he watched what Xena did next.
With her second mouth engulfing his shaft all the way down to its base, she slowly started to move her main, larger mouth into position over his cock. Cyan didn't know if he should be afraid or aroused as he watched Xena bring her large domed head down on his cock, closing both of her mouths around it.
"Oh shit..." he said aloud as the xenomorph's head covered his shaft. Both her dripping mouths had closed over his cock. Her larger metallic teeth of her main mouth were resting against his lower abs. She then began to bob her head up and down, very slowly at first, while her second mouth still had his cock tightly embedded in its tube-like throat. Then she started picking up the pace, faster and faster she went. Bam, bam, bam! Her domed forehead was slamming down onto Cyan's lower abdomen with each thrust. He didn't know what to think, he just knew how good it felt. He got brave and slowly reached out to touch her bobbing head. He placed his hand on the slick, armored, exoskeleton skull. It was like a slime-covered hard plastic. Xena ignored his touch and kept bobbing away on his cock; she was giving him her version of a blowjob. There were no licks, no kisses, and no sucks; just an inner mouth squeezing his shaft while her main mouth went up and down on his cock.
Cyan started to cum, he couldn't help it. It felt too good and Xena knew it. Her head went still, both mouths enclosed around the base of his semen-pumping cock. He cried out in the room, his moans of pleasure echoing off the walls. He leaned up higher on his elbows and eventually was propped up on his hands. He threw his arms around her 3-foot domed skulled and held tightly as he came. Xena didn't seem to mind this human holding on to her large head as he pumped semen into her mouths.
When Cyan was done, he collapsed back on the mattress behind him. His chest, neck and part of his face were covered in her fluid coating. "That was the best blowjob I've ever had -- if I can even call it a blowjob."
Cyan lay back on the bed as he caught his breath and he casually looked around the room. He didn't see Xena. "Is that it? Maybe they don't have all female parts yet. Hmm..." he said aloud. He shrugged and smiled as he scooted back on the mattress and rested his head on the pillow looking up at the ceiling light. He looked down to his cock and noticed it was still hard. "That's odd," he thought. He grabbed it and flicked some of Xena's slime off it. It was hard as a rock. As he was examining it he noticed movement in front of the bed, near his feet.
Xena leapt up and through the air and landed down on the bed. She was in a crouching position with a foot on each side of Cyan's waist. "Oh shit! This is it, isn't it? Please don't kill me!"
Xena looked down at Cyan and hissed. She grabbed him by the throat and pulled him up the mattress into a slight sitting position. He looked up at her in fear as she growled at him. He flinched as he saw her tail move behind her, coiling around; coiling into what he thought was a striking position. The long dagger-like bladed tip was facing forward as if she was ready to impale something or someone.
Xena did indeed impale something. She twirled that tail around and plunged the spiked tip deep in the wall behind the bed just above the round button she pressed earlier. Cyan looked up at her tail as a few small pieces of the wall plaster material fell on his head. He then looked back at Xena; she hissed at him as her mouth dripped watery fluid on his cheek.
Xena, still holding Cyan in place by his neck, reached down and grabbed his still erect cock with her other hand. She guided it down to where a vagina would be. Cyan looked on in amazement. "They have pussies?" he whispered.
Xena only hissed as she lowered her fairly curvy, human-looking hips down on his hard cock. Cyan moaned in pleasure as he felt her tight walls grip him. He was indeed tight, but also very slippery. His super sensitive, recently ejaculated cock, felt every single rib-like groove of her inner walls. He rolled his eyes into the back of his head and Xena got to work. She released his cock and put that hand on the wall behind them. She slowly started going up and down as her other hand held Cyan in place by his neck.
He was in a pleasure-filled agony and screamed out as his ultra-sensitive cock was being pummeled by this tight, ribbed, alien pussy. Xena screamed too, sort of. The hisses turned more and more to growls and grunts. For several minutes she would bounce up and down on his cock, landing harder on the bed each time. She kept going and going, harder and harder, until the bed broke. Her tail was still embedded in the wall, so she didn't lose her balance when the mattress collapsed to the floor; she just kept bouncing on his cock. Finally after another few minutes, she had what Cyan thought to be an orgasm. She stopped bouncing, arched her back, and flung her head to and fro as her pussy spewed more sticky fluid all over her and Cyan. When she was done, she leaned down and brought her smaller, inner mouth to Cyan's cheek and hissed lightly in his ear. He wondered if that was her version of a kiss. Her tail came out of the wall and she pushed the large, round light switch to the off position and leapt off of the bed into the darkness.
Chapter 5
Cyan lay there motionless for several minutes. He felt like his cock might fall off. He was covered in her fluids. It was sort of nasty, but he didn't care. He looked toward the windowed door and saw no silhouette of Xena. She was gone, yet he felt she was still somewhere in the room. He slowly sat up on the bed and retrieved his tattered gown, wrapping it around his waist like a towel. He limped toward the door and pressed a button to his right. The door slammed open and Cyan turned around looking into the darkness.
"Thank you," he chuckled. "It was, uh, wow. Maybe we can do this again sometime eh?" He smirked and turned around to leave the room.
Just as the door was about to close he heard something. It was a low growl, almost a whisper. "Yesssssssss"
Cyan turned around in shock to look back into the room as the door closed. He peered through the window into the darkness. He barely could make out Xena as she was backing away from the light on all fours. She slowly retreated into the darkness and was gone.
Cyan turned around and walked toward the other door in the well lit hallway. "Wow."
Ox was standing behind Dr. Milani in the lab. One hand was groping one of her tits through her lab coat; the other hand was in her skirt. Two of his fingers were sloshing in and out of her dripping pussy. "Come on baby, I know you want my dick tonight. Don't you?"
"Ahh," she moaned, "I do, but I can't tonight."
Just then, across the large lab, the door slid open and Cyan limped in with the goofiest smile on his face. It looked as though he was either drunk or had the most amazing sex in his life. Ox quickly removed his hands from Dr. Milani and she straightened up her lab coat and skirt. Ox nodded as he walked passed Cyan. He didn't notice Ox, or anyone for that matter. He entered the closet area and put his clothes on. He noticed his cock was no longer erect but still sensitive to the touch. Maybe that fluid was some sort of blood thickener or blood flow inhibitor -- to keep blood in his cock so it remains erect.
Dr. Milani was waiting for him outside. "Hi. Looks like you are still alive," She said with a soft smile.
"Huh? Oh yeah, heh," Cyan replied with that same goofy smile plastered on his face. He started to leave, but Dr. Milani stopped him.
"Hey, I'm not doing anything tonight. Maybe we could have dinner and celebrate, you know, like you said?"
"What? Oh. That. Yeah I forgot. Maybe another time or something." Cyan replied as he turned around and left the room. Dr. Milani watched with a confused look on her face.
Cyan walked down the hallway back to his quarters. He struggled to remember that chick in the lab's name. Dr. Matthews? Morgan? Miller?
"Meh," he said as he got to his door, Xena still fresh on his mind. Once inside his quarters he took a nice long shower. Then he lay on the bed looking toward the ceiling. As he drifted off to sleep, he imagined Xena throwing her head back as she rode his cock to orgasm.
The end.
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Chapter 1
"Ugh!" Rachael exclaimed as she fell to the floor. She had collided with something, something massive and hard. The 17 year-old high school senior propped herself on her hands and looked upward - slightly dazed. She had been exiting the restroom heading back to the gym when she rounded a corner of the hallway and ran into this large object. Except it wasn't an object. She rubbed her eyes shaking out the grogginess.
"Oh my! I am so sorry!" Ronnie cried, extending his huge hand. "Are you ok?!? I'm so sorry. I should've watched where I was going!"
"Uh, it's ok, I'm fine." Rachael smiled weakly at the hulking wall of African-American muscle she had run into.
"Here let me help you up. Again, I'm sorry, I'm new here. I guess I need to remember people may zip around this corner and I need to pause a moment to make sure there's no traffic," Ronnie chuckled as Rachael placed her tiny hand in his huge one. He easily pulled her petite 4'11" frame to a standing position, checking out her body on the way.
"There. You sure you're ok?" He asked, a concerned look on his face.
Rachael simply blushed looking at the floor, nodding. She felt tiny in Ronnie's 6'6" shadow.
Ronnie chuckled, again, holding his hand out to the girl. "I'm Ronnie by the way. What's your name?"
Rachael looked briefly up into his dark eyes and warm smiling face. "Rachael," she said, just above a whisper, quickly shaking his hand.
"Well it's nice to meet you, Rachael. I promise to watch where I'm going next time."
Rachael smiled awkwardly and nodded again, like a bobble head doll.
"Ok well, I gotta go, maybe I'll see you around. Have a great rest of day, Rachael!" Ronnie smiled, bowing slightly, walking off toward the front desk to finish filling out the required paperwork for joining the gym. Rachael headed toward the double door entrance of the fitness center; she turned back to look at Ronnie. He was huge, tall and thick. She had never seen a human so large, so muscular. She watched him laugh with the front desk girl as he signed various forms for his membership. She observed his huge calves, his arms that were bigger than her whole body, his smooth, shiny shaved head atop his thick, muscular, neck.
"Gosh, he must be a body builder. He could be a like black Incredible Hulk or something." She chuckled to herself, watching him. She stood for a few seconds admiring his gigantic frame from a distance. Suddenly he looked at her with a friendly smile and wave. Immediately blushing, she returned a quick wave, then bolted into the fitness center. She rushed to the other side of the room, where the leg press machine was, trying to get over the embarrassment of having been caught staring.
Rachael sighed and checked her phone. It was 12:41 pm on September 8th. She had told her mom she'd be home by 2pm. She had plenty of time to work out.
Rachael chose some music to enhance her workout. Today she was focusing on her legs. She had been coming to this gym since June, shortly after finishing 11th grade. While she didn't carry an ounce of fat, she was not toned. For her senior year she had decided she wanted to make a change. She was tired of being picked on by taller, more popular girls, of having only one or two friends, of being shy and introverted. She was tired of being lonely. She had made a choice to exercise, to get in better shape. She sought to boost her confidence. The three months she had been coming to this gym four or five days a week had paid off. While still petite, she could see muscle definition in her arms, shoulders, legs, butt, and abdomen. She had pushed herself harder and harder each visit, sleeping incredibly soundly. She changed her diet to include far more protein and fiber; protein bars and shakes became a regular part of her diet, as did chicken, lots of chicken.
Rachael's mother, Nikki, was somewhat of a fitness guru, but had never done serious strength training like Rachael. Her mother had a great body for a 46 year old, but it wasn't as toned as Rachael's had become. They had the same diet routines, which made things easier for Rachael.
Rachael would often flex her biceps in her bathroom mirror. While small, they were quite impressive, considering she had had virtually no tone or muscle mass a few months prior. She would smirk as she thought maybe one day she'd have a boyfriend far more attractive than the men her mother hung out with. She imagined herself coming home from college in a couple years on the arm of some big hunky guy, making her mother jealous.
On September 8th, after about three months of attending this gym, someone finally spoke to Rachael other than a polite nod of the head in passing. She had always kept to herself, not interacting with anyone, wondering if she would ever change. Perhaps exercising wouldn't change her personality, perhaps nothing would. She resigned herself to the belief that she was wired to be shy and would always have trouble meeting new people or going out on dates.
Rachael used the various leg machines at the gym, thinking of her situation. She had often asked herself why she had never been on a date, had never had a boyfriend, and had never kissed anyone. She stared into the mirrored wall. She liked her dyed blonde hair. Her huge blue eyes were pretty. Perhaps it was her slightly long nose. Was it too long? Or maybe her mouth was too small. She looked at her bottom lip; was it fuller than the top? Rachael shook her head and shrugged. "Maybe my personality sucks," she thought to herself.
Rachael moved to another machine and thought about Ronnie again. "He seemed nice. He's probably that polite to everyone though;" she pushed thoughts of him from her head. She finished her workout and went home.
Chapter 2
The next few days were hot and humid. Rachael sat in class, half paying attention. Her mind would wander. She'd think what college she wanted to attend; preferably one in a much colder state than South Carolina. She was sick of the humid Charleston air. Sometimes her thoughts would turn to Ronnie, mainly to how huge he was; the image in her mind from her point of view on the floor after their collision. However, by Friday, she hardly thought about him at all; she'd probably never see him again.
Occasionally, Rachael would daydream in class about a woman from the gym. They were both there during the evenings on weekdays. She thought her name was Valerie, but wasn't 100% sure. She admired her. She stood a foot taller than Rachael and was very muscular, in her mid-30s with very long blonde hair. She usually wore a sports bra and small shorts that displayed her six pack abs and thick muscular thighs. She had huge breasts Rachael suspected were fake.
Rachael wanted to be like Valerie. She would never be as tall as that Amazon, but perhaps one day she could have a body like hers.
"Maybe one day I'll look as good as her," Rachael thought to herself as the final bell ran on Friday afternoon. Another weekend of doing nothing, hanging out with no one, lay before her. She figured she'd do her homework and watch movies that evening, as Friday was a day off at the gym.
Rachael slept late the next morning. She made small talk with her mother as she sat at the kitchen table eating eggs. The phone rang. Her mom answered, immediately forgetting that she had been talking to, or at, Rachael. It was Rachael's brother calling to say hello. She ate her eggs, watching her mom laugh, exuding a bright, happy, aura as she spoke to her son. Rachael wondered if her older brother ever asked about her, or if anyone did. She pushed negative thoughts aside and finished her eggs. She grabbed her gym bag and headed out the door. Saturday was a long day. There was jogging around the mile track, followed by a full body workout indoors. She loved it as it gave her a reason to be out of the house and she truly felt better at the end of a long, exhausting exercise session.
Rachael finished her run, making her way inside the facility, she saw Ronnie exiting. He saw her and she noticed the huge smile on his face. "Hi Rachael!" he beamed.
She smiled back and nodded, giving a quiet "hi" in return.
"I'm not going to run into you today, I promise!"
"Oh, heh, yeah..." Rachael trailed off. Ronnie looked down at her and smiled.
"You remember me right? The big clumsy guy?"
"Yeah, I remember you from last weekend."
"Ok good! Didn't want you to think some creepy guy was talking to you like he thought he knew you or something. I couldn't forget you! You are the nice young lady I knocked down," Ronnie explained.
Rachael nodded and chuckled.
"Anyway, I gotta run, I'm done here, but it was nice seeing you again."
"Mmhmm," Rachael replied with a soft smile, nervously glancing up at Ronnie's face.
"See you later!"
"Bye," she said, turning to wave. "I can't believe he remembered my name!" She thought to herself. She checked her phone, it was 2pm. So she figured next Saturday she would get an earlier start and may be able to chat a little longer with him. She also remembered that the previous Sunday she ran into him at around 12:40. She would also arrive earlier on Sunday to increase her chances of the two of them talking. She thought this was crazy, but didn't care. She entered the gym just as Valerie was leaving. Rachael turned around, watching her leave, noticing her meaty, muscular butt flex as she walked.
Rachael's plan worked perfectly the next morning. She got to the gym around 11am. Ronnie had just arrived as was chatting and laughing with the girl that works the front desk. "Hello again!" He said as he saw Rachael enter the building.
Rachael smiled a more confident smile, happy that her prediction of running into him came true. "Hi."
Ronnie waved goodbye to the front desk attendant and he walked with Rachael to the entrance of the gym.
"So what are you working today?" He asked.
"Oh, well, legs are today," Rachael replied.
"Awesome!" Ronnie said, opening the door for her. "I'm just doing whatever on Sunday, kinda just here to pass the time I suppose," he said.
"Cool," she replied, looking downward. Ronnie followed Rachael to the leg machines across the gym. She wondered what he was up to, why he was following her. She sat her bag down and glanced over at him, he was sitting on a nearby bench.
"Oh don't mind me, I'm just being silly. I like to talk to and bother people while they're trying to work," Ronnie said, giving a playful wink.
Rachael chuckled, "Well, that's ok. You're not bothering me."
"Oh? Well alright then I'll just sit here and watch you! I bet your legs are much stronger than mine."
"Um, I highly doubt that," Rachael said, glancing down to Ronnie's tree trunk thighs.
"I bet you they are! Here sit here on this machine; I want to see how much you can press. It's probably more than me."
Rachael complied, sitting on the leg press machine. Ronnie set the weight about 20 pounds higher than she's used to. "There, go for it."
Rachael pushed with her legs, squeezing her butt, and pressed the heavier weight as high as it would go.
"See! That's way more than me!" Ronnie joked. "Keep going."
Rachael did just that. It was as though he was egging her on to do more and more repetitions. She struggled, but was able to do 10 more repetitions with the weight 20 pounds heavier than she's used to. When she was done was out of breath and her legs were spent.
"Awesome! Now switch to the quad machine, kick my butt on that one too."
Rachael chuckled, struggling to stand and made her way to the other machine. Again, Ronnie set the weight at about 20 pounds higher than what she's used to. He kept egging her on and she was able to do more reps at the higher weight. They did this for the next 45 minutes. Rachael could barely walk and simply laughed when it was over.
"Wow! See, the body can accomplish wonders when we get past the limitations our mind puts on it."
"Yeah, I guess you're right," Rachael replied, catching her breath.
"Now, when are you here next?"
"I'm usually here 4 or 5 times a week. I don't come in on Mondays or Fridays, sometimes not on Wednesdays too. It depends if I have a lot of homework."
"Ah so you're a student?"
"Yeah. I'm a senior. Uh, high school senior," Rachael explained, looking down and scratching the back of her neck.
"Well that's great Rachael! You are getting an early start on fitness and not waiting until you're 30 like I did."
Rachael looked up at him and was about to ask him his age. Ronnie sensed this and answered her before she could ask, "I'm 43 and I've been hitting the gym hard for around 13 years now."
"Oh, wow, I uh, I thought you were younger," Rachael blushed having no idea that was his age.
Ronnie laughed off her attempt at a compliment. "Thanks."
Rachael smiled awkwardly again, glancing to the floor.
"It just so happens that I am here on Monday, Wednesday, Friday, and sometimes Sunday doing my thing. So how about I meet you here Tuesday and Thursday nights and we can sort of train together a little? I can help push you along some; help you break that barrier that your mind puts on your body. What do you say?"
"Uh, I don't know, like a personal trainer? I don't think I can pay you."
Ronnie let out a hearty laugh. "No, no, I don't want you to pay me!"
"Well, ok. But why?"
"Why you ask? Well I just recently moved here and I'm looking to make friends. Secondly, I like helping people that are actively helping themselves and finally, I think you're a cool kid. So why not?"
"You think I'm cool?" Rachael asked meekly.
"Well sure! So what do you say? Let me help you some?"
"Um, alright. I can meet you here Tuesday evening. How about seven?"
"That's perfect! I'll see you then. High five." Ronnie said, holding his hand up, his palm facing her.
Rachael chuckled and gave him a high five. She smiled all the way home.
Chapter 3
"Push it, push it. One more, you can do it," Ronnie said, standing next to Rachael as she slowly lifted a heavy dumbbell above her head. "There we go, see, just keep pushing beyond your mind's limits."
Rachael placed the weight on the rack and gave Ronnie a high five. It was mid-October and for over a month the two of them have been spending about three nights a week at the gym together; Tuesday, Thursday, and Sunday. He would always push her harder each time and she could see the results.
"You going trick or treating?" Ronnie asked.
"Ha! I think I'll pass," Rachael replied as she grabbed her bag.
"Oh that's right, I forgot you're too old for that," Ronnie said, holding the door open for her. "Are you doing anything for Halloween?"
"Well there's this party I heard about, but I wasn't really invited. My friend was though."
"You should go to it. Crash it! Buy an awesome costume."
Rachael shrugged, "I don't know."
"You got any tests or anything tomorrow?"
"Nope."
"Do you think your mom would mind if you joined me for coffee?"
Rachael shook her head, "She probably wouldn't even notice me getting home later."
"Hmm, ok, well as long as you don't think you'll get in trouble. You can follow me, there's a coffee shop nearby."
Rachael watched and smiled from their table as Ronnie ordered her coffee. She couldn't believe how nice he was, she felt special for once. The past month had been amazing for her. She had someone at the gym with her to help push her harder, she was seeing the results, and to top it off he was an extremely attractive, muscle bound, monster. She watched her friend place the drinks down, smiling warmly at him.
"There we go. Drink up," Ronnie said, sitting in front of her.
"Thank you Ronnie. This is really nice of you."
"No thank you! Thanks for keeping me company here. I got a busy night ahead of me and need a little pick me up."
"Busy night?"
"Yeah I have some work I have to catch up on."
Rachael nodded. "I see."
"So your mom won't notice if you're home late?" Ronnie asked.
"Nah, we aren't all that close. I mean, we get along ok, just not close. She's more outgoing than me. If our house was a school, she'd be one of the popular girls and I wouldn't," Rachael explained.
"I see, well, I'm sorry."
"No it's fine, we get along, we just aren't friends so-to-speak."
"Now you said you have a brother, right?"
"Mmhmm. He's 24 and lives in India right now."
"Oh wow."
"Yeah he's in some sort of IT job or something. I really don't know. I would say he and mom are friends, but aren't super close either. We haven't seen him in around 2 years; mostly due to him working and not being able to fly here and stuff."
"I gotcha. Yeah I don't see my siblings all that often either. My bro is a few years younger than me and lives down in Miami. He's a little different. Has some growing up to do I guess."
Rachael nodded, "I have some family in Miami, a couple of cousins. I have an aunt and cousins in Tampa and an aunt and cousins in Jacksonville," she giggled as she explained.
"Oh that's cool. Do you see them much?"
"Not really, maybe once a year, sometimes less. We'll probably go to Tampa for Thanksgiving and visit some of them then."
Ronnie smiled, nodding at Rachael. "What about your dad? Wait, don't answer that, I'm sorry for asking anything that may be too personal."
"No, no it's fine. I," she paused, "uh, I really like talking to you."
"Oh well, thank you again! It's good to have someone to chat with you know?"
"Yes, it is," Rachael replied, glancing quickly at his massive shoulders and chest before clearing her throat. "Anyway, my dad isn't really around. My mom, she uh, well she wasn't faithful. If you know what I mean?"
Ronnie chuckled, "Yes, I am familiar with that terminology."
"Anyway," she smiled and continued, "they split up and got divorced, and she got custody of me. This was maybe like 10 years ago. I was a little kid."
"I see. So do you see him often?"
"Nah. He also lives in Miami. He remarried some younger Latin chick. I don't really know her or him for that matter. It was a messy situation," Rachael explained.
"I bet it was. Geez. I bet it was hard for a little kid."
"Yeah it was. That could be why I'm so shy now."
"Well I don't know about that. I think you are a little quiet and reserved, but as you get older and get more life experience, you will come out of your shell and everyone will see how awesome you are! All it takes is a little maturing and a little confidence."
Rachael blushed, looking down to her coffee, "Thanks."
"So you got a boyfriend?" Ronnie asked.
"Nope."
"I figured all those boys at your school would be clamoring over themselves to try and date you!"
"No, I rarely talk to boys, so how could any of them get to know me?" Rachael asked.
"Well listen, don't let it bother you. At your age you should be focused on finishing high school and going to college. As I said, yes, you are quiet and reserved but that'll change. You'll come out of your shell and all sorts of things will happen for you. Things you never thought would. It just takes time and things are different for everyone. I bet in a year from now you'll be having an amazing time at college, making friends, studying hard, and maybe have some romance in your life." Ronnie encouraged Rachael as she smiled weakly and shrugged.
They chatted, sipping their coffee for the next hour. Ronnie talked about his life, work, and history. They chatted about fitness and how his massive intake of calories and protein helped him get his physique. It was as though he was talking to her as an adult. She couldn't help but admire his huge muscles as he'd talk.



"Thank you again for the excellent company, Rachael. It means a lot to me. You are a cool kid."
"Well thank you for the coffee and the company too," Rachael replied, standing in front of her closed driver side door.
"Give me a hug!" Ronnie said, extending his massive arms. He reached down and grabbed her, taking her by surprise. Rachael stood and chuckled as he gave her a quick hug.
"We should do this again, don't you think? Also, please consider going to that Halloween party. You should go as Supergirl."
"Supergirl?"
"Yeah. You're a girl and I think you're super!"
"Ha! I don't know about that. Maybe I will."
"Oh alright. See you Sunday!" Ronnie called out to her as he hopped into his truck.
Rachael waved and smiled as he drove off. She thought about the quick embrace and smiled all the way home.
Chapter 4
"So are you going or not?" Carley, Rachael's friend asked as they walked to their next class together. She was 5'8", long blonde hair, and Rachael felt she was far prettier than her. Carley was friends with everyone. Rachael's mother once told her not to be too friendly with Carley because as soon as they would enter high school, Carley would be hanging around the more popular kids. This turned out to not be the case at all. Carley had always been very sweet to everyone she meets.
"I don't know, I wasn't invited and you'd be the only person there that I'm friends with," Rachael said.
"Well, yeah, I guess, but you can come with me. It's not like you'll get throw out of her house if you show up." Carley was referring to Zoe, the 18 year old classmate whose house the party was at. Rachael disliked her and tried to avoid her, but she kept thinking about Ronnie and his suggestion that she go. She wanted to go only to avoid making him frown. "Aww you should've gone. I think it would've been a fun time for you," she imagined him saying to her.
"Ok fine! But please stay close to me; I'm not fond of Zoe." Rachael whispered to her friend as they arrived at their class and sat next to each other.
"I will, I promise. It'll be fun. I'm going as a cowgirl. What about you?"
"Supergirl."
"Oh that'll be cute! You have the hair for it, and well, it looks like you are getting some muscles too," Carley poked Rachael's shoulder. "Just don't overdo it at the gym. You wouldn't want to look like some chick on steroids or something."
Rachael shrugged and rolled her eyes. She thought of Ronnie and wondered if some people thought that about him. She certainly didn't. As the teacher entered the class her mind went wandering. She pictured herself as Supergirl. She was in costume at the gym with Ronnie twirling a 50 pound dumbbell around the tip of her finger like it was a basketball, or throwing an iron plate around like it was a Frisbee. She imagined herself making Ronnie laugh as she lifted 300 pound barbells above her head, one in each hand. Then she imagined Valerie busting through a wall and punching her through the wall on the other side of the building. She would fly back in and punch Valerie sending her soaring across the parking lot crashing into a car. In her fantasy she would go to Ronnie and pick him up and fly off, carrying him in her arms high above the ground, laughing with him. She would land on the top of the tallest building, gently setting Ronnie down in front of her. He would trace his big index finger across her cheek and say her name.
"Rachael," he would say as she looked up at him, "Rachael. Rachael!" Ronnie's voice changed to her teacher's.
"Looks like someone is in La La Land," her teacher said, causing much laughter in the class room. As her teacher continued calling the roll, someone threw a piece of paper at Rachael, hitting her in the back of the head. It was probably David - one of the jerks in the popular crowd. Rachael glanced at Carley who was turned around glaring in David's direction behind them. Rachael sighed and paid attention for the rest of the class.
That Sunday Rachael met Ronnie at the gym as usual. When she arrived he was talking to and laughing with Valerie and the girl that works at the front desk. When she entered Ronnie turned to her, smiling, and held out his hand for a high five. Rachael shyly gave him one then quickly glanced up at the Amazonian-like woman Valerie. Sweat was running down her abs in little rivers.
"Ok I'm hitting the showers. Talk to ya'll later." Valerie said as she left the group.
"See ya," Ronnie said as he turned to Rachael. "Ready?"
It was a great session that afternoon. Ronnie really pushed her hard. She would certainly be sore tomorrow and she loved it. What happened after the workout was even better. Ronnie invited her to grab a smoothie with him. They sat and talked for an hour.
"You have my number right?" Ronnie asked.
"No I don't think I do."
"Here let me give it to you, so you can let me know how the Halloween party went. Right?"
"Sure, I guess," Rachael replied. She was trembling with excitement as she entered his number into her phone. She couldn't believe she had his number now.
"Now, you call me when you leave there and let me know how it goes. Try to stay as long as you can, but if people are being mean to you, just leave. They aren't worth your time. Do you understand?"
Rachael smiled weakly and nodded.
"Good, now give me a hug."
Rachael leaned into him and closed her eyes as he wrapped his huge arms around her for a brief hug. "I give it a C-. You didn't hug me back, you just stood there!"
"Oh. Sorry, I-"
Ronnie laughed, patting her on her shoulder. "It's ok! I'll see you Tuesday alright?"
"See ya," Rachael said, watching him leave. She thought about improving her hugs all the way home, hoping she would get a chance to try it again soon.
That chance came next week. After their Tuesday session, Rachael quickly wrapped her arms around Ronnie's waist as they were leaving, catching him off guard. She pulled away embarrassed. He laughed and thanked her for the awkward hug. Thursday was much better. It was more mutual and enjoyable, although generic.
"Remember call me after your party tomorrow night ok?" Ronnie reminded her. "I want to hear how it was. I'm proud of you for stepping out of your comfort zone and attending it."
Rachael nodded, "I will."
Chapter 5
Rachael's mother, Nikki, stood at her bedroom door looking at her daughter with her Supergirl costume on. It was a short red skirt, a short blue halter top that exposed most of her toned abdomen and had the Superman logo on the chest. There were tall, knee-high red boots and the costume was finished off with a red cape that came down to her knees.
"Well don't you look...interesting," Nikki said.
"Thanks," Rachael replied. She heard Carley's horn from the driveway. "Gotta go," she said, brushing past her mom.
Rachael followed Carley, opting not to ride with her in case she wanted to leave before her. As Rachael entered the house she reminded Carley to stay close to her. "I will, I will, just relax ok?" Carley reassured her.
Zoe's house was full of people. Seniors and juniors from their school were in attendance along with some older people that had graduated one and two years ahead of Rachael. She felt uneasy. It was even worse as she could hear the occasional "why is she here?" or "who invited her?" Zoe, thankfully, completely ignored her. That jerk David was there too, but he also ignored her. Rachael saw no parents.
Rachael sat next to Carley on the couch. An older guy, probably 21 or so, was hitting on Carley - three years his junior. He, like most people there, had a beer in his hand. Rachael wanted to leave but tried to stay as long as she could.
After a few minutes of sitting, looking around the room while Carley talked with the guy next to her, Rachael noticed a line had formed in front of a closet door. She counted about 10 guys standing, waiting for something. Then the closet door opened and a guy she didn't know, probably older than her, walked out and zipped up his pants. Zoe was in the closet, on her knees in her nurse's costume, wiping something from her mouth. The stranger left and David, who was next in line, looked down at Zoe.
"Give me that fucking cock," Rachael barely heard Zoe command through the loud music. She watched David enter the closest and close the door behind him.
"Ok, so, yeah..." she thought to herself, figuring out what was going on in that closet. Meanwhile, a guy named Trevor sat next to her on the couch. He hadn't been drinking. He was a fairly nice kid at school, never mean, but never really spoke to her.
"Nice costume," Trevor said.
"Oh, thanks."
They sat in an awkward silence for a few moments until Trevor broke it. He asked her about college and some other random things. That chatted for a few minutes, Rachael wasn't really paying attention. Then she noticed Carley was no longer sitting next to her.
"I'll be back, I have to go find Carley," she said, getting up to walk around the house. She ducked and weaved past various people on her way down the hall. She peeped in the rooms but never saw Carley. There was a final room at the end of the hall whose door was closed. Rachael slowly approached and went to open it to peep in when she heard a loud moan. She rested her ear on the door and she heard it again followed by a loud "yes!" It was Carley's voice she heard. She realized what was going on in that room and bolted out the house. She ran to her car and left. She was so angry at her, but shrugged it off, realizing she was more excited because she could call Ronnie now.
"Hey! Did you leave the party early?" Ronnie said on the phone to Rachael while she sat at a stop light.
"Yeah, it was, well, no good."
"Oh no! Are you ok?"
"I am. At least I went. So I guess that counts for something, right?"
"Of course it does! What are you doing now?" Ronnie asked.
"Nothing. Heading home."
"No, you can't do that! Would you want come over and hang out here? I mean, you don't have to, I don't want you to get in trouble."
"Yes! I mean, sure. I'd like to."
"Great! Maybe we can watch TV or something," Ronnie suggested, then gave Rachael directions. He didn't live far from the gym at all.
"Holy crap, look at you girl!" Ronnie exclaimed , opening his apartment door to see Rachael in her Supergirl costume. "You look awesome!"
Rachael blushed, thanking him. "Come in, come in!" Ronnie said. She couldn't help but smile at his constant, jovial, enthusiasm. She followed him into his small, one bedroom apartment. It smelled wonderful in there. She thought it smelled manly.
Ronnie offered her a chocolate-flavored protein shake. Rachael sipped it, while sitting on the couch next to him. He complimented her costume again and told her he was proud of her for staying at the party a little while. They started watching TV while chatting casually about the events of the evening. Rachael didn't mention the closet cocksucker or what she thought Carley was doing in that back bedroom. She simply told Ronnie her friend didn't stick by her side. She finished her drink, setting it on the table next to the couch.
"Ronnie?" she spoke up.
"Yes ma'am?"
"I'm a little chilly."
"Aww well come here then." Ronnie raised his huge arm gesturing Rachael to snuggle close to him. She was a little taken back as she was expecting him to get her a blanket, but she certainly did not mind. She moved in close, leaning against him, resting her head on his stomach. His arm was resting on her hip. It was so heavy and warm. She felt peaceful and relaxed. She loved being there with him at his apartment. Within 30 minutes she was asleep.
"Wakey, wakey. It's after midnight, you should probably get home," Ronnie said, gently shaking her on the couch a few hours later. Rachael rose up and fixed her hair. She had been laying there for about two hours.
"Sorry, I must've dozed off."
"It's ok, Rachael. I saw a movie come on I wanted to watch but noticed you were asleep, so I didn't wake you."
Ronnie walked her to her car and bent down to hug her, resting his massive black hand on the exposed area of her back.
"Ok well drive safe and I'll see you Sunday at the gym, alright? Oh and, don't be mad at your friend. It sounds like she thought you would be talking to that guy from school so she went to hang out with the other guy. I'm sure she'll ask where you ran off to at school on Monday."
Rachael nodded and ended the embrace. She couldn't wait until Sunday. The horrible Halloween night ended on a good note. Ronnie was right too, Carley asked about her on Monday and apologized for taking off like that. Rachael never mentioned what she heard.
Chapter 6
November was a wonderful month up until Thanksgiving. Rachael and Ronnie continued their workout sessions and went out for either a coffee or a smoothie at least twice a week. They no longer high fived, every goodbye consisting of nice hug. Deep down Rachael felt Ronnie looked at her like a daughter figure. Granted he was black and she was white, the color of the skin didn't matter, just the connection. She was ok with that. She basked in any platonic attention she received from Ronnie. There were a couple Friday nights in November where she would hang out at his place. They would laugh and talk for hours. Perhaps she was the daughter he never had, she didn't know or care, she just knew she was happy spending time with him.
Rachael's mother took her out of school a few days before Thanksgiving break. They had a long drive to Florida to make. Rachael and her mother barely talked on the way. She mostly slept or listened to music on her headphones while her mom drove.
They first stopped and spent the night in Jacksonville at her Aunt Robin's house. That was an awkward experience. Her Aunt's boyfriend, Bob, kept flirting with her mother who shamelessly flirted back. She wondered if it bothered her Aunt Robin, but it didn't seem to, maybe they had a special relationship going on. Robin and Bob were both senior citizens, perhaps they were at the "don't give a fuck" stage in life. Who knows? She rolled her eyes when her mother gave Bob a quick kiss on the lips goodbye the next day after she hugged her older sister.
Their next stop was in Tampa to visit her other aunt, Joanne. She was going through some marital problems so that, too, was an awkward visit. To her surprise she was greeted by her much older cousin Denise when they arrived. She hadn't seen her since she was a little kid. The cousins hung out most of the time with Denise occasionally including her Aunt Nikki in the conversation.
The drive home was, again, long and boring. Rachael daydreamed about Ronnie most of the time and thought she would get him a simple Christmas present. She wasn't sure what, but perhaps she'd make him something. She liked to knit. She decided she would knit him a goofy looking hat. She envisioned him erupting in laughter and putting it on at his apartment.
Rachael was sitting on the couch knitting a funny looking stocking cap for Ronnie. It would have multicolored stripes and a big white puff ball on the end of it. She overheard her mother in the kitchen yell into the phone at her brother. "What?! Are you serious Ted?"
It sounded like her mother was angry; probably because Rachael's older brother, Ted, wouldn't be coming home over Christmas, for the third year in a row. "Ted...whatever...Ok, fine. Fine. I'll mail your present again I guess. No, don't worry about it. We'll deal with it. I love you too. Bye."
Rachael watched Nikki storm through the living room, then down the hallway, slamming her bedroom door. She rolled her eyes thinking about how she didn't want to spend Christmas alone with her mother again. Ronnie would be out of town visiting his brother in Miami for Christmas to New Year's. She would be so bored.
On December 22nd Rachael followed Ronnie to his apartment after their workout. She gave him his funny hat and as predicted, he erupted in laughter and put it on. Then he picked Rachael up in a bear hug, easily lifting her off the ground, twirling her around. He held her close and she wrapped her arms around his huge neck.
"Thank you so much, I will wear it to the gym next time!" Ronnie joked, setting her down, her arms sliding off his neck and shoulders.
"No you don't have to wear that in public, maybe just to bed if you like," Rachael countered.
"Ugh! Ok fine!" Ronnie replied, faking disappointment. They hung out for a few more hours, talking and sitting on the couch with Ronnie's arm around her. It was a great day; she would miss him for the next week or so.
Boredom was certainly the theme for Christmas and New Year's in Rachael's house. She and Nikki got along fine as they stayed out of each other's hair. Her mom went to Christmas and New Year's parties with some friends. Rachael went to the gym. It felt like how things were before she met Ronnie and she didn't like it. The only exciting thing she did was re-dye her hair blonde to take care of the brown roots that were showing.
The first week in January Ronnie was back and Rachael couldn't wait to see him. He texted her to let her know he would see her at the gym on Thursday. Rachael arrived early, passing Valerie in the hallway. For some reason Rachael nodded and smiled at her. She had never done that before, chalking it up to being excited. Valerie nodded back, the blonde bombshell walked past her.
That evening it was like two old friends hanging out. They did more laughing and talking than weight training, even continuing for an hour at the nearby coffee shop.
Rachael got an idea. She looked at the hulking man sitting next to her on the couch and thought about her mother. She smirked, thinking that perhaps Nikki would be jealous. To her knowledge her mom never hung out with studs like Ronnie. So Rachael gathered a little courage and asked Ronnie to come over for dinner tomorrow night.
"Well I don't know, are you sure your mom wouldn't mind?" Ronnie asked.
"She doesn't have to know. I usually cook my own food anyway, and she cooks hers. So I'll just cook enough for you and me. It's no big deal."
"Hmmm..."
"It'll be cool, trust me."
"Alright, alright. I'll come over at 7, how's that. Just for dinner. I don't want your mom getting nervous about her girl hanging around some black guy."
"Black guy? I don't think she would care." Rachael reassured Ronnie.
"Ok, well what about the age issue, she may think I have ulterior motives or I'm a perv." Ronnie countered.
Rachael shrugged. "I wouldn't worry about it; I don't see her kicking you out of the house or something. I'll tell her I have a friend coming over for dinner."
"Ok then, I will do it. Tomorrow, Seven o'clock."
Chapter 7
Rachael thought about how much had changed since she met Ronnie while she was cutting carrots the next night in the kitchen. She and Carley were still friends, but Rachael no longer clung to her. The douchebag, David, was still a douchebag, occasionally throwing paper at her in class or dishing out insults as they passed each other in the hall - but she didn't seem all that bothered by it. Rachael would even sit with Trevor and his friends at lunch. To top it all off, she was cooking dinner for her friend that night. Not a high school friend but a 43 year man - a black man. He was a muscle bound behemoth of a man and he was coming over for dinner with her, not her mom, but her. She hummed to herself while she continued cooking.
When Ronnie arrived he was wearing the stocking cap Rachael knitted for him as a Christmas present. They both laughed at his silliness. Dinner was wonderful and filled with laughter. Ronnie volunteered to help her clean the dishes and kitchen afterward. It was then that Nikki arrived home from a late night at work. The look on her face was priceless.



"Oh, hello," Nikki said, looking over the huge black man standing in the kitchen with her daughter.
"Hello! You must be Rachael's mom. It's so nice to meet you!" Ronnie exclaimed, extending his hand to Nikki.
"Please, please call me Nikki and yes, I am Rachael's mom."
"Yes ma'am. I mean, Nikki." Ronnie chuckled.
"So you are the guy helping train Rachael at the gym?" Nikki asked her face still in shock.
"I sure am. She is kicking my butt regularly now!"
Nikki laughed, glancing over at Ronnie's massive frame, "I'm sure she is! You're such a little guy!"
"Oh I know. One day I hope to be as strong as her!"
Rachael was silently putting some finishing touches in the kitchen then joined Ronnie and her mother in the living room. They had been chatting and laughing for a few minutes.
"Anyway, your kid is awesome. A great cook too! She's probably the nicest person at that gym and I'm really glad we're pals. She even made me this cool hat!" Ronnie was telling Nikki as Rachael entered the room.
"Yes I'm proud of her, it's a lot of hard work to stay in shape," Nikki said. It was the first complement Rachael heard her mother give her in ages.
They sat chatting for a few more minutes when Ronnie stood. "Alright, I better run. Thank you again, Rachael, for the wonderful meal."
"Aww, you have to leave so soon?" Nikki asked, getting up to stand next to Ronnie. She was 5'4", five inches taller than Rachael, but still incredibly dwarfed by Ronnie.
"Yeah I have an early day tomorrow," Ronnie said, bending down to hug Rachael.
"Well please, don't be a stranger, come back anytime," Nikki said, patting his back as he left. "It was great meeting you."
"It was nice meeting you too! Rachael I'll see you Sunday." Ronnie nodded as he left. Rachael, saying nothing to her mother, smirked, walking toward her room. She knew her mother would try to flirt with him, but Ronnie was her friend, and all hers.
There was a knock on her open door. "Hi," Nikki said to her daughter.
"Oh. Hey." Rachael replied.
"He seems very nice. But I just wanted you to know that you may want to be careful around him. I'm sure you have a schoolgirl crush on him, but to tell you the truth, I don't think he's interested in females - if you know what I mean."
"You think he's gay?" Rachael rolled her eyes, turning to her mother.
"Well...yes. Call it intuition. He just seems like the type."
"The type? What does that supposed to mean?" Rachael asked. The annoyance in her voice was easily detectable.
"Look, relax; I'm just saying that sometimes gay men give off a vibe. You're still a child, so you probably can't detect that yet, but I'm saying don't let this crush you have on him develop into something more. You'd probably get hurt."
"Are you serious?!? I never said I had a crush on him..." Rachael countered.
"Rachael come on, it doesn't take a genius to see that you do. You're an almost 18 year old girl; he's a grown man, who's nothing but muscle. It's ok, really it's fine that you do, I'm just saying I don't get the vibe that he's into women. So don't assume that he would be interested in you that way when you're older. Don't think you could change him by cooking him dinner."
Rachael stood looking at her mother in shock. Her mouth dropped opened and she slowly turned to look away from her. She wanted to punch a wall; she wanted to punch her mother.
"It's ok if you want to be friends with him, just don't think he'd ever be interested in you romantically. Anyway, I'm heading to bed. Goodnight." Nikki said, turning and walking toward her bedroom.
Rachael stood, looking at the wall, her fist was clenched, and she was breathing heavily. Over the course of several minutes she was able to calm herself down. "She's not worth it; she's not worth my energy or my anger. She's a nobody." Rachael repeated in her head as she calmed herself down.
About two hours later, Rachael lay in bed looking up at the ceiling. "Why would she think he's gay? Is she crazy?" She pictured Ronnie wearing the silly hat and giggled quietly. She pictured him talking and laughing with Valerie at the gym. She was very confused and dumbfounded by her mother. She pushed it out of her mind and counted down till Sunday.
The following Thursday Rachael arrived home from school to see Ronnie's truck in her driveway. She entered the house to hear her mom and him laughing in the kitchen. She turned the corner with a puzzled look on her face.
"There she is!" Ronnie said enthusiastically. "I have some late work to do tonight, so I figured I'd offer you a ride to the gym a little earlier than normal. I'd take you back here too of course. That ok?" He asked.
"Uh, yeah, that's fine, let me go change." Rachael said. She went to change into her gym clothes and grab her bag. Nothing else was said of the encounter the rest of the night. Rachael also didn't mentioned the fact her mother assumed Ronnie was gay. Deep down she knew Ronnie would never want to be with her, but still, if he was gay, that meant her shot with him at some point in the future was at 0% instead of 0.1%. Needless to say, she felt a little bummed out if he did turn out to be gay.
A few weeks passed and things were back to normal to some degree. Ronnie trained Rachael three days a week. She would go out for coffee or smoothies with him on two of those days. Then one Friday evening Ronnie arrived at Rachael's house. Her mother seemed more surprised than she was.
"Oh hi! Come on in, Ronnie." Nikki said, opening the door. "It's good to see you again."
"Thank you and I'm sorry for stopping by unannounced. I have to run by the sporting goods store and was wondering if Rachael wanted to join me."
"Oh please, don't apologize. You're welcome here any time, Ronnie." Nikki explained as Rachael appeared from the hallway.
"Hi. What are you doing here? I mean, um..." Rachael asked.
"Well hello to you too! Want to come with me to help me pick out some new tennis shoes?"
"Sure, that'd be great." Rachael said with a warm smile.
As they walked together in the mall Rachael wanted to grab Ronnie's hand and hold it, just to see what he'd do. She wanted everyone to see that he and she were there together, even though that was obvious simply by the two of them walking next to each other. She gave him her opinion of various shoes until he found a pair that both of them liked. She felt at ease there in the mall. Normally she didn't like going because she didn't want to run into someone from school. She wasn't nervous about that now.
"So what are you doing for your birthday? The big 18." Ronnie asked as he drove Rachael home. "Your mom said it was on the 19th right?"
"Uh yeah, yeah it is. Well I don't have any plans. Why? Wanna take me out?" Rachael jokingly asked.
"As a matter of fact, young lady, I do." Ronnie countered.
"Oh wow. Really? I was just joking..." Rachael said.
"Your birthday is on a Wednesday, and I can't do anything that night. But Friday night I can. May I take you for a nice dinner?"
Rachael was beside herself, "Yes! I mean, sure, that'd be awesome."
"Great! We'll have a good time." Ronnie said as he pulled into her driveway.
"Would you like to come in?" Rachael asked.
"Nah I better get going, but thanks for accompanying me tonight."
"Thanks for the invite," Rachael said, pushing some of her blonde shoulder length hair back behind her ear, looking down to her lap.
Ronnie smiled and patted her thigh. "I'll see you Sunday, alright?" Rachael nodded and got out of the truck. She fell asleep with a smile on her face.
Chapter 8
On Valentine's Day Ronnie was at her house yet again when she arrived home from school. He was in the kitchen with her mother setting up a floral arrangement he brought to the house. There was a large vase of twelve red, white, and pink roses and a smaller one with only one red rose.
"Oh I know. They are gorgeous," Ronnie was telling Nikki as Rachael entered the kitchen. Her eyes widened when she saw the flowers.
"Happy Valentine's Day!" Ronnie cheerily said.
"Wow, thank you, they look amazing."
"Here you go; the big vase is for you. I couldn't leave your ma out, so I got her a rose as well!"
Nikki smiled, reaching up to gently rub Ronnie's shoulder. "Such a nice gift. Thank you Ronnie."
"Ok I gotta run," Ronnie said, quickly putting his arm around Nikki, giving her a brief hug. He then went to hug Rachael goodbye. "See you Sunday at the gym!"
Rachael stood in shock at the flowers. She had never gotten any Valentine's Day present before.
"Such a sweet man," Nikki said, smiling at Rachael as she headed off down the hallway.
Rachael smiled and started to tear up as she looked at the roses. She wiped a tear and sighed. She would refuse to let her mother get into her head. If Ronnie was gay, she would still remain his friend of course, but she wouldn't let it bother her. He was so sweet, so kind, and wonderful to her. She couldn't help but smile when she thought of him. No one has treated her as well as he has - not her father, mother, brother, or the few friends she had at school. She knew she didn't have a chance with the man but she wanted him in her life in whatever form she could get.
The day of February 19th - Rachael's 18th birthday - was especially annoying at school. Douchebag David was in full douche mode to her and her increasingly growing circle of friends she had made via Trevor. Some random food items from lunch were thrown at, and near, her and her table. As she walked down the hall she narrowly avoided being tripped by David. She wanted to slap that smug look off his face so bad. But she didn't. Carley forgot it was her birthday and seemed overall irritated at something. Rachael shrugged, assuming Carley's period was more annoying than usual.
When Rachael got home later in the afternoon, she decided to take a shower. She stood nude in the bathroom mirror first and examined her changing body. Her abs were fairly toned, as well as her shoulders and biceps. Her eyes trailed their way down to her thighs. "Thick and juicy," she thought. Then she turned sideways in the mirror to get a view of her butt. It was rounded and toned now as it sat on top of her hamstrings. She gave it a nice, hard, slap, watching the relaxed muscles ripple in the mirror. She flexed a few times, causing her nice little butt to twitch. She turned back around to face herself and grabbed her perky little B-cup tits. She teased a nipple and then released it to concentrate on her face; in her opinion, her weakest area. She sighed as she studied her big nose and small mouth. She shook her head and hopped in the shower.
When Rachael was done she dried off and got some pajamas on. Her mother was home early from work. "Happy birthday, sweetie," Nikki said to Rachael as she walked into the kitchen.
"Oh, thanks," she replied.
"Here, this is from Ronnie," Nikki said, handing Rachael a cardboard box.
Rachael placed it on the kitchen table and opened it. There was a lot of tissue paper packaging and a note. She picked up the note, reading it to herself. "Happy Birthday, Rachael. Please wear this Friday night. It should be a perfect fit."
She removed some of the packaging paper and saw a black piece of cloth. She held it up, letting let it unfold. It was a dress; a long, spaghetti strapped, black dress.
"Oh wow, that's lovely. He has good taste in dresses," her mother chimed in. Rachael rolled her eyes, knowing that she was trying to insinuate he was gay because he had a decent fashion sense.
"I'm going to try it on," Rachael said, taking the dress to her room, closing the door behind her.
It was gorgeous; simple and not fancy, but gorgeous nonetheless. The dress was tight fitting to accentuate her curves and came to just above her knees. The cleavage was just right. Nothing was over the top or inappropriate. It was perfect. She looked like an adult wearing it. Ronnie must've consulted with her mother on the correct size. She picked up her phone and called him.
"I love it! Thank you so much," Rachael beamed as soon as Ronnie said "hello."
"I'm glad you like it Rachael. I'm looking forward to seeing you in it Friday night," Ronnie replied. His tone was slightly different, but Rachael couldn't tell how.
"Yes, thank you again, you shouldn't have."
"It's fine, I wanted to get you something special for our special night out. Anyway, I'm driving and there's some construction going on so I better pay attention. See you tomorrow at the gym."
They ended their phone call and Rachael smiled in the mirror again. She carefully took the dress off and hung it in her closet.
Tomorrow night after working out, Ronnie took her out for coffee as usual. "Ronnie, can I ask you something? Please don't be angry with me or my mother, but I'm just curious about something."
"Sure, you can ask me anything," Ronnie replied. His tone had been slightly different all evening. It was more somber and less energetic.
Rachael paused, taking a deep breath. "My mother, seems to think, you are uh, well, um..."
"Gay?" Ronnie interrupted.
Rachael's eyes shot open, "Uh well, yeah."
Ronnie chuckled. "No, I'm not. I get that a lot. I chalk it up to my upbeat personality and high degree of personal hygiene. That's based on a stereotype though. I'm sure there are some gay dudes out there that are total assholes and haven't bathed in days." Ronnie replied as they both chuckled. That was the first time Ronnie had ever said any word that could be considered a swear word of foul language in front of her.
"I see. I'm sorry, I just, I mean she just messed with my head some. Even if you were, we'd still be friends, but I guess I was bothered that you might keep that a secret from me; since we're friends and all."
Ronnie smiled, reaching over to place his huge hand on Rachael's. He squeezed it gently. "No worries." He said in a near whisper.
"I'm looking forward to taking you out tomorrow night. I have reservations made at an excellent restaurant," Ronnie explained while standing at Rachael's driver side door.
"Great," she smiled.. Ronnie bent down to hug her again, except this time the hug was longer and slower. He rested his hand on the small of her back, gently rubbing it in a circle.
To Rachael's shock, Ronnie kissed her cheek as the hug ended. He opened the car door for her and she got in and drove off. That was the first time a man had kissed her. She barely remembers her father giving her kisses as a child, so that didn't count.
"Ahh, yess, yesss," Rachael whispered in bed as an orgasm overtook her. She had been laying face down on her mattress rubbing her clit for the last hour. Thoughts of Ronnie and the peck on the cheek were replaying over and over again in her mind since it happened. Those thoughts later evolved to her picturing his sweaty muscular body fucking her from behind in the steam room at the gym. She imagined Valerie looking into the small window on the door with a distraught look on her face, watching Rachael mount Ronnie and ride him again to orgasm. Another thirty minutes of clit-rubbing fun, the 18 year old passed out, sleeping like a baby.
Chapter 9
Rachael stood in her front of her mirror once again admiring the beautiful black dress Ronnie had gotten her for her birthday. He would arrive any minute to pick her up. She wasn't sure if this was a date or just two friends going out for dinner. She tried not to ponder it so much as the thought of a date made her nervous. She heard the doorbell ring, did one final adjustment of her eye shadow, and headed to the living room.
Rachael arrived to see Ronnie chatting with her mother. Her mouth almost dropped when she saw him. He was wearing a black blazer on top of a white turtle neck, black slacks, and black dress shoes. Not only did he look amazing, but he smelled amazing too. His manly cologne permeated throughout the room. She quickly glanced at him and smiled, only to look away, slightly blushing.
"Ronnie it's so nice of you to take her out for her birthday," Rachael's mother said, taking a sip of her wine.
"My pleasure, Nikki. What time would you like her home?" Ronnie asked.
"Oh you two stay out late, enjoy yourselves. I trust you not to let anything happen to her. I'll probably head to bed soon anyway," Nikki said, taking another sip.
"Ok great. Rachael? You ready?" Ronnie asked. She smiled weakly and nodded.
Ronnie extended his arm for Rachael to take. She held on to his massive bicep as he escorted her to his truck.
"You look amazing in that dress, Rachael. I knew you would," Ronnie said, opening the passenger side door for her.
"Thank you," Rachael blushed.
They made small talk on the way to the restaurant, but something was different still. Rachael again noticed Ronnie's change in tone. He wasn't as upbeat or jovial. He was funny and friendly as usual, but he seemed calmer and less silly. It didn't bother her; she just thought it was interesting. When they arrived at the restaurant, Ronnie got out first and opened her door for her again. She took his arm and he led her inside where their table was waiting. Rachael noticed a jazz band was playing some soft jazz in the corner. She felt odd and out of place. She felt older, like she was a 28 year old, not an 18 year old high school student. The feeling was slightly unsettling. Ronnie pulled out her chair, took her hand, and gently assisted her to sitting position. He ordered some wine for himself, water for Rachael. As they sat and talked, the uneasy feeling increased. Ronnie must've detected this and spoke up.
"Are you feeling ok, Rachael?"
"Yeah, just," she paused, "is this a date?"
"It certainly feels like one to me. Is that a problem?" Ronnie asked, reaching across the table, placing a huge black hand on her small, dainty, white one.
"Well, no, it's fine. I just," she paused again to collect her thoughts.
"I want you to relax, Rachael. We're two adults enjoying a dinner and each other's company. Would you agree?" Ronnie asked.
Rachael simply nodded in agreement. Ronnie continued, "Good, I'm really glad you're letting me take you out tonight. I've said this before but I think you're a great girl - excuse me, woman."
Rachael slowly nodded. "He called me a woman. I guess technically I am, I mean, I'm 18 now. Whatever." She thought to herself, Ronnie gently holding her hand, rubbing his thumb over her knuckles. Rachael sighed and glanced up at Ronnie, he was a watching the jazz band play. She looked down at her hand in his and smiled. "Just relax, he's a great guy, it'll be ok, it'll be over soon and I'll be home in my bed." She told herself.
They continued small talk all throughout dinner. It was pleasant enough, but Rachael still felt slightly uneasy. Ronnie asked her for a dance while they were waiting for dessert. They were going share a piece of chocolate cake. She was shocked to hear herself say yes. She never thought at 18 she'd be dancing on a date with a 43 year old black man. She couldn't say no. She thought about how her mother was probably at home passed out on wine while she danced with Ronnie.
Ronnie took her hand in his and she rested her other hand on his bicep - should couldn't reach his shoulder. For someone who had never danced with anyone before, it came easily. They simply twirled slowly around in a circle.
"Are you having fun, Rachael?" Ronnie asked.
Rachael nodded her head. "Good," Ronnie said as he looked down to her face, "remember just relax, we're having fun, ok?" Rachael slowly nodded, peering up at Ronnie's face towering above her.
After the slow dance they headed back to their table where the cake was waiting for them. Ronnie and Rachael ate casually each taking small bites with their fork on opposite ends of the cake. Ronnie must not have been paying attention to how many bites were left because he stabbed the last one with his fork just as Rachael was about to.



"Oh, I'm sorry. Here, you take it." Ronnie said, bringing the fork to Rachael's mouth. "Here."
Rachael looked into Ronnie's eyes and he nodded his head. She slowly opened her mouth and Ronnie gently guided the fork and bite of cake into it. She closed her mouth around the fork, swirling her tongue around the piece of cake at the end. Ronnie smiled and slowly withdrew the fork from her mouth. She swallowed the cake as he watched her. The feeling of unease returned. She cleared her throat, looking around the room. What transpired felt sexual and Rachael felt uneasy about it because deep down she liked it. She liked feeling like an adult, like a woman, but needed to get used to these feelings.
Ronnie escorted Rachael to the passenger side door again. "Well the night is young, it's only 9pm, care to go somewhere else?"
"Um, I don't know, I can't really think of anything." Rachael replied.
"Would like me to take you home?"
Rachael thought about her mother still at the house, probably asleep, she thought about how she had nothing to do there and didn't truly want to go home. At the same time, she was wary of her these feelings coursing through her body. She looked at Ronnie; he was smiling back at her from his side of the truck. "Rachael?"
"I don't want to go home," she blurted out.
"Ok. Great. I couldn't legally buy you wine inside the restaurant, but would you care to come back to my apartment and we can share a glass there?"
Rachael paused for a moment and gulped. "Well, I've never had wine before."
"Right, but you're an adult now, so it wouldn't hurt to try a little. Just a few sips. It'll be fun; we can sit and chat some."
Rachael cleared her throat and nodded. "Ok, sure."
The drive back to Ronnie's was made in silence. He would've had to have been an idiot not to see she was nervous about going back to his apartment. "It's ok, just relax, a glass of wine and then I'll get him to take me home. Why am I so nervous?" Rachael asked herself. She knew why. She was afraid something would happen between the two of them and she didn't know how to process that.
"There you go. Take a sip," Ronnie said, sitting down on the couch next to Rachael after removing his blazer, his arm outstretching behind her. The room lighting was low with only one lamp on. "Is it good?"
"Mmhmm," Rachael replied, sipping the white Zinfandel wine.
"Great," Ronnie said, placing his left hand on her left shoulder, gently massaging it. Rachael glanced to her left at his hand and quickly gulped the entire glass down.
"Whoa, whoa, take it easy!" Ronnie said.
"Sorry," Rachael coughed a bit, blushing.
"It's fine, Rachael," Ronnie said, taking her glass, leaning forward to place it on the coffee table. "Speaking of fine, you are quiet gorgeous tonight."
"Gor-gorgeous?" Rachael struggled to ask.
"Yes. Has a man ever called you that before?"
Rachael quickly shook her head. "Well you are. You just don't realize it yet," Ronnie said, bringing his right index finger to Rachael's chin, tipping her face so she was looking into his eyes.
"You're a beautiful young woman and I would love it if you gave me the honor of letting me kiss you."
Rachael's eyes widened, her heart rate increasing, her breathing becoming erratic. She managed to nod her head "yes."
Ronnie, still tipping her chin so she could face him, leaned down and with his big lips, kissed Rachael on her closed mouth. He did it again, this time she puckered her lips slightly. He kissed her lips slowly again and her lips kissed back ever so slightly. His bottom lip seemed like it was as big as both her top and bottom lips combined. He held his lips just centimeters from hers, looking into her eyes, she closed hers and gave his bottom lip a kiss, then another, and another. Ronnie withdrew his finger from under her chin and kept his mouth right in front of hers.
"Good," he whispered.
Rachael closed her eyes and kept giving his closed lips slow, small, pecks. After a few moments, he kissed her again, harder this time. It lasted for several, scorching seconds. "Will you open your mouth for me, please?" Ronnie whispered in her ear after he peppered her cheek with kisses.
Rachael nodded and parted her lips. "More," Ronnie said, kissing along her neck, looking at her mouth and jaw in his peripheral vision.
Rachael complied, opening her mouth a bit further. Ronnie chuckled, continuing to place kisses along her neck and jaw. "Keep going, open it all the way," he said.
Rachael did so, and waited a few seconds with her mouth open wide. "Perfect. Get ready for my tongue, Rachael," Ronnie whispered in her ear as her eyes widened.
Ronnie slowly moved his face back in front of hers and tilted his head. He opened his mouth and covered hers. His big, thick, tongue slithered its way into her waiting mouth. It was the first time another person's tongue had ever been in her mouth. Ronnie's was so big she almost gagged on it. He swirled it around her mouth in long, slow, circular motions. After a few moments, she settled down and her eyes closed. She attempted to move her tongue against his but it was almost pointless as his tongue filled up her entire mouth. She felt his left hand on the back of her head as he held her in place. He leaned back against the back of the couch, taking her with him. She placed a hand on his massive chest. When Ronnie was sitting back he broke the kiss, stretching his left arm out on the back of the couch again.
"This time I want you to suck my tongue, Rachael. Can you do that?" Ronnie asked quietly.
"Holy crap, I can't believe I'm going to do this, this is crazy!" Rachael thought, nodding her head.
Ronnie opened his mouth and Rachael opened hers. He enclosed his mouth over hers again and she felt his tongue enter it. This time she closed her mouth over it. Her lips pressed down on it and squeezed it gently, becoming coated in his saliva. She sucked it in her mouth and began bobbing her head back and forth on it. Ronnie's head was resting on the back of the couch now and Rachael was on her knees with both hands holding his face, slowly bobbing her head up and down on his tongue. After a few minutes, Ronnie broke the kiss and spoke up.
"That was wonderful; you're kissing like a woman now. Not a girl. Very good." He said, looking up in her eyes. "I have more dessert if you'd like some."
"Oh. No thanks, I'm still full," Rachael replied.
"I wasn't referring to that type of food," Ronnie said, holding her face, guiding her back down to sitting position on the couch cushions. He kissed her lips a few more times. "I was referring to me," he said.
Rachael looked confused and Ronnie backed up some. "My semen, Rachael. Would like to drink it?" Ronnie casually asked with a serious look in his eyes, caressing her cheek.
"Um, I, uh," she paused, something caught her eye. Ronnie leaned back on the couch and on display was something enormous, long, and thick. Rachael's mouth dropped open as she stared at Ronnie's gloriously massive black cock sprouting out of his black pants and climbing up past where his navel would be. He had taken it out with his right hand when they were making out.
Chapter 10
Rachael's eyes widened and her open mouth started to salivate as she stared intently at the twitching black cock that rested against Ronnie's stomach in front of her. She had never seen a penis in person and this one was huge, horse-like even. Her panties were drenched, but she was paralyzed with fear.
"Rachael will you service me please?" Ronnie asked, caressing her face with his left hand.
Rachael couldn't refuse, nodding her head, staring at Ronnie's massive member.
"Good. Now, get on your knees, like a woman and worship my cock." Ronnie commanded, shaking Rachael out of her trance. Unable to take her eyes off it, she slid to the carpeted floor in front of Ronnie. She couldn't believe she was going to do this. She was so very wet.
"Now grab it by the base and have fun. Just relax, Rachael. You have made my cock this way; you've made me hard like this. So please take care of me," Ronnie said as Rachael slowly brought both her tiny hands to wrap them around base. It was so wide she couldn't even close her fingers around it. She slowly brought the tip to her mouth. She inadvertently smelled its musky aroma. She was so aroused, her lips quivered as her open mouth hovered just inches above the bulbous tip. She kissed it once and giggled. It felt so smooth and soft against her lips. She kissed it again, and again on the opening, then again along the side of the tip. She glanced up at Ronnie who smiled and nodded his head. She then licked the tip slowly. It was so huge. She licked it again, this time encircling her tongue all around the tip. She looked up at Ronnie, who once again nodded. She stared in his eyes and a slight grin came over her. She felt like an adult again, she felt like a woman, and this time she didn't feel uneasy about it. She opened her mouth as wide as she could and engulfed that massive cockhead.
Rachael moved her head to the left and right and back and forth, moaning as she sucked that delicious black cock. The tip filled her entire mouth. She slowly began to move both her hands up and down on the long shaft, slowly jacking Ronnie as her mouth devoured the tip. She tried to push the cock to the back of her throat, but she couldn't due to its girth. She began to gag a bit.
"Easy, easy, take it slow. You won't be able to fit it all in your mouth or throat. That's ok." Ronnie reassured her. Rachael resumed sucking on it. She weaved her head around on his cock as she jacked it. Some of her saliva started to trail down the shaft and met her hands, adding lubrication to their strokes.
"Ah yes, there we go. Look up into my eyes. Don't take your eyes off mine." Ronnie commanded. Rachael did as she was told, looking into his eyes.
"You look so sexy doing that, Rachael. So very sexy. I want you to touch yourself. Reach down and rub your clit while you do that. Keep your eyes on mine."
Rachael reached down and pulled her dress up to where her fingers could slide into her panties. She began to furiously rub her clit as she sucked on Ronnie's cock. It felt so good, so adult, to rub herself as her mouth was pleasuring a massive cock. After a few minutes, she started to shake, her body tensing up - she was cumming. She moaned loudly with Ronnie's cockhead still engulfed by her dripping mouth.
"Beautiful, so sexy. You're doing a great job. Are you ready for my cum?" Ronnie asked as Rachael nodded enthusiastically. Ronnie unbuttoned his pants and scooted his butt off the couch. He pulled his pants and boxers down. Rachael marveled at his huge testicles, she wanted them in her mouth. She didn't waste any time and immediately started licking and sucking on them. Those massive balls were filling her mouth while she continued jacking Ronnie off. She licked and nibbled all around them, she rubbed her face in Ronnie's thick bush of pubic hair and licked all the way back up to the tip of the his shaft. She almost came again when she reached the top, since she had been continuously stimulating her clit while she worked. She was addicted.
"Ok, stop. Stop, baby, stop for a sec." Ronnie said. Rachael went still and stared into his eyes. "Are you ready? Have you ever drunk semen before?" Rachael nodded her head "no."
"Well I'm about ready to cum for you. I want you to keep looking me in the eyes and start sucking the tip again. I'll let you know when it starts happening ok?" Ronnie explained as Rachael nodded. She went back to work sucking furiously on his cockhead while stroking the shaft with her free hand. She maintained eye contact. She felt so alive, so womanly.
Then it happened. Ronnie threw his head back, saying, "I'm cumming Rachael, it's coming!"
Rachael moaned, feeling his shaft swell up with semen and being pumping it into her mouth. She had another orgasm herself as his cock injected sperm, covering her tongue. She let it spurt, pumping for thirty seconds as her own orgasm subsided. When Ronnie's moaning had settled she assumed it was done. "So I guess I swallow now?" she asked herself. She took his tip out of her mouth, swallowing three times to get all his seed down her throat. "Wow, that tasted amazing," she thought to herself, sitting on his carpet, smiling up at him. He was still shaking off the effects of his orgasm.
"Stay there on the floor like that. Open your mouth," Ronnie said, standing. He took his cock and squeezed the last few drops of semen into Rachael mouths. "Gotta get all of it, baby," He said, looking down to her, sitting back down on the couch.
"That was incredible. You did a great job!" Ronnie said, patting the cushion next to him for Rachael. She climbed up on the couch with a smirk on her face, cuddling into Ronnie's massive arm. She watched his cock twitch and slowly loose strength. Ronnie turned and kissed her. They made out for what seemed like an hour.
Chapter 11
Rachael lay on her back on the floor in front of the couch with her legs spread as far as they can go. Ronnie's tongue had been embedded in her pussy for the last 45 minutes, licking and swirling all around, bringing her to orgasm after orgasm. Ronnie sat back, resting on his knees. He stroked his rock hard cock a few times, looking her over.
"Come here and clean my face. Lick your pussy juices off my mouth, like the good woman you are," Ronnie commanded.
Rachael complied without question, rising off the floor to lick her creamy vaginal secretions off his face, mouth, chin, even sucking it off his tongue.
"Good. You ready to lose your virginity and truly become a woman now?" Ronnie asked as he stood and bent down to slowly pull Rachael's black dress off to toss it to the floor near where her panties lay.
"I'm not sure you'll fit in me though," Rachael said nervously, watching Ronnie take off his turtle neck.
"We'll make it fit," Ronnie said, watching Rachael take his cock and stroke it gently. "I don't have any condoms, so I'll be very careful. The last thing I want is to impregnate you."
"I don't think you'll be able to. I've been on birth control pills for a year or so. My doctor prescribed them to help with really bad PMS." Rachael explained.
Ronnie smirked, reaching under her arms to effortlessly pick her up. She yelped and wrapped her legs around him. He walked into the bed room and sat at the edge of his bed.
"Put your feet on the bed next to me, get into a squatting position. I got you. I'm not going to let you fall. Put your hands on my shoulders to steady yourself."
Ronnie watched Rachael get into that position, "Good. Now I'm going to guide my cock to the entrance of your pussy. When you feel it, I want you to slowly and gently lower yourself on it. Let it enter you. You control how fast and how much you take"
Ronnie paused, staring into Rachael's eyes, "I've wanted this since the moment I met you. I wanted to fuck you right then and there in the gym, but I had to be patient, I had to get to know you."
Rachael nodded and smiled. She wanted him too - more than anything. A few seconds later she felt the tip of his cock against her dripping pussy lips. "There's no way this thing will fit," she thought to herself.
"Good, now slowly lower your body," Ronnie said.
"Ah," Rachael gasped, feeling the tip enter her vagina just barely. She kept going, but it was proving to be too difficult. "I can't!" She cried out.
"Rachael, listen to me, you can. You can do this," Ronnie encouraged her. She took a deep breath, continuing to lower herself, centimeters at a time.
"That's it. Take your time, no rush. We may break your hymen, but once we do, it'll be ok."
Rachael nodded. She rarely masturbated with her fingers or sex toys, she mostly rubbed her clit. She was sure her hymen was still intact. She kept lowering herself, taking a deep breath. She slid his cock in to her a few inches, screaming out in pain.
"Rachael! I told you to be careful, take it slow," Ronnie said. "Are you ok?"
"It's too big," Rachael cried out. Tears were welling up in her eyes; she wanted his big black dick in her so bad, but was afraid and embarrassed.
"No, listen, we just broke your hymen, we can keep going. What have I been telling you at the gym? Push past the limits your mind puts on your body. If you do that you'd be surprised at what you can accomplish. Relax, take it slow, and break free of those limits. "
Rachael nodded, looking into Ronnie's eyes. She kept lowering herself, feeling his cock push in deeper and deeper. It was stretching her, impaling her, and soon-to-be fucking her. She felt it touch bottom at the entrance of her cervix and she stopped. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head and she had another orgasm.
"Very good, very good," Ronnie said, grabbing her shaking butt and standing. He moaned as he felt her tight pussy walls massage his cock. He wasn't even in all the way. As he stood, he began to raise and lower her body gently on his cock. Rachael looked into his eyes, moaning. He kept going for several minutes, lowering and raising her off his cock. He gradually started picking up the pace.
"Ah, yes, Ronnie!" Rachael cried out.
"Tell me what you want. Tell me what to do. Be a woman and tell me." Ronnie ordered, sliding her cock sleeve little body up and down on him.
"Fuck me! Fuck me now!" Rachael blurted out.
"As you wish," Ronnie said, turning around to face his bed. He slammed her on down on the mattress and began fucking her wildly. His hulking muscular frame hovered over her as he slammed into her relentlessly. She screamed out in pain and pleasure with each thrust. He was so huge, so powerful. Rachael couldn't even wrap her legs all the way around him. He kept going as a drop of sweat from his chin landed on her forehead.
"Ahh yes! Yes!" Rachael screamed as another orgasm overtook her. The machine kept going and going as her body convulsed violently on his ever-ramming cock. Another orgasm, more screaming in ecstasy. Ronnie pulled out and looked down at the gaping hole of a pussy before him. His cock was coated in creamy, white, vaginal fluid. "Beautiful," he said as he rammed it back into her. He kept going for several minutes.
Rachael placed her hands on his sweaty chest. This was it, this was the moment she truly became a woman. Ronnie threw his head back, his cock erupting deep inside her pussy. Rachael could feel it pulsing and pumping semen into her. She rolled her eyes in the back of her head as another mini-orgasm over took her. Ronnie grunted and moaned, filling her little pussy to the brim. He collapsed on top of her with his cock continuing to twitch inside her. He rolled off her to lay on his back. Rachael smiled, resting her head on his chest, trailing his stomach with her fingers. She watched his cream covered cock weaken and shrink slightly.
"Clean it, baby, clean it for me." Ronnie said, regaining his breath. Rachael didn't hesitate. She licked and sucked his sperm and her own pussy juices off his cock and balls. She smiled at herself, wondering what Carley or her mother was doing in that moment. When she was done, she climbed up on top of Ronnie and lay there on his chest.
They had sex a few more times that night. She knew her pussy would be sore in the morning but didn't care. It was 4am when Ronnie tucked an exhausted Rachael into her bed. He had insisted she go home so she wouldn't get in trouble with her mother. Rachael tried to explain to him that she wouldn't notice she was gone. After he tucked her in, he tip toed to her door and turned around to see her fast asleep with a smile on her face.
Chapter 12
Rachael bathed the next morning, noticing all the dried cum on her crotch and thighs. She smirked, washing it off in the shower. She examined her pussy, it was definitely red and she could see friction burns from her wild night of fucking. But she didn't care. She fingered herself in the shower and licked her fingers clean. She felt so sexy and womanly.



She saw Valerie at the gym, giving her a friendly smile and nod as she walked by her. After her workout she was going to see Ronnie. She told her mom she was helping him move into a new apartment. That wasn't true of course. Ronnie spent the afternoon destroying her pussy again. He clung to her nice little bubble butt, impaling her over and over again. He nuzzled into her neck and then bent down to suck her erect little nipples causing her to squeal. He threw her on the bed, "Get ready, come here," He said, furiously beating his cock.
Rachael went to her knees on his mattress, opening her mouth. Ronnie groaned, spraying semen all over her face. Rachael moaned as she rubbed his seed into her skin and licked it off her fingers.
It was just after midnight when Ronnie pulled into Rachael's driveway. She had been sucking his cock all the way from his apartment. He parked his truck and a few minutes later he spewed into her hungry mouth. She went to sleep with the taste of his cum still on her tongue.
The next day at the gym both of them worked out. Both were still sweaty when they arrived at Ronnie's apartment. They stripped down to nothing, licking and sucking the sweat off each other's skin. Ronnie lay on his back and Rachael climbed on top of him in a 69 position. She moaned as he licked her pussy then butt crack. She squealed as he plunged his tongue into her tight little asshole. All she could do was orgasm over and over as she sucked on his big, fat, cockhead. She was home in time for dinner. She showered then joined her mom at the dining room table.
That week in school Rachael walked around with a smirk on her face. She thought about her weekend and what all she had done. She felt invincible. She didn't hear David's insults or even notice when he threw a wad of paper at her head. She kept on eating her lunch and listening to Trevor talk about some new video game. Her and Ronnie's workout schedule didn't change; every Tuesday, Thursday and Sunday. The only change that occurred is that afterward she'd suck his cock in his truck or follow him back to his place for a couple hours of sex. She would occasionally hang out with him on Friday's still. She'd arrive home after midnight exhausted, sweaty, and barely able to walk.
The two of them didn't talk much over the next few weeks. Rachael often wondered about their relationship status, but found it difficult to speak to Ronnie when her mouth was busy sucking his dick.
"Ahh yes! Yes! Harder! Fuck me harder!" Rachael commanded as Ronnie pounded her from behind. It was spring break in late March; she had been over at his apartment almost every night, sometimes during the day while her mom was at work. He grabbed her hips and gritted his teeth as he brutalized her pussy, banging against her cervix over and over again. It hurt, but Rachael didn't care.
"Are you my little slut?" Ronnie asked.
"Yes!" Rachael screamed, "I'm your little whore!"
"That's right you are," Ronnie said, leaning over her petite white body. "Look at me."
Rachael turned, looking over her shoulder back up at Ronnie. "Open your mouth," he ordered.
Rachael did so and Ronnie opened his own mouth, letting his saliva flow into Rachael's. She swirled her tongue around her lips, lapping it up as Ronnie continued fucking her from behind; occasionally spanking her ass as he worked.
"Here it comes!" Ronnie shouted. Rachael knew what to do. She turned around and immediately grabbed his cock. She started pumping it furiously as her mouth clamped down over the tip. He shot his load with Rachael swallowing every drop. She loved sucking and cleaning his cock.
"You're so sexy, so very sexy." Ronnie said as he lay back on his bed, out of breath.
As April arrived Rachael found herself sneaking out of her house a couple times a week to go see Ronnie. He said he didn't mind as long as she called first so he could leave the door unlocked for her.
"It's in, it's in!" Rachael cried out. The pain subsided, leaving her feeling euphoric joy.
"What have I been telling you for months now? Break past the limits your mind puts on your body and you can accomplish all sorts of things. With that said, are you ready?" Ronnie asked, hovering over her back.
"Yes!"
Ronnie slowly and gently thrust his cock in and out of Rachael's rectum, stopping just short of the exit of her anus. It was so tight but so very worth it. They had been at it for hours trying to get his cock to fit in her ass. They were finally able to do it with the help of massive amounts of lube.
"I'm having anal sex. I wonder what Carley is doing? Or that idiot David?" Rachael thought as Ronnie began to pick up the pace; his cock stretching her asshole and filling her rectum as he pushed in as deep as he could.
"I love your cock," she whispered as Ronnie grunted louder. "I love you," she whispered while Ronnie was groaning, his cock filling her colon with semen.
Chapter 13
"You going to the prom?" Nikki asked her daughter in mid-April.
"Nah." Rachael said, grabbing her bag, heading out the door to the gym. She didn't feel like explaining to her mom that she simply did not care about prom. She felt it was lame and that it was beneath her. She had some cock to suck later in the evening and wanted to drain her man's balls.
Ronnie's truck was shaking back and forth in the empty parking lot of the gym. Rachael was on top, working on her second orgasm.
"Are you going to your senior prom?" Ronnie asked in between breaths.
Rachael just grunted, gritting her teeth, slamming her clit up against his lower abs. She managed to shake her head "no."
"No? I think you should go, you'd have a good time."
"My mom already asked. I'd rather just fuck you all night." Rachael countered.
"Well I think you should go, you'd have a good time, and it'll be a good experience for you." Ronnie said, watching her perky little tits bounce while riding him.
"Ahh, ahh...ahhhh," Rachael moaned, her orgasm overtaking her. She collapsed on Ronnie's shoulders, kissing and licking his neck. "Fine, I'll go, if you want me to."
"Yeah, I really think it'll be a good experience for you. Get used to being around people more and stuff. You'll be at college in the fall so maybe if you hang out with friends at the prom it'll be practice for making new friends at college."
Rachael had forgotten about college. She tried not to think about it. She didn't want to leave Ronnie, but she did want to leave Charleston. "Yeah," she sighed.
"Don't look so bummed. Remember we'll be shacking up a lot during your holiday visits!" Ronnie said enthusiastically.
"Yeah I know, but still."
"Hey. It'll be ok. I'll be right here waiting for you. My cock will be ready to tear that little pussy of yours up!"
Rachael offered a weak smile and nodded.
"Good, now suck my dick slut."
Just like Zoe at the Halloween party Rachael attended, she said, "Give me that fucking cock." She felt like such a whore, but she loved it. She loved his big black cock, she loved Ronnie. He was her man. After she finished college, she thought they might get married. She smiled as his sperm flooded her mouth.
The next day at school Rachael sat down across from Trevor at lunch. "Hey. You going to prom, Trevor?"
"Oh, uh no, I haven't asked anyone yet," replied the dorky teen.
"Ok, well how about you take me. Alright?"
"You? Uh, sure! That'd be awesome."
"Yep, anyway, I'm wearing a red dress, so maybe you could wear a red tie with your tux or something. Whatever." Rachael suggested with an air of arrogance in her tone.
"Ok, yeah I can do that." Trevor said with an awkward smile.
"Cool," Rachael replied as she stood and walked to the other side of the table where he sat. She leaned down, whispering in Trevor's ear. "Oh and there won't be any sex that night between us. I have a man." Rachael pompously informed Trevor, kissing his cheek, walking away with a smirk on her face.
It was the last Friday in April, and Rachael had just returned home from the store with her red gown. Her mother gave her some many to purchase it after she informed her she was indeed going to the prom after all. It was a long, dark red, gown; nothing too fancy, but decent looking. Rachael looked surprised to see Ronnie's truck in the driveway. She excitedly rushed inside the house but saw no one.
"Ronnie? Mom?" She called out but received no answer. She walked down the hall, hearing her mother's shower going. "Mom?"
"Hi Rachael, I'm here." Nikki called from the shower. "You got your dress?" She asked as her daughter slowly opened the bathroom door and entered.
"Yeah, I did. Hey have you seen Ronnie? His truck is here."
"Oh yeah, he stopped by and waited for you. But he had to run some errands. He had to call a friend to pick him up because his truck was having trouble starting or something. Anyway, he said he will see you later tonight. He said you could come over to the apartment and wait for him there if you like," Nikki explained, pulling the shower curtain back, exposing her face to Rachael.
"Oh, ok. Cool, I'll head on over to his place then. Thanks," Rachael said.
"Mmhmm, see you later sweetie." Nikki said as she closed the curtain.
As the bathroom door closed, a huge, black man rose up behind Nikki in the shower. Ronnie placed his large hand on Nikki's stomach, slding it up to cup one of her nice C-cup tits. He leaned down and kissed along her neck.
"She buy it?" He whispered in her ear. Nikki nodded her head.
"You still think I'm gay, or want me to prove you wrong some more?" Ronnie whispered.
Nikki moaned, saying "I'm ready for round two if you are." She turned around to face Ronnie and slowly went to her knees in the shower, never taking her eyes off his.
Chapter 14
Rachael was in love. The next two weeks consisted of her being filled in every hole by Ronnie's cum. She burped and tasted it on her breath, she felt it on her fingers as she examined her pussy, and she even felt it leaking out of her anus one morning in class. She loved him; she was his slut, his black cock whore, and his woman. She planned on leaving the prom early to sneak over to his apartment. She was going to pounce on him in bed and proclaim her love for him.
"That's it baby, that's it," Ronnie said, watching Rachael bound up and down on his ass-buried cock. "Milk that dick."
The prom was in six hours and Rachael wanted to show Ronnie her dyed red hair. It was a darker tone, matching the dark red of her gown. While she was there she figured she would take his black cock in the ass to hold her over until later that night when she would surprise him, confessing her love to him. Ronnie erupted in her and threw his head back in ecstasy.
Following a few more intense fuck sessions, Rachael left his apartment and got home with about 2 hours to spare. She showered, did her makeup and hair, and got dressed. She was putting on her red shoes just as Trevor arrived to pick her up. She gave him a hug and posed for a couple pictures her mother took.
"Have fun tonight and be careful," her mother called out to them as they hopped into Trevor's car.
"See you later," Rachael said, throwing her hand up to wave at her mom.
The prom itself was fairly boring. She danced with Trevor almost continuously. She had never been to a dance before and danced as though it was just her and Trevor in a room alone. She didn't care what anyone thought of her. No one said anything or made fun of her so she assumed she must not look all that odd. She even danced near Zoe and her date. Zoe would nod and smile at her as they walked past each other. Rachael kept her head high, never acknowledging Zoe as they passed each other. Carley was there, but Rachael never bothered to look for her to say hello.
Rachael enjoyed dancing with Trevor. She liked feeling his little erect pecker up against her butt. She smirked, thinking about Ronnie's big cock that she would be servicing later in the evening.
A few hours after their arrival, Rachael ordered Trevor to take her home. She said she wasn't feeling well. It was 10pm and Rachael and Trevor exited the high school's gymnasium. David and a few of his friends were standing at the steps that led into the parking lot. He smirked, watching Rachael and Trevor approach.
"Freak," David muttered as Rachael walked by him. She froze in her tracks, turning slowly to face David.
"What are you looking at?" David growled at her.
"A piece of shit," Rachael replied, punching David in the gut as hard as she could. He fell to his knees clutching his stomach and gasping for air. Rachael reared back and kneed him in face causing him to tumble down the half-dozen concrete stairs. David's friends all stared at Rachael with their mouths hanging opened.
When they arrived at Rachael's house, her mother was arriving too. She must've gone out with one of her friends from work again.
"Home so early?" Nikki asked as her, Rachael, and Trevor walked to the front door.
"Yeah I'm not feeling too well. Anyway, thanks for a fun evening Trevor," Rachael said as she turned to hug him.
"Well invite him in at least. Trevor would you like some coffee?" Nikki asked.
"Um, sure." He replied as the three of them entered the house. Rachael headed straight for her bedroom to change into her pajamas. She was annoyed that she may have to sneak out now, but at the same time, felt her mother wouldn't really notice. She heard her and Trevor laughing in the living the room. She slowly walked down the hall to peep around the corner. Her mother was sitting next to Trevor on the couch with her hand on his thigh. They were whispering something. Rachael rolled her eyes and quietly snuck out. Fortunately Trevor parked behind her mother's car in the driveway, leaving Rachael's car unblocked. She quietly shut the door and started the engine. She glided off, accelerating as little as possible. She was on the way to surprise her man; her lover.
Rachael assumed Ronnie had his door unlocked. He rarely seemed to lock it. There were several times Rachael had to remind him to do so. She slowly opened his apartment door, she envisioned herself crawling into bed with him, sucking him to erection, then riding him to orgasm. In her mind she would collapse on top of him, telling him she loved him, kissing him passionately. Ronnie would say it back and proceed to make love to her all night. She smiled, sneaking across the apartment as quietly as possible. She saw his bedroom light on and tip toed to it. She peeped around the door into his bedroom.
"That was a good one, Ronnie. Whew! Ahh, fuck!" Valerie cried out. She was on top of Ronnie with his cock embedded deep inside her stretched out pussy. Ronnie was smirking, eating an apple as he ran his free hand over Valerie's huge tits.
Valerie ran her hands through her long blonde hair, "One more. I want one more and then," she said, leaning down to give Ronnie a steamy kiss, "it'll be your turn." She chewed some of the apple that had transferred from Ronnie's mouth to hers. He nodded and smirked up at her.
Rachael watched as Valerie's sweaty body began grinding and riding Ronnie. She turned, walking quietly out of the apartment, got in her car, and started crying.
After about 15 minutes, Rachael was able to drive off. She cried off and on until she reached her driveway where she broke down again. Another 20 minutes and she was able to walk inside without making too much noise. She didn't even notice that Trevor's car was still parked behind her mother's. She went to bed and collapsed. She heard her mother moan loudly from down the hall, followed by Trevor squealing. "Shhhhhhh," she heard her mother tell Trevor followed by some hushed mumbling. Rachael covered her ears with a pillow and thought about how much she hated her city, her school, her life. Eventually sleep overtook her.
Chapter 15
Rachael stopped going to the gym and ignored every call from Ronnie. He texted her to ask if she was ok, to which, she lied and said she was still sick from prom night. She hardly spoke to her mother for the rest of the school year. On graduation day she couldn't help but accept an awkward hug from her. Ronnie called and left her a few voicemails, she deleted them.
Most of her summer nights consisted of nothing. She'd take long walks sometimes, but that was it. Ronnie texted her in June and jokingly asked her if she was still alive. She replied that she was alive but just real busy packing and preparing for college.
Rachael sat at the kitchen table eating cereal on July 4th. Nikki entered the room, smiling politely at her.
"Remember next week is my cruise, so you'll have the house to yourself. That'll be nice, right?" Nikki asked. Rachael just nodded and kept eating her cereal. Her mother was going on a 10 day single's cruise the following week. Rachael thought it was lame thing to do as that was the last summer her mother's youngest child would be home before college, but she didn't let it bother her too bad.
Rachael cried herself to sleep less and less as time went on. She was miserable but hopeful. In August she would drive up to Virginia to attend a school nearly 500 miles away. That made her happy. She had already packed and was looking forward to it.
"Uhn, uhn, oh yes!" Rachael grunted. She was squatting naked on her mother's bed with one of her mom's dildos in her pussy with another smaller one in her ass. She had dropped her mom off at the airport and had been home alone for about 15 minutes.
The next 8 days were a masturbator's ultimate fantasy. Rachael didn't leave the house, remaining naked the entire time. She managed to double stuff her pussy with two of her mom's dildos while having a third embedded in her ass. Daily and nightly she would roll around on her mom's bed, writhing with pleasure. She was thinking of Ronnie, crying herself to sleep, waking up, and cumming to thoughts of him again; this was the daily routine. She was attempting to resist calling him but she knew deep down she would.
With two days left before her mother returned home, Rachael broke down and called him. It was a Friday morning in mid-July and Ronnie didn't have to work that day. He showed up with a big smile on his face especially since Rachael answered the door naked.
"Come in," Rachael smiled, grabbing his hand. No other words were spoken as she led him to her bedroom and began to undress him. She was on her knees, pulling his shorts down unveiling his erect, massive cock. She moaned as she sucked and slurped all over it. She missed the taste, the smell, everything about it. She got up, pushing him onto her twin bed. He barely fit on the bed as she climbed on top of him, guiding his cock into her hungry pussy. She stared angrily in his eyes. The look of intensity made Ronnie a little nervous. She began to rock her hips back and forth; faster and faster she ground into him. She grunted and moaned for several minutes while gritted her teeth. She arched her back and squeezed her erect nipples. She howled in pleasure. Her body convulsed so much and so hard she thought she was going to pass out. When she was done, without saying a word, she got into a squatting position and began squatting up and down on Ronnie's huge pole.
It was as though everything was moving in slow motion. Rachael bit her lower lip, her perky little tits bounced with her. The bed was rocking so violently that Rachael's collection of stuffed animals in the mounted net in the corner above her bed broke. Ronnie moaned, unloading his cum inside Rachael, overflowing out of her pussy. She threw her head back, having an orgasm so powerful that she actually squirted vaginal fluid. She was crying out in ecstasy as random stuffed animals fell upon them whilst she was fucking this black man. It was signaling the last remnants of her childhood ending. The childhood she had been fucking away to oblivion with each pussy-contracting orgasm she had on Ronnie's delicious black cock.



When it was over Rachael collapsed on Ronnie. He held her, running his fingers through her dark red hair.
"I, uh, I gotta clean up. My mom is coming home in a couple days from her trip and I gotta get the house spotless." Rachael said after several minutes had passed as she lay there on Ronnie's chest.
"Yeah, ok, cool. This was nice though."
"Mmhmm," Rachael replied. She sat up, politely smiling at Ronnie. He got up as well. She watched him dress then escorted him to the door as his semen oozed out of her - occasionally dripping onto the floor.
"Anyway, thanks again. I hope you have a good time at college. I'll be around when you're on holiday breaks if you want to hang out." Ronnie said.
"Yeah, maybe so."
"Ok great, well I'll talk to you later," Ronnie said, making his way to his truck.
"Goodbye Ronnie," The woman said, closing the door.
Rachael went to her room, put on some pajamas, and started cleaning the house.
Chapter 16
Rachael said goodbye the last of her fellow students to leave from the group study session she was leading in her dorm room. She enjoyed being at college. Her professors were great and she had made a lot of friends. She was far away from her life in Charleston, far away from her mother, and far away from Ronnie.
After their last encounter in July, Rachael had cut all ties to Ronnie. She stopped texting or calling him. She had no idea if he was still living there or if he was still sleeping with Valerie. Every once in awhile she would think about him at night, but quickly push the thought of him out of her head. She was thriving. She felt confident and happy. She was making friends, people that she felt she'd be friends with for the rest of her life. She had even grown an inch and was an even 5 feet tall.
Rachael undressed and looked in the mirror; she smiled at her dyed brown hair. It was as close to her hair natural color as possible. She hopped in the shower. A few moments later her roommate, Nicole, arrived. "Knock, knock, can I come in?" She asked.
"Sure. Come on in," Rachael called to her from the shower. The curtain flew open with Rachael's blonde, taller, roommate standing there nude.
"You have a good weekend while I was gone?" Nicole asked, hopping into the shower, soaking her hair under the running water.
"Yeah, pretty good. The Alpha Psi house had a party, but it was lame. Just a bunch of drunks," Rachael said.
"That does sound lame. It's a good thing I'm back. Now you and I can rub our pussies together for the rest of the day," Nicole joked, wrapping her arms around her friend, holding her tightly.
"Mmm baby. I think I'll pass." Rachael chuckled, grabbing Nicole's butt then getting out of the shower.
"I'm going to wear you down one of these days, Rachael. I've picked you as the girl I want to experiment with. It's only a matter of time before you give in!" Nicole called to Rachael from the shower.
"Aww, you're sweet. But I gotta run!" Rachael laughed as she dried off and dressed.
Rachael smiled at various students on her way to the cafeteria. She had a couple hours before her next class so she figured she would eat lunch first.
"Hey Rachael, wait up!" Alex called to her. He was a somewhat lanky, geeky, red-headed guy from her study group. But he was very nice to her.
"Hi Alex, how are you?"
"I'm good. Hey thanks again for conducting that study group it really helps."
"It's no problem, I enjoy it and I'm glad it's helping."
Alex nodded and smiled. "I was, uh, wondering if you were busy Saturday night. I was thinking maybe we could go to dinner or something. Would that be ok?" Alex asked nervously.
"Sure, I'd love that!" Rachael replied enthusiastically.
"Really? I mean, ok, that's awesome. I know a place we can go, it just opened the other week."
"Sounds great, Alex. Why don't you pick me up at six?"
"Yes! I mean, yeah sure. I can do that."
Rachael chuckled, "Great, I'll see you then."
"Yep, see you then," Alex said, awkwardly shuffling off.
Rachael checked the time on her phone. "Hey Alex!"
"Yeah?" He asked, jogging back to her.
"Have you eaten lunch yet?" Rachael asked.
"Uh, no I haven't."
"Ok well I have a little time before my next class. Would you care to join me?"
"Sure! I'd love to," Alex replied.
"Great." Rachael said with a smile as the two of them walked into the cafeteria together.
It was 12:41 pm on September 8th. Exactly one year had passed since Rachael collided with Ronnie at the gym.
The end.
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Introduction
Michelle's husband, Bill, moaned, as he flipped through various pages of a scrapbook that lay resting on their bed. The 48 year old, balding, overweight man was on his knees, naked, stroking his erect six inch cock to the images in the scrap book. His eyes trailed the woman in the photographs legs, butt, and back. She was wearing spandex shorts and a sports bra in one photo. Bill turned the page to see another image of the same woman. She was a wearing a red bikini that displayed her tight, sexy core. He turned the page again, seeing two people this time. He looked upon the woman smiling, looking very happy and wearing a thong bikini. She was standing with a shirtless black man, resting her hand on his chest. He had his hand resting on the small of the woman's back, just above the rise of her perfect ass. He was smiling at the camera too.
Bill turned to another page to see a similar image of the two people; then another page and another page. He got to one image of the two people at a swimming pool. The black man was sitting with his feet in the water. The woman in the pool, standing between his legs, half submerged. They were both looking at the camera, smiling.
Bill focused on this particular image longer than the others. Images flashed in his head of the woman and the man in bed together. He pictured him rolling on top of her, arching his back, impaling her with his rod. He pictured the man picking the woman up in the shower, slamming her against the wall. Finally, he pictured the woman on her knees in front of the man, moaning as she sucked the tip of his massive black cock.
Bill envisioned the woman curling her fingers around that thick, dark meat, stroking it while she slurped on the tip. He pictured her placing her hands on the man's hard, 6 pack abs, as he came into her mouth.
Bill continued turning pages in the scrapbook. Using the photos as visual material to fuel his masturbatory fantasies, in his imagination he saw the two of them in a hot room, covered in sweat. He saw the woman straddling the muscular black man as he lay in a bed. Bill licked his lips, stroking his cock faster, imaging sunlight from outside illuminating the woman's light brown skin, her perky C-cup breasts bouncing up and down. Bill imagined her throwing her head back in ecstasy, her hair flinging sweat up into the air.
Bill ejaculated into the sock he was using. His wife Michelle would be home in a few hours. He started to clean up, not wanting her to know he was jacking off to pictures from her past photo shoots.



Chapter 1
"Yeah? And then what happened?" Michelle whispered to her friend and co-worker Christine on the plane ride heading back to Miami. The two of them just completed a two day photo shoot in the Bahamas for various fitness magazines.
"Well, Allen picked up me and slammed me against the barracks wall. He whipped his dick out and uh, you know..." Christine giggled, recalling a memory from her time in the marines.
Michelle moaned, smiling and shaking her head. "That must've been exciting. Whatever happened to him?"
"Not sure. I went home and he remained in Iraq for awhile. I know he has family in Jacksonville. Maybe I'll look him up one day, who knows," Christine shrugged.
Michelle yawned, turning to look out the small plane's window. She was thinking about her husband Bill. It had been ages since they last had sex; when they did, it was nothing special, only lasting a few minutes. She only ever achieves orgasms via masturbation.
Worse than the lack of sex, it had been ages since Michelle and Bill had a decent conversation. Bill was shutting her out and she didn't know why.
"You know who I think is hot?" Christine asked, poking Michelle in her side, causing her to turn and face her friend.
"Hmm? Who?" She asked.
"Ulysses." Christine replied. She was referring to the black male fitness model that worked for the same agency her and Michelle did. He was 5'9", had long braided hair, and was nothing but muscle, packed into a perfect, obsidian, rock-hard body.
Michelle smirked, silently agreeing with Christine. She was right, he looked amazing. His best feature though was his personality. He was gentlemanly, sweet, selfless, and very easy talk to and get along with. They had been co-workers for close to five years now. The agency always seemed to pair them up on photo shoots. His dark brown skin, and her light brown skin, made for excellent contrast -- not too bright, not too dark. Michelle was 5'4", making their height difference not too extreme.
Michelle's parents had migrated from Venezuela and she was born in America shortly after. She was always involved in sports and dreamed of playing professional soccer - getting pregnant at age 16 put a damper on that dream. She was able to go to college and raise her son with the immensely wonderful help of her parents. Now, at age 32, she was one of the top fitness models in the world and the most sought after talent at the modeling agency she worked for.
Michelle's marriage was great at first. Bill had recently divorced and moved to Miami to accept a teaching position at the University of Miami -- where Michelle attended. In her senior year, at age 22, Bill asked her to stay after class one day. He asked Michelle of her plans after college, if she was staying in Miami, and if she had job prospects. Bill smiled, learning that Michelle was staying in the area. He offered to be a reference if she needed one during her job search.
Several months later, after Michelle graduated, she sent Bill a note to thank him for his help in getting her a job. She smiled; thinking about the attractive man 16 years older than her, and on a whim included her phone number. Sure enough, a few days later, Bill called. They dated off and on for several years. Just as things were going great and the two of them started getting serious, Bill would back out and shut down. Michelle grew to love him and was genuinely hurt several times. She figured, since his previous wife had an affair, Bill was having trouble committing to a serious relationship. Michelle was empathetic and patient. She persevered because she knew this could help her support her son. The two were finally married when Michelle was 28. She married the man she loved, and her career as a fitness model was starting to take off -- things were great for about two years.
Michelle's career was soaring. She was in high demand. Her perfectly toned body was on the cover of countless fitness magazines and product advertisements. After a while, her body wasn't the only one on those covers. As time progressed, she was paired with a pussy-drenching piece of man-meat named Ulysses. Their perfect bodies graced many magazine covers. Her light brown Latin skin, and his dark-chocolate, delicious muscles where everywhere in the fitness world.
As Michelle became busier, traveling all over the country and world to exotic locations, she noticed Bill becoming more withdrawn from her. She thought it might be jealousy when more and more photo shoots included her and Ulysses.
"Do know if he's seeing anyone?" Christine asked, shaking Michelle out of her trance.
"You know, I'm not sure, we've never talked about it." Michelle replied.
Christine smiled, turning to face the front of the plane, thinking about Ulysses. "Do you think he'd be into white girls?" the tanned, blue eyed, brunette wondered.
Michelle chuckled, turning to face her friend, "He seems like the type of guy where race or appearance doesn't matter."
The plane glided on, gradually reaching their destination. Michelle thought about her husband and his possible jealousy of her and Ulysses. Bill started working longer hours at the University, and she traveled more often for photo shoots. Several times she attempted to confront her husband to determine if there was an issue they needed discuss. However, the time never presented itself.
Michelle recalled various photo shoots with Ulysses over the years. Their provocative poses wearing nearly nothing. She thought about one photo where he hooked his thumb into her thong bikini bottom and pulled it down to just above her butt crack. There was another photo of her jumping up into his arms and Ulysses lifting her above his head; smiling up at her. She thought how about professional he was. He never made any inappropriate comment or compliment. He always did whatever the photographer asked, never once trying to push things or cop a feel.
The plane landed and pulled up to the gate. Michelle thought about the photo session last year where she was topless. The article was about the best exercises for back muscles. She was so nervous as she walked toward a shirtless Ulysses in her thong. He smiled as if it was a regular day on the job. Her hands had been cupping her breasts, her nervousness was visible.
"Hey. You ready?" Ulysses asked with a soft smile. Michelle nodded and sighed. "It's ok, it's all good, it's just me."
Michelle stared into his big brown eyes and slowly removed her hands from her breasts. Ulysses never looked down to her chest, never sneaked a peek. He continued looking into Michelle's eyes equally gorgeous brown eyes.
"Ok, great guys. Now Ulysses put your hands on her waist and pull her close to you. Michelle, go ahead and reach up behind his neck. Perfect." The photographer instructed.
Ulysses did as he was asked, gently placing his hands on Michelle's waist, pulling her against his body. She blushed as she wrapped her arms around his neck. He never took his eyes off hers. Her breasts pressed against his chest, causing Michelle to blush even more when she realized her nipples were hard.
"Perfect. You guys are perfect," said the photographer in the background, continuing to take pictures of Michelle's exposed back, her long hair up in a cute bun.
Several minutes later, when the photographer felt he had some good shots, the session ended. Michelle backed away from Ulysses with their eyes still on locked on each other's and Michelle's hands down at her side.
"Thank you," She whispered to Ulysses, as she slowly brought her hands to recover her breasts, and turned to walk back to her dressing room. That was the day their relationship changed. For close to a year now there has been an unspoken bond between the two of them. One that bordered on sexual tension, that neither one spoke of.
"You got plans tonight?" Christine asked, again stirring Michelle from her trip down memory lane.
"Yeah, I almost forgot. Some friends and I are going out; you are welcome to join us."




Chapter 2
"Are you still dating that Heat player?" Michelle asked her friend Claudia. Four friends were sitting at a table in a nearby night club, sipping drinks, talking, and sharing appetizers.
"No, I wouldn't say we're dating. We are, uh, well, hanging out. If you know what I mean," explained the 34 year old of Puerto Rican descent.
Michelle chuckled, "He probably can't get enough of that big butt of yours. Is that all you work on in the gym?"
"Pretty much!" Claudia replied.
"What about you Val?" Michelle asked Valerie sitting across from her.
"I'm not really seeing anyone. I'm occasionally sleeping with a black guy I know from the gym, but other than that, no one. There's not a lot to choose from in Charleston South Carolina," the 5'11" blonde bombshell explained.
"Mmmm, love that black dick," Claudia said.
"When is your flight tomorrow?" Michelle asked, attempting to change the subject.
"I leave at 1 pm, so I get to sleep late!" Valerie replied. She was on the same trip to the Bahamas sitting a few rows back from Michelle and Christine.
"Michelle, how are things with Bill? Any better?" Claudia asked.
"Nope. He wasn't at home when I arrived this afternoon. I was hoping to catch him and find out what his deal is. But whatever," Michelle said, tossing a lock of hair over her shoulder.
"I bet you're right. It's jealousy. He has a gorgeous younger wife who is more successful than him and travels the world. Plus you are in pictures with that gorgeous black guy." Claudia said.
"Maybe. That could be it. I'd rather not talk about him right now, I'd rather enjoy my night out."
"Look who I found!" Christine arrived at the table with her arm entwined with Ulysses'. He politely nodded to the ladies, making eye contact with Michelle.
"Sit, sit!" Christine instructed.
"Are you sure? I don't want to interrupt a ladies night." Ulysses humbly asked.
"No, it's fine. Have a seat." Michelle said, sliding over to make room. Ulysses sat next to her. She felt a twinge of excitement mixed with happiness to see him there.
"So what are you doing here?" Michelle asked.
"Well I'm here in Miami for another few days or so. I figured I'd head here to hang out since my hotel is nearby."
"He was sitting at the bar all alone on the other side of the room." Christine said, making a fake frown.
The five of them sat and chatted for another 30 minutes or so. Christine caught Michelle's eye, and smiled at her. She darted her eyes toward Ulysses as he chatted with Valerie. Michelle gave Christine a funny look as if to tell her to shut up.
"Ok time to dance," Christine spoke up, standing to extend her hand to Ulysses.
He stammered, looking to Michelle next to him. "Are you coming with us?" Ulysses asked with a slightly nervous look in his eyes.
"I can. She doesn't bite though," Michelle told her friend, placing her hand on his arm.
Ulysses gulped and nodded.
"Let's go," Michelle said with a soft smile. The three of them made their way across the night club dance floor. Christine grabbed Ulysses' hand, placing it on her toned stomach, as she turned around, backing into his left thigh. She began grinding her butt up and down and all around. On his other side, Michelle gently placed her hand on his shoulder. They began to dance, facing one another, somewhat ignoring Christine.
"How is Mikey these days?" Ulysses asked, referring to Michelle's son.
"He's great. He's at a NJROTC summer camp for the next few weeks now. So this house is a little too quiet without him around."
"I see," Ulysses said, not wanting to ask why it was so quiet, realizing her husband wasn't around much.
"Your hair looks great tonight, by the way," Ulysses said.
"Oh. Thank you, it's just brushed and straightened." Michelle chuckled. Their eyes met again, the tension was undeniable ever since Michelle's topless photo shoot with him. Their gaze was interrupted by Christine. They looked over to her to finding her bent over, slowly rubbing her butt up and down Ulysses' thigh. They looked back into each other's eyes and giggled.
"She seems to be enjoying herself," Michelle noticed. Ulysses smiled, continuing to look into Michelle's eyes.
Christine turned around, to face them both. "So you want to go to the beach with us tomorrow?" She asked Ulysses, causing Michelle's eyes to widen.
"I, uh, well, I mean if it's ok, I'd love to." He asked, looking to Michelle for approval. She nodded, smiling softly again.
"Great!" Christine said, turning around to face away from them, continuing to grind into Ulysses' thigh.
"You don't mind?" Ulysses asked Michelle.
"Of course not," She replied.
"I'll join you then," He said, starting to say something else, and then stopped.
The DJ played another few songs. Christine, dizzy from having too much alcohol, decided to take a rest at their table, leaving Michelle and Ulysses alone to dance.
The strobe lights came on and each flash illuminated Ulysses staring into Michelle's eyes. She was holding him tightly around his neck and shoulders; his hands were clasped at the small of her back. After a few moments one hand slid down her tight, white dress to her thigh.
"May I?" Ulysses asked. Michelle nodded. He brought her right leg up around his waist, holding it at the thigh. Ulysses' held it there, constantly looking into her eyes. The tension was too much for Michelle, her heart rate and breathing increased. She had to look away or else she'd cross a line. She looked upward to the ceiling and closed her eyes. Ulysses nuzzled into her exposed neck as the two bounced up and down to the beat of the music in sexual motions -- as if they were having sex standing up.
When the song changed, Ulysses released her leg, causing Michelle to come to her senses. She looked back into his eyes and smiled awkwardly. "I should get going, I had a long day," Ulysses said.
"Oh. Right, yes I should too." Michelle replied, clearing her throat as the two walked back to the table to say goodbye and confirm what time they would meet at the beach tomorrow.
Michelle was still slightly flustered when she arrived home later that evening. The excitement turned to anger when she found her husband asleep in the bed. She stood at the foot of the bed, looking down at him snoring softly, and sighed. She wanted to scream at him to wake up and talk to her, but she didn't. She stood there in the darkened room with clenched fists, shaking her head in anger, she began to remove her dress, letting it slide off her shoulders and land on the ground. She began to imagine Ulysses in the bed instead of Bill. She imagined them heading home after a night of dancing. She saw him laying nude in the bed and began touching herself. She slowly went down to her knees as she furiously rubbed her clit. With her mouth hanging open and her lip quivering, she pictured Ulysses' perfect, muscular, black body before her. Within minutes she was cumming at the foot of the bed. She moaned, quickly looking to see if Bill's sleeping status had changed -- it hadn't. When she finished, she showered, thinking about Bill, trying to figure how to reconnect with him and at the same time wondering if she even wanted to.



Chapter 3
"I love this sexy butt of yours, girl," Christine said, spraying sun tan lotion on Michelle's ass cheek. She was wearing a red thong bikini and Christine, a multi-colored striped one.
"You're silly, but thank you anyway," Michelle said, looking around the beach for Ulysses.
The two women lay on their towels for several minutes before heading into the water. They swam out into deeper waters. Christine playfully wrapped her legs around Michelle's waist to straddle her.
"I think I'm going to ask him out before he returns to Atlanta," Christine told Michelle.
"Oh really?"
"Yep, I know he's too shy to ask. So I figured I'd see if he wanted to go to dinner with me tomorrow."
Michelle shrugged, still scouting the beach for Ulysses. She thought her friend was silly and felt that she's not Ulysses' type, but didn't say anything.
"There he is!" Michelle excitedly said, waving her arms in the air, attempting to get Ulysses attention. Within a few minutes, he had put his towel and bag near where Michelle and Christine had theirs, and was swimming out to meet them.
The three stood and chatted in the water for awhile. Mostly about work and future jobs that were scheduled including the upcoming week-long trip to Brazil in two weeks. It was only going to be Michelle and Ulysses in Rio de Janeiro.
Michelle giggled to herself as Christine flirted with Ulysses, splashing water on him, instigating water fights, and attempting to make him feel uncomfortable with her innuendo.
"Alright I'm heading back to the beach. I'm going lay out a little. You two have fun." Michelle said to Christine and Ulysses. She smiled at him, trying to contain her laughter from the look of fear on his face.
"Wait, I'll come too -- " Ulysses managed to get out as Michelle headed back toward her towel on the beach, just before Christine jumped on him from behind, tackling him to the water.
Michelle smiled, watching an uncomfortable Ulysses attempt to handle Christine as she pounced on him, tackled him, tickled him, and tried to pull his shorts down when he stood to walk away. Eventually he had enough and sat in the shallow water, holding his hands up to plead with her to stop. Christine smiled and went to all fours. Michelle watched her crawl toward Ulysses on her hands and knees and then straddled him in the water, talking to him and playing with his long braids. Michelle felt a tingling sensation in between her legs as she watched the light-skinned beauty and the dark-skinned hunk interact and talk with each other. Brief images of her face super imposed over Christine's. Instead of Christine laughing at Ulysses, straddling him in the shallow water, it was Michelle. She shook the images from her head and watched the two walk back toward Michelle and their stuff on the beach.



"So is that a yes or a no?" Christine asked, plopping down on her towel, smiling at Ulysses. He awkwardly looked to Michelle, as if to ask her permission.
"Uh, well." He said.
Michelle smiled at him, nodding slowly. Ulysses took a deep breath, turning back to Christine, "Yes, that'd be fine. Dinner tomorrow night."
Christine rose up and kissed him on the cheek before laying back down on her towel. Ulysses cleared his throat and glanced to a giggling Michelle.



Chapter 4
Michelle's eyes opened the next evening in her bed. She heard her husband come in. This was the pattern; Bill usually left before Michelle got up in the morning, and arrived later in the evening. During the weekend they catch each other occasionally, offering polite smiles or head nods. If Michelle was out late on a Saturday night, Bill was asleep when she got home. When Michelle's son, Mikey, was home it was her and him hanging out constantly. Jogging, working out together, and going to the beach was their typical routine. She missed her son dearly, but he was a great student and she was happy he's interested in the NJROTC. She pretended to be asleep as Bill used the bathroom, stripped to his t-shirt and boxers, and climbed into bed facing away from Michelle. She wondered if he was having an affair as a way to cope with his gradually increasing jealously of her. She wondered what he would do if she slid off her thong, rolled him over on his back, and proceed ride his cock to orgasm. She waited a few moments; still not having the courage to talk to him, then heard him snoring lightly.
An orgasm -- something she hadn't had from a penis in many years. The man that impregnated her as a teenager gave her one, the two or three men she dated while in college gave her one, the two or three men she dated after college when her and Bill were taking time apart gave her one. She figured it must've been six or seven years since she's achieved an orgasm from sex with a man.
Michelle rolled onto her back staring up at the ceiling in the darkened room. She thought about sex with a man and immediately Ulysses popped into her head. He and Christine were still on their date.
"Ah yes! Harder! Harder!" Michelle imagined Christine saying as Ulysses grabbed her hips, impaling her over and over again with his cock. Michelle pictured Ulysses throwing his head back, moaning, as he pumped Christine full of semen. She saw Christine's eyes roll into the back of her head, and then envisioned her rising up against Ulysses, him wrapping his arms around her stomach, and kissing him. Christine's face suddenly turned into Michelle's.
Laying there wide awake in bed next to her sleeping husband, Michelle slowly slid her index and middle fingers down into her thong. She licked her lips, pretending she was staring into Ulysses' face, as her fingers slid in and out of her increasingly wet pussy.
Bill coughed and rolled over to face Michelle. She quickly withdrew her fingers and stared at her husband's sleeping face. "Why won't you open up to me?" she thought to herself. She stared for several minutes, thinking about times when they were happy and the change in their marriage that might've caused his coldness and disassociation from her. She decided she would find and confront him this week. She would ask him if he was jealous and seek to the truth. She wiped a tear from her eye and rolled over. The next evening Michelle drove over to Christine's. She was hoping to confront Bill, but couldn't bring herself to do it just yet. Instead she went to her friend's house to get the details on her date with Ulysses.
"Well, it was weird. Not weird in a bad way though," Christine explained, looking up to Michelle's face as she rested her head in Michelle's lap.
"How so?" Michelle asked, running her fingers through Christine's hair.
"Well," she explained, sitting up on the couch, facing Michelle, "for starters it was the most honest date I've ever been on. We sat down to dinner and he told me he thought I was a great person, really attractive, but that he wasn't interested in having a romantic relationship with me."
"Wow. That's actually kind of nice." Michelle said, raising her thigh so Christine could slide her chilly bare feet under them to warm them up.
"Yes, it was refreshing. At that point all nervousness went out the window. I was a little bummed, but I couldn't stay that way. We were laughing, drinking, eating, it was great."
Michelle and Christine sat for a few moments in silence, watching TV. "So did you and him, uh," Michelle attempted to ask.
"Sex? Nope. I wanted to of course. He even came in, where we chatted more. Apparently he's trying to get over someone."
"Oh?" Michelle asked, her eyes widening.
"Yeah. He said he still had feelings for her, but didn't go into any detail, other than she seemed happily married and he didn't want to interfere or pry into her business. That's when I offered to 'help' him get over this woman. He knew what I was suggesting but declined. He said he wouldn't mind, but didn't think I was the type of woman he'd want to do that with."
"What did he mean by that?"
"You're spending the night right?" Christine asked.
"Yeah if that's ok, I have no reason to go home." Michelle sighed.
Christine stood, taking her friend's hand, offering a sympathetic smile, "Let's go shower, we can finish talking in there."
The warm water trailed down Michelle's back along with Christine's fingers. "So anyway, I asked him the same thing too. 'What do you mean by that?' He told me that I seemed generally happy and enjoyed life, and that if I didn't get sex on a particular date, it'd be ok. I was confused by this, and then it hit me. He's a hero guy."
"A hero guy?" Michelle asked, resting her arms on her friend's shoulders as the steam from the water rose in the small shower.
"Yep. He's a hero that comes in and sweeps a sad or lonely woman off her feet. I'm not sad or lonely. I don't need a good night of sex. Want it? Sure. But if I got it my world wouldn't seem like it drastically improved."
Michelle nodded her head, looking downward. She thought about Bill and the issues they were having. She thought maybe she was sad and lonely. For a moment she imagined Ulysses sweeping her off her feet and giving her a night that made all the dark clouds go away. She shook the image out of her head and smiled at her friend.
"I sleep nude. Is that a problem? If so, sleep on the couch, I refuse to wear clothing to bed. Sorry!" Christine explained.
Michelle chuckled, "No that's fine."
"Good." Christine replied, giving her friend a quick kiss on the lips.
Thirty minutes later, Michelle was in her pajamas laying on her back in Christine's bed, staring up at the ceiling. A naked Christine was propped up with pillows, flipping through the channels on her TV. "So Bill isn't home tonight?"
"He's probably home by now. But it wouldn't matter anyway."
"What's going on with you two?"
"It's complicated. Well, maybe it isn't. I think he's jealous of my success or the fact that I've been in photo shoots with Ulysses the past few years. We rarely talk. At one point I thought he might be having an affair. I don't know though." Michelle explained.
"Have you talked to him about this?" Christine asked.
"I haven't had a chance to. It's like he's avoiding me when I'm home. He's often at school late during the week. He teaches summer classes."
"Do you think he's having an affair?" Christine asked.
"I really don't know. My instincts are telling me no." Michelle said, looking over to Christine.
Christine turned the TV off and slid under the sheet. Michelle opened her arm for Christine to snuggle against her, resting her hand on her hip. Christine pulled Michelle's t-shirt up some to reveal her stomach and rested her hand there. "I'm sorry you're going through a rough time now."
"I'll deal with it somehow," Michelle said.
"How about a nice kiss before we go to sleep. It might make you feel better." Christine suggested.
Michelle rolled her eyes, chuckling, "Just one," she said to her bi-sexual, flirty, friend before grabbing her face and giving her a soft kiss on the lips. The two women had established boundaries several months ago. Christine had admitted her attraction to Michelle, who informed her she wasn't bi. Always the flirtatious one, Christine asked Michelle exactly what sort of affection and flirts she could get away with.
Michelle rolled over onto her stomach and thought about the following night. She planned on waking up, or staying awake, so that when Bill got home she and he could have a discussion.




Chapter 5
"Don't walk away from me! Get back here!" an angry Michelle yelled at a fleeing Bill. They had been fighting for nearly a half hour, with Bill dodging and skirting around her questions as best he could.
"Michelle, just drop it! Ok? Leave me alone!" Bill pleaded as he was about to exit the door. Michelle grabbed his arm and pulled him back into the house and slammed him against the wall.
"Don't shut me out! What is your deal? What's your problem?" she yelled.
"You want to know? Huh? You really want to know?" Bill shouted in her face. "Follow me then," he said as he pushed her away. He then grabbed her arm and practically dragged her into their bedroom. He spun her around so she landed on the bed. Bill went to retrieve her scrapbook from a filing cabinet they had in the corner. "Here. That!" Bill said, tossing her the scrapbook.
"So you ARE a jealous baby! I knew it! I knew you couldn't handle my success or the fact that I make more than you. How pathetic is that?!?" She angrily accused him.
"No, I'm not jealous." Bill said in a calm manner. He stood in front of Michelle, looking at the scrapbook. He slowly opened it near the back, where most of the pictures of her and Ulysses were.
"Him? You're jealous of him? There is nothing going on between us! He's just a coworker!"
Bill sighed, turning around to face his dresser. "Maybe there should be," Bill softly said.
"Should be? What are you saying?" Michelle asked, her face filled with shock.
"Look at you. Look at him. Now look at me," he said, turning back around to face Michelle, placing a hand on his chest. "I can't compete with that."
"I don't understand. What are you saying? Are you saying I should be having an affair with him because he's great shape or something?" Michelle asked.
Bill stood there, looking down at the opened pages of the scrapbook. "I'm not Nikki, Bill!" Michelle said, referring to Bill's ex-wife, who cheated on him several different times. "I know. But I'm nothing, a nobody. I can't please you in bed and any decent looks I had have faded. Maybe I'm not what you need anymore. Maybe I'm not good enough. Perhaps you're better off..." Bill said, before turning around to look away from Michelle.
"Are you...I don't get it." Michelle said, looking down at the scrapbook in her lap.
"I gotta go." Bill said, double checking to make sure he keys were in his pocket.
"No! Wait, don't go." Michelle said, closing the scrapbook and laying it on the bed, chasing after Bill.
"Please don't go," she pleaded, placing her hands on his shoulders.
"I need to, I have a class tonight to prepare for."
"Bill, we can work this out. We can go to counseling, we don't have to go through this, I still love you, please don't go!" Michelle begged him, trying to keep in from leaving. He brushed her off and made his way to his car. She watched him drive off, out of sight.
Michelle was thoroughly confused. She asked herself over and over again, why would Bill want her to be with Ulysses? Was his self esteem so low that he felt he didn't deserve her? Her mind was reeling as she walked back to the bedroom. She sat on the edge of the bed, shaking her head, fighting back tears. She didn't want to get a divorce. She wanted Bill and her to go to counseling first. This was all too much to deal with. Sighing, she lay back on the bed, and closed her eyes.
"I love you Michelle. I always have," a naked Ulysses said as he ran his hands through Michelle's hair. She woke up; gasping for air before the memory of her argument she had with Bill earlier in the evening returned. She ran her fingers through her hair and looked over at the opened scrapbook she placed on the bed earlier. She reached over to grab it, sitting it on her lap, examining each page. A small smile came across her face when she came to a photo of her and Ulysses smiling at each other on a beach. She turned a page and saw a photo of Ulysses picking her up in a swimming pool. She turned the page again and saw a photo from the topless photo shoot. She saw his large black hands resting on the small of her bare back.
Michelle stared at the picture until she became angry. She was angry at Bill. She turned the page and saw a photo of her and Ulysses standing close, with her hand on his chest. She quickly and angrily took off her tank top and threw it across the room. She turned the page, and did the same with her bra. She turned another page and placed the scrapbook next to her, she unbuttoned and unzipped her shorts and flung them across the room too. She looked at another page, licking her lips; she slid down her thong, then grabbed the scrapbook to put it back on her lap. She licked her index and middle finger, not taking her eyes off Ulysses in the next picture. She sucked on her fingers, coating them in her saliva. She held up the scrapbook with one hand and drove the other one to her drenched pussy, plunging her fingers in and out over and over again.
Michelle envisioned kissing Ulysses chest, his nipples, and his abs. She moaned and then imagined herself running her hands up and down his sweat covered back, grabbing his butt, as he royally fucked her. She saw herself on her hands and knees, looking over her shoulder back at Ulysses, running her fingers down his chest and torso. She was getting close to cumming.
She kept fingering herself harder and faster. She envisioned her and Ulysses sitting, facing each other, staring into each other's eyes, and having a mutual orgasm. Michelle cried out in pleasure, as she closed the scrapbook, tossing it to side and shook on the bed. She convulsed for a few more seconds before settling down. Bill would be home soon. She didn't want him to know she was masturbating to pictures from her past photo shoots.



Chapter 6
The next several days consisted of Michelle trying to get more information out of Bill. She would stay up late with him begging him to go to counseling and not throw this marriage away.
"Why are you feeling this way? I can't believe you think I should be with someone else!" Michelle pleaded.
"Look, I knew I was marrying a hot younger woman. I thought I could handle it. Then your career took off. You were in photo shoot with him more often. You two just seem so natural."
"So? So what? That's it, I'm making an appointment for us tomorrow with a counselor." Michelle was close to losing her temper.
"No! We're not doing that!" Bill ordered.
Michelle, shaking her head in anger, looked at Bill. "I don't know what to say or do anymore." She said, sitting down at the kitchen table.
"I shouldn't have married you." Bill said, just above a whisper, grabbing his keys and leaving Michelle alone. She teared up and started crying. She sat there for several minutes thinking about what had transpired, thinking about ending her marriage, and finally, thinking about Ulysses. She cried harder when she imagined his huge arms gently wrapping around her. Shaking the image from her head she got up and walked down the hallway.
Paranoia and curiosity got the best of her. Instead of heading to her bedroom, Michelle went into a room she rarely went into -- Bill's office. She rummaged through some of the papers on his desk and found nothing of interest.
Michelle sat at his desk and moved her finger across his laptop's mouse pad, causing it to come out of sleep. To her surprise his laptop wasn't password protected. Bill, being a history professor, was never the most tech savvy individual so perhaps he didn't know how to set his laptop to be password protected. Michelle shrugged and continued her snooping.
Michelle opened up his internet browser and immediately went to the history. She gasped, covering her mouth with her hand.
"Yeah? Then what happened?" Christine asked Michelle. She had arrived with a packed bag several minutes ago. The two women sat on the couch as Michelle explained her evening.
"I opened up an internet browser and went to the history. It makes sense now. All the sites he had been going to were interracial porn sites. Some sites dealt with something called 'cuckold.' I had never heard of it before. "
"I know what it is," Christine smirked.
"Anyway, there were other sites about, well, black guys and their penises and ugh..." Michelle couldn't continue.
"Wow. So he saw you and Ulysses in photos. It made him horny, jealous, excited, or maybe a combination of all of those. His low self-worth made him think you'd be better off with Ulysses -- who is admittedly a much better physical specimen. Perhaps he looked at interracial porn as a way to deal with it? Or to satisfy this fantasy he's developed?"
Michelle nodded. "Nikki. I think he said Nikki cheated on him with a black guy."
"That's his first wife? I see. So maybe that trauma was conditioned into him somehow and now he thinks you will, or should, do the same."
Michelle nodded and started crying, "He said he shouldn't have married me. Do you know how hurtful those words are?"
"Oh sweetie, come here." Christine said, wrapping her arms around her friend and slowly rocking her back and forth as she wept.
"Are you sure you don't mind me staying here? I'll in Brazil all next week anyway." Michelle asked a few moments later, wiping her eyes.
"Of course you can stay here, I don't mind," Christine said, placing her hands on Michelle's, consoling her.
"I just have to figure something out. I don't want to get divorced, but he said he shouldn't have married me. So what do I do?"
The two friends talked awhile longer. They watched TV and ate a little food. Later in the evening, Michelle stripped down at Christine's request. She lay on her stomach on Christine's bed as Christine slowly rubbed massaging oil onto her back. She was straddling Michelle and giving her a lovely deep tissue massage. Her shoulders and back were so tight from stress.
A couple hours later Michelle stared up at the ceiling in Christine's bedroom. The look on her face was pure anger. Her eyebrows actually hurt from the scowling so much. She sat on the edge of the, looking over her shoulder toward Christine's bathroom. Still naked, she got up and stood in front of the open blinds, illuminated by a street lamp.
"What are you doing?" Christine asked, sitting up, rubbing her eyes.
"There's something I need to do before I go to sleep." Michelle said, walking toward Christine's bathroom. She started up the shower, lathered herself in body wash, and proceeded to finger fuck her own brains out. Angrily slamming her fingers into her pussy, she furiously rubbed her clit with her other hand as the water poured down on her. Within minutes she was moaning and cumming; Ulysses and his perfect body were the only things on her mind.



Chapter 7
Several days later Michelle boarded a plane headed for Rio de Janeiro. She had just sent Bill a text saying she was boarding and that the two of them would discuss some things when she returned. On the plane ride she thought about the last few days at Christine's. She thought about the sleepless nights, about the doubts running through her head regarding her marriage, and about future possibilities. She knew she was attracted to Ulysses, but never crossed any lines since they were coworkers and because she was married. Now things had changed. She was still married, but to man that for some ridiculous reason, a reason she still couldn't fathom, didn't want her. Shaking her head and rolling her eyes, she tried to take a nap on the flight.



After she arrived she checked into her hotel. She was in reception doing some paperwork when she thought about how miserable she was here in this beautiful country. She hurriedly scribbled her name on the final expense agreement her agency needed, grabbed her luggage and headed toward the elevator with the same scowl that's been on her face since last week.
She paused at her hotel room door to take out the keycard. Fumbling with it, she dropped it, and as she bent down to pick it up she heard a familiar, soft, and gentle voice. "Hello Michelle."
It was Ulysses; he was leaving his room across the hall from Michelle's. Her eyes widened and she tensed up. "Oh. Hi!" She said, standing to face him, with an awkward smile on her face. Her heart was pounding out of her chest. She chastised herself for being so excited.
"I wasn't expecting to see you here. I mean I was, just not here, in the hotel. You know what I mean..."
Ulysses chuckled, nodding his head, "Yes I supposed they booked our rooms close to each other -- easy to keep track of everyone I guess."
"Mmhmm." Michelle gulped. "Well I guess I'll see you later for the dinner the agency is giving."
Ulysses smiled, nodding again, "Yes, I'm going to get a quick swim in and I'll see you later."
"Bye bye," Michelle awkwardly replied. Rolling her eyes at herself, she opened her door and entered her room, tossing her luggage on bed and flopping down on it. "So stupid. It's like I had never seen him before. Why was I so excited?" She asked herself, yet deep down she knew the answer.
Deciding to take a shower, Michelle stood, removing her clothes, running her hands through her long dark hair, she checked out the bathroom. It was surprisingly luxurious. There was a nice shower stall, with glass a door. There was also a huge tub, which looked very appetizing to Michelle. She prepared the hot water and climbed in. It felt wonderful. The hot water soothing her nerves and easing the tightness her muscles felt from the long, uncomfortable flight. She leaned back, closed her eyes, and casually rubbed her clit. Her altercation with Bill gradually left her mind.
Later in the evening Michelle, wearing a long white skirt and short top that exposed her midriff, found herself sitting across from Ulysses at the dinner table, along with several models, photographers, and staff members. Dinner was relaxing and lighthearted. Everyone seemed to be enjoying themselves. Both Ulysses and Michelle caught each other's eye several times throughout the dinner.
Eventually the table slowly started losing its inhabitants. Folks would finish desert and say goodnight to everyone, one by one, until it was only Ulysses and Michelle. They didn't speak much, exchanging smiles and making small talk as they sipped their coffee. Ulysses finished his coffee first. "Well I suppose I'll head to bed then."
"Yeah me too," Michelle said, standing up with him. They walked to the nearest elevator. As they entered the elevator, they were surprised to see a large group fall in right behind them. They were tourists. Cramming the elevator, Michelle found herself standing in front of Ulysses at the back of the lift. As more people piled in, she backed up, accidently stepping on his foot.
"I'm sorry!" She said, looking over her shoulder to a smiling Ulysses.
"It's ok. Come back a little more to make room," He replied. Michelle turned around in the crowded elevator and felt something warm and soft on her stomach. She looked down to see that Ulysses' hand had reached around her and was resting on her stomach, gently pulling her back into him. Without thinking she placed her hand on his and watched him caress one of her abs with his thumb. She smiled, waiting for the elevator to empty. The tourists were on the same floor as her and Ulysses, so she remained in that position, leaning against him with her butt pressing into his crotch, the entire elevator ride. The tourists cleared out first, followed by her and Ulysses.
They walked to their rooms with smiles on their faces. Ulysses gave Michelle a warm and gentle hug, his hands trailing up and down her back. They broke the hug, looking into each other's eyes.
"I guess I'll you in the morning," Michelle said.
"Yes. Sleep well. Goodnight, Michelle," Ulysses said, squeezing her hand and turning around to enter his room. Michelle did the same, stripping naked and climbing into bed. It had been a long day of travel. She held onto a pillow, pretending it was Ulysses, and fell right to sleep.




Chapter 8
The next two days were a whirlwind of photo shoots, re-shoots, and traveling to the locations of the photo shoots. By the end of the day Michelle and Ulysses were exhausted. They met up for dinner, chatting and laughing the entire time.
The interesting thing about the two days of photo shoots is that in each and every provocative pose the photographer would put Michelle and Ulysses in, she would idly caress his back, or his chest, or his abs. She would squeeze his hand after a change in position. They would flash each other glances and soft smiles throughout the entire work day. They would sit next to each other looking out over the water on a nearby beach, eating lunch, not saying a word.
Michelle didn't even think about Bill or their situation. She was so far away from it literally and figuratively now. She felt at ease and free.
The third day was more tiring than the second. Ulysses was used primarily more for soccer ads, and Michelle was in other parts of the city shooting fashion. They didn't see each other much until later in the evening for another delightful dinner together. They chatted about their past jobs and their childhood. Michelle felt even more at ease around him, giving him a much longer hug than normal -- almost a long embrace in front of her room, ending with a shared smile and gaze into each other's eyes.
The next day was more of a sightseeing day. Ulysses and Michelle met in the lobby of the hotel, had breakfast, and began touring the city and its surroundings. At one point, when they were stopping to peek in various shops, Michelle nearly tripped on one of the cobblestone streets they were walking on. She grabbed Ulysses' arm to steady herself. She didn't let go though.
"Is this ok with you?" She turned, asking Ulysses as they walked.
"Oh course. I don't mind. I tend to prefer hand holding though. That is, if you are ok with that."
Michelle nodded, taking his hand, holding as they walked from shop to shop.
"I would never do anything to make you feel uncomfortable," Ulysses said as they left one shop and walked over to check out a fountain.
"I know. You've always made me feel comfortable around you. I really like this. Spending time with you today; it's relaxing." Michelle said, standing in front of a fountain with Ulysses.
Moments later a local teenager asked if he could take their picture. He assumed they were a couple and figured he could make a few dollars from them. Ulysses smiled at Michelle, "We have so many pictures of us together already."
"I know, but this would be a non-work related picture."
Ulysses nodded, releasing her hand, he slid his around her waist, resting it on her hip. She turned slightly and placed her hand on his chest. They smiled at the kid and he took their photo. He gave them a receipt and told them where to get the photo printed.
"I like this picture," Michelle said at their lunch table an hour later.
"Well you certainly make all your pictures worth looking at. I'm sorry that was lame." Ulysses said, poking fun of himself.
Michelle smiled, "Same could be said for you."
They continued their afternoon touring the city with Michelle initiating hand holding between the two. She never once thought about Bill, and Ulysses never asked about him. She bought a souvenir for her son.
They walked back to their respective hotel rooms, agreeing to meet in a couple hours for dinner and then to check out some of the clubs nearby.
It was a very hot and humid night. Michelle in a gorgeous, short red dress, sat outside, eating dinner with Ulysses. He was wearing khaki shorts, and a short sleeve, open collared shirt with a white tank top underneath. Michelle was sharing a funny story about her son, Mikey. Afterward, they chatted about plans for the evening. Ulysses said he was open to anything. She suggested a nearby nightclub, relishing in the chance to dance with him again like they did in Miami a few weeks prior.
The club was packed full of people dancing, drinking, and sweaty. It was like a packed sardine can full of gorgeous Latin bodies in an orgy of dancing. Michelle and Ulysses made their way through the crowed to find a table. Ulysses got her water and a rum and coke for each of them. They enjoyed their drinks and a little while later Ulysses stood, extending his hand to Michelle.
The music was loud, so they didn't bother talking. They danced, sharing gazes into each other's eyes, as they faced each other. Ulysses held her leg up to him like before, except this time Michelle never looked away. She lifted his tank top to expose his abs and ran her hands across them, as they looked hungrily into each other's eyes. She turned around, gyrated her butt against his crotch, feeling something, something very large and hard. She was horny, she wanted him, but she was afraid.
The evening ended with her in Ulysses' arms in front of her hotel room. She broke the embrace, resting her hands on his shoulders, staring into his eyes. She slowly inched closer, closing her eyes, and kissed him softly on his lips.
"I'm sorry, I shouldn't have," Michelle said, looking downward.
"No, please don't be sorry. It's fine. It's ok, really." Ulysses said, bringing his fingers to her hair and brushing it behind her ear. She smiled softly at him, staring into his eyes for what seemed like forever. She knew how this would end but not tonight.
Michelle sighed and hugged Ulysses once more before entering her room. She sat at the edge of the bed thinking about everything. She knew what was coming; she knew she couldn't stop it. Bill was right when he said he wasn't what she needed anymore. This has been brewing for years now. It was unavoidable. The only question is when would she let everything come to a head and explode.




Chapter 9
"Ok just hang tight, we're having some issues here," one of the staff members said to Michelle and Ulysses on a beach the next morning. Some of the camera equipment was malfunctioning. This would be another delay to their shoot. There had already been vehicle problems that caused their arrival at the secluded beach to take longer. Now it seems the humidity or human error were causing problems for the equipment.
"I'm sorry guys; just give us some time here. Hopefully we'll be back up and running in an hour or so. The cooler is over there if you want some water. Lunch will be arriving soon." The staff member told his two models. Michelle wearing a yellow thong, string bikini and Ulysses, wearing matching, yellow Speedo bathing suit, flashed each other a soft smile and walked toward the cooler to get some water. They had been relatively quiet this morning. The kiss from the previous night wasn't mentioned. Ulysses remained his friendly, normal self, and Michelle remained professional even if she felt awkward.
It was close to noon and it around 97 degrees out. Every staff member was miserable, sweaty, and tired already. The faulty equipment was just another added stress factor.
There was a rundown shack about 100 yards from the spot of the photo shoot. Ulysses headed off toward it, smiling politely at Michelle as he walked away. She watched him enter the shack. It was sheltered by some mangrove trees on one side. The other side, the one facing the water was fairly dilapidated and partially open. It didn't look dangerous, and was most likely used for fishing. Michelle watched Ulysses inspect the outside of the shack and then cautiously enter it, closing the wooden door behind him.
Michelle made small talk for a few minutes with some of the make-up ladies on the staff, and then stood, clearing her throat and slowly walked toward the shack.
Michelle opened the door, peeping inside. She saw Ulysses leaning against the wooden wall near the open part of the shack, overlooking the water. Small waves gently rolled against the embankment that the shack was on. He smiled at her, wiping sweat from his forehead.
"It's a hot one isn't it?" He said, wiping his forehead again.
"Yes," Michelle said, looking at Ulysses' sweaty, muscular torso. She took a few steps toward him, glancing over his dark chocolate body, her eyes trailing to his crotch.
Ulysses stopped leaning against the wall and stood up straight, softly smiling at Michelle. She stood in front of him, looking into his eyes.
"Michelle? You ok?" He asked.
Michelle said nothing, slowly reaching behind herself, to undo the strap of her bikini top. She let it fall to the ground, never her taking her eyes off Ulysses. His eyes widened as he watched her slide her thong bikini bottoms down and step out of them, tossing them to the side with her foot. She stood there nude in front of him.
"Michelle, I...are you sure," Ulysses said. Michelle took a few steps toward him.
"Shhhhh," she said, bringing her index finger to her lips. She moved closer, running her hand up and down Ulysses' chest. She bent down and began kissing his chest. She swirled her tongue around his nipples, and then lowered herself to her knees. She placed her hands on his waist and proceeded to kiss every inch of his abs and stomach.
Michelle looked up at Ulysses' face, and began to tug at his yellow Speedo, slowly pulling it down. Ulysses ran his fingers through her hair, looking into her eyes. A massive, black cock sprung up, nearly hitting her in the face. She grabbed it by the base and ran kisses up the side all the way to the tip. She looked at it and smiled, this was her cock now. She kissed the tip, then closing her eyes and opening her mouth, she brought it inside, slowly sucking it. Placing her hands on his stomach she weaved her head back and forth along his long dick. She grabbed it again, and began to lovingly lick the tip, while looking into Ulysses' eyes. His mouth was open as he moaned.
Michelle stood up, casually stroking his cock, and smiled at him. Ulysses' hand was tangled in her long flowing hair. He pulled her in for a steamy kiss, their tongues dancing with each other.
"You're beautiful Michelle." Ulysses said, breaking the kiss and glancing over her perfect, glistening body.
"So are you." She replied.
Ulysses bent down and picked Michelle up. There was a small cot near the other side of the shack. Fisherman probably slept there. He placed her gently on the cot, laying next to her, kissing her mouth, neck, and breasts. He kissed all the way down to her stomach, licking her navel, and then continued south. Michelle spread her legs for him. He was kissing and licking her inner thigh, he then moved to her sweet spot. He performed long, languid licks up and down her outer lips. He slowly, sensually sucked at her blood engorged clitoris. He then, running his hands up and down her body, slid his tongue inside her, slowly swirling it around, tasting her juices. For several minutes he licked her, taking his time, going slowly. She couldn't stand it anymore and arched her back, letting out a loud moan, as Ulysses' tongue swirled around inside her vagina.
With her lips quivering she looked at Ulysses as he rose to his knees. He stroked his glorious cock and placed it gently against her vaginal opening. She could only nod to him to signal for him to penetrate her. He nodded back and slowly fed his member into her wet pussy. Michelle's eyes rolled into the back of her head as Ulysses pushed is as far as he could. She moaned when he reached her cervix. He went down on his elbows, looking into Michelle's pleasure stricken face. He kissed her long and hard.
"I've wanted this for a long time," He whispered, inches from her face.
"I have too, I knew this would happen the moment I met you," she replied.
Ulysses nodded and slowly began pumping his hips, squeezing his butt muscles, and penetrating her over and over again. She moaned and gasped for air as he made love to her. He kissed along her neck, sending tingles down her spine. She wrapped her arms around him, and brought her legs up, locking her feet together around his flexing butt.
"Ah yes!" she whispered.
"Cum for me, cum for me my darling," He whispered in her ear.
Michelle grabbed his face, kissing him hard, as the cot shook with their love making. Then it started again, another orgasm building up. She cried out in pleasure as Ulysses kept going, continuously thrusting into her. She reached around and ran her hands up and down his sweaty back, then down to grab his butt.
Ulysses grabbed her, sitting up and rolled onto his back. He kept thrusting up into her, never stopping. Minutes pass and other orgasm builds up in Michelle. This time they both stopped moving. Ulysses watched as her body shook from pleasure. A tiny droplet of sweat was forming on her nipple. Ulysses opened his mouth, sticking out his tongue and lapped at it. He then took that breast in his mouth, sucking hungrily at the nipple.
Michelle core started shaking again and she arched her back, throwing her head back, her hair flinging sweat up into the air. The sunlight coming through from the outside illuminating her light-brown skin as her perky C-cup breasts bounced up and down while she rode Ulysses to another orgasm.
He rose up and held her tightly, kissing her, "I've wanted you for so long," he said in between powerful, single, thrusts.
"Ever since I first met you, I've loved you," He said pounding up into her again, causing her to moan and throw her head back.
"I've always loved you, Michelle. I want you to be mine." He said, with one final thrust. She looked into his eyes, out of breath. She stared down at his chest and ran her index finger in between his pecs, collecting sweat from his body. She brought her finger to her mouth and sucked it.
"Will you? Will you leave Bill and be with me?" Ulysses asked.
"I will." She replied. "I will. I'm yours now." "Give me everything; give me all that you have once more."
She grabbed his face again, kissing him, as he started thrusting again into her. Up and down she bounced on the cot until both of them moaned and grabbed each other tightly as a mutual orgasm washed over them, Ulysses flooding her pussy with his semen -- making her his.



Chapter 10
The photo shoot never continued. They couldn't figure out the issue with the equipment, and the van was fixed so the manager figured they would try again tomorrow.
Michelle fell asleep in the van with Ulysses' arm around her; the wonderful air condition cooling them off after a nearly hour long love-making session in the privacy of their shack. When they arrived at the hotel, they had a late lunch with everyone, trading smirks to each other; the rest of the staff oblivious.
Michelle kissed Ulysses goodbye and went to her room to grab a few items, bathe, and meet Ulysses over at his room in an hour. She phoned Bill as well. He, as she predicted, didn't answer his phone so she left a voicemail.
"I figured you wouldn't answer. I wanted to let you know there's been a change of plans. I will be coming home in a few days and instead of talking about our issues, I want you gone. We're done. Plain and simple. I want you gone. I'll be filing for divorce when I return. Goodbye."
Later that evening in Ulysses' hotel room, he rolled on top of Michelle, arching his back, impaling her deeply with is rod. They were out cold and slept like babies.
The next morning, Ulysses slammed her against the shower wall. She moaned as the steam rose, enveloping the two lovers.



Later in the day, the crew was on break at the same location from the day before. Michelle and Ulysses headed back to that shack for a quick session. She was on her knees, moaning as she sucked the tip of his massive black cock. Her hands were on his 6-pack abs as he came in her mouth, providing her with a nice little dessert for their lunch.
The final day in Brazil was a short one. Before they left for the airport that morning Michelle and Ulysses spent some time together finalizing their plans. She would file for divorce and he would move to Miami -- he already had several friends there, so it just made more sense.
"So you want me to leave Atlanta? You sure?" Ulysses asked.
"Yes! Yes!" Michelle screamed, looking over her shoulder at Ulysses, running her fingers down his chest and torso as he fucked her from behind. All the way home, she thought about the last three days. Bill was right, they shouldn't have gotten married. She felt she and Ulysses were destiny. She couldn't get the smile off her face, until she got home that is.
Michelle entered a quiet house. Bill's car was still there, which caused her smile to turn to a scowl. She sighed, placing her bag on the couch and heading back toward the bedroom to confront him. She wasn't in the mood to fight again, she just wanted him gone. She entered the bedroom and saw no sign of him.
"Bill?" She called out to him, entering the bathroom
Michelle found Bill, naked in the bath tub, covered in vomit with several empty bottles of sleeping pills around him. Her scrapbook was on the bathroom floor, turned to a page with a picture of her and Ulysses that was used for a magazine cover. There looked to be dried semen stains on the page.
A couple days after his funeral, Michelle sat with her son in his bedroom. She had been crying again and he was consoling her. She was leaning against him with his arm around her when her cell phone rang. She dug it out of her pocket, it was Ulysses. She told Mikey she had to take the call and would be right back.
"Michelle, I'm so very sorry. I don't know what to say. Management sent out an email to everyone letting them know of the situation." Ulysses said on the other end of the phone.
"I know, it's ok, it's ok. I don't know what to say either."
"I've been thinking about you a lot, please let me know if I can help with anything."
"I will. I've been thinking about you a lot too." Michelle said, staring to cry.
"I don't think we can be together right now. I'm sorry..." she trailed off, as she wept into the phone.
"Hey, it's ok, Michelle. I understand. There's a lot you have to do and deal with."
"Yes. It's just I don't even know where to start. I have to make sure finances are in order. I'll probably sell this house. Then there's the guilt."
"Guilt?"
"Yes, he had so many issues with himself and with me. I don't want to get into it; things just weren't good between us. It makes me wonder what I could've done to prevent his choice to end his life," Michelle explained.
"I understand."
"I just need some time to get my head straight and sort everything out with the house, money, and I have to make sure my son is ok."
"I know, it's fine. Please remember I'm here for you if you need me. I love you, Michelle. I'll wait for as long as you want."
"I love you too, Ulysses."
Michelle wiped her tears and re-entered her son's room. He rose to meet her in the middle of the room, wrapping his arms around her, holding her as she started crying again. He kissed her head and ran his fingers through her hair.
"Thank you Mikey." Michelle said, breaking the hug to look up at her son.
"Shhhhh." The 17 year old replied, gentling caressing her face, and wiping a tear away. "We'll get through this together. It'll be ok."
Michelle smiled, closing her eyes; she leaned back into her son's embrace. He was turning out to be a "hero guy."
The end.
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Chapter 1
Julie smirked, chuckling to herself as she felt Bob's still-working 70 year old penis twitch and spurt semen inside her. Her hands were resting on his large, round, belly as she watched him moan and convulse below her. Reaching upward, he cupped her fabulous new triple D sized, teardrop-shaped implants he had given her a few months ago for her 41st birthday.
"Good?" She asked, raising an eyebrow while rubbing her hands on his belly.
"Oh yes. Very good." Bob groaned, releasing her breasts, propping himself up on his elbows.
Julie smiled, leaning forward, dangling her breasts in front of his open mouth. Bob flicked his tongue across a nipple, and then placed several kisses across the bulbous breast meat. She swayed her shoulders back and forth, playfully dragging her breasts across his white, Santa Claus-like beard. She giggled to herself at the tickling sensation before sliding off Bob and resting next to him on the bed.
"Sorry I didn't last that long Julie." Bob apologized.
"Aww, don't worry about it. It's no big deal," She said, throwing her arm around his chest, sighing contently as she felt semen ooze out of her. She loved that feeling. She loved having sex with him. While not as energetic as other partners, he was always funny, and made her feel comfortable. They have been sleeping together occasionally for about 6 months - shortly after she took care of Bob during a quick visit to the hospital where she was employed as a nurse. She couldn't resist his charm. He was much older than any man she's had sex with, but the single mother didn't care.
"Well I do worry about it. I guess I should be glad the thing works, but still, a lovely woman like you should be getting yours during sex."
"I'm telling you, it's ok. I had a nice orgasm earlier when you went down on me. It's that beard!" Julie teased, running her fingers through it.
"Well, alright, I guess I don't feel as bad then."
Julie smiled, continuing to run her fingers through his beard, "So have you and Robin set a date yet for the wedding?" She asked, referring to Bob's 62 year old fiancé, who lived in Jacksonville, Florida.
"Not yet, but It'll be this year sometime. We need to figure out if we're having it in Florida or here in Atlanta. I suspect it'll be Florida since most of her family is there. She'll then move in here with me. So sadly, our little trysts will either have to come to an end or be few and far between!"
Julie nodded, "Well that's certainly understandable. I wouldn't want you to get in trouble. She'd divorce you and take all your money!"
"Oh no, we can't let that happen," Bob replied, reaching down to spank Julie a couple times. "That's actually something I wanted to talk to you about."
"Oh, want to give me a nice chunk of it?" Julie teased.
"Yes, I do actually." Bob answered without hesitation.
Julie rose on her elbow, looking into Bob's eyes, "Really? You're serious?"
"Yes, I am, on one condition. I've already set most of it aside to donate to charities, and a nice amount for Robin, should I pass away first." Bob explained.
"So what's the condition, what are you talking about?"
"Well, I figured I'd have a little fun with people. I'd like to see what they are willing to do for several million dollars."
"Hmm, alright. So where do I fit in with this?"
"As you know I'm a pervert. I love sex, and every kind of sex. I love having sex with you, Julie, so I figured why not challenge you in a sexual way?" Bob asked.
"Well this sounds like fun already! What did you have in mind?"
"You love your son, Julie? Would you do anything for him?"
"Well, yes of course, but what are you talking about?" Julie asked, her eyebrows narrowing, not entirely sure what Bob was hinting at.
"If I offered you enough money so you and your son would live comfortably for the rest of your lives, on the condition you accept and successfully passed the challenge. Would you do it?"
Julie paused, the concerned look on her face not leaving. She thought about all different scenarios in her mind. Anal? They had done that. Did Bob want some sort of threeway with her and someone? She didn't see how a threeway would be worth millions of dollars. Suddenly her eyes shot open. Thoughts of urine, feces, animals, entered her mind. Certainly Bob would never challenge her to do that. But she wasn't sure, maybe he would. She thought about her 18 year old son, Ray, and how hard she worked as a nurse to provide for him - many long hours, many exhausting shifts, in order to save up for his college tuition in the fall. A million dollars, or even half that, would be a huge relief for them.
Julie sat up in Bob's bed and continued thinking. She asked herself if she would do nasty things involving bodily waste for millions of dollars. She tried to figure out why Bob would want her to do those sorts of things. She then thought of her son again. They could get a new, nicer house, a new car for each of them, and tuition would be paid for through a bachelor's, master's, and doctorate degree - should Ray decide to go that far with his education.
"Yes! I would drink urine for sure I guess. It's a sterile fluid anyway. Shit on the other hand...ugh...I could give myself an injection of antibiotics after I eat it, or just go the emergency room afterward to get checked out. This is so gross..." She thought to herself, before turning around to face Bob.
Julie sighed, "Yes, I would do it. Whatever sexual challenge you give me, I would do it. If you were to give me enough money to support Ray, yes I would do it." She flinched as she imaged someone taking a shit on her, and then shuddered to shake the thought from her head.
"Good. Because I want you to make love to him." Bob replied.
Julie paused, blinking a few times. "Who? My son?" She asked, as relief started to fill her thoughts and her heart rate settled.
"Yes, your son. I will give you, say, 20 million dollars if you make love to your son for me. I would set up a camera in your bedroom and the video feed would go directly to me and only me."
Julie closed her eyes and exhaled deeply. She opened them and stared at Bob. A weak smile came across her face. "I thought you were going to ask me to eat shit or something."
"Ha! Oh goodness no, my dear! Never! I'm a pervert but not that perverted." Bob laughed.
Julie chuckled softly. "Why my son? Why would you want me to do that?"
"Truthfully I'm not sure. Perhaps a psychologist would need to figure that out and give you an answer. Maybe if you were my mother, I'd make love to you. Maybe your son came across as awkward and shy to me when I met him last year and perhaps I feel he needs a woman to show him a thing or two. Maybe I wished I had an older woman in my younger years to teach and guide me. It could be any of those reasons and more."
Julie sat in silence, slowly turning around, facing away from Bob to look out his bedroom window, "I don't know what to say," she whispered.
"I'd say that 20 million is more than enough to support you and him for the rest of your lives, granted you are responsible with it," Bob paused, nudging her ribs, causing her to jump out of her trance. "You could live comfortably, and not blow it on houses, cars, boats, or whatever. He would have to get a job after college, and not live off that money. If you do all these things I'm sure he'll have some left to pass on to his children one day."
Julie slowly nodded in agreement. "So you'd install a camera in my room?"
"Yes. One that you can turn on when you see fit. The video feed would go directly to my personal laptop, sort of like a webcam, but in your bedroom." Bob explained.
"Am I the only one you are giving these challenges to?"
"Oh I don't know dear," Bob said, running his fingers up and down her back. "I'm sure I'll come up with something for someone else, should I get bored."
"I don't know, he's - " Julie trailed off. Her son wasn't exactly a ladies' man. They never really talked about sex.
"You can take as long as you need, there's no deadline for this. I'll pay for whatever new clothes you want, or makeovers, or vacations you want to take him on - whatever you think will help you and him be able to do this."
"What if he doesn't want to do this?" Julie asked.
"Well it takes two to tango, dear."
Julie smirked, looking down to her lap, sighing deeply. She closed her eyes, thinking more about the money, the request, and her son. "A penis is a penis," she told herself in her head, trying to rationalize this challenge.
"If you want to think about it, you can. Let me know what you decide, or don't. Your silence would be the answer. If I install a camera, and months, or years pass and if doesn't happen, that's fine too. As I said there's no deadline. If my surveillance software captures video footage of you and him having sex, then you get the money. Also, rest assured, I would not upload the video to the internet. I'm not even sure how to do that to be honest!" The old man joked.
Julie shook her head and climbed in the covers to lie on her side, still facing away from Bob. She blankly stared out of his bedroom window. She thought about Ray and wondered what he was up to at the sleepover at his friend's house. They were probably staying up all night to play video games. Images of his thin frame, kicking a soccer ball around in the backyard popped in her head causing a smile to come across her face. He loved soccer.
"Well, do you have an answer?" Bob whispered in her ear, and then smelled her shoulder length, dirty-blonde hair.
Julie didn't answer; she closed her eyes instead, as Bob ran his hand up and down her waist and hip.
"Julie?"
She sighed, rolling onto her back, looking up at Bob's face. He brought his hand to her cheek, caressing it gently. "Twenty million dollars, Julie," Bob reiterated, running his thumb across her lips.
"Twenty million dollars," He said again. Julie opened her mouth slightly and took Bob's thumb in, slowly rolling her tongue around it, then gently suckling on it.
"What do you say?" Bob asked, taking his thumb from her mouth, moving his hand down to her breast, then rubbing his saliva coated thumb across Julie's erect nipple, sending tingles down her spine.
"Yes." Julie said flatly. "I'll do it."
Chapter 2
Julie stood nude in her bedroom in front of the full length mirror in the corner next to her closet. She turned from side to side observing her body. Anytime she saw herself naked she couldn't help but think of her past - how she used to look. When her husband left her and Ray for a younger women five years ago, it was actually the best thing to happen to her. One of the positive outcomes was Julie losing close to 20 pounds via dieting and exercising. She slimmed down, sporting a firm and somewhat toned body. A six-pack set of abs isn't visible, but she looks as good as she did shortly before she got pregnant at age 22, with Ray.
She ran her fingers through her hair. No longer did she have a long pony tail, instead maintaining a shorter, shoulder-length look was another change she made to her appearance after her ex left. She had bangs that slightly parted and were very cute.
Julie smiled in the mirror, looking into her own blue eyes. Her overbite was very noticeable, and she was made fun of as a teenager for it, but now she loves her toothy grin. It wasn't quite a "horse mouth" but resembled a Marie Osmond-like toothy grin. It never seemed to bother her sexual partners, who always asked for and complimented her fellatio abilities.
She turned to the side to admire her well toned and shapely butt, running her hands up and down her sides. Sex was another positive change that occurred for Julie after her husband left. It happened so much more frequently in the last five years. Perhaps it was her way to get even with her ex or perhaps he leaving her awakened something inside her. Perhaps it was a self confident, motivated, stress-free attitude - one that enabled the then 36 year old to go out, have fun, make friends, make love, and enjoy life.
Enjoy life she did. She shunned any sort of committed relationship the many suitors wanted with her. Not only did she not have the time, due to her work schedule, but she didn't want herself, or her son, to be hurt again. She didn't want to remarry only to have that fall apart as well. It was a form of fear that being hurt created, but she chose to ignore it for the time being, opting to deal with it at another time. So instead, she opted for the "friend's with benefits" method of satisfying her sexual needs. Her older sister, Holly, advised that this would be best for her. Holly was always a sexual creature, sharing lovers, swinging, and being very open about it. Julie was never quite as promiscuous as Holly, but looked to her for advice and someone to emulate to some degree. Holly always shared her sexual wisdom with her younger sister; sometimes even asking her to try certain things, suggesting certain positions or methods, and expanding Julie's own sexual knowledge exponentially.
There were many friends that came and went. Usually the men that went were the ones that developed feelings for Julie or found a woman that wanted a long term romance. There were a few, however, that understood her and had no issues with being a friend who occasionally provided sex. One such friend had very similar desires as Julie. She met Ulysses on a blind date. He was black, a few inches taller than her at 5'10", long braided hair, and a perfectly muscled fitness model. He traveled a lot, but anytime he was in town, they would make a point to go out for a late dinner when Julie's shift was over, or have dinner at his apartment. Either scenario ended with enjoyable conversation followed by even more enjoyable sex.
Julie turned to face the mirror, pulling one of her large breasts toward her mouth, licking the nipple playfully, and thinking about Ulysses. She released the breast, staring blankly into her own eyes. Her thoughts went to the previous night with Bob and his challenge - twenty million dollars. She sighed, looking down and rubbing her temples.
"This should be easy," she thought, walking toward her bathroom. "Maybe I should talk to Ray about it, maybe it'll all be ok," she pictured informing her son of this challenge as she turned on the water faucet in the shower. She moaned while the hot water poured over her, gently pinching a nipple, and sliding her other hand down her abdomen. She casually rubbed her clit, now thinking about her last evening with Ulysses three months ago. She slid two fingers into her pussy and moaned softly again. Her thoughts quickly shifted to Ray. "How do I even begin to do this? He may be angry or terrified." She thought, licking her index finger of her juices before plunging it back in and making a circling motion. She attempted to think of things from Ray's point of view. She thought about what Bob said: a young man benefiting from an older teacher. She shook her head and smirked, the mood had passed. "I would never hurt you, Ray. I have to figure this out though."
Julie lay on her bed, naked, looking up at the ceiling, as the ceiling fan helped to air dry her. "Should I let him catch me naked? Should I try flirting with him? What if it freaks him out? Maybe I should take it slow," she asked herself before hearing Ray arrive.
The front door pushed open and Ray called to Julie from downstairs, "Mom? I'm home."
There was a pause as Julie took a deep breath, not moving from her position on the bed. "I'm up here."
"Ok" Ray said as he started to climb the stairs. Julie remain laying on the bed, she wanted to test herself to see what would happen if he saw her naked. Closer and closer he got to her bed room. She couldn't hold out anymore, she grabbed the white robe next to the bed and was loosely tying it when Ray came into view.
"Oh hey there. Hey." Julie nervously said. She usually called him "sweetie" or "baby" but didn't this time.
"Hey mom. No work today?" He asked, standing in Julie's doorway.
"Nope, I'm off today! Come in, come sit." She said, sitting down on the bed, patting the mattress next to her. She straightened her hair and checked her robe, it was revealing quite a bit of cleavage, but nothing too outrageous.
"Ok." Ray sat on the bed next to her and scratched the back of his neck.
"Soooo..." Julie said, placing her arm around Ray. "Have fun last night?"
"Yeah it was cool. We mostly played videos games. Just stuff like that."
"I see, I see," Julie looked up at his hair, tousling it with her other hand.
"Hey," Ray annoying bent his neck, moving his head away from her hand. Julie poked him in the side.
There was an awkward silence as Julie struggled to come up with something to say. "Do you, uh, I was thinking, since I don't work today or tomorrow that we could hang out."
Ray shrugged, "Yeah ok, that's cool I guess."
"Great!" Julie responded a bit too enthusiastically. "Let's go to dinner tonight. First, I need you to trim those trees next to the driveway. I don't want any limbs falling on a car if it ices up again. Ok?"
"Oh crap, I forgot about that. Yeah ok, I'll do it."
Julie smiled, watching Ray sigh as he looked down to his knees. She cleared her throat, and turned slightly to her side, so the possibility of her open cleavage brushing up against his arm would increase. She gave him a very awkward huge, then whispered, "Thank you," into his ear. She rose up and gave him a slow kiss on the cheek.
They had always been affectionate. Hugs and kisses were always the norm in their close relationship. But this one was different. It wasn't a peck; it was a slow kiss a woman gives a man. He nodded and got up to leave afterward. "Alright I better take care of that stuff now."
Julie nodded, watching him leave. She looked down to her cleavage, a nipple was poking out. Ray hadn't noticed. She sighed then stood to remove her robe. She climbed back into bed tried to think about this challenge; getting that 20 million and not focusing on how stupid she felt.
Chapter 3
Julie stood in her full length mirror once again, except this time she was wearing a new dress Bob had gotten her. It was black, came down to her knees, had long sleeves, and a low neck line which revealed yet more cleavage. It wasn't normally what a mother would wear for dinner with her son. She was planning on wearing it to dinner with Ulysses when they got a chance to hang out.
Julie turned toward her door as she heard her son knock. "Come in."
"Hey mom, are you re - " He stopped mid-sentence, his eyes trailing up and down her frame.
Julie huffed, "I said something nice! Go back and change! Wear a tie, too."
"Sorry," he mumbled as he left to change out of his blue jeans and long sleeve t-shirt. Julie shook her head and sighed. She had opted for a teacher role. Slowly teaching her son about dating and if it led to something more, so be it. She knew there was no way tonight would be the night for this to happen. It couldn't - mainly because Bob hadn't yet installed the camera in her room.
"Much better," Julie said, walking past Ray down the stairs. He was wearing khakis and a blue long sleeve shirt with a red tie. "Would you grab my coat please?"
"Sure," Ray said, handing her the long black coat. "Here."
"What are you doing?" Julie asked.
"Your coat? Didn't you want it? Here." Ray said, holding the coat out to her.



"So is that how you treat your date? 'Here' then hand her her coat? Geez, you might as well just toss it to me." Julie rolled her eyes, teasing her son.
"Oh, alright, well - "
"No! I didn't mean actually toss it to me. Hold it open and put it around my shoulders." Julie explained.
"Sorry. Here you go."
"Thanks. Now walk me to the car, open my door for me, you should know all this."
"Well I didn't know this was a date." Ray said.
"Yeah well, it is, so always be prepared." Julie teased, making things up as she went along, she figured she would treat this as a practice date. This way she might be able to see what romance with him would be like.
Dinner was awkward but not a total catastrophe. Julie constantly had to offer her son pointers and reprimand him when he started reverting into a non-date mode. He would slouch, she would tell him to sit up straight. He would look around room and not pay attention to her when she was talking; she had to snap him out of that. He would play with his food; Julie had to remind him not to. She actually had fun spending time with him, and was genuinely entertained by his lack of dating experience - even if she felt she could've been around more to help with these sorts of things. He was terribly awkward and shy around girls. Julie saw a lot of herself in him when she was a teenager. They had virtually identical looking mouths - the same overbite and smile. His eyes were green, not blue like hers. His hair was blond, like Julie's. He was also as skinny as a rail. This reminded Julie of herself as a teen. She was a petite, small, little thing.
"Where are you going?" Julie asked Ray at the top of the stairs back at home.
"I'm going to change and go to bed."
"Oh no, no, no. I'm not done with you."
"What do you mean?" Ray asked.
"Our date isn't over. Come to bed." Julie replied, with a mischievous smile.
"Mom. Really? Come on, I want play that game you got me for Christmas."
"You can tomorrow. But we're not done here tonight. I don't have work tomorrow, remember?"
"Ugh, fine." Ray sighed and walked toward his mother's room.
"Don't sound so happy about it! Do you think your date likes that tone?"
"No, I guess not."
"Good, now get on the bed!" Julie playfully pushed Ray onto her king sized mattress. He sighed and threw his long legs up on the bed. He was 6'1" and seemed to be nearly all leg. Thin, tall, and lanky best described him. Julie smiled and slowly undid his shoes and slid them off his feet. She tickled the bottom of his feet.
"Hey, cut it out."
Julie chuckled and climbed up on the bed next to him. "Put your arm around me."
"Mom, why?" Ray sighed, holding out his arm.
"Stop complaining and just go along with it. I miss spending time with you."
"Alright, fine."
Julie snuggled up next to Ray, resting her head on his chest and ran her fingers up and down his stomach. "You didn't even compliment my dress, Ray."
"Oh, uh, sorry. It's a nice dress." Ray said flatly.
"Wow, I feel so special," Julie replied, sarcastically. She glanced down to his crotch and a generic image of a penis shot through her head. She imagined unzipping his pants and pulling it out to slowly stroke it. She sighed again, not having any idea of how to initiate that with him.
"Are you looking forward to going to college in the fall? I bet you are. It'll be nice to get away from your old mom." Julie asked.
"Nah, you aren't old. I was actually thinking about attending one of the schools closer to home. There's one that is pretty cheap. That'll make things easier for us." Ray explained.
Julie rose up on her elbow, "Oh Ray, no, I want you to go where you want to go. Don't worry about costs."
"It's fine mom, really it is. I like that school. Being cheaper is even better."
Julie slowly looked down to his chest and straightened out his red tie. She almost started crying thinking about, what could be, a huge sacrifice Ray was willing to make. She slowly laid her head back down on his chest.
"Ray, you can go play your game if you want." She said, slowly rubbing his stomach over his shirt.
"Cool, thanks mom," Ray said, starting to sit up. Julie rose with him. Ray put his arm around her, giving her a brief hug before going to his room.
Julie had trouble falling asleep. Bob's twenty million dollars and all she could do for Ray was all she thought about.
Chapter 4
"Are you a virgin?" Julie asked her son, watching his eye widen.
"What!?" He asked. They were lying on his bed, snuggling the next night. Julie entered his room earlier and said she wanted to spend more time with him before work. Ray kept playing his video game, after telling her to come in and have a seat.
"No, I mean turn the game off now, and come spend time with me. Tomorrow I go back to work and you go back to school."
"Alright," He said, turning the game off.
"On the bed." Julie ordered. She snuggled up in his arms just like the previous night and they chatted for awhile. He was in his t-shirt and pajama pants, and she was wearing a white tank top and similar styled pants.
"You heard me, are you a virgin?" Julie asked again.
"Uh well, I uh..."
"Listen," Julie rose up on her elbow looking into his terrified eyes, "you don't have to be nervous or ashamed to tell me something. It's really ok."
Ray gulped and nodded slowly.
"So does that mean yes?" Julie asked. Ray nodded again.
"Ok well that's fine, that's totally fine sweetie," She said patting his chest. "I was just curious."
Julie smiled, resting her head back on his chest. She glanced toward his crotch again and slowly moved her hand down to the edge of his shirt. She slid her hand underneath and ran her long finger nails along his bare skin, looking to his crotch for any sort of indication he enjoyed it. She saw none.
"You know you can ask me anything; anything about that sort of stuff," Julie said, running her finger nails up and down his stomach. "I know we haven't talked about," she paused, "sex much, but I am here for you if you have questions. Alright?"
"Ok," Ray quickly replied.
Julie could tell his breathing pattern was changing a bit. "Does this tickle?"
"A little, yeah."
Julie chuckled and kept trailing his stomach with her finger nails. "So no questions for me?"
"Nope, I'm good."
"Did you know I was 21 when I did it for the first time?" Julie said.
"Mom! Too much info...geez..."
"Oh relax, I'm just saying, sometimes it takes awhile for things to happen. But they do."
Julie lost her virginity to Ray's father. She was still in an awkward phase, still scrawny, and nerdy looking. Over time that changed. Ray's father leaving when she was in her mid thirties helped to speed along her transformation into a sexy, confident, woman.
Ray quickly changed the subject much to Julie's chagrin. They spent the rest of the evening in his room, talking, laughing, mixed with Julie's playful teasing and tickling. She figured she was planting a seed of sorts. She dreaded going back to work tomorrow but was looking forward to next weekend.
"Alright, well I better head to bed. I need my sleep for a long shift tomorrow." Julie said.
"Ok mom. Thanks."
"For what?"
"For everything I guess. All the long shifts you work and your dedication to taking care of us." Ray said.
Julie tried to hold back tears as she hugged Ray. She ended the hug with a quick, but strong, kiss on the lips - something she hadn't done with him in many years. "I love you," she whispered, then ended the embrace.
Another restless night of sleep followed for Julie. She tossed and turned, thinking about Ray, about work, about money. She wanted to ask her younger sister, Sharon, for advice. She would see her next weekend.
Chapter 5
Each night of the following week Julie made it a point to see Ray before she went to bed. She usually got home after dinner and Ray was either in the bed already or getting ready to be. If he was already asleep she would wake him up and talk with him. She would end each evening with a quick kiss on the lips. On Wednesday he was out cold, having gone to bed earlier than normally. She quiet slid into his bed and snuggled up to his back. She felt like being playful and squeezed his butt, causing him to stir.
"Hey, what are you doing?" Ray groggily asked.
"Nothing, just playing. Have you ever had your butt grabbed before?"
"Huh! No."
"You have a nice one."
"Alright, thanks. I'm going back to sleep now." Ray sighed.
"Have you ever grabbed a girl's butt before?" Julie asked.
"No, I haven't. Ok? Goodnight."
Julie felt extra brave this evening and wanted to test the waters, "You can grab mine if you like. If you want to see what it's like"
"Mom! Ok, geez! Can I go back to sleep now?"
"Fine! Remember your Aunt Sharon is staying with us this weekend. Her and I will probably go out to dinner or something. You are more than welcome to join us."
"Ok, goodnight."
Julie slapped his butt again and kissed the back of his neck, causing him to jump. She smirked and headed back to her bedroom, undressing out of her scrubs as she walked down the hallway. She didn't close her bedroom or bathroom doors anymore, thinking that if he wanted to peep in on her, she would simply let it happen - maybe even encourage it. To her knowledge, Ray never sneaked around and attempted such a thing.
Julie rummaged through her top draw and found her favorite shower companion; an 8.5 inch, black dildo with a suction cup at the end - perfect for hands free fun. Holly got it for her birthday a couple years ago. She smiled at her rubbery friend as she stuck it to the glass shower wall.
As the steam from the water rose, Julie turned around and looked at the dildo. She smiled, glancing to her open bathroom door.
"Hey there. It's been awhile hasn't it?" She asked the inanimate object. "We're going to have to keep it quiet; I wouldn't want to wake my son."
Julie went down to her knees in the shower and slowly stroked dildo. "Besides if he saw mommy doing this, he might like what he saw." She kisses the tip and then playfully licked underneath it.
Julie was ready to put on a show. If her son saw it so be it. "And that would be very naughty wouldn't it?" She winked up at an imaginary man, and then engulfed the cockhead. "Mmmm, mmmm," she moaned as her head weaved back and forth and side to side on the dildo.
"Such a nice dick you have here sir." She said standing and stroking the cock before turning around. She slowly swayed her hips back and forth across the dildo.
"You ready for me?" Julie asked, looking back to the wall. "Good," she said, reaching behind her, guiding the dildo into her dripping pussy. She pushed back against it all the way, until her ass cheeks were pressing against the glass. She arched her back, placing one hand on the wall in front of her, while the fingers of her other hand furiously rubbed her clit. She began moving back and forth on the dildo, moaning softly as she did, her cheeks pressing against the glass.
"Are you watching me?" She asked out loud. "You can if you want." She grunted as she started slamming into the mounted dildo. "Ah yes..."
Julie imagined Ray peeping around the open bathroom door, seeing her slam into the dildo, her cheeks slapping against the glass wall. She felt so naughty, so horny, and so motivated to make this happen - to win that money.
"We're going to win it baby, it'll be ours, we can do this! Yes! Yes!" She cried out a little louder this time. If Ray was asleep, that might have woken him. She kept going, pounding into the glass, imagining money raining from the ceiling, covering her bed.
"Cumming! For that money!" Julie's orgasm over took her and she picture both her and Ray writhing in ecstasy on a money-covered bed.
Ten minutes later, Julie stood naked in front of Ray's closed door. She saw no sign that he had been watching her. She slowly opened it and peeped in. He was asleep in the same position she had left him. She felt like an idiot.
Julie sat at the edge of her bed, staring down to her knees. She was looking forward to Sharon's visit tomorrow. She wanted to ask her opinion on the matter. Sharon was the logical, analytical type. Her opinion would be helpful. Holly, on the other hand, would tell Julie to do it and not even consider the consequences and changes to the mother/son relationship that could occur. Holly would probably even ask for some of the money too. "Come on we're sisters! Just a few million is all." Julie imagined Holly saying. Julie climbed into bed. "A penis is a penis," she whispered to herself. "I have to do this."
Chapter 6
Julie cleared her throat as she stood in front of her son while he sat on the couch, busily playing a hand held gaming device. She was wearing a short, tight, blue cocktail dress with matching blue shoes - all courtesy of Bob.
"Oh, uh, your dress. It's very nice." Ray said, before sticking his nose back into his game.
"Well at least that's something. It's nice to compliment the shoes as well."
"Those are nice too," He said, barely even glancing at them.
Julie couldn't help by chuckle. "Walk us to the door."
"Huh? What do you mean?" Ray asked.
"I mean, get up, and walk us to the door. If I were your woman, going for a night out on the town, I'd want you to do that."
"He's a slow learner Julie." Ray's Aunt Sharon called out from the kitchen. She was wearing a similar but black dress. She was 5'9", had blue eyes just like Julie. Julie felt her younger, 37 year-old, sister was the most attractive of the three siblings. Her eyes were sparkling blue, she did not have an overbite, and her face had a sophisticated beauty to it. Her hair was platinum blonde, but much shorter than Julie's. It was in a bob-style and came just past her ears. She didn't have bangs, which added to her elegance.
"I know, but I'm teaching him," Julie wrapped her arm around Ray's as he led them to the door. "Please don't wait up. Leftovers from last night are in the fridge. Alright?"
"Yep. Have fun." He said, remembering to help his mother with her coat.
Julie rose up and kissed his lips, "Goodnight, honey," she playfully said before jabbing him in the ribs.
"Yes, goodnight, honey," Sharon said in the same teasing fashion before kissing his cheek.
"When did you start smoking again?" Julie asked, waving the smoke away from her face.
"Oh, I don't. I mean, sort of. I only smoke like 3 cigarettes a month. Only when I'm out with friends." Sharon explained as the two women sat at a table in nearby nightclub.
"Hmm, well alright," Julie said, shaking her head.
"So do I get to meet him?" Sharon asked.
"Meet who?"
"The guy you're seeing?"
Julie immediately thought about Bob and his challenge.
"Did you say you were hanging out with a fitness model?"
"Oh! You mean Ulysses? Yes sometimes, I think he's out of town this week. We're not really dating each other, just occasionally hanging out." Julie explained.
"How are things with your fellow?" Julie asked her sister.
"Ugh, I don't want to talk about it. Dating a younger guy has its advantages, but he's so possessive!"
"What does Sam think of him?" Julie asked, referring to her nephew, Sharon's college freshman son.
"Doesn't like him one bit, to be honest. Anyway, let's dance," Sharon said, standing and extending her hand to her older sister.
Three hours later, the lovely siblings arrived home, laughing and stumbling their way the kitchen. Julie was the designated driver, so she immediately went to the kitchen for wine to help her catch up to Sharon.
"Couch?" Julie asked, sipping her wine.
"No, let's go to bed, I need to lie down." Sharon replied, motioning Julie to follow.
"Unzip me?" Julie asked, setting her wine on the bedside table. Sharon complied and assisted her sister.
"Wow! Look at those!" Sharon's eyes widened when her sister turned around revealing her implants.
"Like them?" Julie asked.
"I love them! May I?" Sharon asked, holding her hands out.
"Of course." Julie said, arching her back so her sister could inspect her implants.
"I totally forgot you got these, until I saw them in that dress you had on. These feel amazing!" Sharon said, gently squeezing Julie's breasts. "Is there sensation in the nipples? I heard that can be decreased with implants."
"A little yes, but mine seem to work ok."
"Really?" Sharon asked, with a mischievous look on her face. She squeezed a breast once more and then circled a nipple with her thumb.
"Hey, stop that!" Julie squirmed and moved away. "Turn around, let me unzip you."
Later in the evening, the two women lay in bed facing each other. Julie was wearing one of Ray's t-shirts and a thong. Sharon was a smaller t-shirt and boxers.
"So when he left the hospital he sent me flowers and included his number. Figuring, why not do what Holly would do, I called him. He took me to dinner, we slept together, and when he's back from visiting his fiancé in Jacksonville, we meet up on occasion." Julie explained about her relationship with Bob.
"How is the sex?"
"Not bad at all actually. He doesn't do much, I do most of the work, but it's quite enjoyable. I don't always have an orgasm, but it's still fun."
"Good. I guess. I mean, I think it's a bit shady to continue seeing him when he's set to get married soon. Plus he's buying you all this stuff." Sharon said.
"Well actually there's quite a dilemma now," Julie said, sitting up on the bed, looking down to her sister.
"Yeah what is it?"
Julie shook her head, "He's giving away his money; to charities, to his fiancé, and so on. Well he offered me a large sum of money. I won't go into specifics, but it's more than enough to pay for Ray's entire college tuition."
"Wow, that's really nice of him!" Sharon said, rising up on her elbow.
"Well not so fast. I can only have the money if I have sex with a particular person."
"Hmm, ok. Who?"
"Ray."
Sharon's mouth dropped as she looked on in shock. "Ray? You mean, him?" She asked, pointing in the direction of Ray's bedroom.
Julie nodded her head. "I haven't done anything yet. I thought about it, and tried imagining it, but it's really difficult. This challenge can only be completed when he installs a camera in the bedroom AND I turn that camera on to capture, well, the act. If we never do it, then we never do it, and we don't get the money."
Sharon took a deep breath and slowly looked around the room. "I don't know what to say."
"I know. I didn't either. I would rather have your input than Holly's. She would say I should and ask for some of the money probably."
"Yeah she would. Wow." Sharon cupped her mouth with her hand, thinking of the situation.
"Should I? Ray and I would be set with the money I'd get."
There was a long pause before Sharon spoke. "You should tell Ray. Tell him about this and see what he thinks."
"What if he's not interested?" Julie asked.
"Well then I guess you don't get the money. But I'm wondering what if he IS interested? Are you willing to commit that act with him?"
"I've thought about that. I think I could, I mean, maybe. We could be blindfolded and pretend we are different people."
"Right. Well all I can suggest is telling Ray about this and see what happens. That's my final thought on it."
Julie nodded and curled up next to her sister. The two eventually went to sleep.
The next morning, Julie overheard Sharon talking with Ray on the couch in the living room. "You know your mom loves you more than anything and is working really hard to support you."
"Yeah I know. I'm really proud of her," Julie overheard Ray say before entering room.
"She would do anything to help you and to provide a good life for you, you know that right?" Sharon asked.
"Mmhmm, she's great." He replied.
Julie again, had to fight tears and compose herself before entering the room. "Ok, you got everything packed Sharon?"



Aunt Sharon gave Ray a long goodbye hug, then gave her sister an even longer embrace, whispering in her ear "Let me know what he says."
The next challenge Julie faced was telling her son.
Chapter 7
Three nights later Julie stood in front of her full-length mirror, this time in her white bath robe. "Well Ray? What do you think?" She asked her reflection, and then loosened the tie on her robe, letting it fall to the floor revealing her naked body.
"Do you want to? Do you want to have, uh, have sex with me?" She asked her son in her head.
"This is so stupid!" She said, kicking her robe out of her way and climbing on to her bed. She looked at the wall opposite of the bed, near the mounted TV. She stared at the camera hidden just below the TV. Bob was there the previous evening and the two of them tested the camera with his computer.
"Feel free to put on a little show for me if you like dear," Bob suggested. Julie rolled her eyes and saw him to the door.
Back in her bedroom, she rehearsed her lines over and over again. She ran through several scenarios in her mind. The one she settled on was waiting until Saturday night and telling him over dinner. She would then propose the idea to him and wait for his reaction. He would either laugh it off and tell her no thanks, or say "yes let's do it!" She practiced undressing for him in the mirror. It didn't feel right though, it didn't feel natural.
Julie sat up and hopped of her bed. She went to grab her shower friend from her top drawer and headed toward the bathroom door when her cell phone vibrated on the bed. She wondered who could be calling this late as she went to pick it up. She saw on the caller ID it was her friend Ulysses. He must be back in town.
"Hello?" she answered.
"Hi Julie, its Ulysses. Sorry to be calling so late."
"Oh it's ok, how are you? It's good to hear from you again."
"I'm good, just arrived back in town. I know it's been a few months, but I was thinking we could hang out soon and catch up."
"Yes! I'd love that!" Julie replied, tossing the dildo on the bed.
"Great. Can I take you to dinner Saturday night?"
"Saturday?"
"Yeah, I know it's short notice, but if you don't have plans we could go to dinner then back to my apartment if you like." Ulysses proposed.
Julie thought about Saturday, she had planned on telling Ray of the challenge, but this would give her a way out. She could put it off for a little while longer until she got more courage. She thought carefully for a few moments then gave Ulysses an answer.
"Yes! Yes!" Julie cried out, clutching Ulysses tightly, locking her feet around his muscular ass as he drove his cock deeply into her over and over again.
The two friends had been going at it for over an hour; Ulysses bringing Julie orgasm after orgasm. He kissed along her neck and rose up to look upon her gorgeous body. He ran his hands over her breasts and smiled at her. "You're beautiful," he said.
She nearly came again looking up at his sweaty, perfectly muscled body. "So are you!" she replied in between breaths.
"It's been a long day for me. Would you be ok if I finished a little earlier tonight?" Ulysses asked.
Julie smiled weakly, "Go right ahead."
"Hold on tight then," He said. Ulysses bent down to bring Julie up. She wrapped her arms around him, and locked her feet again. Ulysses was on his knees and began thrusting into her. He was grabbing her ass cheeks and slamming his thick rod into her stretched out pussy. Over and over again for several minutes he thrust up into her, touching bottom each time.
Julie arched her back, and threw her head back. Ulysses brought a tit to his mouth and suckled on it as another orgasm coursed through Julie's body. He wasn't far behind. Releasing the nipple, he gritted his teeth and picked up the pace. Julie unwrapped her arms around his neck and held them out to her side, perpendicular to her body. Her eyes rolled in the back of her head; she was in paradise.
"Ah Julie, yes!" Ulysses cried out, as his own orgasm over took him. He thrust several more times into her while his cock injected semen into her womb. Out of breath, he slowly lowered her back to the bed as his cock spurted a few more times, his cum overflowing out of her onto his mattress.
"Thank you," he whispered in her ear, sluggishly rolling off her, resting next to her on the bed. Julie smiled and came out of her trance. She rolled over, placing her hand on Ulysses' six pack stomach.
"Ulysses?" Julie spoke up 10 minutes later.
"Yes?" He replied.
"Do you think I'm a bad person?"
"What? Of course not. I would never be friends with a bad person. Why do you ask?"
"Well, to be honest, I have been offered a lot of money to do something that I'm not sure I can do." Julie explained.
"Well does it involve hurting someone?"
"Not really, I don't suppose. I've been offered a lot of money to have sex with a certain person."
"Whoa, I see. Is this person of legal age?"
"Yep."
"Are they someone you know and care about?"
"Yep."
"Would you be having sex with them or would it be more like making love?"
Julie paused and thought for a moment, thinking about Ray's sweet smile. "Love." She replied sheepishly.
"Well then, I say do it. No one is getting hurt and you'd be doing something beautiful and getting paid for it. The person offering you this money to do this has their reasons I guess, but I'd say do it. Make love to this person, make it beautiful, and graciously accept the money."
Julie smiled. Ulysses was right. She was going to tell Ray about this and work toward doing it. Valentine's Day was coming up next week. She decided to tell Ray then.
Chapter 8
Julie left a note for Ray that she wanted to speak to him about something when she got home from her shift. All day she rehearsed what how she was going to tell her son. That Valentine's Day evening she got home around 10:30pm as usual. She headed to her bedroom, undressed and put on her white bathrobe. Knowing her own child as well as she did, she knew nothing would happen that night. However, she wanted to be prepared for any unpredictable outcomes of their conversation. She told herself if that meant Ray would become enthusiastic about this challenge and excitedly ravaged her, then she wanted be able to have as little clothing as possible in order to make this go by quickly. Perhaps Ray would want to see her naked, in which case, she would simply stand and disrobe for him. Her instincts were telling her none of that would happen that night.
Julie slowly crept down the dimly lit hallway to Ray's closed door. She looked down to her robe and loosened the tie slightly and made sure just enough cleavage was showing.
Softly knocking on the door, Julie asked just above a whisper, "Ray? May I come in?"
There was a pause. "Hey mom, sure."
Julie entered the room, sitting on the bed, as Ray say up, rubbing his eyes. "Did I wake you?"
"No, I was dozing off but not completely asleep." Ray replied.
"I see." Julie said, looking around his room, occasionally looking down and playing with her long fingernails.
"So what did you want to talk about?" Ray asked.
There was a long pause as Julie gathered her thoughts. "Ok. Well, I have to tell you something that's a little strange and I want you to remain calm. I will explain something and then present you with a question. If you say no, that is totally fine. Alright?"
"Alright, no problem. Is everything ok?"
Julie didn't answer. Instead she tried to recall her memorized lines. "You know my friend Bob. You met him last year, and you saw him last week when he stopped by. Well he's an interesting man. I think I've mentioned to you that he's pretty wealthy and has bought me presents from time to time."
"Mmhmm, that nice dress, right?"
"Very good! Another compliment from you on my dress." Julie smiled at Ray, and then continued her dialog.
"Well as you can see Bob is an older guy, I'm not sure he has much time left. Or perhaps he thinks he doesn't. He has set aside a lot of money to give away to charities and maybe some family he has left. But he's also doing something else with his money. He is issuing challenges to some of his close friends. If they meet these challenges he said he would give them a certain amount of money."
Ray nodded, paying close attention and putting two and two together. "So he's going to give you money?" He asked with a smile on his face.
"Well I'm not sure. He offered me a challenge. He offered me a large sum of money to do something that, truthfully, I'm not sure I should do. To be honest, the challenge involves you as well Ray."
"It does? What does it have to do with me?"
Julie paused again. The conversation wasn't going quite as she imagined, but she adapted and continued. "It has something to do with both you and me sweetie."
"Uh, ok, well what's the challenge?"
Julie took a deep breath then placed her hand gently on her son's. She paused again, caressing his hand with her thumb. She looked up into his eyes.
"He wants you and I to have sex."
Ray's eyes widened and he withdrew his hand from his mother's, he backed away from her on his bed, looking as though he had just seen a ghost.
"What?!?" Ray cried.
Julie held up her hands. "Please just relax, calm down."
"You mean you and me, doing it?" Ray asked, with a look of terror on his face and his voice shaking.
"Ray, calm down and listen to me. Calm down." Julie said.
Ray was nearly out of breath, sitting on the edge of his bed, looking to the floor.
"You can say no. Alright? It's fine, really it is. There is no deadline for this. If it happens, it happens, if it doesn't, it doesn't. It's as simple as that. There is a camera in my room that I can control that would capture it if it does happen. Bob would need proof. Ok?"
Ray sat there looking down to the floor, rubbing his temples. After a few moments he spoke up. "I don't know what to say."
Julie smirked to herself. That was the third time she's heard someone say that; first herself, then her sister, and now Ray.
"Ray, It's ok. This isn't something we must do or else. If you don't want to, we don't have to do it at all."
Ray sighed and shook his head. "How much did this guy say he'd give you."
Julie cleared her throat, "Well if you must know it's enough money to pay for all your education and for us to live comfortably. Probably for the rest of our lives."
Ray turned and looked toward the wall behind his bed, facing away from Julie. "Please. How much?"
Julie paused, "Twenty million dollars." She watched Ray inhale deeply and resume his position of looking down to the floor.
"It's just I've never done anything before. You know, with a girl. I, I," he sighed, "we could use that money though."
"I know we could. But we'd be fine without it sweetie."
Ray's voice lowered to just above a whisper, "You've worked so hard. All those long shifts and overtime. Ever since what's-his-face left us." Ray said, referring to his father.
"I know, I know, " Julie replied, her voice trembling as she placed a hand on her son's shoulder. Ray flinched at her touched, but then settled.
Ray shrugged, "I mean, I guess we'd be stupid not to. I just don't know."
Julie gently massaged his shoulder with his hand. "Look I'm going to bed; I want you to do the same. Ok? Sleep on this. If you can. You don't have to give an answer tonight or tomorrow. If your answer is no, then that's fine with me. If it's yes, then we can think about how to go about handling this. Alright?"
Ray nodded, still unable to look at his mother. Julie rose on her knees and kissed the side of his head. "Remember, I love you more than anything. We'll talk more about this later. Try to get some sleep."
Chapter 9
Julie felt like an immense weight had been lifted. She slept soundly for the first time in a long time. She was a little concerned that Ray was freaked out by this, but felt relief in being honest with him and letting him decide if they should pursue this challenge.
That evening Julie got home at her usual time. She undressed and put on her white robe again, in the event she needed to turn her camera on and undress quickly for a brief intercourse session with Ray. The more she thought about sex with him, the less it seemed like a business transaction and more about giving herself to him - for money yes, but also as a teacher.
"Come in." Ray answered the small knock on his door. Julie entered his room as Ray averted his eyes and pretended to straighten up his bedside table.
"Hi. May I sit?" Julie asked.
"Sure."
Julie sat on his bed, smiling softly at her son, who was still busying himself by cleaning his table. She looked down and adjusted her cleavage again, this time showing just a little more than the night before. "Just wanted to stop by and say goodnight."
"Oh ok, cool."
"Thought anymore about last night?"
Ray went still, no longer shuffling papers and trash around. He slowly sat on his bed, and resumed the same position from the previous night. He was looking down to the floor. He slowly nodded his head.
"Yeah? So what's on your mind?" Julie asked nonchalantly.
"Well," Ray said, slowly turning in his bed to face his mother, "that's a lot of money. You've sacrificed so much for me."
"Ray - " Julie started to interrupt.
"No, just hang on. I think, I think we should possibly consider that challenge."
"Yeah?" Julie smiled and straightened herself up on the bed.
Ray nodded and slowly looked up her eyes, his face fraught with fear. Julie almost laughed, but only smiled back at him. She reached out and took his hand.
"Ok, well we can talk more about it tomorrow night. I don't have work Saturday. We can brainstorm some ideas of how to go about it. I mean, I'm sure you know how to do it; I just meant how we can handle it. Deal?" She asked, squeezing his hand.
"That'll work."
Julie, releasing his hand, caressed his face. "It'll be ok, we'll work this out. Alright? No need to be nervous. Come here, give me a hug."
Julie stood, extending her arms to Ray. "Oops." She noticed her robe was almost completely open in the front, nearly exposing her breasts. She adjusted herself and held out her arms again. "There, that's better."
Ray nodded and smiled weakly, bending down to hug her. Julie closed her eyes and rested her head on his chest. Ray slowly moved his hands to her waist. He usually wrapped his arms around her shoulders. Gently placing them there he pulled her in tighter against his body. She couldn't help by smile; her body was warming against his, just as her mind and heart were warming up to this idea of making love to him.
Julie ended the embrace, smiling up at her son, "We'll get through this. Don't be scared, we'll work it out!" She said, caressing his cheek. She rose to her tip toes and kissed him quickly on the lips before making her exit.
"Goodnight. Love you," she said, and then headed down the hallway. She began untying her robe as she walked to her bedroom. Tossing it on dirty clothes hamper, Julie stood nude in front of her full length mirror, examining her body and chatting on the phone with her sister, Sharon.
"Don't worry Sharon. I know what I'm doing. Please trust me. He's open to the idea; I think this will all work out for the best." She ended the call to her sister and climbed into bed. She fell asleep with images of her nude body rolling around on a pile of money.
"May I?" Julie asked Ray the next evening. He was sitting on the couch in the living room playing his hand held gaming device.
"Huh?" Ray asked, looking up at his mother. She wore a spaghetti-strap white tank top, with no bra, and pink short shorts, with no underwear.
She smiled looking down at him, "Sit?"
"Sure."
"Thank you." Julie said, plopping down on Ray's lap. "Now then, let's turn this off and set it down," referring to his gaming device, "and let's chat about our situation. What are you most comfortable with? What are your thoughts on how to proceed?"
Ray looked down to his hands resting on his stomach. He glanced at his mother's nearly bare thigh on his lap. "Uh, well, I mean - " Ray started to say before Julie interrupted him.
"Ray wait. Let's do something with your hands. You have a woman sitting on your lap. Here, take this hand and put it here on my thigh, and bring the other one back around me and rest it on my lower back. See?" Julie smiled down at her son after placing his hands on her. "Now, where were we?"
Ray cleared his throat nervously. "I guess we could try going on a date again or something." He hand was trembling on Julie's thigh.
"That's a great idea! A good start too." Her smile quickly went to a frown. "Oh Ray, you're shaking. Relax." She held his hand still on her leg. "See, it's just me. You have to get used to touching me more. I figured that'd be a good start too. Don't you think?"
Ray nodded and watched his mother move his hand slowly up and down her thigh.
"Just like that. See? It's soft isn't it?" Julie asked.
"Yeah."
"I'd love to buy you a new car. I'd buy myself one too." Julie said looking off in the distance as she moved his hand on her thigh. "Maybe sell this house, buy a new one. Gosh, we could even move to another city or state if you wanted."
Julie released Ray's hand and kept talking. She didn't notice that Ray kept moving his hand up and down her thigh, gently squeezing it.
"Ooh, maybe we can go on a vacation after all this. You know?" Julie asked. She looked down at Ray whose eyes were focused on her thigh. He was rubbing and squeezing it. Julie smiled and watched him. She doubted he had ever touched a woman's leg before. Julie looked up to the ceiling trying to think of a way to push this further and not freak him out.
"That feels good baby," She whispered in a slightly sultry tone.
"Huh? Oh, sorry." Ray released her thigh, putting his hand back on his stomach.
"No, don't stop," Julie said, reaching down to guide his hand back to her thigh. This time she slid it further toward her shorts and hip.
She leaned down and whispered again in ear. "You know maybe for spring break next month we can go on a trip. Bob said he'd pay for anything to help us do this. Does that sound nice?" Julie asked in a sweet tone.
Ray simply nodded. "We could go to the Bahamas. Just you and me." Julie said. Ray only nodded again, looking at his hand on her thigh.
They sat in silence for several more minutes before Julie spoke up. "So, a date tomorrow night?" She asked sitting up.
"Yeah, maybe dinner."
"Great! I look forward to it!" Julie exclaimed, rising off her son's lap. "I'm heading to bed. Feel free to come hang out if you like." She winked before walking off. As she climbed the stairs to her room, she began peeling her clothes off. She would be ready for him should he decide to show up. He never did.
The next day was fairly normal between them, besides Julie giving more hugs and more pecks on the lips than usual. That evening they went to a nice restaurant. Ray complemented her dress and shoes without being reminded this time. Overall he seemed a bit more natural on this particular date.
About halfway through dinner, Julie reached out and grabbed his hand. She caressed it with her thumb. Ray glanced from her hand to her eyes. She was smiling softly at him. They gazed into each other's eyes for several seconds before Ray blinked, shaking himself out of the trance.
"I'm sorry. This just feels, I don't know, weird still." He said, looking down to his food.
"Ray, it's ok. I know. Let's just slow down a bit then shall we? Let's relax."
Ray nodded and they finished their meal. The rest of the date was fine. He escorted her to the car, and then from the car to their house. He even escorted her to her bedroom door. He gave her a hug goodnight.



"Ray, how about more than just a hug?" Julie asked.
Ray gulped and nodded.
Julie rose on her tip toes again and kissed his lips. It lasted for about five seconds. She smiled and wiped his lips with her thumb. "There. See, not so bad right? That wasn't too gross was it?"
"No, it was fine." Ray replied, smiling weakly.
"Good. Next Saturday let's stay home and watch a movie? Alright?"
"Ok, sounds good."
The following week was similar to all previous weeks. Julie would get home late and Ray would be either asleep or close to it. She was sick of the late shifts and overtime. She made it a point to speak to him or hug and kiss him before heading to bed.
"Yes, it's these shorts again!" Julie teased Ray the following Saturday night, hearing him enter the living room behind her. She was turning on the DVD player. She sauntered over to Ray and sat next to him.
"Arm." She nudged his side and he lifted his arm placing it back behind her on the couch. "No, put it here," she grabbed his hand and put it on her thigh. "I wore these shorts for a reason silly."
"Oh right." Ray rested his hand on her thigh, this time on the side of it, since she was leaning into him on the couch and not sitting on his lap.
They sat like that the entire movie. Ray would squeeze and massage her thigh, occasionally trailing it with his fingers. Julie smiled, thinking about how he was getting more comfortable with her and himself. Plus it felt good.
As the weeks went by, they held hands more often; they exchanged more kisses on the lips. Ray even slept in her bed a few times. Julie would lie against him, pulling her tank top up to reveal the small of her back. Ray knew immediately what she was doing and placed his hand there, gently caressing it. He'd run his finger tips up and down the valley of her spine. She shivered a few times at his touch.
The weekend before their trip to the Bahamas in March, Julie pounced on Ray, pinning him to the floor. They had been having a tickle fight. Ray was winning for the most part, grabbing Julie from behind tickling her side, her butt up against his crotch. However, she eventually got the upper hand and was straddling him on the kitchen floor.
"Got you." She said, looking down at him. Their smiles and laughter faded as they stared into each other's eyes. Julie was wearing similar tight shorts and a tank top and Ray in his standard t-shirt and pajama pants.
"How do you feel about me baby?" Julie asked, releasing Ray's pinned hands, and lowering herself inches away from his face. Her braless breasts smashed into his chest.
"I, uh, I'm getting more comfortable around you."
"Yeah? Are you thinking more about that money?"
"Mmhmm, it'd be great to have."
"Are you thinking more about sex with me?" Julie asked, kissing his cheek slowly.
"Well, um, I have been yes."
"Are you thinking about it now?"
"Umm, well, I - " Ray stammered, beads of sweat forming on his forehead.
"I think you are." Julie said, squeezing her inner thigh muscles on a very lovely erection that Ray was sporting.
He nodded quickly, eyes darting away from Julie's face.
Not wanting to rush things, Julie asked, "Do you think after our Bahamas trip next week, we'd be able to try it?"
Ray nodded again and cleared his throat nervously. Julie kissed his cheek again, then his jaw line, eventually making her way to his lips for a long, beautiful, kiss. "I think I'll take a shower."
Julie got off Ray and made her way to her bedroom. She stripped naked and grabbed her shower companion. Ray's erection was on her mind when the orgasm overtook her.
Chapter 10
"That was another great meal, mom." Ray said the following night.
"Thank you! Here give me your plate." Julie said, making her way to the kitchen sink.
She was rinsing the dirty dish when she felt a pair of hands on her shoulders. Ray was slowly massaging them.
"That feels great," Julie moaned, leaning her head back against Ray. She closed her eyes and instinctively arched her neck toward him. Ray paused. He licked his lips and slowly bent down to place a single kiss on Julie's neck.
"Mmmm, Ray that was very nice. I like those kinds of kisses."
Feeling uncomfortable, he backed away and smiled awkwardly at her when she turned around.
"I know what will be fun! A massage!"
"What? No, I'm no good at that."
"Get up those stairs now!" Julie teased, pushing and poking him along. He got the stairs and tripped, falling backward onto them. He dragged his mother with him.
"You better watch where you're going mister." Julie said, wrapping her arms around him as they lay there on the stairs. She looked into his eyes and placed another slow, long kiss on his lips.
"I like those," Ray spoke up after an awkward pause.
"Do you want kiss here a little bit on the steps before we head up?" Julie asked.
Ray nodded slowly and his mother climbed off of him, sitting next to him on the stairs.
"Ready?"
Ray nodded.
"Great, now just lean in and kiss my lips slowly." Ray complied. It was awkward and only lasted about three seconds before he stopped.
"Good! Now do it again, keep going, alright?" Julie said.
Ray nodded and leaned in again. His mother grabbed his hands, holding them as he kissed her mouth with long, loving, kisses. They sat there on the steps kissing for fifteen minutes. No tongue was used, just sweet, precious kisses.
"How was that?" Ray asked, slightly out of breath.
"It was wonderful Ray," Julie replied, her eyes still closed. She opened them and caressed her son's face.
"Maybe we can do it again soon?"
"I'd love to," Julie smiled, licking her lips then kissing his once more, wiping her saliva away with her thumb.
She stood and led him to her bed. "Ok you sit here, legs out like that. Like a V, alright?"
Ray complied and Julie climbed up onto the bed with her son. She sat facing away from him with her butt up against his crotch. She leaned back and Ray began massaging her shoulders. After several minutes of moaning and complimenting his skills, Ray got brave. He slid the spaghetti straps off her shoulders and continued massaging them. When she felt his breath on her neck she leaned back and closed her eyes. Ray kissed her neck. His hand trailed down to her arms and he kissed her neck again. Julie reached back and ran her fingers through his hair as he kissed her again and again along her neck. "Very good, Ray." She felt his erection against her back, she was out of breath. Ray pulled her shirt up and placed his hand on her tummy, feeling her abdominal muscles contracting with each kiss he planted on her neck.
"Ray, yes, yes baby." Julie whispered. She wondered if tonight would be the night, if they would earn that $20 million. Her spine was tingling with each kiss and then suddenly he stopped. He sat straight up and tried to catch his breath.
"What's wrong, are you ok?" Julie asked, sitting up and turning to face her son.
"Yeah, I'm fine, just uh, I'm fine." He replied, clearly overwhelmed by the moment.
"Ray, are you sure you're ok? " Julie asked again. Ray nodded.
"I can help you if you let me." Julie said, running her fingers down his torso, stopping just short of the budge in his pajama pants.
"I don't know." He said, looking away from her.
"Please? It'll be one step closer for us, you know?"
Ray nodded, still looking away.
"You don't have to watch me if you don't want to. Just sit here and relax."
Ray glanced at her long enough to see her hook her fingers in his pajama pants. He turned away, wincing as his mother tugged at them.
Julie's mouth hung open as air escaped it; her hot breath landing on her son's impressive erect penis. "Oh Ray," she whispered. She lay there looking at his cock as it slowly oozed pre cum. A smile came upon her face as her eyes teared up.
"It's beautiful," she whispered to her son. He just nodded, still unable to watch.
Julie closed her eyes and nudged the cockhead with her nose. She moaned as she took in his musky scent. She brought a hand to the base, causing her son to flinch. She wrapped her fingers around it and peppered the tip with soft, tiny kisses. She lapped up the oozing pre cum with her tongue, causing Ray to shiver.
Julie took one final look at her baby's penis, "This is it. One step closer to a new life. The money will be ours soon," she thought before opening her mouth and engulfing his cock. She took as much as she could to the back of her throat, coating it in her saliva. She then began bobbing her head up and down on it, sucking hungrily. Ray made a noise that sounded like he was going to have an orgasm, but he didn't. As she worked on his cock, she looked up at her son, she studied his face. She could only see the side of it, but she could tell he was wincing in pleasure.
"That's it baby, cum for me. Cum for mommy. We're working our way to be millionaires. Mmmm this taste so good." She thought as she slurped and sucked that juicy cock.
Ray kept making noises, "ahhs" and other various moans. He turned and looked at his mother working on him. Her eyes were fixated on his. He immediately ejaculated in her mouth.
"Mmmm!" His mother moaned and stopped bobbing up and down on his cock. His opened mouth quivered as he unloaded semen. He felt his cock pulsing as it filled Julie's mouth. He watched her throat swallow several times, her eyes never leaving his. He threw his head back and looked up to the ceiling in disbelief.
"See, I can help you if you let me. We can get through this," Julie said, sitting up on the bed and wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "That was very good Ray, you did a great job!"
Ray nodded, quickly pulling his pants up over his shrinking cock. "Ok, well, thanks. I guess I'll go to bed now. See ya." He hopped off his mother's bed and scurried down the hall to his room. Julie couldn't help but laugh to herself.
"Silly boy."
Chapter 11
Julie lost count of how many times she sucked Ray's cock the next day. Waking her son in the morning by opening his bedroom window curtains and then snuggling up to him in his bed, she tickled him and climbed on top of him. She slid down his thin frame and pulled his pajamas pants down.
"Mmmm, I see something else is awake now too. Gonna let me take care of this for you?" Julie asked, swirling her tongue around the tip.
Moments later Ray was ejaculating into her mouth. Julie smiled, watching her son's stare up at the ceiling, panting heavily as he came.
Every couple hours for the remainder of their Sunday, she was on her knees in front of him in the kitchen, on her knees sucking him off while he sat on the couch, on her knees drinking his semen while he ate his dinner at the table, and finally jacking his cock off and lapping up the cum that would spray into her at bed time.
"Have a good day today?" Julie asked Ray later in the evening as the two of them lay in his bed.
"Yeah, I did."
Julie propped up on her elbow, "Are you getting used me providing you with sexual pleasure?"
Ray nodded and blushed.
"Good." Julie kissed his lips slowly, lightly lapping them with her tongue.
"Do you want to try that? Use tongues?" She asked.
Ray nodded, the two kissing again. "Lick at my lips, and then I'll do the same." His mother instructed. When his tongue touched her own she nearly melted, sinking into him, and swinging a leg over his waist. She held his face and continued kissing him, their tongues slowly circling the other, as she straddled him.
"See, it's not so bad, is it?" She asked her son, out of breath. He shook his head and they resumed making out. Julie slowly started grinding her hips into his. She was wearing a pair of his boxers. She moaned as she felt his throbbing erection slide against her moist outer lips, only two thin layers of material between them.
"I love you sweetie," Julie whispered, resuming her dry-humping and lapping at Ray's mouth.
"I love you too," He replied.
After several more minutes, Julie nearly had an orgasm but stopped herself; she didn't want to chance freaking him out. She broke the kiss.
"Ok, that's good. That was really nice." Julie said, sliding off her son, trying to regain her breath.
"Yeah it was." Ray said, looking back up at the ceiling.
Julie smiled at her son, caressing his face. She moved to his pajama pants and started doing what she had done most of the day, servicing his cock. As she was sucking him hungrily, she felt his hand on her head. He was running his fingers through her hair. She glanced to his eyes and he was watching her. He was no longer nervous about this. He smiled at his mother, lovingly playing with her hair while her head bobbed up and down on his cock. After a few minutes he nodded to her, she nodded back and stopped moving, allowing Ray to fill her mouth with semen. Moaning as she swallowed it down, not taking her eyes off him, not one thought of the money she was offered enter her mind - nor did it the rest of the night, or even the rest of the week. Each morning she woke up early and sucked him dry before he headed to school. Each night he made a point to stay awake for her hungry mouth. Each day Julie would think about him, the noises he made when she sucked him, and the taste of his semen.
Tuesday evening found her in her usual position of Ray's bed with her mouth milking his cock. He groaned as shot his load, gripping her hair a little tighter as he came. "Ahhh that was good mom. Wow."
"Glad you liked it." She smiled and continued licking up any cum she could find.
"Do you like it?" He asked watching her tongue lick at his shaft.
Julie paused and thought about her answer. She thoroughly enjoyed it and wanted to do it all day to him. It felt amazing and after every ejaculation he had, the happier she felt. "I love it."
Ray smiled at his mother. "You like the taste?"
"Well the taste isn't all that amazing. But something about it hitting my tongue, knowing I caused it to happen, can be quite empowering. At least for me it is."
"I see." Ray said, sighing and looking downward.
"What's wrong Ray?"
"Well it's just that, I was thinking maybe, uh, you know, I could do something to you? Seems unfair that you always are doing something to me."
"Yeah?" Julie asked, smiling up at her son, tucking his exhausted penis back into his pajamas. "You'd want to try touching me?"
Ray nodded, "It's just I've never touched a girl, you know, in that way." He explained, blushing as he looked to the side.
"Ray, it's ok, I can teach you. How about tomorrow night?"
"Ok"
The next evening Ray was massaging his mother's shoulders again on her bed, in the same manner he had done the previous weekend.
"This is a good way to start. Next pull my tank top up and start rubbing my belly." Julie instructed.
"Good, just like that. Perfect. Now slowly start inching your fingers down toward my shorts."
Ray did just that for several minutes, except he stopped with his fingers right at her shorts. Julie had been moaning softly and didn't immediately notice his pause and trembling hands.
"Mom, I don't know if I can. I mean I want to, I just, I don't know. I'm sorry."
"Oh sweetie, hey, it's ok," Julie said, sitting up and turning around to face him. She was holding his face, resting on her knees. She gave him several slow kisses on his mouth.
"I want to. I really do. I've never done that before." Ray sighed, hanging his head dejectedly. He was so very awkward around girls. Julie could really see his lack of experience shine through.
"How about we remove any sort of sexual expectations. I'm going to lie back against you like I was. I'm going to take your hand and put it in my shorts. I'll guide your finger to where it should go. Sound good?"
Ray nodded slowly and watched his mother resume her position. "Hand," she said holding out her own. She counted to three in her head, opened her shorts with her other hand and plunged his hand in them.
"Good, now, feel this? This is what you need to rub to get a girl excited. Alright? And then this area right below it, you can run your fingers through as well. Then here is where your fingers and your penis would go. Just like that." Julie said all in one swift motion. She guided his fingers to her clit, ran it through her outer lips, and then dipped his finger into her shaved pussy.
She released his hand, taking it out of her shorts. "There, simple as that!" Julie turned around, smiling at her son. She watched him nod and blush.
"Ok off to bed you go. I'm going to get me a late night snack," Julie winked, referring to the blow job she was about to give him, "and then you need to get some sleep. Two more days of school and then it's spring break and our trip!"
A few moments later, Julie wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She leaned in and kissed her son on the forehead goodnight. "Goodnight sweetie. Oh and if you want to touch me there again tomorrow, you can. If not, it's no biggie. Takes awhile for courage to build up. If you want to touch me again, just ask, alright?" She explained with a friendly smile on her face.
"Ok mom, thanks," Ray said, rolling over to his side.
Chapter 12
"Yes! Right there, just like that, Ray!" Julie cried out, as her son plunged two fingers in and out of her pussy, while rubbing her clit with his middle two fingers of his other hand. Julie had shown him exactly what she liked and he was doing a splendid job for the last ten minutes.
She was sitting against him on her bed again. He humbly asked for permission to touch her again, Julie couldn't say no. She grabbed his hand and guided it into her shorts.
"Ok, wait! Stop!" Julie commanded, turning to face Ray, her head still resting back on his shoulder. "Ray I'm very close to having an orgasm. Are you ok with me doing that? If so your hand may get much wetter than it is now."
Ray nodded and within minutes she was shaking and moaning against her son. He held her in place and watched as a wave of pleasure coursed through his mother's body. He kissed her neck softly and then held her. For several minutes they sat there on the bed.
Ray kissed her neck once more, "Did I do ok?"
Julie, with her eyes still closed and her head resting against his shoulder, smiled and told him in a tired voice, "Ray you were great. You picked it up really easily. It felt wonderful."
"Ok, cool." Ray replied, smiling back at her.
The next evening consisted of more practice and another orgasm for each. Julie went first, then her son, via her mouth.
Saturday was their flight to the Bahamas, after a brief layover in Miami. The resort was an immaculate, newly renovated, vacation spot. It had its own staff and the rooms were basically villas - each having their own back courtyard with a bubbling hot tub.
"Oh wow, this is amazing, Ray!" Julie placed her bag on the bed, and checked out the bathroom. The shower was huge. Her first thought was that it could easily fit her and Ray in there.
"Look out here! Oh my..." Julie looked into the small courtyard, noticing the hot tub. Ray came up behind her, resting his hands on her stomach.
"Maybe later tonight, I can have some wine delivered, we can get in there, " Julie turned around and tickled her son, "and momma and you can have some fun!"
Julie went back to her bag, leaving Ray behind to blush. "I'm changing into my bikini and then we'll hit the beach."
A few moments later, Julie emerged from the bathroom wearing a brand new bikini courtesy of Bob. It was a tiny, pink with black polka dots, thong bikini. "Well do you like it?" She asked her son, laughing as his mouth dropped open. She approached him, grabbing his hands and placing them on her waist.
"Do you think it's sexy?" she asked. He nodded, glancing down at her cleavage.
"Do you think I'm sexy?"
"I do," Ray answered.
"Are we going to have a good time this week?"



"I hope so." Ray said nervously.
"Do you love your momma?"
"I do. Very much so."
"Then give her a kiss." Julie ordered.
Ray nodded, leaning down to give her a long, tongue-wrestling, kiss on the mouth. "Mmm, love it!" Julie exclaimed, slapping at Ray's butt playfully as they exited their room.
Out on the beach, Julie and Ray wandered into the water, holding hands. They waded out to deeper waters, around five feet. He bent at the knees slightly, and was at eye level with her. She threw her arms around him. Ray got brave again, placing his hands on her waist. He slowly slid them down over the rise of her butt and rested them on her ample, muscular cheeks.
Julie gasped, "Ray!" She smiled and kissed his lips. "Keep them there." Ray nodded and Julie hopped on to his waist, wrapping her legs around him, straddling him. Ray slowly moved out to even deeper water, around five and half feet. He gently squeezed her butt cheeks and held her in place.
As Julie was straddling her son, she made sure to squeeze her legs around him tightly. They kissed, laughed, flirted, and talked about sex. He would ask her general questions about her history, experience, and birth control. She talked openly about the dull sex with Ray's father - explaining it was always brief and not very pleasurable. She told him about Bob and having sex with him. She told him about Ulysses and how great a lover and friend he was. Ray wondered if he would ever be able to be an amazing lover. His mother reassured him that he would be, reminding him that practice makes perfect.
"I would say, since your dad left," Julie looked up to the perfect blue sky to do some math in her head while her son continued to squeeze her butt, kneading the meat gently, "five years ago, it's been around 40 different men I've slept with."
Ray's mouth dropped open, "Forty?!? No way! Are you serious?!?"
"Yep. All were just friends, until they developed romantic feelings for me, then we no longer had sex. I'd be sleeping with two or three, one of them would say they wanted to be my boyfriend, and I'd end it. I'd find another to be friends with to fill the gap. Some were friends of friends, others were coworkers, and so on."
"Wow, I had no idea." Ray said, staring blankly out to the ocean behind his mother.
"Well you and I didn't hang out as much as we do now. So a lot of those weekends I was out on dates, or during the week after work I'd meet up with a friend. By that time you were already in the bed asleep."
"Yeah, you're right." He blinked his rapidly, trying to process this.
"I love sex, Ray. I love it. After your dad left, it's like something was awoken in me. I feel more powerful and strangely enough, more confident. I would go out, meet a guy, and," Julie paused, stopping herself from saying the F-word in front of her son, "we'd have sex."
"See that couple over there, sitting on the beach?" Julie asked.
Ray looked over her shoulder at the gigantic, bodybuilder-looking, black man and his tall, muscular, blonde companion. "Yeah? What about them?"
"He's been checking me out since we got to the beach. I'm confident enough that if I worked a little magic and said the right things, he'd sneak away from his woman and come have sex with me. I've seen the look on his face when he checked me out earlier."
"Really?"
"Yep, and you know what else? I think you should hide in that closet in our room, and watch me put on a nice show for you with him. You'd see just how amazing it'd be to have sex with me," Julie explained, slowly dragging her tongue across her son's lips.
Chapter 13
The mother and son planned it out perfectly. Ray agreed to watch his mother "perform" for him and to wait in the closet for their arrival. Julie made sure he was comfortable with seeing her naked, teasing him that she wanted to see him naked soon.
It was around 10 pm, and Ray sat waiting in the large closet, idly stroking his cock. It had regained its strength after his mother's "desert blow job" from a few hours before.
Julie had spoken to the large black man, named Ronnie, at the poolside bar earlier in the day after leaving the beach. They made plans to meet up later in the evening at the resort's nightclub. She never mentioned his companion, though assumed she would be there with him. She knew with a few well placed "accidental" touches on the dance floor and seductive smiles that he would sneak away with her for a quickie.
Ray's eyes shot open when he heard their room door open, and two people barged in, backed by kissing sounds. He peered out the slightly open closet door into the dimly lit bedroom. His mother was pushing Ronnie back toward their bed, hungrily sucking face with him, and unbuttoning his shirt.
"You sure you're woman won't wake up?" Julie asked in between kisses.
"Valerie isn't my woman. She's just some bitch I'm fucking from the gym I go to. I made sure she drank way too much, she should be cold baby." Ronnie explained.
"I see. Well I'm a bitch you're going fuck now!" Ray nearly choked on his inhale when he heard his mother use that language. He watched her push Ronnie back on the bed. Not taking her eyes off him, she pulled his black pants down, followed by his boxers.
"Yes!" She shouted when she saw Ronnie's massive dick standing at attention for her. She grinned and quickly went to her knees. She grabbed it at the base with both hands and began to devour the huge cockhead, moaning as she worked, glancing over to where she thought Ray would be.
Julie stood up, "Are you ready?" she asked Ronnie, but was mostly thinking Ray in her head.
"Yeah baby, we should probably hurry though."
Julie nodded and slowly reached down to pull her dress up. She wasn't wearing panties. She drew it up slowly past her stomach. Her huge, braless, triple D breasts plopped out when the dress was raised over her chest. She tossed it to the floor and ran her hands up and over her body. Ray's mouth and eyes were wide in shock. He couldn't take his eyes off her. He watched her move her hands over her tight tummy and grabbed her breasts before mounting the man in their room.
Julie guided Ronnie's cock inside her and got to work. Ray watched her throw her head back and run her hand through her hair while she ground herself against Ronnie. He'd reach up and grab her breasts, holding them in place as Julie began bouncing wildly on his cock. Ray was masturbating furiously at this point.
After five minutes of riding and grinding, Julie hopped off the bed and on to the floor. Just like she had done back at home in the shower with her dildo, she reached back behind her and guided Ronnie's cock into her stretched pussy. She moaned as she slammed her butt down on it over and over again. Thoughts of Ray watching her, touching himself whilst watching her, raced through her mind. Not once did she think about the challenge or the money when her orgasm over took her.
"Ah shit!" Ronnie cried out, pumping Julie's pussy full of semen. When Julie could feel his cock stop pulsing and spurting cum, she went back to her knees and cleaned him thoroughly with her mouth.
"I'm going to have to make a trip to Atlanta at some point and meet up with you again. Damn!"
Ray watched his mother pop Ronnie's cleaned cock out of her mouth, "You do that. My sister lives in Charleston too. Hitch a ride with her and we'll have a threeway," Julie lied, knowing she'd probably never see this guy again.
"Will do." Ronnie rose up and buttoned his shirt. Julie retrieved his pants for him. After he put them back on, she walked him to the door, kissing him goodbye. She shut the door and headed to shower, humming to herself as she walked. She winked at Ray in the direction of the cracked closet door as she walked past. He groaned and ejaculated.
Chapter 14
Ray slowly crept into the bathroom where his mother was showering. She was humming to herself. "Is someone there? Hello?" Julie playfully called out to her son after seeing his silhouette behind the shower curtain.
"Oh my! It's you. Does this mean I get to see you naked now?" She teased her son. He smiled bashfully and looked downward.
"Did you enjoy my little show?" Julie asked, closing the shower curtain and splashing water onto her crotch to wash away more of Ronnie's semen.
"I did. It was very hot."
"Hot? You thought it was hot? Ooh that makes me hot!" his mother teased.
"I uh, I ejaculated from watching it."
"Good! I was hoping you were in there masturbating to me." Julie said, rinsing her hair. "Hand me that towel sweetie?"
Ray grabbed the towel and handed to his mother. Julie had turned off the shower and flung open the curtain. He tried to be discreet when he glanced at her naked body. Julie wrapped the towel around her body and stepped out of the shower. Ray followed her into the bedroom. He glanced at her butt as she let the towel drop before him. She grabbed one of the bath robes their room came with and put it on. She climb into the bed and got under the covers, patting the mattress for Ray to join her.
"We should get some rest. It's been a long day of travel." Julie said to her son as he climbed in with her.
With his face inches away from her, he nodded, and then slowly kissed her lips, causing her to moan. "I love you," he whispered, "and I think I'm ready. Tomorrow?"
Julie caressed her son's face and nodded slowly. Her eyes were heavy, "It's going to be wonderful. I'll take care of you; you have nothing to fear Ray." Julie kissed him back. They fell asleep a few minutes later, their foreheads touching.
The next morning they had breakfast at the resort's cafeteria. They served breakfast and lunch, but not dinner since there were several restaurants on the location for guests to choose from. They sat quietly, sharing glances and smiles at each other, occasionally holding hands. Ray was feeling more confident and on the way back to their room, he rested his hand on her butt as they walked.
"Let's try out this hot tub, shall we?" Julie said as the entered the room. She wanted to jump his bones right then and there, but reminded herself to relax and take things slowly. Ray admitted he was ready, but she still worried about freaking him out.
Ray sat in the bubbling hot tub and watched his mother, wearing the same pink, black polka dotted, thong bikini from yesterday, ease into the water and make her way to him. She tousled his hair and sat down on him, her gorgeous breasts grazed his forehead as she lowered herself into straddling position.
"Hi there." She said, wrapping her arms around his shoulder.
"Hi yourself," Ray smiled up at her. Julie gazed into his eyes, unable to look away.
"I can't wait to make love to you tonight. We'll spend time together this afternoon, we'll go get a nice dinner, we'll go for a walk, we'll kiss under the moonlight, we'll head back here and I will give myself to you in every way."
Ray gulped and nodded slowly, his hands resting on his mother's ass. She slowly bent down kissed him. "It's going to be wonderful."
"I hope so. It's just I've never done it before and that guy from yesterday," Ray sighed, "he's a lot bigger than me. You know, down there."
Julie burst into laughter, "You think that matters to me? Don't you know who I am? I am the one woman on this planet that loves you unconditionally. Small penis, big penis, no penis for that matter - I love you with all my heart already!"
"Oh, yeah, I guess I see your point."
"See that's why we're going to have so much fun doing this. I don't care if it lasts five minutes or five seconds. I'm not just some girl! I'm your mother."
Ray nodded and caressed her face with one hand and with his other massaged a butt cheek. He brought his lips to hers sharing another passionate kiss. The kiss coupled with the hot water caused Julie to melt. She sank into him, dragging her breasts across his chest, and rested her head on his shoulder.
"How do I look, Ray?" Julie asked standing before her son later that evening. She was wearing a short, red sun dress, low cut in the front, with matching high heels.
"You look great, mom"
"Do you think I'm sexy?" Julie asked taking a step closer to her son.
"Very." He replied, lifting the front of her dress, seeing she wasn't wearing underwear again, he ran his fingers along her moist slit. "Nice," he smirked.
After dinner they shared a chocolate cake and played footsy under the table. On their moonlit romantic walk, they held hands. They walked out to the pier and watch the waves crash into the nearby rocks. The water was reflecting the full moon. Ray held his mother from behind and pulled up the front of her dress. He slowly massaged her clit, looking around to see if anyone was on the pier with them. He saw no one and began kissing her neck like she loved so much. After several minutes, she began to shake.
"I love you," he whispered in her ear as she came for him.
Back in their room, Julie and Ray stood facing each other, both wearing the large, white, bathrobes that came with the room. The lamp in the corner was the only light on.
"I still haven't seen you naked yet, so you go first." Julie said, reaching out to pull the tie on his robe. He finished removing it, letting it fall to the floor. Julie smiled and looked him over - thin as a rail, lanky, but with a healthy, nice erection for her.
"My turn, pull my tie here when you're ready." She instructed her son. Ray took a deep breath and reached out to her tie, pulling it gently. She wiggled out of it, letting it too, fall to the floor. She took a step closer to Ray and placed her hands on his shoulders, smiling up at him.
Ray nodded, "I'm ready."
"Then come to bed," Julie said, grabbing his hand and leading him to the bed nearby. She climbed in first. Lying on her back she motioned for him to join. He slid in next to her. Ray glanced at her breasts, then up at her face. She nodded. He slowly kissed the nipple nearest him, and then cupped the breast, suckling on it gingerly.
"Do you like it?" He asked.
"I love it." Julie replied as Ray continued kissing and sucking her nipple. After several minutes she stopped him, nodding at him, scooting down the mattress a bit. Ray knew what to do. He climbed on top of her. She opened her legs, wrapping them around him.
"Very good. I'm going to guide you in, and we'll have fun. Ok?" Julie said, grabbing his cock and slowly guiding it in. Ray gasped as the tip entered her. He moaned as her walls gripped his shaft tightly. Julie smiled and closed her eyes, a satisfactory grin on her face, when she felt Ray was all the way inside.
"Ok, you're in now. I think you know how this works, right? Move your hips and have at it!"
"Ok," Ray smiled and did just that. Slowly at first, he moved his hips and began thrusting in and out of her, looking down at his cock, making sure it didn't come all the way out. He would glance back at his smiling mother and nod. "I'm doing it!"
"I know! You're doing a great job too!"
He kept going; it felt amazing, he knew it could not hold out much longer. Julie knew it too, caressing his face as he worked. "There we go, just like that sweetie, just like that. You're doing it!"
"Yes!" He nodded and focused his attention on his mother's face. He kept pounding faster and faster and within, what seemed like seconds, he grunted and ejaculated in her.
"That's it Ray! Hold still!" Julie said, holding his face, watching him wince with pleasure as he injected semen into her. She couldn't help but tear up as she saw the joy on his face.
Ray collapsed on top of her, and Julie ran her fingers through his hair and then scratched his back. Knowing his first time would be quick, she loved every second of it.
"Did I do a good job?" Ray asked, after he caught his breath.
"Oh sweetie, you were perfect!" Julie replied, holding his face and tearing up again. "You're perfect." She kissed his lips slowly and pushed him off her. She rested in his arms and ran her fingers up and down his tummy.
Chapter 15
"Ugh, ugh," Ray grunted a couple hours later, on top of his mother.
"That's it baby, you're doing so good!" She encouraged her son, locking her feet around his butt, driving him deeper. He cried out and shook as he came inside her again.
Later in the evening Julie moaned, biting her lower lip, as Ray gritted his teeth and came in her again after 15 minutes of hard pounding.
Just after midnight, Julie rolled on top of her son, and began grinding into him. She grabbed his face, kissing him hard as orgasmic waves rippled through body.
A couple hours later, Ray slammed into his mother from behind, her eyes rolling in the back of her head. He again pumped her full of semen and collapsed on top of her. She reached over her shoulder and tousled his hair again.
Ray was sucking hungrily on her tits a couple hours after that, as she rode him, while he sat on the bed. She came within minutes. She had several orgasms the next 30 minutes until Ray finally had his.
"Yes! Like that!" Julie grunted back to Ray. He was holding her arms and thrusting mercilessly into her from behind as they stood in the bathroom above the toilet. Ray had taken her by surprise right as she was flushed, spinning her around and having his way with her. It was close to 6 am.
A couple hours later, the two lovers sat in the hot tub. The morning air getting warmer. Julie was slowly gyrating her hips to meet Ray's thrusts. They were exhausted. His head kept dropping, and she was resting her own on his shoulders. His eyes were closed as his finger gently circled her anus. Julie moaned softly, "Mmm, sweetie, I love you," she said above a whisper.
"I love you too," Ray replied. He sat up, grabbing his mother by her butt; he lifted her up and carried her inside, dripping water everywhere. He placed her gently on the bed and began fucking her. Staring intently into her heavy eyes with his own, he pounded into her with long, slow, but powerful thrust for several minutes until he told himself he had to sleep. They both came at the same time; their gaze remained locked on each other as Ray rolled off her. They fell asleep within minutes, laying side-by-side, their foreheads touching - totally exhausted.
Later that afternoon, Ray returned to their room with two 'to-go' boxes full of food from the cafeteria. He undressed and joined his mother in bed. They ate like they were starving. Afterwards, they had sex in the same manner.
"Ahh yess!! Yess!! I'm cumming again!" Julie screamed in the hot tub later that night, the water splashing all around them. Ray hadn't cum yet, he smirked as he watched his mother orgasm again. A few minutes later he threw her on the bed and turned her around. He slapped her ass a few times and continued his assault. Julie as about to cum again, when they heard a knock at the door. Her eyes shot open and Ray dismounted her. She grabbed her robe and quickly tied it.
"Hi. Yes?" Julie said to the employee of the resort that had been knocking on her door.
"Hello ma'am. We have received noise complaint. I am asking politely that you and your companion please keep it down." The employee explained.
"Ah yes, I'm sorry. We were just having sex out in the hot tub. I believe that was orgasm number 3 the neighbors heard." Julie said, causing both her son and the employee to blush and turn away with embarrassment.
"Um, yes, well anyway, please try to keep the volume down."
"Will do!" Julie said, closing the door in the employee's face. She disrobed and jumped back on the bed on top of her son.
The rest of the week was a blur of sex and sweat. In the shower, in the hot tub, in the bed, and in a restroom of one of the restaurants; they had sex everywhere at that resort. All except one location, a place Julie saved for last.
Julie floated on her back in the ocean, her eyes barley open, extending her arms perpendicular to her body as the cool early morning air kissed her nipples. They were scheduled to leave the Bahamas in a few hours. Ray was there too. He was slowly guiding his cock in and out of her pussy in slow, loving thrusts.



"Oh Ray, this is beautiful," she trailed off in a euphoric daze. The sun was rising on the couple, who decided to be extra adventurous shortly before they were scheduled to return home.
Ray grabbed her and pulled her up, she wrapped her legs around him, and they kissed as the sun rose over the horizon.
"I love you, so very much." Julie told her son.
"I love you too. I want to do this forever with you." Ray replied.
"We will." She said with a soft smile, the orange light of the sun illuminating her face.
Later that day they collapsed on Julie's bed back home, exhausted. They had barely gotten any sleep in the last few days. "Mom, my penis is not doing too well."
"Let me see," Julie said, unzipping his pants, and pulling it out of his boxers. She smirked, "Yep, you my son, are chafed pretty badly. I'm fairly chafed too. The tip is red. It'll be back to normal in a few days. Moisturizing lotion will help."
She collapsed on the bed next to him, "We've been going at it quite a bit. Probably need to rest a little. After a nap we can use some lube from my top drawer, it may provide extra lubrication"
"Yeah," He said, opening his arm for her to snuggle into.
Shortly after midnight on Sunday morning, Ray wiped his forehead of sweat. Julie was sweaty too. They had been going at it for over an hour. The bottle of lube was next to the bed. Ray rolled onto his back, taking her with him. She ran her fingers through her hair and flung sweat playfully onto her son. He shook his head and smiled back up to her. They continued, shaking the bed, rolling around and writhing in ecstasy for another hour.
The camera in Julie's room was off. There had been no mention of Bob's challenge or the money in the last few weeks.
Chapter 16
It was May. Julie took Ray's picture in his cap and gown on his high school graduation day. "I'm so proud of you!" She said as they embraced.
The last month and a half since their Bahamas trip, they made love every day. In the morning before Ray went to school, and later that night when Julie returned home from her shift. On the weekends they never put clothes on or left their bed. For the next several weeks this was the routine.
That night, Julie rose on her elbow, gently running her hand on Ray's chest. "I talked to your Aunt Sharon today."
"Oh yeah? How is she?" He asked, casually caressing her butt cheek.
"Good. Having some problems with the guy she's seeing, but otherwise good." Julie paused, not yet wanting to tell Ray that Sharon asked about the challenge and how it was going.
"Ever feel like you're forgetting something?" She asked her son.
"Yeah sometimes, why?"
"I think we've both forgotten something." She replied, looking at the corner of her TV on the wall, where the camera Bob installed was slightly poking out.
Ray laughed, "Wow, yeah I guess we have forgotten something!"
"Do you still want that money? Do we still need it?"
Ray paused, "We don't need it. We have each other."
"You read my mind. All I need is you, sweetie."
"It would be nice though, wouldn't it?" Ray asked.
"It would. It would indeed." Julie said, reaching down to grip his cock. "I have an idea."
"Julie, Ray! Come in, come in!" The jovial Bob greeted them at his door the next afternoon. "What do I owe this honor?"
He led them to his study area. He sat in a chair behind a large desk, while Julie and Ray sat in two chairs in front of it. She was smiling at Ray, "Do you want to start?"
"Sure," He said, standing and extending his hand to his mother.
"Remember what we talked about; just pretend he's not there." She reminded her son.
"Yep," Ray nodded and leaned in to kiss his mother. They made out passionately for a few minutes. Bob's eyes widened as he stood and moved to one of the chairs on the other side of his desk where his two guests were sitting.
Julie chuckled and began to unbutton Ray's shirt, still kissing him. She then unzipped her shorts, with Ray assisting at sliding them down. They slid down to her feet and she stepped out of them. Ray removed his shirt, and Julie did the same for hers. Again, wearing no bra or underwear she was already nude. They resumed kissing and Julie unzipped his pants, pulling them down. She went to her knees and fished out his cock and then began to hungrily suck at it. She motioned Ray to lie on the nice wood flooring of Bob's office. Julie turned around and climbed on Ray, she continued sucking him off, and he went to work on her pussy - licking and swirling his tongue all around inside it while in a lovely 69 position. She paused and looked up at Bob. He was stroking his cock. She grinned and resumed sucking Ray's.
After she had an orgasm from Ray's excellent oral skills, they broke the 69, and Ray sat up. She straddled him and began bouncing wildly on his cock. For several minutes she rode him to another mutual orgasm. When she calmed down, she kissed Ray, and then got off him - his sperm dripping onto the floor as she crawled over to Bob like a hungry cat. She grabbed his cock and took it in her mouth, sucking as Bob looked on in shock. She sat on her knees and grabbed her tits, letting them plop on Bob's lap, engulfing his cock. Within a minute he was ejaculating in her mouth. She slurped up as much cum as she could and crawled back over to Ray. They both sat on Bob's floor, holding each other and smiling at him.
Bob couldn't move for a few moments as he regained his composure. He slowly stood, putting his cock back into his pants. He turned and held onto his desk for support. He went over to his chair, plopping down in it, taking a handkerchief and wiping beads of sweat his forehead. After a minute or so, he opened a drawer to his right. He rummaged for a pen, and began writing something. He cleared his throat and started to stand. He again, held on to his desk for help with balance as he made his way to Julie. She stood up and looked at him curiously.
"Here," Bob said, handing her a check, his hand slightly shaking. "Happy Mother's day."
Julie opened the check. It was made out to her and it was for $40 million dollars.
A week later, Julie threw a wad of $100 bills in Ray's face, and resumed bouncing on his cock. Their bed was covered cash, not all of the $40 million obviously, but just enough to make rolling around on a cash-covered bed as they made love, fun. She scooped some more cash in her arms and threw it in the air above them, the mother and son laughing as it rained down on them. Ray slammed her down on the bed, his hips bucking forcefully into her.
"Fuck me! Yes! Harder!" Julie commanded, as she grabbed some more bills on the mattress. She wrapped her arms around Ray and released the bills. He rose up and pulled her with him, making her scream in pleasure with each thrust.
"I love you!" She cried out as the orgasm overtook her. Ray lowered her onto the bed, and kissed her tenderly.
"I love you too." He whispered and kissed along her neck. He rolled over to his side, his face inches from hers. She gathered up some more cash and let it float gently down onto them. They smiled at each other and drifted off to sleep, with their foreheads touching.
The end.
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Chapter 1
A pair of large, round, milky-white breasts descended onto the dark-chocolate six-pack abs of a hulking, African-American bodybuilder. Silhouetted by the moonlight coming through the window in Ronnie's hotel room, Dahlia's nipples barely grazed his abs. They trailed upwards, over his muscular chest, making their way to their desired destination. Ronnie's tongue flicked against a nipple, circling around it, causing Dahlia to moan. His large black hand rose to grab one of her massive pale orbs and guided it to his open mouth. He wrapped his big lips around the erect nipple, dragging them over her areola, and proceeded to suck it. Dahlia reached around behind her, grabbing his veiny, pulsing cock and guided it to her salivating pussy. She lowered herself on it gingerly, as Ronnie continued to suckle a tit. She shivered when his cock landed against her cervix. Ronnie, with his free hand, grabbed her meaty ass and released the nipple from his mouth.
"When is your flight tomorrow morning?" Dahlia asked looking down at Ronnie, his cock pulsating inside her, so ready to begin their final fuck session.
"Six am," he replied, with a single thrust of his hips, causing Dahlia to wince from pleasure.
"I'll leave in a few hours then."
"As you wish," Ronnie replied with another hard thrust.
"Mmmmm," She moaned. The two had been sleeping together for the past week of Ronnie's two week trip to Los Angeles. Every night after they first met, a week prior, she was at his hotel room riding and cumming on his cock as much as possible.
"Can't believe I'm the first black man you've had sex with." Ronnie said. "You got a thick, juicy, body that a lot of us like. Thick thighs, big titties, big ass; you're not a petite little thing."
"Believe it." Dahlia said flatly, grabbing his face and sticking her tongue into his mouth. What a week it had been. She met Ronnie at a strip club near downtown LA. Dahlia had a friend who worked there that she and her boyfriend went to watch occasionally. Except on this night Dahlia's didn't have a boyfriend anymore. She had ended their tumultuous two year relationship the previous evening.
Victor slapped her during a ridiculous argument. That was the final straw that ended things. She was tired of arguing with him, tired of listening to his whiny, possessive attitude, and tired of persevering. The slap was her answer. She slapped him back and kneed him in the groin and then kicked him out. She struggled with everything she had, not to snap that scrawny twerp in half while he gathered his things. She could handle arguments and getting through to his thick skull that she loved him, but once he struck her face, that ended all reasoning, negotiating, and trying to make things work with him.
Dahlia felt liberated as she watched Victor drive off. The next few days would be so great. She had it planned out. She would go to watch her good friend Sandee dance, stay until closing, meet up with Sandee after and have sex with her. She knew Sandee was bi-sexual and that there was enough playful flirting between the two over the years that she assumed a few drinks would escalate into a lovely night of pussy eating and scissoring. It'd been five years since the 37 year old Dahlia fooled around with a woman. She figured that night was as good a night as any, to have some female fun and release the built up tension from the break up.
This plan ended the moment a 6'6" tall, huge, black man named Ronnie sat next to her at the bar. He nodded and smiled to her as he turned around to watch the ladies dance. Dahlia went weak in the knees when she smelled his cologne. She couldn't help but glance over at him, feeling that her 5'9" height was dwarfed compared to him. He must have seen this in his peripheral vision, turning to her, he said "hello." The conversation was awkward at first, but eventually the two weren't even paying attention to the dancers, as their friendly banter evolved to be more flirtatious.
Three hours later, just after midnight, Dahlia stood before a sitting Ronnie in his hotel room. He had nonchalantly pulled his cock out when Dahlia went to the restroom. Upon her return, her eyes widened as she stared at the long, thick, monster. After a moment, she smirked and pulled the front of her dark red dress down, revealing her own massive gifts.
"Nice dick," she said, going to her knees in front of Ronnie.
"Nice tits," he replied.
Dahlia plopped her breasts on to Ronnie's thighs, engulfing his shaft with them. "Big tits for a big cock."
"You got that right," Ronnie replied, laying his head back, staring up to the ceiling.
The moment she tasted the pre-cum that was oozing out of his bulbous cockhead she knew she'd be
there in that hotel room as often as she could for the rest of his trip. She sucked on that fat tip, while she massaged the shaft with her breasts.
"Delicious," she said after several minutes. She grinned, and then proceeded to suck, lick, service, ride, grind, and fuck herself silly on Ronnie's pole for the next week.
Fast forward a week and Ronnie had his hand in Dahlia's thick, long, dyed black hair while he made her scream from his powerful thrusts behind her.
"Ahh fuck!" Dahlia cried out, Ronnie's tree-truck thighs, slamming into her butt, sending ripples and making loud slapping sounds.
Chapter 2
Darren lay naked in his bed idly stroking his cock. He was picturing her again. Her long red hair, big blue eyes, luscious lips, gorgeous tanned body. That's when he heard it - the shouting, crying, slamming, and finally the next door neighbor's vehicle speeding off to who knows where.
"I was just thinking of you," he said to himself, rising from his bed and peeping through the blinds. He saw her in her backyard next door. She was wearing a long white bathrobe while dipping her feet into their swimming pool. Darren surmised her dad and stepmom were yelling at her before they left for the weekend, leaving her home alone. Darren slid on some cargo shorts, grabbed a t-shirt, and headed out the back door.
"Hey," Darren said, startling Leanna a few minutes later. The 18 year old redhead jumped slightly and turned to him.
"Oh hey. So I guess you heard some of that?" She asked.
"A little yeah. I just heard some shouting and them leaving. Is everything ok?"
Leanna sighed, looking out onto the pool. "Not really. I guess it doesn't matter anymore though."
"Yeah. So when are you leaving?
"At the end of this semester. It kinda sucks I have to start at a new school on the other side of the country for my last semester in high school. But whatever." Leanna explained, shrugging her shoulders.
Darren just nodded, smiling softly, looking her over. "I'm sure you'll do just fine, you'll make friends easily."
"Yeah maybe. Anyway enough of that." Leanna said, turning to face Darren with a smile, and then removing her robe. "Ready?"
"Absolutely, it's been a few weeks," Darren answered. The 20 year old followed a nude Leanna into her home. He smirked as he watched her hips sway from side to side.
They made their way to the hallway and Leanna turned around and began kissing and taunting Darren. "You gonna give me some good hard cock tonight?" She said in between kisses.
"I'll do my best," he replied as he helped Leanna remove his shirt. They continued down the hallway arriving at the last closed door on the left, her dad and stepmom's room, stopping to make out a bit. Darren reached down to grab her plump little butt. "I want in here tonight," He said, kissing along her neck.
"My stepmom has plenty of lube we can use." Leanna said, helping Darren remove his pants. She went to her knees in the hallway, grabbing his cock and swirling her tongue around the tip. "Mmm yummy."
Leanna stood, pulling Darren by his cock, turned to open the bedroom door.
Dahlia opened her unlocked front door and entered her home, placing her keys on the key rack. She barely had enough time to enter the kitchen when she was slammed against the wall. She was struck in the face several times before being kneed in the gut and then collapsing on the floor, coughing and trying to catch her breath. The baseball bat to the knee caused her to scream in agony.
"Ahhhh! I said more lube!" Leanna screamed when Darren entered her anus. "Here. Put more on me and then on you."
"Ok! I'm sorry! Here we go," Darren said, squirting the bottle of Astroglide lube on Leanna's puckered hole. "There, that should be better," he said, slowing sliding his cock in, and getting to work.
Dahlia watched the man turn over a large bookshelf, spilling photo albums, DVDs, books, and magazines onto the floor. He began dousing them with what smelled like lighter fluid. She stood as his back was turned to her and limped toward him, tackling from behind. She began hitting and clawing his head, causing his black ski mask to come off.
"You piece of shit!" Dahlia screamed down at Victor as she attempted to gouge his eyes out with her long fingernails. From his squirming and blocking she was only able to scratch his face, drawing blood. Victor was able to push her off him. While straddling her, he landed several more successful punches to the face.
"You dirty girl," Darren chuckled down at Leanna. He was straddling her, running his cock in between her tits. She licked and sucked the tip of it as it arrived to her waiting mouth.
"Hey I clean myself thoroughly I'll have you know." Leanna said, winking up at Darren as she cleaned his cock.
Dahlia lay on her stomach crying and struggling as the bat hit her few more times, the last blow landing on the back of her head.
Leanna lay on her stomach as she slid a hand down to her clit, massaging it as Darren pumped in and out of her pussy from behind.
Dahlia, groggy and struggling to stand, attempted to get outside as the fire that was started grew hotter. Sweat was dripping from her chin as the temperature rose.
"Is it hot in here?" Leanna asks. She was on top of Darren, bouncing up and down on his cock.
"It's a little warm, yeah, but I don't care." He said with his hands on Leanna's hips, watching her perky little tits bounce as she rode him.
Dahlia was able to drag herself out of the burning home, just in time to receive one final blow to the head by the assailant's baseball bat. As she lost consciousness the last thing she saw is Victor running away as sirens approached.
"Ahh yess! Yess! Fuck me!" Leanna cried out in the shower with Darren, wrapping her arms around him as he slammed her against the shower wall.
"Ughh, love this pussy!" Darren cried back. "It's tighter than your ass."
"Shut up." She rolled her eyes as the steam rose.
The EMTs were tending to Dahlia as the firemen successfully put out the fire.
Leanna and Darren were sitting nude at the kitchen table eating leftover pizza. "Of course I'll keep in touch; you've been a great friend these past few years." Leanna said; placing a hand on Darren's, but his attention quickly went elsewhere.
"You see that?" Darren asked as a flicker of blue light caught his eye. He stood and walked toward the window over the kitchen sink.
"See what?" Leanna asked, turning around and joining him. "Is that coming from - "
" - my house?" Darren finished her question, peering through blinds of the kitchen window. "It is!"
Chapter 3
Darren covered his mouth and tried to maintain his composure as he looked in on the hospital room his mother, Dahlia, was in. It was an intensive care unit and the nurses were just finishing up checking her vitals before their shift change.
"You can go in if you like. The doctor will be here soon." A nurse said as she was leaving. Darren slowly nodded. He took a deep breath and slowly entered her room.
Darren shook as he sat in the chair next to her bed. Her face was beaten badly. There was a large bandage over her right eye and forehead, bruising on her cheeks, and a smaller cut on her chin. Her left knee was wrapped and in a sling.
He looked on in shock and felt tears welling up but was interrupted by a knock at the door. "May I come in?" the polite doctor asked, already knowing the answer.
Darren cleared his throat, sniffed, and stood to face the doctor. "Hello," he said with a nod.
"Hello I'm Dr. Decker," he said, extending his hand to Darren. "You are, the son, correct?"
"Yes sir. I'm Darren," he replied, shaking his hand.
"Ok, I'm just going to grab this chair here and sit with you for a few moments." Dr. Decker slid another chair in the room next to Darren's. The both sat, Darren watching the doctor flip through various MRIs and charts.
"I understand you've given a statement to the police and they were able to retrieve some blood from under her fingernails?" The doctor asked.
"Yes, they think they may find something in the DNA."
"I see, well I offered to provide any medical statement if need be. With that said, your mother's vitals are all great and normal. Circulation, breathing and so on. IV units are in place here," the doctor explained, pointing to various devices nearby that were plugged into Dahlia. "However, she did sustain some head injuries in addition to her knee. Right now, Darren, she is in a coma."
Darren nodded, slowly turning to look at his mother. Dr. Decker continued on, "Our MRIs show there is brain injury and brain swelling. We are doing what we can with medication, but a lot of this is simply waiting. It could be several days before she wakes up. It could be several weeks.
Darren nodded again, not taking his eyes off his mother as the doctor talked, "When she wakes up there may other issues to work with and treat. Luckily no parts of the brain were injured that control major organs. However, I'm concerned about some of the injuries to the frontal lobe and on the side here, the temporal lobe," The doctor explained, pointing down to the MRI. "Injuries sustained there could have a negative effect on attention span, motor function issues, sensory problems, problem solving skills, memory loss, and personality."
"Personality?" Darren asked, turning to face the doctor with a look of concern.
"Yes. I have seen brain trauma that has caused a person to have a totally different personality. I didn't know them personally, but their family told me they would be easily angered or aggravated after they went home. I've heard through colleagues that some of their patients became shy and awkward. There is a chance that this could happen with her."
Darren didn't say anything; he simply turned his attention back to his sleeping mother.
"We will monitor everything and continue constant care. We won't move her out of ICU until she wakes up. When she does we will do more thorough tests to see what, if any, issues remain from the injuries."
Dr. Decker rose to his feet, followed by Darren, they shook hands again and the doctor left. He was alone again with his mother. He sat back down by her side and did something he hadn't done in probably over 10 years - he wept.
Resting his hand on her forearm, Darren cried, "I'm sorry, I'm so sorry! I should've been there, I should've protected you. I could've stopped this from happening. Please forgive me, please wake up. I still need you!" The tears spilled from his eyes as he placed his hand gently on his mother's. "Please wake up. Please," he pleaded just above a whisper, resting his head on railing on the side of her bed.
Chapter 4
"Ok, remember what I said?" Dahlia asked her 10 year old son, Darren, as she knelt down in front of him. "If that little twerp lays a hand on you, you hit him and keep hitting him until a teacher pulls you off him."
"What if I get in trouble?" He asked his mother.
"Don't worry about that."
"Yeah but I could get suspended for fighting."
"You may get in trouble with the principle or a teacher, but not with me. If you get suspended I'll see what options I have to challenge it since you'd be defending yourself," Dahlia explained. She leaned in closer and whispered in her son's ear.
"I may not challenge it and then you'd get a week off school. We could go to the beach. What do you say?"
Darren smiled and nodded. Dahlia gave him a hug and handed him his lunch. "But don't let that be a reason to start a fight with that kid. Only attack to defend yourself, understood?"
"Yes mom," Darren took his lunch and headed outside to catch the bus.
He was exhausted. He barely slept all night in her hospital room. He'd go in and out of sleep, remembering their past, remaining right there next to her; always holding her hand, always listening, watching, and waiting for a sign that his mother was waking up. He saw none. He was so hungry, but didn't want to leave her side. He was wracked with guilt, beating himself up over what happened that night. He was next door having sex with Leanna, when his mother came home. He knew she was out that night and would be home shortly after midnight. He didn't know Victor would be waiting nearby for her. Darren reasoned that perhaps he snuck into the house after he saw Darren leave. He had a headache from lack of sleep, water, and from stress. "I could've at least locked the door," he told himself over and over again.
Later the next day, Sunday, Darren made a few phone calls. He called his employer to let him know of the situation. He was given as much time as he needed to take care of her. He then called some family members and alerted them as well. They lived far away and they rarely saw each other. Darren didn't think they would fly out to visit her. He assumed a card or flowers would be delivered from them and he was right.
That night back in his mother's room, Darren was caressing her forearm, lightly trailing his fingers up and down its length with a concerned expression on his face.
"Dude, your mom is so cool." One of Darren's friends told him four years ago, just after receiving his driver's license. "My mom won't let me drive alone until I've had my license for 6 months. It's lame."
"Yeah that is lame," Darren replied, making a left turn, heading toward the mall.
"If your mom lost like 20 pounds, she'd be smoking hot, too." His friend pointed out.
"Ok that's enough of that," Darren chuckled and shook his head.
Dahlia did lose the weight. She lost around 40 pounds over the course of the next two years. It was slow going, but she was able to do it.
"Well what do you think?" Dahlia asked her son about two years later as she entered the kitchen. He was standing at the refrigerator, peering inside. He turned around and his eyes widened.
"Wow," he said, staring at his mother standing in a few feet away in a black bikini.
"Wow as in, 'I can't believe you have the guts to wear that,' or wow as in, 'You actually look good in a bikini?'"
"Um, I'd say a little bit of both." Darren looked her up and down as she slowly turned in a circle. He was visibly impressed with her weight loss. She wasn't toned or muscular, her thighs were fairly thick, her butt was shapely, her breasts were huge, and her midsection had a small amount of weight left, but overall she was voluptuous and gorgeous. Her long thick black hair, extending down to her middle back, and her spider web shoulder tattoo she had recently gotten looked awesome. She did a full circle and smiled softly at her son.
Darren took a sip of water the nurse brought him. He gently squeezed his mother's hand, then ran his fingers over hers hoping it did something, anything, but there was no movement from her. Tears began to well up again in his eyes.
"Your hand is so soft, so warm. " He leaned down to kiss it gently, resting his head on the bed railing, whispering "Please wake up" over and over, each utterance further apart and quieter until he was sleep.



The next morning, at the insistence of a nurse, he went to the cafeteria for breakfast. He ate a little, just enough to take the hunger edge off. He answered a few phone calls from her friends and family. He also spoke to the homeowner's insurance representatives. They ironed out the details of the fire, Darren's stay during the repair work, and paperwork that needed to be signed.
Leanna, her dad and stepmom, came to visit that evening. They were polite as usual, leaving flowers and a card. Leanna gave Darren a long embrace as she left. After they left he was alone again with his mother. The evenings were the worst.
"Hey come here," Dahlia ordered her son a few years ago.
"Yes?"
Dahlia went to Darren's pant pocket, attempting to place something in there. "Hey what are you doing?" He asked, thinking she was trying to tickle him.
"Be still," she completed her task and then spoke to her son. "Listen, be careful with her," Dahlia said, referring to Leanna.
"She seems nice, but sometimes you can never know about people. They may have ulterior motives, and they may betray trust. I can tell she likes you, I've seen the way she looks at you. I know from her dad that he and his new wife don't always get along with her. I'm just saying, be friendly and have fun, but don't get involved too deeply. She's younger than you too. I would hate for you to have to deal with her drama - if there is any." Dahlia explained.
"I know, she's nice, but I don't see her and I being more than friends."
"Good," Dahlia said with a slight smile. She gave Darren a brief hug and kiss on the cheek before walking away.
"By the way," She called out to him as she walked down the hallway, "you can have 'fun' with her here. I'd prefer you not sneak over to her house. What if her dad caught you?"
"Huh? Oh right," Darren blushed. He reached into his pocket to see what his mother had placed there. He blushed deeper as he looked at the condom.
Darren sighed again, shaking his head in disgust, he was so angry at himself for going over to Leanna's that night and not thinking to lock the door. The neighborhood was safe and he knew his mother would be home a little later.
"Mmm you have such a nice cock," Leanna said as she licked the shaft from the base to the tip. She was naked with Darren on his bed. He was smiling, flat on his back, looking to the ceiling as his cute, freckle-faced, red-headed neighbor did what she does best.
"Thank you, glad you're enjoying it."
"Hey Darren, I need you to - Oh crap! I'm sorry I should've knocked!" Dahlia proclaimed, entering and then quickly exiting Darren's room. Leanna gasped and fell off the bed, hidden from the view from the door, while Darren quickly attempted to cover himself with a pillow.
"Mom!"
"It's ok! I didn't see anything, I mean I did, but it was brief," his mother said on the other side of the closed door.
"When you and Leanna are done, can you go the store real quick?"
"Sure mom, yes, no problem, thank you!"
"Thanks Darren. You two can, uh, resume your fun!"
Leanna peeped over the edge of the mattress. "It's ok! She's cool with everything, get back up here," Darren said.
Darren smiled for the first time in several days, recalling that memory. His friend from high school was right; he did have a cool mom. His smile quickly faded and he resumed massaging his mother's hand.
Chapter 5
The next day, Darren rummaged through some debris where the living room was. Most of the fire damage was there, but also to his bedroom too. The wall where his closet and drawers are was left alone, but his bed, desk, and anything along the other three walls of the room were badly damaged. He smirked, "At least I have plenty of clothes to wear."
After grabbing a few more clothes to change into he walked down to his mother's bedroom, it was left undamaged. He inspected the kitchen and bathrooms; they all seemed to be just fine. He walked back to the living room and looked through a huge pile of ash and charred wood. A lot of books and family photo albums were burnt. Judging by the looks of things, he suspected the shelves were emptied and these items were piled up and set ablaze - as kindling.
After his meeting with the insurance representative at the house he headed to the hotel room they had set up for him. On his way there, he got a call from a detective stating that they brought Victor in for questioning and that his alibi didn't check out. The detective also noted the black ski mask found on the scene has hairs they will be using to verify it belongs to Victor. This, along with the blood found under his mother's fingernails and the gashes on Victor's face, made the detective fairly confident this would be a quick process once all the lab results are in.
At the hotel, Darren shaved and showered for the first time in several days. Looking at his reflection in the bathroom mirror, he face looked exhausted and gaunt. He figured he would try to eat a little more that evening.
"Damn, you look like the guy that knocked me up when I was a teen," Dahlia told her 17 year old son that last day of summer break before his senior year began. They were sitting on the couch, sharing a cup of fat free yogurt.
"Is that a good thing?" Darren asked.
"Yeah, I'd say so. You actually look like a better version of him. Maybe some of my genes were thrown into the mix. You have the same big, blue eyes as him. Your nose isn't as big as his was. You have the same skin complexion as his - not pale, fair skin like mine. Plus you have the same hair type - it's just not as thick as mine." His mother replied, licking her spoon clean. "So I'd say you're quite the looker."
"Heh, maybe so mom. Thanks."
"Just promise me you'll keep on being a nice guy and not turn into a douchebag. It's really annoying talking to an attractive person only to discover they are a total jerk and full of themselves."
"I don't think I'll ever be like that. I mean, I hope not."
"Nah, I suppose you won't. You're a good guy."
Darren shook the memory from his head, staring back at himself. He didn't feel like a good guy he felt like this was his fault, like he had failed his mother. He put on some clean clothes and headed back to her side. He arrived to see there had been no change in her condition and he wasn't expecting there to be. He fell asleep with her hand in his again.
The next morning Darren watched the nurse check her vitals and the bandages. She told him that things were looking better. She also checked her knee and indicated the swelling had gone down; it was still severely bruised though.
Later that day, his mother's friend, Sandee came to visit again. She had been once before to check in on things, but her work schedule prohibited her from getting to the hospital too often. Darren was returning from the cafeteria and stopped in the doorway to see Sandee kissing his mother's fore head, she caressed her face, and whispered something into her ear. She stood and was slightly startled by Darren standing at the door.
"Oh hi, Darren," She smiled awkwardly. "Just came by to say hello before heading to work."
"Oh ok. Great." Darren smiled back, setting his coffee on the table.
"Listen Darren, I heard through some friends that Victor was arrested. If I had known he was a psycho I would've never introduced the two of them."
"No, no it's fine. You didn't know or think he'd be like that." Darren turned to face his mother, "I've done things that I never would've done had I know the outcomes."
"We all do. But everything happens for a reason, Darren." Sandee placed her hand on his shoulder and stepped up to kiss his cheek, "Everything will work out like it's supposed to."
"I got a new job, so since my schedule is better, I plan on coming by more often," Sandee explained.
"Great," He replied, attempting another weak smile. "Do you like it?"
"Well it's a job where I get to keep my clothes on, so that's always a plus!"
"Yeah I can imagine it would be," Darren smiled again, and then glanced to his mother as he sat in the chair next to her bed.
"Are you here all the time?" Sandee asked.
"Pretty much. I only go to the hotel room to change clothes, shower, take a quick nap, things like that."
"What about food? You eat in the cafeteria?"
"Yep."
"Listen," Sandee said, moving next to Darren, placing her hand on his shoulder again, "if you ever want to go to dinner one night, just let me know."
"Oh ok, yeah the cafeteria is decent food. It doesn't suck that bad."
Sandee chuckled, "I didn't mean the cafeteria. I meant a restaurant somewhere. It'd be my treat."
"Oh. I don't know. I really need to stay with her as much as possible."
"Well if you change your mind, just let me know. Also," Sandee started moving toward the door, "let me know if you need help with anything. I can make phone calls for you or her, I can contact relatives, organize paperwork, whatever you need."
"Wow, yeah I may need some help with getting the bills lined up and taken care of. Mom's work is being amazing toward everything so that's a huge help too."
"Great, let me know what I can do and I'll see you later."
Darren waved goodbye, watching Sandee walk down the hallway. He was taken by the words of wisdom and kindness from a stripper, or a person who recently became a former one, but nonetheless, took them to heart.
The next few days Sandee helped out immensely. The 35 year old former stripper broke all stereotypes Darren had. She was intelligent and resourceful. She helped Darren get all utility bills and other accounts payable in order. She even helped him with taxes. They sat at the small table in Darren's hotel room while she instructed him on property taxes in the event his mother would be in a coma for several more months. Sandee also helped clean the damaged house before renovators came to do their work.
One night when Darren was chatting with Dr. Decker about his mother's improvements, his cell phone rang. Since Sandee happened to be there, she answered and fielded a call from an Aunt who Darren didn't feel like talking to. She told her of Dahlia's progress and how the latest MRI showed healing in the injured areas of her brain. When the doctor left, Sandee was sitting there smiling at him as she talked to Dahlia's sister on the phone. Darren sat back down in his usual spot, grabbing his mother's hand. Sandee's conversation ended and she stood at the foot of the bed, lightly massaging Dahlia's foot.
"Thanks, I'm just really tired and didn't feel like having to talk to anyone on the phone." Darren said.
"It's no big deal; I'm here to help remember?" Sandee said, moving over to Darren, rubbing his shoulder.
"Are you ever going to let me take you to dinner?" She asked.
"Sandee, I don't know, I really don't want to leave her side."
Sandee crouched in front of Darren, placing her hands on his knee. "What would she want you to do?"
Darren thought for a moment, "I guess she'd want me to hang out with people and enjoy life. It's just that, I can't leave her again."
"I know you can't. But this is just dinner with a friend," Sandee explained in a sweet tone. "She is safe here, she is being watched over, and her injuries are healing. Please, think about it?"
Darren's looked toward his sleeping mother again. She looked peaceful. "I just - "
"I know they will contact you the second she shows any sort of movement or if there's any change."
"Yeah they will." He glanced back over to Sandee's friendly face and warm smile.
"I think it'd be good for you to get away for just a little bit and have some nice food and conversation."
Darren couldn't help but agree. "I guess we could go somewhere Saturday night."
"Wonderful!" Sandee said, smiling and standing. She went over to her comatose friend and kissed her forehead, then bent down to kiss Darren's and left.
A few days later, Darren told his mother he'd return to her side very soon. He went to the hotel room and changed into nice clothes, just as Sandee instructed. He wore black dress pants, a dark green dress shirt, and a striped green and black tie. Sandee arrived to pick him up wearing a tight, form-fitting red dress that came down to her mid thigh. It showed off her lean figure and medium sized chest. Her long locks of honey-brown hair matched her honey-brown eyes and were curled. Her red lipstick matched her dress.
"You look nice," Darren said, opening the door and joining her in the hallway.
"So do you," She smiled, sliding her arm around his and walking together.
Sandee drove to a nice Italian restaurant not far from the hospital, so in the event Darren got a phone call and was needed, he could be there quickly.
Dinner was excellent, with Sandee telling several funny stories about Dahlia. Including one where she fended off a drunken homeless guy who was getting rude with Sandee as they walked down the street. The guy seemed genuinely afraid and backed down. She apologized again for introducing her to Victor and told Darren how she looked up to his mother.
"She's a wonderful woman and a good friend, Darren," Sandee said, holding a fork to Darren's mouth with one of the last few bites of chocolate cake on it. Darren nodded and took his share.
"I'm just scared. I don't know what's going to happen to her or if she'll ever wake up. If she does, I'm worried she'll be different or require constant aid. I just don't want her to suffer."
"I know you don't sweetie," Sandee said, reaching over to place her hand on Darren's. "Just remember that whatever happens, you will have support and help, and you'll never be alone."
"Thank you, Sandee," Darren attempted to smile while gently squeezing her hand.
After dinner, Sandee drove Darren back to his hotel room. Standing in front of his closed door, she held his hands while peering up at him. "May I come in for a little while?"
"I need to head back to the hospital, I was just going to change and make my way back over there."
Sandee nodded slowly, placing her hands on his shoulders and slowly guiding them down to his tie. "Are you sure?" She asked, and then slowly kissed the corner of his mouth. Her lips were so full; Darren often wondered if she had work done to them, as plastic surgery was a booming field in Los Angeles.
Darren cleared his throat and nodded.
Sandee nodded back and hugged him. "I knew you'd turn out to be a great man when I first met you a few years ago," she ended the hug, and placed a hand on his face. "If you ever need anything, and I mean anything," she said, running her thumb across his lips, "I'm here for you." She kissed his lips slowly. Darren's cock pulsed as he felt Sandee's tongue graze his top lip, causing Darren to go slightly weak in the knees as he placed his hands on her waist.
"If this was any other time, and she wasn't in the condition she's in, I'd love to, uh, spend some time with you. But I gotta get back to her side. I'm sorry." Darren explained.
"Don't be," She kissed his cheek. "You're wonderful. I'll see you later, Ok?"
"Ok, see ya later." Darren waved goodbye to Sandee and watched her walk down the hall. She was gorgeous, but his mother was his highest priority.
His daily routine for the next two weeks consisted of being by her side, going to the hotel room every few days to shower, change, or attempt to nap. Thanksgiving came and went, he received phone calls from far away relatives and several visits from his mother's friends and his employer. Sandee was there by his and her side through most of this, when her work schedule allowed.
Chapter 6
A week after Thanksgiving, Darren stood in the hallway just outside his mother's hospital room waiting for the nurses to finish checking her vitals, changing the bed sheets, adjusting the mattress and repositioning Dahlia on the bed. They had also spent extra time putting a small Christmas tree in the corner.
When most of them left he reentered her room and resumed holding and caressing her hand. There was one nurse left entering data on the workstation computer next to the bed. Darren's head again rested on the side railing of the bed, he closed his eyes as his thumb stopped caressing his mother's hand. He heard the nurse click the mouse and occasionally type on the keyboard. The heating unit whirred in the background. He hardly slept any the previous night; the anxiety and worry winning out again. His thoughts were slowing down; he could tell he'd be asleep soon. When he felt a slight tickle on the underside of his hand he didn't really notice. When Dahlia moved her thumb and gently caresses his he thought he was half dreaming in that moment just before the brain enters sleep mode. He felt a tickle and gentle caress again, his lips curled to a miniscule smile as he enjoyed this moment. The nurse cleared her throat and continued typing, shaking Darren from his half sleep state.
He sat up and yawned, looking at his mother. Movement caught his peripheral vision. He looked to the direction of the movement, his hand, and saw nothing. He turned back toward his mother's face. She looked much better, the cuts and bruises long gone. He saw more movement at his hand and then felt a touch. He again, looked at his hand, just in time to see his mother's thumb reach up and caress the underside of it.
"Nurse!" Darren shouted. She turned to see him pointing at his mother's thumb.
Within seconds more nurses filled the room. Darren stood back and let them work. Dr. Decker showed up and began his examination too, checking her eyes, seeing if she reacts to stimuli, and conversing with the nurses. She was coming out of the coma but was not yet fully aware of her surroundings.
Darren paced back and forth just outside her room impatiently as he waited for an update. Dr. Decker joined him, "Hi Darren, well good news! She's coming out of the coma. Now what this means," he said, holding his hands up as if to tell Darren to wait "is that little by little she should be become more and more aware of her surroundings. It could be days before you would be able to have a conversation with her, and maybe longer before she's up and moving around. It'll also be awhile before we can get a good idea of any memory loss or cognitive issues she may have as a result of the damage. Each day she should be awake a little longer."
"I understand. Can I go and see her now?" Darren asked. Dr. Decker smiled and gestured toward her room.
"Mom? Mom? It's me, I'm right here. You're going to be ok. I'm not going anywhere," Darren said, grabbing her hand and holding it once again. He sat still and watched her slight thumb movements for the next hour, and then she was still again. Later that evening, he watched her eyelids flicker as if she were trying to open them. He continued caressing her hand, whispering words of encouragement; telling her that he loved her so much.
Darren's mind started to wander as he sat and watched her. "So what do you think about this Victor guy? I think I should keep him around awhile?" Dahlia sat on the couch next to her son, wrapping her arms around him. He was watching TV and his arm around her shoulder, caressing her arm with his hand.
"Yeah he seems ok I guess."
"Well if you ever have a problem with him, you tell me and I'll dump that geek on the spot."
Darren laughed, "He is kinda geeky."
Dahlia sat up and kissed Darren on the cheek. "He is. A little clingy too. But so far he seems nice. Not as nice as you though. That little Leanna's is a lucky girl"
"Mom, her and I just friends. I'm taking your advice, remember?"
"Yeah yeah I know. Well she's still lucky." Dahlia winked playfully. "I'd like to think I am too. I have my best bud here with me, one of the coolest kids I know."
Darren wiped tears away from his face as he watched his mother's thumb gently graze his hand. It had been 24 hours since she started improving. He heard her sniff that morning, and watched her head turn to the side to face him slightly. He looked at her face and smiled; he couldn't help but touch it. She seemed so peaceful and relaxed. He kept telling her he loved her and was so happy that she's pulling through.



Sandee visited as well, she sat for a long time that night on the other side of the bed holding Dahlia's hand and fixing her hair and talking to her.
The next day, her eyes flickered more and more, he watched her jaw moved up and down as if she was moving her tongue. He saw a facial expression, a wince, as though she had tasted something bad. He thought perhaps her mouth was dry. He remained holding her hand, and smiling at her every time he saw her eyes flicker. Late that night, he saw them appear to be half open. He sat in silence staring into them, running his hands through her hair, smiling. It lasted maybe 10 minutes and they were fully closed again.
Over the next two days he continued whispering to her, holding her hand, looking for more signs of awareness. Little by little she would move her head more, or move her thumb faster across his hand, or hold her eyes open a little longer. He couldn't help but get choked up with tears of joys as he watched her slowly become more and more aware and awake. Dr. Decker informed him this was normal and that people don't just suddenly wake up like they had a nice long nap when they come out of coma. It takes time.
Darren rested he head on the rail again a week after his mother showed signs of awareness. He was smiling with his eyes closed, when he felt her squeeze his hand. He cleared his throat and looked up to her. His eyes locked on to hers. They were fully open, she was staring into his. A small smile came across his face. He watched her lips curl into one just as small. Then she spoke, it was barely a whisper, but he heard it.
"Hi," she said.
"Hi," Darren replied, barely able maintain his composure. She smiled at him again, and closed her eyes, going to sleep for the night.
The next morning Darren and Sandee sat with Dr. Decker as he explained his findings. "She's doing great. She's become more responsive, more aware, and awake for longer periods of time, and her newest MRI looks wonderful. All normal, and expected. As soon as we can sit and talk with her we will find out what she remembers. I would advise you two to not be in the room when we do this. I've seen situations where someone doesn't remember their name and it can be quite unsettling for their family members to witness this. We will ask her a lot of questions and get an idea what she does and doesn't remember. We'll also run other tests. We'll ask her to move her left arm, or draw a circle, or count to 10. It'll be very thorough so we can see what damage remains."
That evening Sandee took Darren to a celebratory dinner. She gave him a long kiss goodnight and equally long embrace before he changed and headed back to the hospital. There was a nurse in his mother's room when he arrived.
"Ah there you are, she was asking about you," the nurse said.
"What? She was? What do you mean?"
"Yes, she was whispering to me, 'Where he is?' and looked over to your seat."
Darren was amazed and fought back tears as he went to her side, grabbing her hand. "I'm right here! I Just went to get some dinner, I'm right here now, ok?" He saw a small smile come across her face while she rested peacefully.
She told him 'hi' again the next day. They held hands and smiled at each other nearly 30 minutes, before she went back to sleep. She woke up several times for him, smiling at him continuously. Darren observed her watching the nurses check her vitals. They would say hello to her and she would say it back.
Darren was dozing off close to 10 pm that night when he felt fingers run through his hair. He thought maybe Sandee had shown up. Usually she kissed him or touched his shoulders, but sometimes she'd tousle his hair. It wasn't Sandee though, it was his mother. He sat up and to see her looking at him again, smiling.
"Are you an angel?" She asked just above a whisper. Darren almost lost it there.
"No, no I'm not. I'm," he paused, not sure if she could comprehend or process the fact she had a child, "I'm Darren."
"Darren," his mother said, closing her eyes and smiling. He watched her drift back to sleep with a smile on her face. His smile faded when he accepted the fact she didn't know him. He sighed, thinking that one battle was won, and another one was on the horizon in this war of recovery.
Chapter 7
"Ok have a seat you two and thanks joining me. Just wanted to go over what we've found. Firstly, let me introduce you to Wendy here, she's a family counselor specializing in families who are dealing with life changing injuries or trauma. She's been doing work with families who have a member that is suffering from amnesia and other forms of brain damage." Dr. Decker explained to Darren and Sandee in a nearby small conference room.
"We have performed a thorough examination of your mother. We have found a couple issues - in a moment you'll see why I've asked Wendy to join us." Dr. Decker gestured to the shorter woman in her mid-30s who appeared to be of Latino decent.
Darren nodded at Wendy as the doctor continued. "Firstly, most of her cognitive abilities are intact. She can perform simple tasks, like raising her left arm for us. She can talk, she can read, she can count, she knows what things are: the TV on the wall, the window, people, the bed, pictures of animals or other objects, basically everything in her environment and so on - just like you and I. She understands concepts like time, days, nights, months, and years. We did a simple arithmetic test; she passed it with no issues. She is basically undamaged when it comes to problem solving, analytical thinking, logic, and overall brain functions except one particular area: memory."
Darren froze up, as his heart rate increased. He listened to the doctor confirm his fears. "We were unable to be as thorough as we had hoped with our line of questions, but she didn't know her name. She also didn't know why she was here, or recall any events that happened the night she was attacked. We asked if she could name some of her friends, she couldn't. We asked if she could name some of her family members, she couldn't. We then asked her if she had any children," the doctor paused, glancing to Wendy sitting next time, "she said she didn't know."
Darren sighed heavily, looking toward his lap. Sandee placed a hand on his shoulder.
"Darren," Wendy spoke up, "she has a form of retrograde amnesia. Dr. Decker's test also revealed she can create and retain new memories, but the ones that were already there from before the attack are not being accessed. Now, as is the case with most amnesia patients, it is temporary. The brain will sort of fix itself over time. Sometimes a few weeks, or maybe a few months."
Darren nodded slowly, looking to his lap, thinking for a moment as he ran his fingers through his short hair. "Ok, so what do we need to do?"
"Well I have been working with patients with amnesia for a few years now and I have experimented with different methods of therapy. One method involves reminding the person over and over again who you are, and acting like things are what they've always been while the family members wait for the patient's memory to return. I've seen that can be successful but overall I've been told it's stressful and can be depressing for all people involved."
"I have instructed a few families over the course of a year to try a different method. Instead of bombarding the patient with information that they don't remember, simply let them remember it on their own - since that's what will happen in due time anyway. Imagine if you had amnesia and you were married. You don't remember your wife, or know who she is. If she told you who she was, and you looked at her like 'Ok, I don't know you though, sorry' that could hurt her and I suspect it'd hurt to see that. It may difficult and create stress for you to know that you have these people in your life, a wife, child, friend that you don't know anymore. They would be hurt and struggle with it and you would be too."
"Yes, I can see how that would be a difficult experience for everyone." Darren spoke up, starting to see where Wendy was going with her proposal.
"Imagine if your hypothetical wife said to you that she was someone who's here to help you and cares for you and simply leaves it at that. You'd probably nod and smile and say 'Ok.' It may still be difficult for her, but you wouldn't be beating yourself up for not remembering this person, right?" Wendy asked.
"Setting the bar so high like, 'I am your wife and am waiting for you to remember me so we can resume our relationship' can be stressful. I have seen that, lowering the bar, 'I am a person who cares for you and is here to help you,' makes the process of recovery less stressful."
"Yeah I guess that makes sense," Darren said. "So I don't tell her I'm her son?"
"Right, just let her remember you when she's ready and not focus on pushing her or accidentally creating some kind expectation from her. Just let her memories return at their own pace, which they usually do anyway, and keep that process as stress free as possible." Wendy explained with a smile.
"I see, so just tell her I'm here to help her and take care of her," Darren reiterated what he was told, thinking to himself about the hypothetical wife situation. The thought of unintentionally upsetting his mother over her not remembering him made him feel ill. He could never make her cry, not after what happened that fateful night - a night he still feels he could've prevented.
"Yes! I will be checking in on you regularly and I'm always available if you have questions or concerns. Will other family members be visiting?" Wendy asked.
"Probably not, no. They are on the east coast and we aren't really close. Phone calls are about it."
"I see. I have a sister who lives out that way." Wendy replied. "Anyway, here is my card; I'll probably call you a week after her release to check in."
Darren and Sandee left the meeting feeling better about the situation. They had dinner that night and discussed things in more detail. Sandee offered to let him and Dahlia move in with her instead of staying in a hotel room while their house is being repaired. She volunteered to provide any information to the insurance company if they needed paperwork filled out regarding their lack of hotel accommodations.
"I remember the night I met your mom. There was this drunken guy at the strip club I worked at. He kept trying to get me to give him a private lap dance. Our manager had said not to do this for drunk or unruly people. So I refused. He kept begging for one and wouldn't let up. Your mom intervened and bought three private lap dances back to back, to give my manager enough time to kick him out." Sandee told Darren as they walked to his hotel room.
"Sounds like something she'd do - sticking up for people and not taking crap from anyone."
"Exactly. I danced for her for three different songs, and we chatted the whole time. It was really fun. I gave her the money back too. She insisted I keep it, but I couldn't. She finally relented. After that every time she came to visit me with friends or later on with Victor, I'd always give her a private dance for free. She'd sit there and we'd chat and laugh while I danced on her. I remember when she lost a lot of weight, she told me she was going to dance for me in one of those private back rooms. I laughed it off, but she actually did it."
"Really? Wow. How was she?" Darren asked.
"She was amazing." Sandee lowered her head onto Darren, resting it on his chest, fighting back tears. He put his arms around her, holding her tightly. After a moment Sandee looked up to Darren.
"We just have to be patient and hope she'll be back to her old self in no time," Darren told her. He leaned down to bring his lips to Sandee's, kissing them softly.
"Do you have to get back to the hospital?" She asked, returning his kiss.
"Yeah I do. Maybe when she's released from the hospital, we can, you know," Darren trailed off. He wondered if he was in his right mind. A 20 year old guy with a sexy 35 year old woman with a stripper's body coming on to him. Yet he reasoned he was in his right mind, his mother was at the forefront of everything right now. His guilt, her condition, he would always put her first from now on.
"Yeah," Sandee whispered. She smiled and stepped away. "See you later, sweetie."
Chapter 8
Baby steps; each day there were new baby steps. Dahlia would sit up, she would tell nurses how she felt, she would move her feet more, she would do some light stretching, and she would sip on water and nibble on solid foods.
Darren was at her side the whole time. They didn't speak much, but what his mother didn't say with words, she said with small side glances and smiles, or resting comfortably with her fingers entwined with his. Several times he caught her staring at him while he was settling in for the night, she loved to watch him.
"Hi Darren," Dahlia softly greeted the person who was there by her side since she woke up. She was sitting up in bed and had just completed an examination by the nurse and a bedding change.
"Hi. How do you feel?" He asked, setting his coffee on the table next to the bed. He wondered if he should call her Dahlia, but never has before, so he didn't.
"Great," She smiled, and giggled slightly. She watched him sit, smiling at him. He grabbed her hand as always, and the two sat in silence, occasionally glancing at each other.
"Well you look great," Darren said after a few minutes.
Then something strange happened, something he found adorable, his mother blushed. "Thanks," she said quietly and looked down to her lap.
It was in his mother's new quiet nature that Darren noticed something the doctor said may occur from a head injury - a personality change. She was bashful and mousey. It didn't bother him as much as he thought, mainly because he was so happy she was awake and told her that regularly. He told her he was so proud of her and that he's always going to be there for her.
"Why don't you sleep at your hotel tonight?" She asked Darren the next night.
"No, I can't do that," Darren said softly, as he lightly stroked her forearm. "I gotta stay here and keep an eye on you. You might try to escape!"
For the first time since the morning of the day she was attaked, 65 days ago, before they said their goodbyes and headed to work, and especially the 15 days since she woke, Darren heard his mother laugh. He couldn't help but laugh too. Her laugh was different, almost like she was trying to restrain it and not be so loud. Again, Darren saw a difference in personality.
Sandee was there sometimes too throughout this new chapter. Dahlia was polite and cordial to her, but Darren was the one she looked to and talked with.
"Is she your girlfriend?" Dahlia asked Darren the next evening after Sandee left for the night.
"Oh no, she's not, she's just a friend and is someone that cares a lot about you." Darren explained.
"Oh." Was all Dahlia said. Darren chuckled a bit, watching her attempt to hide discreet smile as she looked to the TV.
The next evening, Sandee was painting Dahlia's nails when he entered the room after dinner in the cafeteria. "You should have seen her Darren; she got up on her own, used the bathroom, and brushed her pretty hair. She'll be out of here soon."
"Oh that's wonderful!" Darren exclaimed going to her side, and patting her forearm. "I'm so proud of you, m - " he stopped himself before saying 'mom.' Sandee flashed Darren a sympathetic smile.
"Ok, your nails look great now. Are you sure like that color? Pink?" Sandee asked.
"Mmhmm." Dahlia replied. Normally she wore dark red nail polish or even black on occasion. Darren hugged Sandee goodbye for the evening. She commented on how much better and happier he looked.
The next morning Darren walked with her down the hallway. "Here hold my hand," he said, helping her out of the bed. He noticed her smiling and occasionally glancing down at their hands. The next few days, Dahlia and Darren would walk around the hallway for 10 minutes three times a day, per the nurse's instruction. She was limping slightly, but each day the limp seemed to be less and less.
"There we go, let's get you back in the bed for a good night's rest. We have a meeting with the doctor tomorrow." Darren said, leading her back to her room. Just as they got to her bed and she was about to sit on the mattress, they stood looking into each other's eyes for a moment.
"You're doing so good. You're doing better each day," He said, running his fingers through her hair.
Dahlia cleared her throat and looked downward, "I couldn't do it without you."
"Would it be ok if I hugged you?" He asked his mother.
She looked back up into his eyes and nodded. He wrapped his arms around her and held her gently. It was as if a huge weight had been lifted when she hugged back. She was warm and soft. Her large braless breasts pressed into his chest through her hospital gown. He wanted to tell her he loved her and kiss her cheek but he was too nervous and didn't want alarm her. He had been following Wendy's counsel to perfection. He ended the embrace and looked into her dark brown eyes once more before helping her get into her bed.
They chatted for another two hours, until Dahlia couldn't stay awake anymore. She asked him many questions, mostly about his and her lives; where they worked, lived, and so on. Darren explained he has been given as much time as he needed to care for her by his employer, who is also family friend. Eventually by 10 pm she could barely keep her eyes open. Darren held her hand and watched her drift off to sleep. It was Christmas Day and one of the best ones he's ever had.
Chapter 9
"Dahlia try not party too much for New Year's this year ok?" Dr. Decker joked with Darren and his mother. She was going to be released from the hospital December 30th - in four days. Darren was ecstatic. They would be staying with Sandee until repairs on the house were complete - which happened to be progressing much quicker than Darren assumed. They would be staying with Sandee for five days tops.
They walked, talked, ate together, and laughed the remainder of her stay in the hospital. He loved making her laugh, no longer a loud, boisterous cackle, but a quiet soft one.
They arrived at Sandee's small home just after lunch on the 30th. She had a small, 2 bedroom rental home. She used the guest room for storage but was able to clean and move some things around so the small twin bed was accessible. Darren, simply happy to be there and out of the hospital with his mom, took the couch in the living room. The first night they all ate spaghetti prepared by Sandee. She wasn't much of a cook, but it was nice to have something created in one's home instead of a cafeteria. Darren escorted his mom to her bed in the guest room, giving her a long hug goodnight.
The next day Darren made a call to his employer. He made arrangement to start part time the first week in January. The rest of the day was spent with his mother and Sandee, watching movies and chatting. That evening, New Year's Eve, he and his mother were alone. Sandee left around 10pm to attend a party.
"You think you'll be able to watch the ball drop?" Darren asked his mom, sitting next to her on the couch, holding her hand.
She yawned and stretched her free arm. "I'm not sure, getting pretty sleepy," she replied, resting her head on Darren's shoulder. He extended his arm around her and pulled her against him gently. He rested his head on the back of the couch and closed his eyes. Dahlia placed her hand on his stomach, and drifted off to sleep. A little while later, he did the same, with a smile on his face. Sometime around 4am he heard Sandee arrive. He looked over to her as she walked into the living room. She was smiling at the two of them.




"She looks so happy and comfortable there." She whispered. Darren nodded and gently nudged her. Sandee helped her to her feet and led her to the guestroom. Dahlia looked over her shoulder and gave a little wave to Darren just before they turned the corner. He chuckled and then lying on the couch, he went back to sleep.
A few days later, Darren went to the house to check in on the repairs. Everything was done and everything looked amazing. He was shocked that it had been completed so quickly. He had assumed the insurance company would take months on end to fix and clean up the fire damage. His room was pretty empty, save for his chest of drawers, and a new generic double sized bed. The walls were repainted white and there was one lamp in the corner. It looked like a guest room more than his room, but he would be happy to sleep there nonetheless.
While Darren was at the house, Sandee took his mother shopping. Afterward, they returned home and got ready for an evening out. Sandee had to pull Dahlia's arm to get her to agree, but an approving look from Darren made her consent.
"Well Darren, what do you think?" Sandee asked, while gently pushing Dahlia into the living room. Darren's eyes widen as he looked at his mother.
"Wow," He said, standing up from the couch. She looked amazing. Her flowing black hair was so thick and shiny. Her makeup looked as though it was done by a professional. She was wearing new clothes. Black dress pants and a black top. It was strapless and had a zipper going down the middle. It reminded him of a corset almost. His mother stood there before him, blushing.
"Miss Dahlia is very top heavy, so I figured something sexy to highlight her assets would be nice. Don't you think?" Sandee said. Dahlia nodded and smiled, looking to the floor.
"Yeah you look gorgeous. You really do." Darren complimented, trying not to glance at her cleavage so much. "Remember, if you get tired or feel like coming home, speak up and let Sandee know. She'll take you home."
"Right. It won't hurt my feelings or upset me. If you feel sleepy, just say so and we'll come back here right away." Sandee said. Dahlia nodded and looked to Darren with a small smile on her face.
Darren watched them leave, sitting back down on the couch again, mouthing 'wow' once more.
A few hours later they returned. Darren's mother appeared exhausted. Darren stood to greet them. "Hi. How was it?"
"Good. We went to eat then drove around a little to look at some sights." Dahlia said.
"Yes, I thought I'd drive her around some of the places we used to go to." Sandee chimed in. "She was ready to come home and let me know."
"Good! Glad you two are back safely. You feel like heading to bed?" He asked his mother.
She nodded and Darren walked her to her room. They paused at her door as he leaned down to give her a hug. "I had fun," Dahlia whispered.
"I'm glad to hear that. Sleep well, tomorrow we go home!" Darren hugged her again. "I'll come and check on you in a little bit."
He went to use the restroom and then grabbed some pajamas from his suitcase. After he changed into them he started the dryer and then went to check on his mother. She was out cold. He chuckled to himself while thinking of this role reversal. She was somewhat child-like, but her shyness and timidity was a change he was slowly getting used to. He closed her door and headed to the living room.
Sandee was there in her pajamas, sitting on the couch, flipping through a magazine. Darren plopped down next to her with a content look on his face. "She's doing really well. I'm so happy we're out of that hospital."
"Oh I know you are sweetie, she's on the road to recovery," Sandee said, closing her magazine and sliding next to Darren. She wrapped her arm around his waist, and he rested his on her hip.
"She's so sweet too. Not that she wasn't before, but now she's so timid. It's like I'm making friends with a new person." Sandee said.
"Yeah. I think she's wonderful." Darren replied.
Sandee sat up and looked Darren in the eyes, "I think you're wonderful." She leaned in slowly and kissed his lips. Darren paused after the kiss, his hand sliding to her butt, and kissed her back.
"Let's go to bed," Sandee whispered and stood, extending her hand to Darren. He took it and followed her to her bedroom. She closed the door behind them and Darren rushed at her, kissing, groping, grabbing and pawing at her body. He was so very hungry and horny. He had not had sex since the night of his mother's incident, much less ejaculated. Masturbation was a low priority while his mom was in the hospital.
Sandee, turned on by his aggression, just as hungry, pushed back. Their tongues wrestled with each other as she pulled his clothes off too. She pushed him away and guided him to her bed. He bumped against her mattress and sat down on it. Sandee mounted him, straddling him and quickly guiding his cock to her waiting pussy. They wasted no time, and Sandee began grinding and riding him. Darren grabbed her face, kissing her hard as her pussy slid up and down and back and forth on his neglected cock. He moaned and held her tightly as he buried his head into her neck. "Yessss," he whispered as he felt her pussy walls clamp around his shaft.
Darren grabbed her and stood up, slamming her onto the mattress while she locked her feet around him as he began to pump wildly into her, deeper with each thrust. "Oh yes, fuck me!" she whispered. Her eyes were closed as she clutched Darren tightly, scratching his back. He moaned in pain and went up to his knees on the bed, taking her with him.
"Come on! Come on!" He gritted his teeth, as he held on to her waist and thrust in and out of Sandee with hard, powerful thrusts.
"Ah yes!" She moaned out after several minutes. She began shaking and convulsing as the orgasm overtook her. Darren kept pumping his hips into hers and his eyes rolled into the back of his head. His cock erupted, spewing forth over two months of accumulated semen. He slammed Sandee back down and kept on pounding into her. His orgasm subsided and his thrusts decreased. He was out of breath and exhausted. He collapsed on top of Sandee.
"I needed that," he whispered.
"I know," She replied, running her hand through his hair.
"Thank you," Darren countered, and rolled off her, onto his side as his heart rate and breathing calmed down.
"She loves you. I can tell," Sandee said, running her fingers over Darren's chest as they cuddled in her bed an hour later.
"What do you mean? She doesn't even remember who I am."
"Doesn't matter. I believe the love she has for you somehow came through. A mother's love can't be held back by things like memory loss. It's the strongest love in the world. Trust me I know. Every day I think about the child I had to give up for adoption when I was a teenager."
"I don't know, maybe." Darren said. He thought Sandee was spewing bologna but he just got laid and all the stress and tension from the past couple months had been released with her help. So he let her ramble.
"You should have heard her talk about you tonight. Her face would light up as she told me how sweet and helpful you've been. She said she thought you were an angel sitting by her bed when she first started to regain consciousness."
"Yeah I remember she asked me if I was."
"She's so happy now. She's so different too." Sandee said. "It'll take some getting used to, but I know we can. Just have patience with her, and remember what counselor Wendy said. Let the memories return, don't try to force or coax them."
"I know, I won't. I miss how she was, but I still love her and will never ever let anything bad happen to her again." Darren said.
"I know you won't," Sandee rose up and kissed him once more. "Let's take a shower."
The water trailed down Sandee's stomach as Darren cupped her breasts from behind. He was slowly sliding his cock in and out of her pussy, kissing along the back of her neck. She turned around, grabbing his face, and entwined her tongue with his. Darren bent down slightly, and guided his cock back inside her.
"You feel so good." He said.
"So do you. Wished your mom was in here with us," Sandee chuckled, poking Darren's side.
"Ha! Yeah right. You're funny," He said, moving his hips back and forth, savoring every second of her cock-squeezing pussy, unsure of when he'd be able to have sex again. Heading back to work and getting him and his mother's lives back on track would be his number one priority starting tomorrow when they would move back home.
Chapter 10
Darren exited the car and glanced over to Leanna's house. By now she had already finished the first semester of her senior year and was on the east coast living with her mom to finish the second. He smirked, thinking he'd probably never see her again, nor did he care to.
"Ok, here we are. Home sweet home." He opened the door for his mother and brought their bags in. She timidly walked around the living room. "Let me show you around," Darren putt his arm around her shoulder and walked her through the house. He was so impressed by the good job the contractors had done with the repairs.
When they arrived to his mother's room, she slowly entered and looked around. Darren watched her touch the lamp, then move slowly to the closet. In her mind it was the first time she had ever been to this room. When she finished her inspection she smiled and turned to Darren, "So, um, is this, is this our room?"
Darren froze, unsure of how to proceed with an answer. The soft smile and hopeful look on her face prevented him from saying 'no.' Instead he just nodded 'yes.' Then Darren's eyes narrowed as he observed his mother blush. "Huh, that's odd," He thought to himself. He saw her blush before, while in the hospital, but assumed it was her new shy personality shinning through.
They went to the grocery store later that day. They instinctively held hands. Dahlia kept close to her son, her fingers entwined with his, while her other hand held on to his arm.
Darren slowly started to put two and two together. "Ok, I see now. This is fine. No big deal. She thought that perhaps we were boyfriend and girlfriend beforehand. If I told her I was her son, it may embarrass us and there's really no need for that. We'll hold hands, and hug, and I'll snuggle with her at night. It'll be great! It's not a problem. Her memories will return soon." He thought to himself as he looked for the name brand of milk he usually bought.
Darren spent most of the evening in the kitchen fixing dinner. He placed a salad and a pasta seafood dish on the table and joined his mother. She loved seafood from before the incident and appeared to still like it.
"This is amazing, Darren. Where'd you learn to cook?" she quietly asked while turning her fork in the pasta. Darren stared at her blankly for a moment.
"Darren! I said turn off that game and get your butt in here!" Dahlia called all to her 13 year old son, seven years ago. Darren rolled his eyes, and paused his video game.
"Thank you. Now, listen to me," Dahlia told him, standing in front of the stove. "I'm going to teach you everything I know about cooking alright? You're going to be a man that cooks and feeds himself," she explained, pointing her index finger into his chest.
"Do you know how attractive it is when a man doesn't rely on a woman to cook for him? When he cooks for himself or his family? So pay attention to what I'm doing. One of these days, you will make some woman very, very happy if you cook her dinner."
"My mother. My mother taught me how to cook." Darren said flatly.
"Oh." Dahlia nodded and took another bite. "Do I know her?"
Darren coughed, stopping the lump in his throat from forming. "No. No you don't know her."
"I'm sorry. I just was curious, my memory and all," She replied.
"It's ok, I just haven't talked to my mom in awhile, and I miss her is all. It's fine." Darren reached out and patted her hand. She smiled and continued eating.
"What about me? Do I have parents?" She asked.
"Oh no, here it comes. She's going to keep asking questions about things." Darren thought to himself before explaining, "You have a mother who you haven't seen in several years. She lives in Florida along with your two sisters. You aren't very close to that side of the family, because you and your father moved out here to California when you were eight years old. He passed away last year."
"I see," She nodded slowly. "So now, it's you and me?"
"Right." Darren answered hoping that was the end of her questioning. Fortunately it was. It was as though she herself didn't want to dig too deep, perhaps out of fear of learning something tragic or depressing. Darren knew that she and Wendy had a counseling session before her discharge. Perhaps Wendy instructed his mother to not force memories, they will return in due time.
"Thank you for dinner," Dahlia spoke up, placing her hand gently on her son's. She looked to his eyes and Darren's breath became short. He had seen that look before. It was when they were alone in her hospital room. It never registered then because he was so overcome with joy that she was awake and responsive. The look was love, but as she caressed his hand with her thumb, he realized it wasn't motherly love but romantic love. She gulped and smiled awkwardly, rising to clear off the table and take the dishes to the kitchen.
After putting away the dishes, Darren took a shower and put on his pajamas. He felt uneasy, and a little depressed. He tried to relax and calm himself, remembering that this is all temporary. He told himself he would call Wendy tomorrow on his way to work. He was looking forward to being there, even if for four hours.
His mother was sitting on the couch watching TV. She had her feet curled underneath her and Darren paused as another memory from his past flashed in his head.
"Hey there birthday boy - or should I say man?" Dahlia was patting the cushion next to her on the couch in the living room where she sat. Darren smirked and sat next to her.
"Eighteen years old. Wow." She said, running her fingers through his hair. "You're turning out to be a great guy."
"Thanks," Darren shrugged.
"Darren, have you ever smoked pot?" She asked.
"What? No!" Darren answered, turning to face his mom.
"Don't lie to me."
"I'm not!"
Dahlia shot him a questioning look, "Would you like to?"
"Huh? I don't know, I haven't thought about it much. I have some friends that do, but I don't."
"Good. You know," Dahlia said reaching into her purse next to the couch, "things in moderation, when you have reason to celebrate and so on, aren't so bad." She pulled out a marijuana joint from her purse and held it in front of her son.
"Is this a test or a joke or something?" Darren asked.
"Nope. I smoke up about three times a year, when things are going great. Some people prefer a strong drink, I prefer this. You and I making it to 18 I think is a damn good thing to celebrate, don't you?"
Darren looked at his smirking mother in disbelief. "My friends have been telling me for years you were the coolest mom they've ever met."
"Hell yes I am."
Twenty minutes later, the joint was gone and they were sitting next to each other on the couch with their heads resting against each other. "I love you, and always will no matter what. Happy birthday," Dahlia told him, planting a kiss on the side of his head.
"Love you too mom and thanks." He replied.
"You coming to bed babe?" Victor peeked around the corner and asked his new girlfriend.
"Be right there," Dahlia replied, sitting up and turning to her son. "Duty calls."
Darren chuckled and watched her walk by and head down the hallway to her bedroom. "Bye mom," he whispered.
Darren stood at that same corner, staring at a woman sitting on the brand new couch. She looked and sounded like his mother but she wasn't - at least not anymore. Another wave of sadness came over him. "Bye mom," he mouthed and then joined Dahlia on the couch. She smiled softly like she always does as he put his arm around her, holding her closely.
Chapter 11
"I can sleep in this other room if you like, it's really not a problem." Darren told Dahlia as they walked toward her bedroom.
"No, I'd like it if you stayed with me."
Darren climbed into the bed and stared up to the ceiling. He felt a warm hand on his arm, gently caressing it. He raised it in the air and let Dahlia snuggle in close. "Is this ok?" She asked.
"Yeah, it's nice. Keeping each other warm."
She smiled and placed her head on his shoulder. Darren could tell, through his peripheral vision that she was looking at him, but he remained staring up at the ceiling. He felt bad, he felt like he should say something, but the thought of causing her any embarrassment or pain was too revolting. He felt her fingers trail up and down his torso. Then it happened.
Dahlia grabbed his face, turning it toward hers, planting a kiss on his mouth. Darren's head instinctively backed away. "I'm sorry! I'm sorry, I just thought, I mean, I uh," Dahlia stammered.
"No, no it's fine, it's ok. Really it is!"
"Are you sure, I'm really sorry," She looked as though she was going to cry.
"No, please, really it's ok," Darren said, turning onto his side to face her. "I just wasn't expecting it, I was caught off guard. No biggie."
"Ok," Dahlia nodded, lowered her eyes.
Darren felt even worse, like he upset her. "Hey. If you want you can try again. You know, like a goodnight kiss?"
"Yeah?" she asked, rising her eyes to look into his.
"Sure," Darren shrugged. Dahlia cleared her throat and closed her eyes. She moved her lips slowly toward Darren's, gently placing them on his. The kiss lasted maybe five seconds. Afterward Darren felt a tiny exhale on his lips come from her nose. She backed away and blushed.
"There, see that was nice." Darren said.
Dahlia nodded quickly. Darren rolled over and turned the lamp off.
The next morning Darren fixed Dahlia breakfast before heading to work. She said goodbye with a hug and kiss on the cheek. On the way, Darren called Wendy.
"Hi Darren, I had it on my schedule to call you today to check in on things, but you beat me to it! How can I help you?" Wendy answered.
"Hi, well I was just wondering about, uh, well I guess case studies you've done where the person with amnesia is," he paused, not sure how to explain things. "See the thing is, my mom doesn't remember who I am, I get that, but it's like she sees me as a friend," Darren lied, not wanting to freak the counselor out.
"I see, and you are having a difficult time adjusting to that. You want her to see you as her son, not a pal."
"Correct. Have you seen things like this before?"
"I sure have and it can be difficult. I worked with a man who didn't remember his wife. They got along just fine, but since she was a stranger to him, he wasn't exactly in love with her. She had a tough time with it, but the amnesia went away and in time, they were back to normal."
"Ok what about people that aren't revealing who they are to the patient, and are just letting the memories return?"
"Well I had a young woman who happened to have a fairly young father. They looked nothing alike, except they were both short. She thought he was a nice older man that she was dating before her head injury. Things got uncomfortable for him; she was attempting to be romantic. He didn't tell her he was her father, he simply told her that they didn't know each other like that."
"How did she take it?"
"It was difficult for her, she felt sort of down about it for awhile. But a month later her memories returned and things went back to the way they were. So in your case, if there is anything that makes you feel uncomfortable, give hints that the relationship before the incident wasn't quite like what she thinks it is."



Darren couldn't fathom hurting his mother's feelings after what they had been through. Flashes of her bandaged face in her comatose state entered his mind. His guilt prevented him from doing or saying anything that made her upset. She seemed so fragile to him now. He figured he would display affection but not get carried away. Hugs, cuddles, a kiss here and there, would be fine. He'd wait this out.
Darren cooked dinner again and chatted with Dahlia about her day. She had a great time it turns out. Sandee stopped by with a few mutual friends. She didn't remember them, but they seemed nice. She also took, not one, but two naps.
Later that evening, Darren was in bed, looking to the ceiling, with his arm around her again. Dahlia cleared her throat," Good night," she said while looking to him. Darren turned, accepting a nice goodnight kiss would be the routine for a little while. She kissed him, it was stronger, and longer this time. She giggled softly, wiping his lips with her thumb.
This continued for the next few days. Darren received a good morning kiss, a kiss before leaving for work, a kiss when he returned, and a longer, stronger kiss on the mouth good night. The initial discomfort wore off as he observed Dahlia appearing to be downright giddy as she hummed around the house, as if she were frolicking in an imaginary field of wild flowers. He loved see her so happy and increasingly more energetic and outgoing with him.
Friday night he decided to take her out to dinner and then come home to watch a movie on the couch before heading to bed. Everything was great, the conversation was livelier than it usually was, and she smiled and laughed more than he's ever seen her. About a quarter of the way through their movie, Darren's eyes caught something down and to the left. It was cleavage. Dahlia was wearing a dark blue button up blouse and blue jeans. From his vantage point he could see the top two buttons were undone. He couldn't remember if it had been that way all night or not. He glanced down into her cleavage, noticing that yes, it was nice, and then resumed watching his movie.
Dahlia placed her hand on his thigh and slowly started moving it up and down; to the knee and then back up to the middle. He tried not to think about how nice that felt, when he caught more movement coming from his lower left. She was running her index finger from her left hand casually over the buttons of her blouse. It was almost as though she wanted his attention there. Darren got nervous and quickly went to the kitchen, dousing his forehead with water and then pouring himself a glass. He resumed in his seated position but without his arm around her.
After fifteen minutes, Dahlia nudged his arm, motioning for him to let her in. He did just that, as she placed her hand on his thigh again. He glanced down to her cleavage and noticed it had grown, she had undone another button. "Ok, I see how it is. I can handle this, it'll be fine, just keep my cool, and doing the goodnight kiss thing and that'll be it." Darren told himself, as he focused on the movie.
The movie ended and Darren faked a yawn when he sat up. "What a fun day we've had. Eh?" He asked Dahlia stretching his arms above him.
She didn't reply, instead she grabbed him and pulled him into her for a big kiss. Darren tried to resist, but she was holding onto him tightly, her arms wrapping around his neck, pulling him down on top her as she went to lie down on the couch. He was trapped. He couldn't move, he tried, but she held him tighter. She was sucking and hungrily devouring his tongue and mouth. Darren thought he was dreaming, that he had fallen asleep during the movie, but he was awake. Her tongue slithered all around his as he tried pushing up on the cushion. Eventually he was able to, going back to his seated position. However, Dahlia came with him, her unending tongue assault continuing. She was straddling him now. He tried moving to his side, but she countered and pulled him back to the center. He finally was able to put his hands on the side of her head and forcefully, gradually pull her mouth off his.
"What? Is something wrong? Did I do something wrong?" She asked out of breath.
Darren, too, was gasping for air, "No, I just uh, I just thought - "
"Thought what? I'm sorry; maybe I shouldn't have done that." She said, starting to button her shirt.
"No, it's ok!"
"I'm so sorry," her voice trembling as she buttoned the last one on her blouse.
"No, listen, please, I just thought that," he paused trying to think of a way out of this, "I just thought it'd be unfair to you if we were like that and you didn't fully remember me. You know?" Darren said, his breathing pattern slowing down.
Dahlia slid off him and resumed sitting next to him. "I know, but I - " she paused, looking into the eyes of a man who had always been by her side. "I just thought you, never mind." She started cry. Darren hadn't seen his mother cry, even when her father passed. It was so unlike her. She was so fragile and sensitive now.
"No, no please don't cry. Please? It's ok." Darren's heart was breaking. He tried to stop the flow of tears, but it was proving to be more difficult than he thought. He put his arm around her and held her, running his fingers through her hair. He had no idea what to do or how to get out of this situation without causing her more emotional harm.
"Maybe I'm scared, you mean so much to me and I just don't want you to feel like I'm deceiving you. I'd rather you remember everything about me first, you know?" Darren said, thinking almost off the top of his head, though there was some truth in that statement. Not disclosing who he was felt deceptive. She eventually calmed down and the two sat on the couch together in each other's arms. He thought about telling her right there who he was, but he couldn't bear to see her cry again.
He ran his thumb across her cheek, "You mean so much to me. I'm so happy you are here with me. We will get through this together. When you're memory returns we'll be ok, everything will be back to the way it was." He leaned in and kissed her lovingly on the mouth. "Let's go to bed."
He lay awake for a couple hours as she dozed next to him, in his arms. "Did she buy it? I don't like lying to her. Maybe her memory will return soon. Maybe she's upset. She was a great kisser though. Stop it Darren!" he admonished himself.
He felt guilt again. Not like before, but guilt for not letting her continue kissing him like that. She was so happy, but the next day she was quieter again. There was a slight sadness behind her smiles. He had no idea what to do.
Dahlia stood in front of the kitchen sink cleaning some dishes from lunch. Sandee was coming over soon and they were going to dinner with her and a date. She assured Darren on the phone that she'd make sure that Dahlia knew this was just four people going out to dinner, and that she and the guy she was with were the ones on a date - not Dahlia and Darren.
Darren sat at the table watching her clean the dishes. He barely slept the previous night, embarrassed, guilty, and unsure of things. He hated this feeling, the feeling that he'd hurt her. He knew he had. He could see it in her eyes. He knew she had romantic feelings for him. Darren wanted to rid himself of this guilt.
He stood up and slowly walked to Dahlia. He stood behind her and smelled her hair; it was wonderful as he predicted it would be. He reached around her and removed her sudsy, soap bubble covered hands, from the dish she was cleaning. He took a deep breath and placed his hands on her stomach and slowly dragged them upward over the white t-shirt she was wearing. Inch by inch they made their way to her massive orbs and rested there gently.
"Holy crap." Darren thought to himself, swallowing hard. He started massaging them, carefully kneading the bulbous meat. "Wow," he said in his head. Guilt from the previous evening slowly drained from him.
A few minutes later, Dahlia turned around, looking to eyes. She lifted her t-shirt, pulling it over her massive breasts, placing it next to the sink. Darren's eyes were unable to look away. They were gorgeous. Large, light colored areolas and two lovely erect nipples. This was the point where he couldn't stop himself if he tried. He grabbed a breast, leaning down slightly, and hungrily took it to his mouth. Sucking frantically on the nipple, his hand was squeezing it if there might be leftover milk in it from twenty years ago. His other hand grabbed the other massive tit, doing the same. He moaned and sucked away, listening to her pant and moan as well. Dahlia's soapy hand grabbed his face, holding in place to suckle from her.
"Knock, knock! Anyone home?" Sandee called from the living room. "I know I'm early, but my date asked if we could switch times a bit. Oh hi guys." She said, standing in the kitchen with Dahlia and Darren. He was sitting at the table, pretending to play with his cell phone.
"Nice beard Darren!" Sandee laughed at the soap bubbles still on his face. Dahlia giggled a bit as she cleaned the same bowl again. Her t-shirt was on inside out, Sandee never noticed.
Chapter 12
"Oh shit! Hey, Dahlia right? Remember me?" Ronnie exclaimed as he went to give Dahlia a hug. She cowered, and clung to a confused Darren. Apparently Ronnie was back in Los Angeles again and met Sandee somehow.
"You two know each other?" Sandee asked, then shook her head, forgetting that if they did know each other Dahlia wouldn't remember him now.
"Yeah, we hung out when I was here a few months ago." Ronnie explained.
"I see. Ronnie, can I have a word with you for a moment?" Sandee said, taking Ronnie over to his rental car in the parking lot of the restaurant he met them at.
Darren put his arm around Dahlia and watched the two talk. He couldn't tell what they were saying but caught something like "we could've had a threeway" uttered from Ronnie on the way back to their position. Sandee had obviously filled her on Dahlia's condition.
"Glad you are doing better, Dahlia. Sorry if I scared you," said an apologetic Ronnie as they returned to enter the restaurant.
Dinner was a little awkward to say the least. Sandee and Ronnie drank heavily and seemed lost in their own world. Dahlia didn't seem too bothered by this, as she was thoroughly enjoying running her hand up and down Darren's thigh under the table. Darren flinched a few times when she got dangerously close to the erection he was sporting. He didn't feel shame that he was erect; if anything he felt relief from their interrupted encounter earlier in the afternoon. Simultaneous relief that he had amended whatever hurt he may have caused her and relief that it was interrupted before it went too far. Dahlia had returned to her cheerful self, though was much more shy in the presence of Ronnie; now a stranger to her.
Ronnie was too intoxicated to drive to his hotel after dinner. Sandee asked if Darren would drive them to her house. Darren agreed and offered to pick Sandee up the next day to retrieve her car from his house when she called him.
On the way to Sandee's, Darren heard something coming from the back seat. He didn't know what it was and glanced to Dahlia next to him in the passenger side. He heard the sound again and then a low moan. He glanced in the rearview mirror to see Ronnie looking upward with his head resting on the seat. Darren saw Sandee's head in his lap bobbing up and down. She was sucking his cock. Darren glanced over to Dahlia again and found her smiling at him. She glanced to Darren's crotched and looked away.
"Oh crap. Sandee! Ugh!" He yelled at her silently in his head. Darren was afraid Dahlia would get an idea from hearing a poorly attempted discreet blowjob going on in the back seat being given by their drunken friend.
Darren dropped Sandee and Ronnie off at her house. He glanced in the rear view mirror as he pulled out of the driveway to see Sandee pull up and remove her white, spaghetti strap dress as she entered her home. "I guess I know what she's up to tonight. Heh, what's his name is in for a nice treat. She's got a top notch pussy." He smirked to himself on the way home.
When they entered their home, Darren locked the door, only to be greeted by feverish kissing from Dahlia. She held his face and guided him to their couch, frantically kissing as they walked. Darren was more relaxed, feeling that since he already sucked one of her tits a little making out wouldn't be a big deal.
For the next hour they sucked face on the couch, taking a break here and there to get something to drink or to use the restroom. He never tried to escalate it, and let her set the pace. As they began to tire, Dahlia spoke softly as she peppered Darren's jaw line with kisses. "I can do that for you," she whispered between kisses.
"Do what?" Darren whispered back.
"What Sandee was doing to that guy in the car?"
Darren tensed up and didn't blink for several seconds, "Uhhh."
"Please?" She whispered in his ear.
"I don't know, uh, are you sure you'd want to?" He asked.
She responded by licking his ear lobe then gently nibbling on it. Darren felt more blood rush to his face; he also felt it rushing elsewhere. Dahlia slowly guided her hand down to his pants, and unbuttoned it. Continuing to kiss on his ear and neck, she unzipped him, and fished out his rock hard cock. He heard her moan as she grabbed it by the base, slowly stroking it up and down. She gave him a final kiss and repositioned herself on the couch. She was laying on her stomach now. She ran her thumb over the pre-cum oozing tip. All Darren could do was watch. He watched her give a seductive smirk and then engulf the tip. He closed his eyes and leaned his head back, enjoying her warm, wet mouth as she slowly sucked on his member. It felt amazing. "What's the harm?" he thought, "she's enjoying it, and I am too. When she regains her memory, we never have to speak of this again. No worries!"
He watched her cheeks indent from each powerful suck. He was in paradise and wouldn't last much longer. He ran his fingers through her hair and then rested his hand on the back of her head. Darren let out a moan, loving the feeling of his hand rising with each bob of her head. His balls tightened, he was close.
"This isn't my mother. Not anymore. She looks like her, but isn't her. This woman who is sucking my dick is someone else. She is Dahlia - not mom. " He winced as he ejaculated into Dahlia's mouth, spewing semen over her tongue, coating the insides of her cheeks. She moaned, continuing to suck his cock dry - until there was nothing left. Darren felt as though he was going to pass out. It was amazing.
Dahlia sat up, wiping her mouth dry and said, "Thank you."
He slept like a baby that night.
Chapter 13
"Ok we're here, stop, stop," Darren told Dahlia when they arrived at Sandee's the next morning. Dahlia sat up and wiped her mouth again. She had been servicing his cock on the car ride to Sandee's and pretty much since after breakfast.
Sandee limped out of her house with Ronnie in tow. They were taken back to Sandee's car and they left to get Ronnie's rental car at the restaurant.
Dahlia was stroking Darren's cock on the couch that night as they made out. She was sitting on his knees, facing him. His had just slid his hand under her t-shirt to grab a tit.
"I want you inside me, Darren." Dahlia proclaimed, breaking the kiss.
"You what?"
"Please? I want you so bad. Please," She said just above a whisper.
"I don't know, I mean, I - "
She interrupted him, "I don't care that I don't remember you. All I know is that I love you. I've loved you since I first saw you. You were sitting next to my bed at the hospital. My vision was blurry; I thought you were an angel. I felt your hand holding mine. As you've been so good to me, I couldn't help falling in love with you. Even if we were only friends before the attack, I don't care. I just know how I feel now. Please, please Darren, say you love me too." She said; her voice was cracking, and her eyes watery.
Darren paused and looked into her eyes. He asked himself if this was real or just a dream. Maybe they were back in the hospital room and he had fallen asleep. It wasn't a dream though, it was real. He watched a single tear crawl down this woman's face.
"I love you too!" Darren answered, grabbing her, kissing her, kissing her harder than ever before. He rested his hands on her ample backside and stood, picking her up, kissing her, carrying him to her - no their bedroom. He pushed open the door while holding her. He couldn't stop this if he tried and didn't want to. He loved this woman with all his heart.
He lowered her to the bed, she clawed and pulled at his t-shirt to remove it, he stepped back as they both slid his pants down. She removed her t-shirt, throwing it across the room, letting her massive balloons free. He pulled at her pants while she kicked them off. He climbed on top of her, kissing her madly, "I love you," he said.
"Make love to me," She replied. Not stopping their relentless kissing, she reached down to grab his cock and guided inside her. She moaned as he slid all the way inside.
"You ok? Am I hurting you?" Darren asked.
"Yes, I feel great, keep going and don't stop," Dahlia answered.
"I never will," He said. Wrapping her legs around him, he pushed in and out of her. She was so very tight, so perfect, so much better than Sandee. The bed was moving back and forth, slamming against the wall behind them. The two lovers stared into each other's eyes as their bodies became one.
After several minutes, Dahlia cried out, clutching Darren's face, she kissed him once more as an orgasm over took her. Her lips quivered as she kissed the man she loved. Her body tightened up and her pussy contracted on his cock. He knew what was happening. Seconds away from cumming himself, he looked into this woman's gorgeous dark eyes and paused, he went still, "bye mom," he said in his head. It was one final goodbye to his mother before he injected and coated the inside of this perfect pussy with his seed.
His gluteus muscles went hard and flexed, while he moaned and filled Dahlia's pussy with semen. She clutched him tightly, whispering 'I love you' over and over to Darren. He collapsed, out of breath, his heated body lying on top of hers. They lay there in each other's embrace for several minutes as they caught their breath.
Darren rose on his elbows, moving some of Dahlia's long locks away from her face, smiling down at her. Then she spoke, it was barely a whisper, but he heard it.
"Hi," she said.
"Hi," Darren replied, giggling as he felt his eyes start to water. He wiped them, and rolled off her to lie on his side. She followed suit and they stared into each other's eye, sharing kisses and caresses, until they fell asleep - as Dahlia and Darren, not mother and son.
Chapter 14
"Hey Wendy how are you?" Darren answered his cell phone the following evening.
"I'm great, I'm just doing my weekly Monday check on things," Wendy replied.
"Awesome. Things are going much better this week," Darren said, as he slowly guided his cock in and out of Dahlia from behind.
"Well great! That's good to hear."
"Yeah, everything worked out!"
"Wonderful! Please feel free to contact me if you have any more questions."
"Will do!" Darren ended the phone call, tossing his cell phone on the mattress before him. He placed his hands back on Dahlia's hips and continued his, slow, loving thrusts. She rose up on her knees and reached behind her, placing her hands behind Darren's neck. He kissed along her shoulder and neck, while grabbing those massive pale orbs. He felt her body shake in his arms as another orgasm rippled through her body. She went back to all fours, with Darren pulling out. He bet down and licked her ass crack, stopping to swirl his tongue around her puckered hole. He guided her onto her back and proceeded to lick and slurp his tongue over every part of her pussy lips, clit, and inner walls as best he could.



"You taste so good, Dahlia." Darren said, climbing back on top of her, guiding himself in again. He began pumping away. She grabbed his face, planting a huge kiss on his mouth so she could confirm his opinion on the taste of her vaginal fluids.
After several minutes, Darren sat up and pulled her with him. He went to his butt, with his legs outstretch in front him, Dahlia sank down on his cock and began grinding back and forth on his, riding herself to orgasm over and over. After what seemed like hours of lovemaking they were exhausted. Darren had trouble getting ready for work the next morning.
When he returned around five hours later, she was there waiting for him, naked in the bath tub. He undressed and joined her. She sat on him again, as he gingerly sucked on her breast. This was their life now and Darren hoped her memories never came back.
The only guilt Darren felt now was occasionally lying to Sandee when she invited them out or over; he was nervous that she would get suspicious.
Eventually, after a few weeks, he couldn't hide from her anymore. They went out to dinner and Dahlia never acted different. They held hands, yes, and she groped his thigh under the table, occasionally squeezing his cock for fun, but nothing changed really. They didn't make out in front of Sandee. He felt silly, remembering that Dahlia was shy and quiet now; public displays of affection weren't the norm.
They loved sharing showers together. They would soap each other up and he would pound away into her. He loved hearing her moan echo in the bathroom with the loud flesh on flesh slapping sounds.
Victor's arraignment was on Valentine's Day. He had confessed after his initial interrogation. He pleaded guilty to arson, assault with a deadly weapon, and attempted murder. Just as the judge ended the session with a strike of his gavel, Dahlia's eyes rolled into the back of her head as Darren sucked on her engorged clit.
"I'm almost ready, hon!" Dahlia called out to Darren a couple weeks later. He was in the bathroom, getting ready for their evening out. He looked at his reflection in the mirror and thought how much that sounded like something a wife would say to her husband.
They returned later that evening, slightly tipsy. Dahlia tickled Darren's sides as their entered their home. He led her to their bedroom, kissing her the whole way.
"Ahh yess!" She cried out in pleasure, sitting on Darren again. He was gritting his teeth and meeting her bounces with his own thrusts. He was holding on tightly. "I'm cumming!" She cried out, throwing her head back.
"I love you!" He said, as his own orgasm overtook him. The two lovers collapsed back on the mattress, together in each other's arms. Dahlia rested her head on his shoulder, looking to Darren's face. He was catching his breath, smiling to the ceiling. After several moments, she sighed a sigh of happiness. Darren closed his eyes, loving every second he was with Dahlia. A few more minutes of quiet embrace passed and Dahlia spoke up.
"I remember the day you were born. I was so scared, terrified. I remember my dad rushed me to the hospital when I started going into labor."
Darren's eyes shot open and he stopped breathing. He listened to Dahlia continue, his heart rate increasing.
"I was in the room and the contractions kept getting stronger and stronger. The nurses kept telling me to push, but I was scared. I was afraid I wouldn't be able to provide you with a life you deserved. I was crying and they kept telling me I needed to push. So I did. I followed their instructions and eventually you came out. They cleaned you off a bit and placed you on my chest."
Darren lay still and unblinking; his heart was pounding in his ears.
"At that moment, when I first held you every worry or fear I had left. The euphoric feeling that washed through me as like nothing I've ever felt. I knew that when I heard that precious cry that you would be my life and my world and make everything worth it. I've loved you since I first saw you. You're my sweet baby boy."
Dahlia rose up and kissed Darren's cheek. He gulped and started blinking again.
"How long have you known who I am?" He asked.
"I'd say it's been a couple weeks now."
Darren slowly turned to face this woman, who he knew now as Dahlia, not his mother, seeing the same sweet, shy smile on her face. "So you know who I am?"
"Mmhmm."
"Why didn't you say anything? Why did you let us continue doing what we're doing?"
His mother shrugged, "I guess I didn't see a point. Just because I remember that you're my son now, doesn't mean the feelings I have developed for you will magically go away." She replied, caressing his face.
Darren was in shock, "Are you sure?"
"Yep," Dahlia kissed his lips softly. "I'm going to grab some water. Think you'll be ready for round two in a little bit?" She asked casually, sitting up and heading toward the bedroom door.
Darren chuckled, "Uh yeah, sure, why not."
Dahlia giggle back, "I love you, hon," she called from the hallway.
He started laughing, overcome with a confusing type of joy. It was joy that she had her memories back and joy that she was still in love with him; just as he was still in love with her.
He climbed out the bed, following her to the kitchen, suggesting they sit at the table. Sitting nude, they shared smiles and glances while she drank her water. Darren extended his hand to his mother; she took it, caressing it with her thumb, never ending their loving gaze.
-Six months later-
The lovers were sharing another shower together. Darren's hands held Dahlia's large breasts from behind, gently pinching the nipples. He moved in front of her.
"I love you," he said, tipping her chin with his index finger, bringing her mouth to his.
"Hey don't forget about me! I love you too!" Sandee said, stepping into the shower. She threw her arms around her friends and gave them each a passionate kiss. She bent down and took one of Dahlia's nipples in her mouth, while Darren took the other.
Sandee went to her knees in the shower, peppering a large pregnant belly with kisses. Darren joined her on the other side, kissing all over the beautiful roundness.
"I can't wait to meet this baby!" Sandee exclaimed, rising to her feet, kissing Dahlia's lips. Darren joined her too and smiled at Sandee.
"Ready?" He asked their friend. They were so happy that Sandee accepted and supported their relationship when they told her a couple months ago. Perhaps it was due to her having to give up a child to adoption when she was a teenager.
"Yep!" Sandee answered. Dahlia closed her eyes, in bliss, as her best friend and the father of her child, her lover, her son brought her more pleasure than she ever thought possible.
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Chapter 1
Emily rolled her eyes discreetly as several women behind her giggled when Ulysses entered the room. She was one of 20 women, in varying degrees of pregnancy, enrolled in a yoga class. It was a special yoga class designed for pregnant women. Emily's older sister, Christine, suggested she try it out. The exercises and poses were easy on the joints and easy to do. After several weeks, Emily noticed a significant improvement with her mobility and strength. This helped out tremendously as her pregnant belly got bigger and bigger.
She was five months pregnant and this time around, she had fewer problems walking, standing, bathing, or taking care of her four other children – all under the age of 12. Emily married her high school sweetheart at age 22 upon discovering she was pregnant. Ten years later she found herself a 32 year old house wife with her fifth and sixth child on the way. It was her first time carrying twins.
Emily blushed when Ulysses made eye contact with her. Though she suspected it was an accident. He always smiled and glanced around the room when he arrived. She looked down to her large belly, placing her hands on its side. She told herself she was happy. She thought about Randy, her husband, and how lucky she was to be a mother of four – soon to be six. Sitting on her designated mat, she sighed, telling herself again she was happy.
The women behind her giggled again, continuing to whisper amongst themselves. They always made a point to talk to Ulysses, the assistant instructor, after class. He was always polite to them, letting them flirt and ramble on about anything they could come up with as an excuse to chat with him. Ulysses always flashed Emily a nod and soft smile as she left, making eye contact, ignoring the chattering pregnant women for a split second.
Waiting for the instructor, Devin, to arrive, Emily pushed thoughts of Ulysses out of her head. Several times lately she caught herself daydreaming about him. He was black, had a long ponytail of braids, and was all muscle. Emily overheard some of the ladies in the class talk about how they heard he was a fitness model that he did this yoga class on the side. She didn't know if that was true, but the perfectly toned body he possessed certainly looked like that of a fitness model. She couldn't help but get flushed when he was near her, helping some of the other women with poses that Devin called out. There was one time he helped her. His touch was so soft and gentle. She could feel warmth radiating from his large black hand on her back. Emily thought about faking difficulty with certain poses in order to gain his assistance, but she quickly squashed that thought. She reminded herself how happy she was with her husband Randy.
Devin arrived a few minutes after Ulysses. She was his height, 5'10", she had beautiful blonde hair, and Emily guessed was probably in her late 30s. She had a body that also suggested she has never had children, but Emily had no way of knowing. Devin was sweet, but was all business and very professional. As a result, she didn't seem all that approachable, unlike Ulysses. He was basically trapped for 30 minutes after the class was over, chatting with different students. Emily never talked to him though. Reminding herself that she was a happily married woman, she only nodded and smiled as she left class immediately as it ended.
Today in yoga turned out to be a special day. Emily legitimately needed assistance with a certain pose Devin instructed the class on. Ulysses was right there as soon as she raised her hand. The pose was a bridge pose, where the ladies would lie on the mat, then propel their bodies upward, holding themselves up by their hands and feet only. It worked the back, glutes, legs and arms. She had trouble with rotating her wrist. He whispered quiet instructions and encouragement while placing his warm hand on the back of her arm. He smiled softly and Emily attempted to not blush.
When the class ended, the usual crowd of women flocked to Ulysses for their usual flirts. Today was special for another reason. Ulysses politely excused himself from the group and made his way to Emily.
"Hi, you ok?" He asked.
"Oh, um, yes. My forearm was giving a little trouble, but I'm fine," Emily answered, pushing her long brown hair behind an ear.
"Good. Takes some practice at first, but you've been doing so well in here, that you should have it by next class session," Ulysses complimented.
"Thank you," Emily blushed again, glancing to the group of ladies, watching them leave.
"Is this your first?" Ulysses asked, glancing down to her belly.
"Oh, no, I'm pregnant with twins. I already have four children," Emily answered, shyly looking down.
"Wow, that's incredible! Emily, right?" Ulysses asked.
"Yes and thank you," she replied.
There was an awkward silence for a moment then Ulysses spoke up, "Well I think that's fantastic. As you have probably guessed, I'm unable to get pregnant, so I think women are incredibly strong to go through pregnancy once. This is your fifth time!"
Emily laughed, "Thanks. Yeah I could tell right away you didn't appear to be female," they both chuckled at her sub-par attempt at humor.
At that moment Devin came over. The tall gorgeous blonde smiled at Emily and Ulysses. They chatted about yoga's benefits for both pregnant and non-pregnant people – she was always professional. Again, since this was a very special day and Devin did something out of the ordinary.
"Ulysses, why don't you give her your number, in case she has any questions or needs to get in touch with me but can't," Devin suggested, catching both Emily and Ulysses off guard.
Turning to smile at Emily, Ulysses said, "Oh, uh, sure. I know you have Devin's right? So yeah, just take mine to and call me if you can't get her or whatever," He handed Emily his card.
Ulysses escorted Emily to her car. They waved goodbye to Devin when she walked toward hers. They were mostly quiet, only asking each other a few basic questions such as: how far do each other live from the gym, how long had he been involved in yoga, and basic biographical information. Emily surmised he was in his late 20s and that he lived not far from the gym in a new apartment complex.
"Ok, well it was great talking to you. I have to get going and I'll see you at the next class. Call me if you need anything!" Ulysses said, heading toward his car. Emily smiled again, averting her eyes from his large muscular buttocks, getting into her car and thinking about Randy. She wondered how his day was on the construction site and reminded herself how happy she was.
Chapter 2
The rest of the week was another loud, headache inducing, annoyance for Emily. The kids took forever to settle down, her husband had to work late a few times leaving her alone to deal with dinner, and she got hardly any sleep – a pretty standard week for her.
She thought about Ulysses a few times, but quickly occupied herself with something else. Her three year old knocked over a carton of milk her six year forgot to put back in the refrigerator. This shook her out of any daydreaming she may have been doing.
During the next class Emily didn't need any assistance. A few of the other women did. Emily didn't question the legitimacy of their needs, instead quietly watching Ulysses with them. He was so gentle with the way he talked to and touched them. She couldn't help but look on admiringly. She wondered if Randy would ever touch her like that.
After class, Ulysses excused himself again from the same group of women. "You didn't need help today. See? Told you that you'd get the hang of the new poses quickly."
"Yeah, you're right," Emily blushed.
They shared smiles for a moment; it was obvious the other was trying to think of something to say. Luckily Devin saved the day when she ushered them out to lock up and turn off the lights. Devin asked Emily about her diet as they walked. She was almost like a doctor in her approach. Emily informed her she didn't get a lot of time to eat due to having to pick up kids from daycare and care for them the second half of the day. Breakfast and a light lunch was all she had time for it seemed.
"Ulysses, didn't you say a new place opened up near you? Some sort of vegan place right?" Devin asked.
"Oh yeah. I haven't been there yet."
"You should take Emily for lunch. Pregnant women need to make sure they are getting enough calories. Eating for two you know," Devin smiled at Emily.
"Sure, yeah, that'd be cool. Emily, would you want to go there? I'm not a vegan, but I read they serve a lot of 'super foods'."
"Yeah I can do that. I don't have to pick up any kids until 2pm." She blurted out without hesitation.
"Great, want to ride with me?" Ulysses asked.
"Sure," she said, a little too enthusiastically.
The conversation was surprisingly not awkward in the least. Emily told him about Randy. They were high school sweethearts that eventually married when she was 22. She explained that he's a construction worker and she's a stay-at-home mom. This has been their life for 10 years now.
Emily asked Ulysses about his life over her salad. "So do you teach other classes?"
"Oh no, I just do this part time," Ulysses explained.
"Oh. So what else do you do?"
"Um, well, I'd rather not say," Ulysses smiled, indicating he was joking.
"Why not?" Emily smiled back.
Ulysses feigned frustration and sighed, "I don't like telling people I'm a fitness model, or a model, period. It sounds so obnoxious!"
Emily laughed, "Well think of another way of putting it then." The rumor of his other profession was true.
"I could say that I stand around and let people take photos of me. That sounds a little less arrogant, right?" Ulysses asked.
"Yes! That's perfect!" Emily beamed.
"I started at 18, after high school, and have been traveling to Miami, LA, and a couple other places for various jobs. I work for an agency that manages that sort of thing. They send the models to various jobs for advertisements, magazines, and so on."
"It sounds exciting."
"It can be. I like to travel, so that's always nice. But that's my life in a nutshell," Ulysses smiled across to Emily.
"I better get going," Emily frowned, noticing the time. "Have to round up the kids."
"I gotcha, well let's head out." He said, discreetly paying the check. Emily smiled to herself noticing his generous nature.
Emily blushed again when Ulysses gave her a brief hug upon dropping her off at her car. "Thanks for lunch," she said, feeling her belly press up against his toned body.
"Thank you for the company, maybe we can again sometime," Ulysses suggested.
"I'd love that. See you at next class," Emily smiled and waved, getting into her car.
That night she had trouble getting to sleep again. She knew one of the kids would wake up to use the bathroom or try to get in the bed with her and Randy. He was sound asleep, snoring softly next to her. Emily lay there in the dark, wide awake and uncomfortable, with Ulysses kindness and after lunch hug running through her head.
Chapter 3
The January cold lessened its hostile assault by the time February arrived. However, there was one ice storm later in the month that prevented Emily from going to yoga. She had a reason to call Ulysses.
"Hi! It's Emily." She said to Ulysses after he picked up on the first ring.
"Hey Emily, hope you are staying warm," He replied.
"Yeah I'm trying to, but that's why I called. I don't think I should be out in this ice."
"Definitely not, I'd hate if something happened to you. I don't think the gym is even open anyway."
"Oh ok, great. Well I mean, not great, because I miss out on yoga, but you know what I mean."
Ulysses chuckled, "Yes, it's all good. Hey next time I'll take you out to lunch again after class, how's that?"
"Aww, that'd be wonderful. That's really sweet of you," Emily said.
"It's no problem!"
"Ok great, I'll look forward to it," Emily was starting to get distracted by her oldest child wrestling with the next one down. "Ugh, I better go, looks these iced in natives are getting restless."
"I understand," Ulysses chuckled, "I'll see you at next class."
Emily couldn't help but smile for the next several hours after their phone call ended. Her husband opted to go into work today, so it was another evening she was alone with the kids. Two fights had to be separated, three bouts of hysterical breakdowns over missing or taken toys, and the three year old shat all over themselves. Randy called at 8pm saying he was still stuck in traffic. Emily hung up the phone, barely evening saying goodbye. Another hour and a half, the house was finally quiet, and she was still alone.
Sitting up in her bed, propped up against pillows, Emily grabbed the moisturizing lotion from her bedside table. It was a nice vanilla scent. Pulling up her shirt to just below her breasts, she squirted some into her hands and began to rub all over her belly. Sitting there in a low lit room, her hands traveling all over the beach ball belly, she thought of Ulysses. She wondered what he was doing to keep warm. His relationship status hadn't come up yet and she assumed he wasn't seeing anyone since he never brought it up.
It was purely coincidental that her hand traveled far south enough to accidently slide into her sweatpants and caress her pubic bush when the image of Ulysses on top of a woman popped into her head. She tried to shake the image, but couldn't. With one hand on her belly, the other slid into her sweat pants again, going even further south. The woman's legs wrapped around him, causing his toned glutes to flex and further impale his cock into her.
Minutes of teasing herself passed. Before she knew it the woman looked exactly like her. She wasn't pregnant, her stomach was toned and flat and her breasts were a couple cup sizes larger than they were in real life. Emily moaned and before she realized it she was sitting there in bed, furiously rubbing her clit to images of Ulysses and her having sex.
"Yessss," she hissed, alone in her room. She felt her pussy contract and the babies kick. She placed her hand on spot the kick occurred.
"You two are awake now?" She asked the twins in an out-of-breath whisper. It was the first orgasm she'd had in about a year.
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry," She apologized to the unborn babies as she caught her breath. Thoughts of Ulysses faded and were replaced with Randy. She put the moisturizing lotion back on the table. Turning to her side, she thought about Randy huffing and puffing and cumming inside her within minutes, knocking her up. She felt she'd been pregnant for a decade. Pushing thoughts of sadness and frustration of her head she told herself she was happy.
Chapter 4
Emily and Ulysses had lunch together after the next several class sessions. When Emily was hanging out with Ulysses she forgot about the late bills, the small, messy house, the constant crying or whining from her children, the lack of quality sleep and the lack of a quality sex life with Randy.
Each lunch ended with a hug that seemed a tad longer than the previous one. He rested his hand on the small of her back and continued chatting for a moment at the end of their last lunch date. Emily asked herself if it was a lunch "date," or just two friends eating lunch together. He did pay for all lunches; much against Emily's begging to pay for at least one lunch.
She masturbated a few more times to his image, but it wasn't as good as her first session. She would hide in the bathroom and rub herself on the toilet or perhaps in the shower. They were enjoyable, yes, but not as good as being alone in her bed, rubbing herself to orgasm. She usually went to bed with guilt and told herself it would be the last time she did that. It never was.
Valentine's Day was approaching and Emily thought up another reason to call Ulysses. She would wish him a friendly happy Valentine's Day. She didn't know what would come of it, but didn't care. She reasoned it was a friendly thing to do.
Emily picked up her cell phone after the older kids were watching a movie and the youngest was taking a nap – finally. She wouldn't see Ulysses for another two days until yoga class and didn't know if he'd answer. She thought for a second he might be on a real date with a lucky lady that night. She smiled, thinking she wouldn't mind going to dinner with him for Valentine's Day, then dialed his number.
The hot steam from the shower rose, enveloping Ulysses and Devin. They were kissing, their tongues whirling around each other's, groping and grabbing at each other's flesh.
"I'm sorry you're having a bit of a dry spell," Devin said to Ulysses when he reached down to bring one of her breasts to his mouth.
"It's ok, you're taking care of me," He said, releasing a nipple. He grabbed her butt as she slowly stroked his cock. He bent at that knees slightly and Devin guided him in. Ulysses kissed at her neck, while driving his cock deep inside her. Her eyes closed, she moaned, as the steam rose.
Emily didn't leave a voicemail. She didn't have time to if she wanted to. One of the kids was throwing something and she needed to go the living room before a window was broken. She sighed, dreading the thought of have to sit through one of their kiddie movies yet again.
"Looks like Emily called me," Ulysses said, inspecting his phone later that day, standing nude next to his bed. Devin came up behind him, running her fingers over his six pack abs.
"Call her back," She kissed his shoulder.
"Yeah, I will," He said, dialing her number, sitting on the edge of his bed. Devin went to her knees, grabbing his cock at the base, licking and kissing along its length.
"Hi Emily! Sorry I missed your call. What's up?" Ulysses said.
"Hey! It's ok, hold on a sec," Emily got up and headed to bathroom where it was a little quieter. "There. Anyway just wanted to wish you a happy Valentine's Day."
"Aww, that's sweet of you. Happy Valentine's Day to you too."
"Ask her out to dinner," Devin suggested, momentarily taking Ulysses' cock out of her mouth. He shot her a look, shaking his head, mouthing, "she's married."
"You got any special plans?" He asked.
"Oh, no, not really. You?" Emily asked awkwardly in return.
Devin shrugged and whispered, "So?" She kissed the tip of his cock and resumed sucking and slurping on that black dick.
There was a brief pause, "Well, uh, I was thinking we could get something to eat. Doesn't have to be on Valentine's Day, maybe this weekend. Saturday night?"
"Yes! I mean, sure, yeah that'd be cool." Emily blurted out, chastising herself for her over enthusiasm.
"Ok great, want me to pick you up, or we can meet there?"
Emily thought for a moment, the lies formulating in her head. "I can meet you at the gym parking lot, is that ok?"
"Sure, it's not a problem," Ulysses said, wincing from the cocksucking pleasure he was receiving. "Is 6pm ok?"
"Yes that's great, I'll meet you there." They ended their phone call. Ulysses stood, followed by Devin; she turned around, offering herself to him. He pushed her on all fours on the bed and mounted her.
Emily hung up and frowned when she heard a child yell at another. Rolling her eyes she fought back anger and resisted the urge of screaming like a crazy-person.
That night, while her husband snored softly, Emily sat in the bathtub slowly rubbing her clit while pinching a nipple; thinking of Ulysses.
Chapter 5
"I'm going to have dinner with a friend from yoga," was the half-truth Emily told her husband. He sighed, shaking his head, knowing he'd have to deal with the children for awhile by himself. Emily felt zero sympathy for him.
Ulysses was already at the gym's parking lot waiting for her. They greeted each other with a hug and then got into his car. The restaurant wasn't anything fancy. It wasn't a romantic date spot, with lit candles, and string quartet playing in the corner. It was a chain restaurant but that didn't matter. Emily and Ulysses laughed and chatted their way through dinner, with her forgetting about her problems. He told her of funny stories of his high school sports follies. She told him about her five other sisters. The one that suggested yoga is currently in Iraq, but should be home soon. That led to questions she hadn't asked before.



"So how long have you known Devin? She seems nice. Are you and her, uh, dating?" Emily asked.
"Oh, no, no we're not dating. I've known her for, gosh, almost 20 years. She's my step-mom." Ulysses explained.
Emily looked slightly confused; Devin was white and maybe 10 years older than Ulysses. He chuckled a bit and continued, "She married my dad when I was about 12. He went for a younger woman, so..." He trailed off.
"Ah, I see, sorry. It didn't occur to me," She explained.
"No, no it's fine. And to be honest, she's technically not my stepmom anymore. My dad and her split up a few years ago. It was messy, but her and I having always been very close; so I still call her that. She asked me to help her with the yoga class. I've never been able to say no to her since she's helped me in so many ways: with high school, college, helping me with my modeling career and so on."
For a moment Emily thought about Devin possibly trying to set her stepson up with someone, hence her initial suggestions for the phone number and lunch. She felt a sense of relief that Ulysses wasn't seeing someone. She admonished herself on the way back to the parking lot in car for feeling that way. She was a happily married woman after all.
Shortly after Ulysses parked his car, Emily gasped, "There it is again. They have been kicking all evening."
Ulysses smiled, turning to glance at her belly. Emily surprised him when she reached for his hand and placed it on the area where the baby kicked. "Here. Feel here."
"Oh wow, she did it again! That is so cool; I've never felt that before." Ulysses said. Emily didn't realize her hand was resting on Ulysses' as she watched him look to her belly with a look of wonder on his face. She stared at his full lips, imagining kissing them while she straddled him. She tried to slow her racing heart there in the empty parking lot, but she couldn't.
Ulysses smiled widely, feeling the baby kick against his hand. His eyes met Emily's, she attempted a smile in return, and then slowly pushed her coat aside and pulled her shirt up, just over her belly and underneath her breasts. She grabbed Ulysses' hand, placing it gently back on her bare stomach. They continued to gaze into each other's eyes as Ulysses felt gentle baby kicks against his palm.
Suddenly Emily, unable to resist or control herself any longer, lunged at Ulysses, grabbing his face, planting a kiss on his mouth. He grabbed her by the shoulder, pushing her back gently. "Emily! What are you doing?"
She was struggling, trying to kiss him, but Ulysses held her back as best he could. "Emily you're married."
"Please!" She pleaded, the frustrations, the annoyances of being a seemingly constantly pregnant house wife with no formal education, with a husband who barely paid any attention to her other than knocking her up came rushing out. She wanted cock, she wanted Ulysses' cock, and she wanted that magnificent black cock inside her now.
She managed to land another sloppy kiss on him, but Ulysses pushed her back. He was very strong. "Emily, what are you doing?"
She started crying, feeling the shame set in. She couldn't hold back the tears. Ulysses sat in the driver's seat watching her. "Emily, please don't cry. It'll be ok." That did little to calm her. The tears kept flowing, she was so embarrassed. She quickly got out of his car. Ulysses chased after her, grabbing her again, holding her close to his body, running his hands through her long dark hair.
"Where could we go?" He asked, kissing her head.
She looked up at him, wiping her eyes, her lips trembling, "I don't know."
Ulysses caressed her cheek with the back of his hand. "Emily."
She felt tears welling up again, looking down, resting her forehead on his chest. He tipped her chin up to meet his eyes. "You're beautiful," He said, planting a soft kiss on her cheek.
"So are you," She replied with a shaky voice.
"Are you able to come back to my apartment for a little while?" Ulysses asked. Emily sniffed, nodding her head "yes."
"Ok. Back in my car. You can ride with me."
Chapter 6
Emily stood before Ulysses as he sat on the edge of his bed. Pulling her shirt up to expose her pregnant belly, he ran his hands all over it, admiring its full roundness. The first kiss he gave it caused shivers to crawl up Emily's spine. He kissed it again, she closed her eyes, he kissed it once more, and a soft moan escaped her lips.
Ulysses was kissing it gingerly, both hands holding the sides. He licked her nearly protruding navel. As he was kissing and licking her belly, he was helping her slide out of her pants and step out of them. She was able to remove her shirt and bra by her herself. Running his hands over her medium sized breasts, Emily blushed again. She had always been petite. Her breasts never swelled to massive, milk-filled jugs as other pregnant ladies did. Ulysses removed his shirt eliciting another blush. Emily paused for a moment, admiring his body, and then ran her hands over his dark chocolate musculature.
Not taking his eyes off Emily's, Ulysses undid his pants and slid them down along with his boxers. Emily's mouth salivated as she glanced over his body. Her mouth opened slightly when her eyes met his cock. It was almost an instinctive reaction.
Ulysses grabbed his cock, stroking it idly, and then let it fall against Emily's pregnancy. Looking down at his massive rod resting against her stomach, she started blushing and breathing heavily.
Ulysses chuckled softly when the twins inside her started kicking again – tiny little kicks fluttered against his cock. He looked back into Emily's eyes and watched her go to her knees. Resting a hand on her belly, she grabbed the base of Ulysses' cock with the other. She last sucked Randy's cock a couple years ago. His was nowhere near as impressive as this monster which twitched in front of her. Her mouth was watering. Bringing the pre-cum oozing tip to her lips, she licked it, her tongue lapping up the salty fluid, causing Ulysses to moan. Emily opened wide and attempted to engulf his member. She could only fit a few inches into her mouth. It was so wide and thick. Instead she opted to kiss and lick all over it, coating it in her saliva.
Ulysses lifted her chin with his index finger so he could look down into her eyes. He gave a slight nod and Emily stood. Ulysses guided her to sit on the edge of his bed and then assisted her when she scooted back a couple feet.
"Lay down," He said, going down to his knees in front of her. Placing his hands on her belly, he kissed it again, all the way down to her unkempt bush. He sniffed her, taking in her scent, he kissed her inner thighs, and then paused a moment, looking upon her pregnant splendor before diving in. He drove his tongue as deep as he could in between her inner walls. Her pussy contracted and clamped around his large, slimy, invading tongue. He swirled it all around, lapping up her juices, as he gently squeezed her belly. Emily had never been eaten out before. Randy never tried it or showed desire to do it. She came within a minute. Ulysses feeling her babies moving around inside her as an orgasm surged through her body and her thighs shook. Her eyes were closed and she couldn't breathe or speak.
He didn't stop his tongue assault for another five minutes. Emily thought she was going to lose control of her bladder, but never did. She lost count of how many times she came, on the last orgasm, before Ulysses took his hands off her belly and stood before her, she let out a loud, soulful moan.
Emily caught her breath and glanced up at the black man standing before her. She had only ever had sex with Randy and now her she was, on her back, on Ulysses' bed, knowing that this black man was going to penetrate her.
"Are you sure you want to do this Emily? We can stop now if you want. We don't have to do this." Ulysses said.
She wanted it more than anything. She wanted to escape her husband, her responsibilities, her life. Her five sisters popped into her head. They were all successful living in either Miami or Los Angeles. Her eldest had a great career and only 2 older kids. Three of her sisters lived in Miami. The youngest two were still single, had no kids, and gorgeous. Her other sister, the one that suggested yoga, has been all over the world in the military, doing something honorable with her life – helping set up medical facilities in war torn areas of the world. Yet here she was: pregnant, no college education, a bland marriage, four kids, barely scraping by on the bills, lying on her back, her legs slowly spreading to allow this black man to have his way with her. In those few seconds of staring into Ulysses' eyes, the anger set in, and she nodded her head, spreading her legs even wider.
She nearly came again when he entered her. He was so long and thick. "Please tell me if this hurts. I've never had sex with a pregnant woman before. I'm a little nervous," Ulysses admitted.
"You're fine, please, keep going," Emily said, her breath ragged. She was slowly being stretched. It didn't feel great, but she wanted and needed it.
Ulysses slowly, gingerly, slid his cock in and out of her. It was very slow. "You feel great," He said, propping himself up with his hands, looking down at her writhing body.
As a result of her encouragement, he picked up the pace, sliding in and out faster and faster with each passing minute. Emily was moaning soft, soulful moans as this man banged his cockhead against her sealed cervix. She was going to cum again and he knew it. Ulysses went to one hand as he hovered over her, continuing to slide in and out, placing his free hand on her belly. Her legs quaked, and she shuddered before him as the orgasm overtook her, "Yesss!"
Ulysses tried to smile, feeling her pussy massage his cock and a baby kick against his hand. He looked on her pleasure induced, contorted face, and came as well. His cock was spurting semen against her occupied womb, overflowing and leaking out of her vagina onto his mattress. When he gained his composure he kissed her belly a few more times, and then helped her to her feet. She quietly put her clothes back on. Ulysses did the same. He held the door to his apartment open for her, locked up behind then, and made his way to his car, opening the passenger side door open for her.
The drive back to the gym parking lot was silent. She gave a quiet nod and brief smile when he parked. "I'll see you later," was all she said. Ulysses smiled back and nodded too.
Emily had missed three calls, all from Randy, while she was with Ulysses. She dialed his number at a stop light and called him. No answer. She wondered how many kids would be screaming or asleep. Luckily, the oldest was the only one up. Emily sat and watched some cartoon show with the child who had snuck out of bed. After tucking him in after the show, Emily sat on the edge of his bed, running her hands through his hair as he drifted off to sleep. She was numb, emotionless, but wide awake.
Later in her bathroom, she changed into her pajamas, noticing the large amount of semen in her panties. Shaking her head at her actions, she looked away from it. "Never again," she said to herself, making a promise that she'd never sleep with Ulysses again.
In a ceremonial-like, goodbye to Ulysses, she slowly licked his semen out of her panties, savoring the taste on her tongue as it rolled around in her mouth.
Chapter 7
The next week Emily didn't go to yoga class and she didn't call Ulysses to let him know. She was miserable, but tried to remain focused on her kids. That weekend her husband informed her he was getting a promotion, which was great, however, the work hours may be longer for awhile. Randy explained the construction crew was working non-stop on a shopping center complex that a developer was trying to deliver. They were all behind and causing a few of the big wigs and higher ups to come in and check out the progress.
Emily sensed his anxiety about it but the first thought that entered her head was that Randy wouldn't be around as much now, she'd be alone with the kids, and after they went to bed, she could see Ulysses. She reminded herself that she'd never see him again, but her anger overwrote that promise and she called Ulysses once more.
"Oh hi Emily! How are you?" Ulysses answered his cell phone, sitting up in bed.
"Good, I'm good. I was just wondering if I could see you again soon."
"Sure, that'd be great!" He answered.
"Ok, care to meet up for breakfast tomorrow morning?" Emily asked.
"I'd love to," Ulysses said, ending the call, putting his arm around his former stepmother.
"Please be careful with her Ulysses. The last time you were with a married woman you weren't very careful. You remember what happened back when you were in LA at college," Devin said, running her hand down his torso, stroking his cock.
"I will. I'll talk to her about it at breakfast tomorrow."
"Good," Devin said, nibbling his ear as she stroked him. "I'd hate to have anything happen to you. Like an angry husband finding you impaling his wife with this beautiful cock, like last time."
Ulysses smiled, watching Devin climb on top him.
Breakfast the next morning at 8am was friendly, though a bit awkward. Emily knew exactly how it would pan out though. She dropped the kids off at daycare for a half day, she would meet Ulysses for breakfast, and then she'd invite him back to her house.
"Are you sure this is something you want Emily? I don't want to cause more problems or get you in trouble. I enjoyed the other day with you, but I really don't want either of us to get hurt in any way," Ulysses said.
Emily reached across the table, placing her hand on his, "It's fine, trust me."
Later that morning, Ulysses slowly pulled his twitching cock out of Emily and let it rest on her ass before him. She was on all fours on her bed, and Ulysses had been behind her for most of the morning. A few more spurts of cum poured out of the tip onto her orgasm induced, quivering butt cheeks. He had to leave soon for yoga class. Emily decided to leave shortly after him.
Ulysses SUV rocked gently back and forth in the gym parking lot. They were in the back seat and Emily was on top, bouncing wildly on his cock. She tried to go slow so no one would notice the rocking vehicle, but she couldn't help it; her large belly slamming into his abdomen. Luckily the back windows were tinted.
Later that night, just after 11pm, Emily called Ulysses. He was asleep, but didn't mind being woken. He said that he'll be over soon. Thirty minutes later, Emily snuck out, leaving her sleeping husband and children in their beds and met Ulysses behind her house. Heading through the back door into the kitchen, she began kissing him madly; she went to her knees, sucking and slurping him until he was ready. She stood, turned around, offering herself to him. He slid her sweat pants down. She was moaning as he pummeled her from behind. It was the third time they had sex that day. He had to put his hand over her mouth to keep her quiet as she came. He was next and Emily thought about cum stains on the floor. As she felt that cock begin to pulse with cum inside her, she went to her knees, grabbing it quickly, placing the tip in her mouth to drink up all the erupting semen.
February passed, March passed, and her affair with Ulysses did not. He was at her house every morning, Monday through Friday, in her bed. She was riding him, he was mounting her, she was licking every inch of his body, and he was filling her pussy with cum five days a week, sometimes two or three times in one day if their schedules permitted, for weeks.
As April arrived, Ulysses would go to Emily's house late at night. She'd call him and tell him the come over. She'd sneak out and meet him behind the house again. Since it was warmer out, they had sex outside, on the small back porch, up against the wall of the house. They'd often end their sessions with her sitting on his lap or him sitting on the deck floor running his hands over her growing belly. They were both sweaty in the warm night air. Ulysses would rub her belly from behind, spreading her and his sweat around.
They never once talked about the future or where this affair was headed. Deep down Emily knew. One morning in the middle of May, Emily was standing against Ulysses in the shower. She just hit the nine month mark. She usually carried her other children the full 40 weeks; one child staying inside her for 41 weeks. Her belly was huge. Ulysses was kissing on her neck and supporting her belly with both hands.
Suddenly Emily's eyes shot open, she heard a distinctive "mom?" in the distance. Her oldest child was home early for some reason. She frowned, looking down to Ulysses erection, ready for round two. Stepping out of the shower and grabbing a towel, she went to see what was going on.
Ulysses stood still, straining to listen for Emily. He could barely make out a voice asking her about a car in the driveway. He heard Emily say she didn't know about any car. He then heard a child's voice telling Emily about coming home early, and then ask a question regarding going to some other kid's house.
Emily returned a moment later, shaking head, "Whew!" Dropping her towel, she got back into the shower. Ulysses hugged her gently, his erection resting against her belly.
"Everything ok?" He asked.
Emily nodded, looking up to him, "That was close. I completely forgot he had a different schedule today."
Ulysses nodded, went to his knees in the shower, peppering her belly with kisses. "Let me make love to you once more, and then I'll head off for the day. Maybe I can see you later tonight back here."
Licking her huge belly for a few moments, Ulysses stood, turning Emily around. Going in from behind, he licked and kissed along her neck, holding on to her belly. "So good, you feel so good. You're body is beautiful," He whispered.
Emily smiled, growing weaker in the knees. Moments later Ulysses tightened his grip on her belly and began pumping her full of sperm. "Ahhh yes!"
Ulysses backed away, resting against the shower wall. He cock came out of her gaping hole of a pussy, followed by copious amounts of semen. He smiled, watching it dribble through her pubic forest and onto the front of her hanging belly. Slowly rising, Emily turned around to face him.
"You're so beautiful Emily; please don't ever think you aren't." Ulysses told her.
She smiled and blushed, her hands holding her large belly with two babies growing inside. They kissed again before getting out of the shower. It was a long, slow, tongue sucking kiss. "I can't wait to see you tonight," Emily told him.
Chapter 8
Emily never saw Ulysses that night. She called him, in tears, but never saw him. Her husband came home slightly earlier than normal. Randy uncharacteristically gave Emily a hug and a kiss on the forehead. He told her he loved her then proceeded to play with the kids, allowing Emily a moment to rest.
That night in bed, Randy kissed her sweetly on the lips, apologizing about his work schedule but telling her that he was doing it for her and the kids. Laying next to her, he gently placed his hand on her belly and thanked her for having these children and loving him. She attempted not to break down and cry from guilt of her actions, instead, she hugged and kissed him back. Once he was asleep a little while later, she broke down, realizing what she had done; the guilt catching up to her.
She called Ulysses and ended things. He was sad, but understanding. Deep down he was a little relieved. Being at her home made him nervous and fearful of getting caught. She couldn't go to his apartment all that much, because she had to pick up children from daycare and tend to them for the rest of the day. Her house was a compromise in their affair. When Emily ended it, Ulysses was relieved there'd be no more sneaking around.



The next day Emily's guilt turned to something else. She asked herself why Randy changed. She wondered if he felt guilt for something. Perhaps it was her own paranoia creeping in. Perhaps she felt the need to justify her actions. Maybe he was having an affair. She would use this to justify going back to Ulysses. If she caught him in the act, then she could end it and have her black cock forever. While Randy was sweet to her the previous night, she couldn't shake the thought of never having Ulysses again. She wanted and needed a reason to go back to him.
Randy worked late that night. Emily started getting restless. She packed up the kids, loading all four into their van, stating they were going on a ride. They whined and complained, saying that it was getting dark or that it was close to bedtime. Emily thought that was odd, because they hate going to bed. However, she chuckled when she remembered they hated riding in the van more.
Twenty minutes later, arriving at the construction site, she instructed the screaming children to stay in the car. She sternly commanded her oldest child to make sure they do, or else.
Waddling out of her van, she made her way to some of the temporary office buildings. Since Randy was promoted he informed her he mostly was indoors now at a desk. There were several make-shift offices set up for foremen and project managers. Emily didn't know which one he would be in so she went to each one. She peeped into the windows, standing on her tip toes to get a look inside. The first one looked empty, which was no surprise since hardly anyone was there. The next one had lights on and an older man sipping what Emily guessed to be an alcoholic beverage out of a flask. The look on his face told her he was very frustrated, probably by the pressure upper management was putting on everyone to get this construction project completed.
As she approached the third building she heard something that made her heart stop. It was screaming. Not a scream of terror, but a scream of orgasmic joy. "Yes! Yes!" the woman's voice cried out.
Emily started getting scared now, thinking that Randy was in there with this woman, and that was the reason he was being sweet last night – his guilt. She cursed herself for not being sweet to him during her affair and approached the window. Standing on her tip toes she saw the source of the screaming. The woman was light brown in color, dark brown hair, and had large, round breasts with dark brown nipples. She looked to be of Latin decent. She was breathtakingly beautiful. Her blouse to her business suit was fully open and her breasts were bouncing with her. Emily couldn't see the man so had no idea if it was Randy. Pressing her ears against the side of the office, she heard the woman speak.
"Now then, are you going to work harder and longer to get this done?" She asked. Her accent was thick; matching her exotic beauty.
Emily heard no reply, assuming the man hidden from view nodded his head.
"Good. It will be done on time, yes?" She asked. Emily didn't hear a reply.
"My boss, Mr. Bob, will be so happy about that. You want to make him happy?" She asked. The man whose cock was embedded in her didn't audibly reply again.
"Good. Very good. Are you going to make me happy by getting it done?" The woman asked.
"Yes," the man answered. Emily couldn't tell if this was Randy's voice or not.
"Yes,what?" the woman asked.
"Yes Mrs. Fernanda. I will make sure we get all this done for you and your boss," the man answered. It wasn't Randy's voice. She knew that for sure now.
She shook her head, clearing her thoughts, thinking how foolish she was, and waddled back to the van. A few steps later, she was startled by a touch on her shoulder. It was Randy.
"Hey. What are you doing here? Everything ok?" he asked.
"Yeah, just wanted to come see you. Kids are in the van," she smiled weakly.
"Good. I've actually just clocked out, so I'll follow you home. I hate being here in the evening."
"Why?" She asked, walking with Randy back to her van.
"Well," He looked over his shoulder back to the office where the man and woman were. "Some of these managers are lowlifes. Upper management came to visit too, they aren't much better."
Emily smiled, looking downward, "I see."
"Being around these kinds of people make me all the more thankful for what I have at home," Randy said, kissing her forehead. "I love you so much."
"I love you too," Emily replied. Randy helped her get in the car. She fought back tears on the way back home. She had to move past this, she had to forgive herself and move forward.
Chapter 9
Three weeks later Ulysses rolled off Devin. Both were out of breath, sweating, and exhausted. Devin smiled, running her fingers around her former step son's chest. She rolled over, kissing his nearest nipple, savoring the taste of his sweat.
"Feel better?" She asked
"I do," He answered, running his fingers through her soaked hair. "You're always so good. Takes my mind off everything."
Devin smiled, licking Ulysses' chest like a cat, "Thank you. Remember I'm always here to help you in your dry spells. Me or your Aunts."
Devin licked her way down Ulysses' body, stopping at his cum and pussy juice covered cock. She smiled up at him, taking the tip in her mouth, cleaning him. "I wonder if Emily had her babies yet?"
Ulysses closed his eyes and moaned, "I don't know. I read it's 36 to 42 weeks is usual gestation time. She could go any minute if she hasn't yet."
"You miss her?" Devin asked in between cock licks.
"Ahhh yes," He moaned, her licks sending tingles through his body.
Devin smiled, climbing back on top of Ulysses. Lowering herself onto him, her glistening, sweaty breasts pressing into his chest, holding his face, she kissed his full lips with her own, "I love you, remember that. I'm always here for you."
"I know, Devin. You've always been wonderful to me."
She kissed him again. "You and I have been making love since you were 15. It's my job to service this cock of yours if some else isn't. I know you miss her, but I'll make sure this thing gets taken care of," Devine said, reaching behind her to guide his weakened cock back inside her.
Ulysses winced, "I don't know if I can go again, you are wearing me out!"
Devin kissed him again, while slowly moving her thighs from side-to-side, "Just be glad my sisters aren't here like that one night last year. We thought you were going to pass out."
Ulysses started to laugh when his cell phone rang. "It might be her!" he said, reaching for the phone. Devin sat up, his cock still embedded in her.
"Hello? Emily?" Ulysses said.
"Hi. I uh, I want to see you. One last time. Can I come over tomorrow morning?" Emily asked.
"Of course! Yes, that'd be wonderful."
Ending their call, Ulysses turned, looking up at Devin, "Tomorrow morning. It'll be the last time." He paused, running his hands over her large breasts. "That pregnant belly of hers. It's so beautiful."
"Maybe one day you'll have one of your own. Sadly, I won't be able to help with that," Devin said, referring her tubes being tied back when she married Ulysses dad at age 22. The desire to have children had basically faded in time.
Sitting up, moving her blonde hair away from her neck, "It's ok," he said, not really wanting to discuss fatherhood, "Just service me for the rest of the night." He kissed her neck, holding her tightly as she grinded into him.
Chapter 10
Emily had been a mess the last three weeks. Things with Randy got better, but she was agitated, nervous, and unable to keep still. She wasn't even concerned about the twin's delivery or the fact they were taking their sweet time to arrive. It was as if she was coming off an addiction – or trying to.
Randy had been on a few interviews in the last week. He confessed to Emily that he learned they were building a shopping center that was featuring an Adult Store supercenter and a new, large strip club. He said that didn't bother him so much, since he had no plans to go to those places, but the Fernanda woman was around more. He said he felt very uncomfortable around her. Randy indicated she was very flirtatious with everyone and most likely sleeping with all the managers. He learned she's the right hand woman of the CEO – a man named Bob.
Randy's concerns fell on deaf ears. She nodded and listened to him. But the only thing truly on her mind was Ulysses. She tried not to think about him, but failed. His cock, his taste, his touch, his body – everything she enjoyed for their three month affair was ingrained on her mind. She wanted it and needed it one last time before she had the twins. So she broke down and called him.
Emily dropped the kids off at daycare and sped over to Ulysses' apartment. Emily told herself she was a happily married woman and this was just to scratch an itch for the last time.
"Hi Emily, good to see you again," Ulysses said when he opened his door to her. Emily said nothing, pushing him back to enter his apartment. She took off her tank top, revealing her now massive belly. She assisted Ulysses with removing his shirt and shorts, sliding his boxers down, using her added weight to push him backward. He stumbled and nearly fell down if it wasn't for the chair he bumped into.
As Ulysses sat, Emily went to her knees and began gobbling up his cock, hungrily sucking away at the tip. She was possessed, sliding her sweat pants down, revealing her panty-less body. She moaned and grunted as she sucked the life out of Ulysses' cock.
Gritting her teeth, she paused, "Take me. Make me go into labor," was all she could get out. Her primal possession was infectious, causing Ulysses to take on a different demeanor. He nodded, stood, hastily pulled her up, squatted and grabbed her, and then carried her to his bed, her massive stomach pressing him to him.
Throwing her on the bed, he cared not for his usual gentle love making; he was dead set on making this woman go into labor.
"Do it! One last time," Emily commanded. Ulysses pushed her on her back, grabbed her legs, spreading them wide, and then guided his cock to the entrance of her leaking pussy. One final glance at Emily's almost angry determined face, he impaled her, causing her to cry out; his cock banging against her sealed cervix. Back and forth he went, as hard as he could, harder than with any woman before her. Her screams of pleasure and pain were echoing in his bedroom. Each mighty thrust of his impressive rod into her body caused visible movement on her belly.
Noticing the babies move, Ulysses crouched down slightly, wrapping his arms around her big belly, feeling them kick. He kissed, sucked, licked, and groped that belly, hoping something would help them come out. He continued pumping his cock in and out while holding her belly in his arms. She felt amazing, everything about her. He couldn't contain himself much longer. He pulled out, pushed Emily flat on her back, and started stroking his cock in her direction. Within seconds, he gritted his teeth, rolled his eyes back into his head and ejaculated, spewing rope after rope of semen onto her stomach. He looked to the floor and shook off the grogginess brought by the orgasm. When he looked up he noticed Emily rubbing his semen into her skin, her hands traveling all over her massive stomach. He had seen women do that before with his cum, but it was on their breasts. One of his former step-aunts loves rubbing his cum all over her face. He had never seen a woman do that to her large, pregnant belly. It was a huge turn on.
He went to his knees and began fingering Emily relentlessly; two, then three, fingers going in and out of her. Resting his hand on her stomach, he kept going, listening to her moans. He curled his fingers upward, hoping he was hitting her g-spot. "Come for me," he ordered.
Emily started shaking a few minutes later. Grabbing her own breasts, squeezing the nipples, she felt something come out. It wasn't milk or all that much, but it was a clear fluid and the precursor to milk.
Suddenly Ulysses switched to his mouth. For the next half hour, he alternated between fingering and licking her pussy, bringing her orgasm after orgasm.
His cock had regained its strength. He stood, pulling Emily to her feet, turning her around, pushing her down to all fours. Emily screamed out once more when his cock entered from behind. Her leaking tits jiggled with each thrust. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head as Ulysses grabbed her hips and slammed into her over and over. She went weak, laying her head on the mattress, no longer able to prop herself up with her hands. Ulysses didn't quit. Emily came again, her body shivering, as she was royally fucked from behind.
Emily screamed again, she couldn't take anymore, but she couldn't tell him to stop. She wouldn't until she went into labor. She didn't care how long it would take. Ulysses pulled her up by her hair and twisted her over onto her back. He bent down, slid back in, and pulled her up. Ulysses turned around, sitting on the bed, while Emily straddled him. He looked into her eyes and thrust upward, driving his cock in deep against her cervix. He held on tight, her gorgeous belly pressed tightly up against him, bouncing her up and down. More soulful moans escaped her mouth as this man ravaged her. She was so weak when another orgasm over took her, she could barely manage to push Ulysses onto his back.
Emily found the strength to do so. She began riding him, in squatting position, her hips leaving his, going up and down over and over. Her hands held her leaking breasts as she slammed and impaled herself on his glorious cock again and again. "Ahh yess! Yess! I can feel it!" She yelled out.
Up and down on his dick several more times and she stopped; his cock buried to the hilt. Suddenly Emily's pussy sprayed a clear liquid all over Ulysses abdomen. Her water had just broken.
Chapter 11
Emily wasn't paying attention to where Ulysses was going. He was speeding as safely as he could on the way to the hospital. Emily's head was in his lap, sucking his dick while attempting to time her contractions.
"I think this is the right area," Ulysses pointed out as he turned into the Labor and Delivery section.
"No, go park over there. See that ally?" Emily pointed, momentarily taking his cock out of her mouth, sitting up to give him directions.
"There? But that's not – "
"Just do it!" She ordered.
Ulysses did as Emily told him, briefly glancing down to her, her mouth engulfing just the tip of his cock. The ally was a dead end and empty. There was a large dumpster next to where he parked.
"Get out. I want you to cum in me once more." Emily said.
"Emily, you're in labor though. I don't think that's safe."
"You don't have to cum in my vagina," She calmly suggested. "Please," she whispered.
Ulysses sighed. His youngest former step-aunt taught him all about anal sex when she joined the team of women that regularly serviced Ulysses when he was younger. "Emily we really need lube for that."
Emily rummaged through her bag on the floor in front of her and pulled out a bottle of moisturizing lotion. "Will this work?"
"I guess, I mean, it's not ideal, but – "
"Great, let's hurry," Emily interrupted him, opening her door, struggling to stand, then waddling over to behind the dumpster.
Ulysses followed her and found she was already bent over with her sweat pants down. She handed him the lotion. He squirted it all over his cock, jacking that meat back to erection status, squirting some on her anal entrance in the process.
"Ready?" He asked.
Emily groaned, nearly doubling over in pain, another strong contraction overtook her, "Hurry!"
Reaching behind to pull her butt cheeks apart, Ulysses guided the tip to her anus. "Go! Do it!" Emily commanded in her cum-lust fervor. Ulysses looked around for signs of people, he saw no one. Shaking his head, he slowly guided himself in, listening for signs of pain from Emily. She winced in agony for a bit, but his cock was dripping with lotion, so it was bearable. "All the way!" she shouted back to him.
Ulysses complied, slamming himself against her butt, his cock causing Emily to let out another scream. She nearly fell from the agony brought on by his cock entering her and another contraction. She regained her strength, with his cock inside her all the way to the base, standing, holding her stomach.
He went slowly at first, taking his time, but Emily urged him to go faster and faster. Within minutes the ally was echoing with her screams. They wondered if anyone heard them, surely someone did. Ulysses was getting nervous, especially after another contraction come over her. He kept going though at her persistence.
"Emily, this is it, I'm cumming!" He announced.
Emily reached behind her with one hand while the other steadied herself against the wall in front of her. She let out another primal moan as she felt Ulysses cock twitch and spurt cum into her rectum. Another contraction nearly sent her to the ground. Ulysses pulled out, her anus gaping with semen, rushing, helping her get her clothes back on and get back to the car. He hastily backed out of the ally, spinning around and speeding off back toward the entrance of the Labor and Delivery unit. She was breathing her labor breathing techniques and holding her belly. Getting out of the car he helped her do the same, walking as fast as they could to the entrance.
There was a brief interrogation from the nurse about who he was. Emily had already registered there months back and they knew she'd be there soon. They knew what Randy looked like and didn't recognize this black man that was with her. Ulysses explained he's just her yoga instructor and she went into labor during class. Nurses arrived, checking on her, asking her questions about contractions. Someone arrived with a wheelchair. Emily nodded goodbye to him, her eyes slightly tearing up, not knowing when or if she'd ever see him again. Ulysses gave a small wave to her as he watched her being wheeled away. She waved in return, looking back behind her occasionally from the wheelchair until the large double doors closed and he was out of sight.
***One year later***
Emily sat at a park bench watching the kids play on a nearby playground. Randy was there playing too. He was very helpful since the twins arrived, always being around to assist with the other children. His new job contributed to their improved home life and marriage. Emily smiled, looking to her twin babies, whose first birthday was a couple days away.
She stood, enjoying the nice warm day, watching people jogging around or playing with their dogs. That's when she saw him. He was standing still, as if he had been jogging too, but suddenly stopped. He was about 30 feet away and staring directly at her. Emily smiled weakly, throwing her hand up for a quick wave. Ulysses did the same, nodding politely, and then glanced to her belly. Emily did the same, glancing down to the small baby bump, rubbing it with her hand over her t-shirt. She glanced back up, sharing another smile with him. He went on his merry way, continuing his jog.
Emily pushed away memories of their affair; memories of his hands on her belly, his body hovering above hers, his cock sliding in and out of her, bringing her multiple orgasms. She turned, looking to her playing family, watching them laugh. She sighed and told herself she was happy.
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2: Voyeurism Games
Chapter 1
Vernon parked his beat up, black Subaru Legacy in the side parking area of a long driveway. Getting out of his car, the 18 year old exhaled into the cold January weather, seeing his breath. Closing the door, he made his way inside the massive home of his employer, Bob.
Bob had called him to see if he could clear out some fallen branches following a recent ice storm. Vernon was happy to help. Usually he only made extra cash from doing yard work for Bob during the warmer months of the year. He genuinely liked the old man too, listening and laughing to his stories during breaks. Vernon felt he was paid way too much for simple yard work, but has been graciously helping out Bob since he was 14.
Making his way up the stairs leading to the front door, he saw a woman exit Bob's house. She looked familiar but couldn't place where he had seen her. She was gorgeous, with shoulder length, dirty blonde hair. Something was a bit off about her, she looked distressed. It was as though someone had just asked her to perform an unpleasant or difficult task – like seducing her son for a large sum of money perhaps.
Vernon nodded and smiled as they walked past each other. The woman surprised him by speaking up.
"Hi, you're Vernon right?" The woman asked, attempting to hide whatever issue caused her to be distraught.
"Oh, um, yes ma'am." Vernon replied.
"I thought you were. I'm Ray's mom, Julie." She said, offering a polite smile.
"Oh, oh yes, I remember now. I thought you looked familiar."
"It's ok, I don't think you've seen me enough to recollect that. Anyway, how is your mom? I think I last spoke with her when I ran into her a month or so ago at the mall. I was doing some Christmas shopping."
"She's doing ok. A little busy lately."
"Great." The two women weren't close, but friendly acquaintances who would carry on and chat for several minutes when they occasionally saw each other out or at high school events. "So you're here to do some yard work? I thought you and Ray were at a sleep over last night at your friend's house."
"Yes ma'am. I left early to get started on clearing up some of the tree limbs here."
"Ah, well try not to freeze out here," Julie chuckled. "Anyway I better get going. Take care!"
Vernon nodded, smiling to Julie, turning to watch her make her way down the steps. Ray had a hot mom indeed. He wondered how she knew Bob or why she was there, but forgot about his curiosity within minutes.
Vernon made his way into the vestibule of Bob's large home. He was greeted by the old, jolly-looking man. He had a small white beard that made Vernon think of Santa Claus – if he were on vacation that is.
"Hey pal! Come on in!" Bob greeted Vernon as he entered his home. He always seemed to be in a good mood.
"Good morning, sir." Vernon smiled back, shaking Bob's extended hand. "I don't normally see you during the winter."
"I know, I know! This crazy weather eh? Anyway, follow me and I'll show you what I'd like you to clean up," Bob explained, motioning for Vernon to follow him.
After Bob briefly explained where he wanted the fallen limbs and debris put he told Vernon to join him inside when he had finished, for a chat and perhaps some hot chocolate. Vernon, slightly confused and curious, agreed and went about his way, cleaning up a small section of Bob's large backyard.
Forty-five minutes later, Vernon found himself sitting in Bob's office, waiting for his hot chocolate to cool.
"There you go, pal." Bob entered the room, handing Vernon a 20 dollar bill. "Not bad for 40 minutes of moving some dead limbs around eh?"
"Heh, no sir. Thank you." Vernon chuckled and replied.
"No thank you! Anyway, I wanted to chat with you about the possibility of earning some extra money that doesn't involve yard work."
"Oh, ok, well that sounds great sir."
"You just had a birthday recently didn't you?" Bob asked, sitting back in his chair.
"Yes, I turned 18 last week."
"Ha! I knew it was in January. I may be old, but I'm not senile yet!"
Vernon chuckled again, "No sir."
There was a brief pause, while Vernon sipped his hot chocolate. "So the extra money. Since you're an adult now, I will speak to you as one." Bob said standing and walking to his bookshelf. He rummaged through some magazines, finding the one he was looking for, then plopped it on his desk in front of Vernon before sitting back down. It was a magazine called "Elite" and had a picture of a souped up Mustang on the cover. It had custom rims and a custom paint job.
"You're familiar with that magazine aren't you?" Bob asked. Vernon nodded, looking toward the old man across from him.
"Magazines are usually marketed toward demographics. Old ladies, teenage guys like you, do-it-yourself house repairers, film buffs, teeny bop music lovers, and then guys that like technology, computers, new gadgets, and so on – guys like me to be honest." Bob explained.
"That magazine is marketed toward African-American males in the 18-35 age brackets. It covers music, movies, sports and athletes, cars, and women that marketing surveys and research have deduced black men may like. Now, is there truth in it or is it a stereotype? I don't know and I don't care." Bob explained, reaching across to grab the magazine, casually flipping through its pages.
"I recently sold the publishing company that publishes this magazine and a slew of others – marketed to many different demographics. It's one of several companies I owned," Bob continued slowly, flipping through the pages.
"There's usually a section in the magazine –and I'll find it in a minute – that features a few photos of lovely women; women in bikinis posing with cars, or bikes, or on the beach and so on. There's one gal that has caught my eye. She's a local model that's been featured in a few photos over the past four or five years. I know she's only doing this modeling work on the side. She's one of these girls that supposedly black men like; curvy, voluptuous, thick in certain places, if you know what I'm referring to. Ah there she is." Bob found the page, admiring the model he was looking at. He glanced to Vernon sitting across from him.
"Hmm, the same blue eyes." Bob said to a now very confused, but curious, Vernon. He managed a weak smile and kept listening to the old man.
"This particular woman is one I'd love to get to know more intimately. She's gorgeous," Bob said, turning his head looking at an image of this woman in the magazine.
"I know I could easily invite her over, or take her out to a nice dinner. But that's boring. Where's the fun? Where's the thrill in that? I'd rather play games. I'm old; it keeps me on my toes and entertains me. I like to have fun! I see something I want, I don't want to just swoop in and take it, I want to cherish the chase, and savor the meal before I eat it." He looked to Vernon's awkward smile.
"Ok, so I'm not sure what you want me to do. I'm a little confused." Vernon said.
Bob chuckled, sliding the open magazine back over to Vernon. A curvaceous, buxom blonde, in a tiny bikini and red high heels was facing him. She had her hands on her flared hips and was standing in front of a cool looking street bike; one that was most likely used in racing events. Vernon looked down at the picture on the page, still confused, furrowed his forehead and shook his head.
Looking back up at Bob, Vernon asked, "You want me to introduce you to my mom?"
Chapter 2
Vernon sat in Bob's office with a confused look on his face. He thought about his situation, "Why would he pay me to introduce him to my mom? Didn't they already sort of know each other since she's posed for pictures in his magazines? Maybe they didn't, maybe big shots like him didn't have anything to do with most of his employees."
Before Vernon could asked the questions running through his mind out loud, Bob spoke up. "Introduce me to her? Well, somewhat, but not in the manner you're probably thinking."
"Alright, what does the earning extra money have to do with this?" Vernon asked.
Bob chuckled, standing to walk to his window. "I told you I like to play games. I like to have fun. I don't want to just meet your mother, I'd rather observe her, watch her, I'd rather smell my meal, taking in its scent before I," he paused turning back to face Vernon, "devour it."
Vernon felt a little uncomfortable when he heard Bob say "devour it." He may not be very experienced with the ladies, but immediately caught on to any accidental or intentional innuendo. Bob made his way to the edge of his desk, sitting next to Vernon. "I'm willing you pay you handsomely for a series of tasks that I ask you to do. Think of them as challenges. It'll be a little game we can play. At first these challenges will be somewhat small, and in time, their difficulty will increase."
"Alright, what does this have to do with her?" Vernon asked, nodding in the direction of the open magazine.
"Good question," Bob resumed sitting across from Vernon in his large chair. "I'll get straight to it. Your first challenge is to obtain video footage of your mother nude."
"What?!? Are you joking?"
"No I'm not. I'm not joking at all. I want you to film her changing out of her clothes and into new ones, or perhaps stripping to take a shower, and so on. I will pay you $1000 for this footage." Bob explained.
Vernon's mouth hung open. There was a long pause before he spoke up, "I don't even know how I'd go about getting that footage. I mean, what do you want me to do? Hide in her closet or under the bed or something? She'd kill me if she caught me!"
Bob shrugged, "That's up to you." He reached into his top desk draw pulling out a small box and then handed it to Vernon. "Here, use that."
Vernon opened it to reveal an iPhone 5. "I'm sure you can figure out how to take video footage with that can't you?" Bob said, winking at the teenager.
"So 1000 bucks for some footage of her nude; that's the first challenge in this little series of ours. Think you can handle that?"
Vernon thought for a moment, feeling uneasy about what Bob was asking him to do. "I don't know, that's invading her privacy. I don't really want to see her naked. I guess I could film it and look away, but still, it just doesn't seem right. She might catch me."
"Right. Well I tell you what, take that iPhone with you, it's all yours. If you get an opportunity to take footage of her nude, then do so. If not, then don't. Or if you decide would rather not do any of this, keep the iPhone anyway and I'll see you in the Spring to mow my lawn."
Vernon sighed, looking down to the phone. He put it back in its box and stood. "I guess I could try to. This isn't a joke or anything is it? Why can't you just come by the house for dinner or something?"
"What's the fun in that?" Bob countered. "I'm a perverted old fool who wants to have some fun."
"Alright, I'll see what I can do."
He said goodbye to Bob, confused and shocked, he left the house and headed home. He thought about how a $1000 would be nice. He wondered if it would be enough to get the rattling noise in his mother's car checked out and repaired. He hated the idea of spying on his mom though. It all felt so weird and deceitful.
Vernon pulled into the driveway of his small home and sat in his car, pondering his options. "I could just hide in her big closet with the door cracked. She'd be putting on pajamas tonight. How would I sneak into her room if she's going to go change though? I'd have to beat her there, which wouldn't be possible without her being suspicious. She'd see me go into her room. Maybe I could try adjusting the window shade so I could see into the room from outside. " He sighed again, realizing that might be the best strategy.
"I'd be a peeping tom on my own poor mother. What a jerk I'd be. I guess I'll hold up the phone to the window and try not to look directly at her. It's worth a shot and it's for 1000 big ones."
Chapter 3
Vernon sat in his room a little later, continuing to strategize. He'd wait for his mom to leave the house to go grocery shopping – something she does every Saturday, and sometimes on Sunday afternoon – then he'd run some tests by making sure the drapes to her bedroom window were slightly cracked and afforded him a view inside the room from outside. He would crouch in front of the window, holding the iPhone, and then attempt to capture footage of her naked. He wouldn't look directly at her, but sort of glance to the screen to make sure he was facing the phone where it needed to face in order to capture something on video.
"Hi Vernie," His mother, Nicole cheerfully said, startling from his trance. She was standing in his door way, smiling at him. Vernon hated his name, but never minded that his mother called him "Vernie." Perhaps, he thought, she liked it better than "Vernon" – the name of a grandfather that died before he was born.
"Oh hey mom," Glancing toward her he nodded his head slightly.
"Have a fun time at the sleepover?"
"Yeah it was ok." Vernon diverted his eyes to his desk, standing to pretend he was going to organize some school papers.
"Good! How was the yard work this morning? Hope you didn't freeze anything important off," Nicole joked, now standing behind him, wrapping her arms around his torso for a warm hug.
"Heh, nah I didn't." He wanted to turn around and hug her, but felt shame for something he hadn't done yet.
"You alright?" his mother asked.
"Yeah I think I'll just take a nap," he replied, moving away from her, ending her embrace from behind, sitting on his mattress. He yawned and stretched his arms a bit. It was for show and he realized it probably looked fake. However, he was legitimately tired and would take a nap, but not until after his preparations were complete.
"Ok, I think that's a good idea." Nicole told her son, directly in front of him, messing up his blonde hair. He jerked his head to the side a little, to avoid her fingers. She chuckled and bent slightly to hug him. She was only 5'2" so she didn't have to bend far to let her arms drape around his shoulders, pushing his head into her t-shirt covered abdomen. "Come on, you aren't too tired to hug back!"
Vernon sighed, hoisting his arms up, in his seated position, letting them land on her wide hips. His hands rested at the small of her back, right above the meaty swell of her massively muscular backside. He thought about the magazine images he saw earlier, thinking that there's a chance he may see her naked later. He pushed those thoughts of his head. She ended the hug. Vernon let his hands drop, his fingers slightly grazing a pajama pants covered butt cheek. He instantly blushed. Nicole messed up his hair again, not noticing it, apparently.
"I love you Vernie, take a nice long nap. That's really sweet of you to help Bob out." Nicole called out to him as she left his room.
Vernon sighed, shaking his head, he thought, "You won't think I'm that sweet if you knew what I agreed to do for some extra money."
About 15 minutes later, his mother pulled out of their driveway, her car making the same rattling noise it had been for the last few weeks.
Vernon immediately headed toward his mother's bedroom and checked out her window situation. He pulled the drapes apart maybe three inches. He used his new iPhone as a reference. He pulled them back a little more, thinking that four inches or so should be enough to allow him to capture footage from outside. Her room wasn't all that big. She would mostly likely be in his phone's field of vision. He wondered if the open drapes were too noticeable. Sunlight was creeping in through them, but he was going to wait until night time to try this. Perhaps she wouldn't notice the drapes allowing more sunlight to creep because she would be in there at night. The only problem he may run into is the drapes being closed again by her. He tried to recall if she ever messed with drapes at all. He knew that she usually got up in the morning before the sun rises. So since she didn't sleep late, perhaps she would have no need to double check if they were closed all the way or not. He did that in his room so he could sleep a little later without sunlight waking him, but only on Saturday and Sundays. His mother got up went to the gym almost daily, arriving back at home as the sun was rising.
Vernon left her room, grabbed his coat, put on some shoes and headed outside. The window to her bedroom was on front of the house, to the right of the front door. There was a small row of bushes that had lost their leaves for the winter in front of it. Luckily there was roughly an 18 inch gap between the bushes and the window. Vernon could easily slide his thin frame back there. Crouching may be an issue, but if he discovered that twisting his body would allow him to hide in that gap without banging up against the bushes and possibly making noise. Looking to his feet he saw dead leaves from the shrubs and promptly cleared as much of those out as possible. He didn't want the crunching of dead leaves to alert her to a peeping tom outside her window. "Someone like me," he sighed again, attempting to not focus on the guilt.
With the leaves cleared out of the gap, save for a small amount of leaves right next to the front steps which he could easily hop over – Vernon didn't want his mother to notice leaves had been cleared back there – he went inside and took a nap. He was exhausted, having spent most the night playing video games with his friends at the sleep over.
Chapter 4
Vernon imagined himself keeping a journal of his attempts at completing this challenge. He never would of course, but he imagined the spreadsheet or word document would like similar to this:
Night 1 – first attempt to video her nude, failure. Light was off in her room or she changed in bathroom
Night 2 – 2nd attempt, failure. Light was on in room, didn't see her.
Night3 – 3rd attempt, see above.
Night4 – saw clothing land on bed, nothing else. Failure.
Night5 – same as second attempt
Night6 – same as 4th attempt except saw shadow movement in her room.
Vernon laughed at his poor luck. He was able to perfectly sneak outside and crouch in front of her window without making a sound or being detected. He made sure to spend more time with his mother so he could be fully aware of her going to bed, or going to her room to change. They would sit and chat or watch TV or a movie together. The guilt slowly went away and he thoroughly enjoyed spending time with her. He would listen as she talked about her job as a police officer.
"So, since you're the only lady on the crew, have any of the dudes tried to, you know, flirt or uh, get with you?" Vernon asked his mother, sitting on the couch with his arm around as she curled up into his side. The past few days found her at his side, happily snuggling with him.
Nicole let out a loud laugh, "No! Well actually."
"Actually? What happened mom?" Vernon asked with a bit of concern in his voice.
"Oh it was nothing. It was several months ago. There was one guy that, well, he had a habit of grabbing my butt."
"Really?"
"Yeah, it wasn't too big a deal to me. It's just a butt, you know?"
Vernon nodded, attempting to smile, wondering if he'd ever earn that $1000 by capturing her butt on video, "Uh yeah."



"So I let him. It was in good fun, he was otherwise a nice guy, and it never escalated. One evening the captain caught him red handed, or 'butt-handed' if you know what I mean," she playfully jabbed Vernon's side and then continued resting her head against his shoulder.
"Oh yeah? Then what happened?" Vernon asked.
Nicole sat up, "He was fired on the spot!" She kissed her son on the cheek and stood up to make her way to her bedroom. "Goodnight Vernie. Oh by the way, I've really enjoyed hanging out with you more this past week. You're my favorite person!"
He had to force the guilt caused by her comment away; he had a task to complete. This would be last night of attempting to film her naked. If he failed again, that was it. No more sneaking around and peeping in her room. He waited a few seconds before bolting off the couch, not bothering to put on a coat, and raced outside to the gap between her bedroom window and the shrubbery. He was in such a hurry he nearly left his phone on the kitchen table.
Quickly crouching down in the gap between the shrubs and his mother's bedroom window, he held his iPhone into position. Then he saw it. Rather, he saw her. She was still clothed and her back was to him, but he was finally able to see something. With her back to him, she slid off her sweatshirt, and unhooked her bra. He could see her large breasts sway as they were released from their prison. He shook his head hoping she wouldn't turn around, but knew she would. Then he watched as she slid her sweatpants down. He glanced away as her black thong was visible showing her meaty butt cheeks. Vernon wasn't looking directly at the phone, but he could tell in his peripheral vision that she was sliding her thong down. It's black color no longer on top of her skin. He glanced at his phone, briefly catching her muscular cheeks, and then as quickly as he glanced, he looked away to the side again. He saw more movement in his peripheral vision and then glanced at the phone again. He nearly gasped for air when he accidently saw her large breasts on display. She was unfolding some clothes she laid out on the bed and holding them up to her body, as if she were confirming their correct sizing.
A wave of guilt came over Vernon as he watched his mother hold what looked like a dress up to her body, covering her nudity. She folded the article of clothing, placing it on the bed, and picked up her cell phone. She was standing there nude again, checking texts or perhaps a missed call. Vernon glanced at her breasts again, and then quickly looked to the side. He saw movement again. She had turned around to place her phone on the bed side table. Another glance and he saw those marvelous glutes once more, another wave of guilt as he glanced away. He closed his eyes, shaking his head in disgust at himself, and then opening them to see nothing on his phone. The light in the room was off. He mother was either in bed, or in her bathroom with the door closed.
Moving back inside, Vernon went straight to his room, closing the door behind him. "I just made $1000," he said to himself, feeling less than joyous over his accomplishment. He felt guilt, but also something else that he couldn't quite put his finger on just yet.
Chapter 5
Vernon sat in Bob's home office again the next morning. Bob was uploading footage to his laptop. He had already watched it on the phone twice.
"This is great work, Vernon!"
"Thanks," he sighed.
Bob wrote and handed him a check for a thousand dollars. "Ready for the next challenge?"
"Next challenge?"
"Oh yes, we're not done here. There's more fun to be had here."
"Alright," Vernon replied, thinking maybe more nude footage or perhaps stealing some of her underwear to give to the old perverted Bob.
"I want video footage of her showering. I will give you $5000 for this."
"Showering?!? Are you serious?"
"Quite. You can sneak in her room or if the bathroom is large enough, hide in there, whatever you want."
Vernon thought for a moment that this challenge might actually be easier than his first one. His mother gets up at 4am most mornings. She goes to work out and is back home by 6 am. Vernon doesn't have to be up for school until 7 am. All he would have to do is be awake when she returns home from the gym, listen for the sound of her shower, and then go grab some footage – in theory. She has a glass shower stall so there's no shower curtain to deal with.
"Alright, sure." Vernon grunted.
"Excellent! The footage can be her getting into the shower, or shortly after she's already done so. I want the footage to show her entire shower session up until she turns the water off and if you can manage, until she wraps a towel around her." Bob explained.
Vernon shook his head as more guilt overcame him for something he hadn't done yet. "Fine."
He missed his opportunity Monday morning because he overslept. That evening he prepared dinner for the two of them. He cooked spaghetti, as it was simple enough, and he knew she liked it.
"What do I owe the honor of this wonderful young man cooking for me?" Nicole playfully asked, hugging Vernon tightly. Resting his head on her shoulder, he glanced down to her large protruding, yoga pant covered butt. Visions of it popped into his head from the brief glance he had of it the other night. The reason for the dinner was his attempt to make himself feel better for his actions; but he couldn't tell her that.
"I don't know, just felt like helping out some." He replied.
"Well it is much appreciated," his mother replied, kissing him on the cheek as she made her way to their couch. She patted the couch cushion next to her, "sit."
Vernon did as he was told. Nicole rose to her knees on the cushion. Reaching behind her, she appeared to be pulling the tight yoga pants out of her buttcrack. Afterward, she moved Vernon's arm to the side and collapsed into him, wrapping her arms around him on the couch. He instinctively patted her back.
"Remember this weekend I'll be away. I have to go take some more pictures with the magazine, alright? So no crazy parties," his mother joked.
"Don't worry I won't." Vernon's plan was to actually take his mother's car to get the rattling issue fixed. He didn't mention that to her though.
They sat on the couch for another hour, chatting about random things. She asked her son about school work and if he was still trying to figure out his plans after high school. He asked her questions about her fitness routines and scary situations on the job. He almost forgot about his second attempt to capture her showering.
Vernon went to bed earlier than normal that night. He didn't want to oversleep again.
Five thirty am came quick, too quick. Vernon couldn't remember the last time he had gotten up that early. He was nearly asleep again when he heard his mother come home from the gym at around 5:45. His eyes shot open and listened for her shower to start. Around five minutes passed and he heard it. He quietly got out of bed, grabbed his phone, and snuck down the hallway to her room. Her bedroom door was cracked, but he could see light coming from her bathroom door perpendicular to it. He held his breath and slowly pushed her door open. Luckily it didn't creak or crack. He saw her bathroom door was completely open. Moving into her room, he crouched down on her carpeted floor some unknown reason. Feeling silly, he stood back up, inching his way to the bathroom door.
He heard something and froze. It was a sweet sound, one that almost made him smile if it wasn't for the perverted and shameful act he was attempting to do. His mother was casually humming to herself in the bathroom. It reminded him of when should would do that in the car with him in the morning when she took him to school. He felt like crap.
His thoughts were interrupted when he saw movement in the bathroom. Looking up to the large mirror on the wall Vernon could see his mother's reflection. She still had a top on, a white sports bra, but nothing else. He looked away when he saw her naked bottom. He then brought his phone up to capture footage. She turned around and slid her top off, the mirror reflecting everything perfectly. He glanced again at her gorgeous backside, but again looked away after a few seconds. He watched her test the water and hop into the shower, closing the glass door behind her. Every few seconds he would look to his phone and see his mother soap up her breasts, or scrub her stomach, or bend down to run soap over her thick, juicy, thighs. Each glance lasted a second longer. When she turned around and pressed her butt up against the glass door, Vernon caught himself staring, unable to look away from it.
Nicole turning off the water caused Vernon to come out of his trance. He stopped recording when she stepped out of the shower and closed the door behind her. He backed out of her room slowly, closing her door back to the way it was, then tip-toeing back to his room as quickly as he could. He'd done it. He lay there in bed for the next 30 minutes wide awake, replaying the image of her butt up against the glass in his head. He dared not watch the footage again, but somewhere inside him, he really, really wanted to.
By 6:15 am his mother was gone and he was alone. He ate some breakfast, went to school, and tried not to think about what he had done and seen. Unfortunately, her juicy ass danced throughout his mind for most of the day. On his way home he stopped by Bob's house.
"Wonderful! She's gorgeous!" Bob exclaimed while watching the footage after loading it to his laptop. Vernon sat across from him, looking downward.
"Mmm, lovely. Thank you so much. Here's the promised check of $5000, all for you pal!" Bob slid it across his desk.
"Ready for the next challenge? Good," Bob said, not giving Vernon a chance to answer.
"Masturbation. We all do it. Men and women alike. I will pay you $10,000 for video footage of this perfectly, shapely woman, pleasuring herself in whatever manner she loves most."
Vernon didn't move and didn't blink, staring blankly at Bob. After, what could've been 10 seconds of a blank stare, Vernon flatly asked, "What?"
"Mmhmm, I want a video of her masturbating." Bob reiterated nonchalantly.
"Um, what?"_
"Vernon, come on now, you're 18. Not an old man like me, certainly you heard me."
Vernon didn't know what to say, shaking his head, he gulped hard. "I, I, uh, I can't do that. That's, that's just, no way."
"I told you my little challenges would increase in difficulty each time didn't I? This will be an exciting escalation for me! You too."
Bob's voice lowered and a mischievous little smile came across his face, "Just imagine hiding in a closet or peeping around the corner at her, she'd never know!"
"But that's way too private an activity. That's too wrong. I can't disrespect her like that."
Bob paused a moment, "Isn't your mom's washer and dryer about to break any day now?"
"How did you –"
"I'm sure 10 grand would easily buy some new appliances right? I'm sure you could get a top of the line matching set for less than half that."
Vernon was speechless. How did this man know about the old clothes washer and dryer that his mom was having a difficult time with? Did she tell him? Did someone else? Vernon felt trapped.
"How did you know about that?" He asked, gritting his teeth.
"Heard it through the grapevine." Bob casually tossed that little nugget to Vernon.
Vernon remained silent. He wondered if his mother knew Bob better than she let on. He wondered if Bob was still active in the company he formerly owned; perhaps he had been chatting with someone about it. Vernon frowned in anger when he thought of another paranoid-induced possibility, but quickly reminded himself Bob had never been to his home – or so he thought.
Bob didn't know everything. He didn't know the refrigerator was just as old and struggled to keep food fresh for very long. He didn't know that his mother made squat as a police officer. He didn't know about her car issues.
Vernon stood and nodded his head. He slowly walked out of Bob's office, having no idea how he would ever manage to capture footage of his mother pleasuring herself. Changing in and out of clothes or taking a shower was one thing, but spying on someone while they masturbated was a much lower level of disrespect and perversion. Vernon knowing this and admitting to himself that he would attempt such a thing made his head hurt.
Chapter 6
The next 3 days were horrible for him. Vernon avoided his mother as best he could, he had trouble sleeping, and he had trouble eating. Nicole asked him if he felt bad, he lied saying he was tired. Depositing that $5000 check into the new savings account he set up didn't make him feel any better.
Saturday morning arrived and Vernon asked his mom if she needed a ride. He lied saying that he had some errands to run so he would gladly drop her off at the studio and come pick her up later that evening when she was done with the photo shoot. Smiling sweetly, she accepted his kind gesture. They chatted on the way there like nothing was wrong and Vernon felt slight relief from guilt. After Vernon dropped her off in his car, he sped back home and got in her car.
Six long, mind numbing, hours later his mother's car was finally finished. He barely paid attention to the mechanic as he droned on about which belt was loose, which bearing was missing, which gasket needed replacing. He wanted out of there, he was annoyed and miserable.
Vernon went home and got in his car again. He didn't want his mother to know he had spent nearly $500 on getting her car tuned up. She would demand to know where he got the money.
When he arrived at the nearby location to pick her up, he couldn't help but smile, noticing how jovial she was. He started feeling a little better, thinking that maybe she was happy to see him. When she grabbed his hand, trailing her fingers across it and talking about her day on the way home, he forgot about the newest challenge from Bob.
Later that evening, he heard a knock at his bedroom door. He had showered and was putting some socks on while sitting on his bed. "Come in."
"Hi there Vernie. I was thinking we could find a movie on TV to watch," his mother suggested.
"Yeah, that'd be great mom, I'd love that," Vernon replied. There was relief in his voice. He had decided in the shower that he didn't need to film her. No one was forcing him. He was done.
Nicole threw her arms around him, snuggling close on the couch, kissing his cheek. "Love my little Vernie," she said, resting her head on his shoulder. He raised his arm, placing it around his mother, holding her close to him on the couch.
The movie was quite boring and Vernon had trouble keeping his eyes open. Leaning his head back on the couch with a slight smile on his face, he ran his hand up and down his mother's side. She was so warm and soft in his arm. The guilt and anxiety slowly washed away. He smiled when he pictured her beautiful backside in the shower. He stirred when he felt her move to grab a pillow to place on his lap. Watching her stretch out on the couch and lay her head in his lap, he casually trailed his fingers across her hip. She was wearing more tight yoga pants. They were grey in color and hugged her butt tight, going into the crack.
Vernon was staring at her, unaware that he was salivating, and unaware that his cock was hard. He replayed footage of her nude ass in head, while his finger lightly trailed back and forth on her hip and thigh. She was oblivious as she rested her head on his lap, her eyes toward the movie.
"It's perfect," Vernon said to himself. His mother stirred and for an instant he thought she heard the voice in his head compliment her.
"Ok, well that movie was kinda bland wasn't it?" Nicole asked, sitting up and getting off the couch.
Standing a couple feet in front of him, facing away, she fumbled with the remote to turn off the TV. Vernon stared at her butt. His cock twitched as he watched her reach back to pull her yoga pants out of her asscrack.
"Alright, there we go. I'm heading to bed," she said, placing the remote on the coffee table. "I had another wonderful evening with you, but I'm exhausted. It was a long day."
Vernon flashed a goofy smile as she kissed his cheek, blushing as she headed to her bedroom. Without removing the smile from his face, he stood and made his way to his own bedroom. Closing the door behind him, he stripped naked, grabbed his phone, and proceed to watch the shower video three times. On the fourth time, he paused the footage right before her butt smashed up against the glass door. He had a perfect view of it in all its perfection; soaking and dripping wet from the shower.
He nearly passed out from the orgasm brought on by his own hand. "That's it, that's all this will amount too. No more," he thought. Sleep found him in a few minutes.
The next morning he felt well rested and energized. Vernon opened his eyes, reaching next to the bed for his phone; he watched the first footage of his mother undressing. He didn't glance away this time. Watching it twice, pausing on the ass shots, he stroked his cock to erection.
Wrapping a towel around his naked body, he headed to the bathroom, his phone still in his hand. He passed his mother in the hallway; she let out a playful whistle at his nearly nude body. Still smiling as he reached his bathroom, he closed the door behind him. He then continued stroking his cock as he navigated to the part of the first video where his mother turned around to face the window and then paused it. He stood admiring her nude, hourglass figure. "How often does she do it?" he asked himself.
A few minutes later he stood in the shower letting the warm water wash over him, idly stroking his cock. "Everyone does it," he said to himself, watching his hand grab and stroke his hard-on while images of her perfect body flashed his in head. "it's no big deal. It'll be $10,000."
Just before he ejaculated again, he pictured her smiling back at him while she drove two fingers into her waiting pussy. He had just convinced himself of undertaking the next challenge.
Chapter 7
The decision to attempt to capture his mother pleasuring herself was reversed and overturned several times during the next week. Waves of guilt flood him, followed by relief when Vernon again decided to not film it. Lying awake in bed at night, looking to his phone, he struggled, determined not to watch the footage he already had. Usually, though, he ended up watching it and jacking off shortly before going to sleep. One morning he tried to see her in the shower again, but he almost got caught when she walked out of the bathroom as she waited for the water to heat up.
One night he even slipped outside to see if he could see into her bedroom again. The light was on, but she wasn't in view. He felt like an idiot and went back inside, satisfying himself with the footage he already had.
He had to think; he had to come up with a plan to watch and film her masturbating. A week before Valentine's Day Vernon figured it out. It was so simple he felt even more stupid for not thinking of it sooner.
Pacing back and forth in his room, Vernon perfected his plan. He had to join his mother for another movie night in a few minutes. She really seemed to relish in the increased quality time they were spending with each other over the last few weeks. Vernon gestured with his hand as he talked to himself in his head. He rehearsed telling his mother a lie that may plant a seed. He practiced a few more lines, satisfied that his seed planting plan may work; he left his room to join her in the living room on the couch. He was excitedly nervous, but felt confident.
"Ah, those nice yoga pants again?" Vernon chuckled at his mother, watching her stand at the coffee table and flip through channels on the TV.



"Oh you like them eh? Good!" She replied, not looking away from her task, attempting to find something to watch.
Vernon got bold; he needed to be in order to win that $10,000. He slipped behind her, wrapping his arms around her, resting his hand on her stomach. "Why is it good that I like them, mom?"
"Well it just feels nice when a man appreciates what a lady wears or what she looks like." Nicole explained.
"Ah, well I certainly think they look great on you." He kissed the top of her head. "It's all that hard work you do at the gym."
"Thank you Vernie. I gotta stay in shape!" She chuckled. Then she did something that made Vernon almost lose it right there. She playfully flexed her glute muscles. Normally this wouldn't be a big deal, except they were right up against Vernon's crotch. This threw him off course tremendously; causing him to struggle to remember his plan for the evening. He ended the embrace as sat on the couch. His mother resumed her position right next to him, with his arm draped around her.
As the movie played, Vernon was totally out of sync with what he had planned. He was going to create a catalyst for a conversation, but was struggling. He kept imagining those bulbous buttocks muscles flexing against him. He started to break out in sweat when he pictured his cock resting on her twitching ass. He got up to go to the kitchen.
"You ok Vernie?" Nicole called out to him.
"Yeah, I'm fine, just needed some water." He slowly made his way back to the couch, feeling a little better. Luckily the chick-flick movie had him bored to tears. He struggled to stay awake again.
He felt his mother stir and his eyes snapped open. The movie was over and she was sitting up. She stretch and yawned. Vernon glanced at her chest, smiling awkwardly. She must've have seen him in her peripheral vision. "Hey, come here."
She pulled him in for a strong hug, followed by a kiss on the lips. "Want some hot chocolate? I'm not tired."
"Oh, uh, yeah, sure. That'd be nice." He touched his lips, when his mother got up and walked past him to the kitchen.
They sat on the couch and talked for another hour. Nicole did most of the talking. Vernon just listened, occasionally asking questions. She talked about her younger days, about how she had to quit college, and how she almost went back several times but those plans fell through for some reason or other.
This caused slight sadness in Vernon's heart. He wasn't sure if she was trying to hint that he needed to figure out what he was going to do about college or just needed to talk to someone – someone that listened, someone that was a man. He didn't feel like a man, he felt like a loser after what he's done. But he loved listening to her.
There was a break in the conversation while they finished their hot chocolate. Vernon thought that $10,000 would help with tuition if she wanted to try finishing college. It wouldn't help out tremendously but it would be something. Maybe she could find a community college or online classes.
Thinking about $10,000 reminded him of his newest challenge. He waited a moment and initiated his plan. He erupted in mild laughter.
"What's so funny?" Nicole asked with a smile on her face.
"Oh it's nothing, just something dumb."
"No tell me," she tickled his side.
"Well it's just something stupid a friend said other day."
"Alright what was it? You can tell me. I'm not that much older than you remember?"
"Well a buddy was picking on Ray about something. And he said – " Vernon stopped and shook his head.
"What'd he say? Come you can tell me," his mother prodded.
"My buddy accused Ray of uh, you know, doing it three times a day." Vernon recoiled, realizing that didn't come out like he planned.
"Doing it? That little Ray kid has sex three times a day! Yeah right, Vernie!"
"No, no, I meant, ugh. He does something else. You know, with himself, three times a day."
Nicole's eyes widen and she tried to conceal laughter. "You mean he was accused of masturbating three times a day?"
"Mom! I mean, yeah, he was just joking. Ray's facial expression was what was really funny I guess. I don't know it's dumb, just forget it."
"It's ok silly. You know," Nicole took another sip of hot chocolate, "Ray has a lovely looking mother. I wonder if he sneaks around and sniffs her panties!"
"I have no idea! He does seem like the type."
There was some more chuckling between the two, then another pause. Vernon had to figure out how to steer the conversation back to masturbation. Luckily, he didn't have to try hard.
"How many times do you do it a day?" his mother asked him.
"What?!? Me? I, uh, I don't know." Vernon blushed heavily.
"You know it's ok, right? Every normal human on earth does it. If you have questions about it, or sex for that matter, please ask me," Vernon's mother explained matter-of-factly.
Vernon was blown away. This was working out better than he thought. "So you do it?" he grimaced.
"Sure I do," his mother answered with a smile. He couldn't believe she was being so open about it. Maybe she was much cooler than he thought.
Vernon nodded and smiled. It was time to plant a seed. "You know if you want me to leave the house for a little while, you can have some 'alone time' if you like."
"Ha! That's very sweet of you Vernie," she said, jabbing his side again.
Vernon shrugged it off, "it's no big deal, I mean I can make myself scarce for Valentine's Day Friday night if you like."
His mother seemed hurt but his remark, "What do you mean? I don't to be alone on Valentine's Day night. As fun as 'alone time' can be, I'd rather be hanging out with you that night."
"Oh. Sorry." He held his head dejectedly.
His mother again playfully jabbed his side, leaning in close, she whispered, "How about the night after?"
Vernon's eyes widen as they met his mother's. She winked at him causing his heart to flutter. "Uh, sure."
Chapter 8
"Here you go, Happy Valentine's Day mom," Vernon said, smiling and handing his mother a bouquet of a red dozen roses.
"Oh Vernie, these are beautiful!" She threw her arms around him. "Thank you so much!"
"No problem." He blushed slightly. "You look beautiful." She was wearing a red, tight dress, with her hair curled. Her long locks of platinum blond hair trailing down to her lower back.
She hugged him again, ending it with a slow kiss on the cheek. "I'm so glad I have you. Now let's go to dinner. I'll drive. It's weird, my car isn't making that funny noise anymore," Vernon nearly laughed out loud. She must've thought the problem resolved itself.
Dinner was great. Vernon's mother asked him about a girl he used to go out with. He asked her why she wasn't seeing anyone. She explained it would complicate things right now.
"Well don't you miss the companionship? Or the, uh, you know, affection?" Vernon asked her.
"I have you as a companion don't it? I don't really think about it that much. I have had zero luck in that department. Every guy I've dated over the past several years turned out to be a dud. Nothing serious or loving would come from it. I want something deeper. As for the 'affection,' I won't go into too much detail, but it happens on occasion. Plus, I have my tomorrow night alone time don't I?" Nicole winked again at a blushing Vernon.
He was amazed that she remembered. "Yeah, I guess I'll be gone by the time you get back from the store. I'll probably go spend the night at Ray's."
Nicole appeared to be blushing as well as she smiled back at him. "Ok," she said, reaching across the table to pat his hand. Their blue eyes met each other's for a long gaze. Vernon felt guilt building up in him. He was going violate her privacy yet again; this time with something he felt was far more private than showering.
Nicole grabbed his arm as they walked to the car. She thanked Vernon again for paying for dinner. He hoped she wouldn't ask where he got the money. Fortunately she didn't. He assumed she must've thought he used the money from the lawn work last month to pay for dinner.
"Tonight was wonderful, Vernie," his mother said in the car. "It's been so good, in fact, I'm sleeping with you tonight."
"Uh, what?"
"Yep, our first date, Valentine's Day. I'm taking you to bed with me!" Nicole said, holding back laughter.
"Alright, if you say so," Vernon chuckled, shaking his head. She was right though, they ended up in bed together an hour later.
"So glad I have you. You've been wonderful to me lately. Not that you aren't normally wonderful. I just really enjoy all this quality time we've been lucky enough to have lately. " Nicole was in her pajamas in her bed, lying against Vernon's side with her head on his chest.
"Yeah. I feel the same way mom," he replied. She was getting sleepy and so was he. But sleep didn't come for another hour. He lay there looking to her ceiling, thinking about his plan tomorrow, wishing and hoping that filming her masturbating would be enough and that this game of challenges would end.
Chapter 9
Vernon nearly ejaculated from watching this goddess of a woman pleasure herself, no, make love to herself; slowly, tenderly, lovingly caressing her own body, or licking the vaginal fluids off her fingers, or take a long drawn out suckle from her own nipple after bringing her large breast to her mouth. She was magnificent as she stood there in the candle lit bathroom, fully nude, eyes closed, making sweet love to herself.
Vernon had been hiding under his bed for two hours. He parked his car a block away at a nearby park and walked home. It was in the opposite direction of the grocery store and figured there's no chance of his mother driving by that park on her way home and seeing his car there.
He was unbelievably uncomfortable and cramped in between luggage and other boxes. He was aching and stiff and desperately wanted out from under the bed to stretch his legs and walk around, but he couldn't. He was growing more and more impatient. He heard his mother downstairs doing housework in the kitchen, dealing with the nearly broken dryer, vacuuming and softly humming while dusting or cleaning.
Then it happened, finally, she decided to stop cleaning and take care of her needs. Vernon heard her humming to herself and starting a bath. Vernon listened closely to her humming, sure that she was in her bathroom. He crawled out from under his bed, grabbed his phone, and slowly crept down the hall. He heard an audible sigh of pleasure. Approaching her bedroom, getting his phone ready to record footage, he peeped around the corner to see her reflection in the mirror on the bathroom wall.
Nicole had lit several candles, and was sitting on the edge of the bathtub, testing the water, letting it get to her desired height. Leisurely pinching a nipple, she gathered up some soapy bubbles from the tub. Standing and facing the direction of her bathroom door, she ran her soapy hand down her body, slowly down to her clitoris where she rubbed it in large circular motions. The first of many moans of pleasure were music to Vernon's ears. They were slightly deeper than her normal speaking voice and incredibly sexy.
Grabbing a tit with her free hand, she plunged three fingers of the other into her awaiting snatch. Bringing the tit to her mouth, slowly sucking on the nipple, she methodically pumped her fingers in and out of her pussy. Moaning as she worked, Vernon was getting aroused, but couldn't do anything about it at the moment – since it may cause him to shake the phone and disrupt his footage.
His mother arched her back, looking to the ceiling, crying out in ecstasy. Vernon assumed she had an orgasm; also the first of many for her that night. Licking her fingers clean, she sat in tub and leaned back, pushing a few bubbles out of the way. Vernon just watched, admiring her candle lit face, and glistening, wet, skin. She wasn't done making love to herself. Though Vernon couldn't see her fingers stimulating herself from this viewpoint, he knew from her continued moans, that she was doing exactly that.
Her bubble bath of ecstasy lasted for 45 minutes. The bathroom echoed with her moans until finally, she was done and the water was room temperature. Vernon was entranced with what he had witnessed, but the show wasn't over yet.
Getting out of the tub, she let the water drain, and started the shower to quickly rinse off. Not bothering with a towel, she made her way toward her bed, while casually rubbing her clit. Vernon stopped recording when she excited the shower. He had to back into the hallway a bit more to avoid being seen. He looked at the phone and noticed there wasn't much battery life left.
Slowly peeping around the corner into her bedroom, listening to her moan, Vernon saw her head thrown back, one hand tweaking a nipple, the other furiously rubbing her clit. She was panting heavily. He started recording again.
She started picking up the pace and then suddenly flipped over onto her knees. He had a perfect view of her fingers going in and out of her pussy from behind. Her butt was high in the air and after a moment she reached behind her, inserting her middle finger into her anus. Both her hands were pleasuring both holes.
Nicole nearly fell off the bed when she came again. Loudly shaking with the orgasm coursing through her she flopped on to her back and began furiously rubbing herself through it. Vernon was squeezing his erect cock with his free hand as he watched her orgasm overtake her. Then she was done - finally. Out of breath, she went limp on her bed and let out a sexy little sigh of relief. Vernon shot his load in his pants and nearly doubled over. He stopped recording, turned off his phone, sluggishly made his way to his bed room, quietly shut the door, and then went to the floor. He didn't want his mother to possibly hear his bed creak upon sitting on it. Rolling over to his side, a feeling of shame and disgust overcame him. He felt horrible for filming it, and felt even worse for ejaculating to her and with her doing that.
He dozed off for a couple hours. Turning his phone on to check the time, he slowly stood and stretched. The house was quiet; it was just after 10pm. Peeping to the hallway he saw no lights and heard nothing. He was able to easily sneak out to go retrieve his car.
Vernon made sure to shut his car door as quietly as possible, but he knew his mother had to be out cold by now if she wasn't earlier. Making his way back inside, cursing himself again for his disrespectful actions, he climbed into his bed and drifted off to sleep.
Chapter 10
Late the next afternoon Vernon sat across from Bob watching the old man grin devilishly at the video footage Vernon obtained the previous night. He wanted to punch the old man in the face every time he licked his lips when his mother's moans played back across the speaker. Vernon was done with this insanity. No more footage. He was taking the money and leaving. He couldn't look his mother in the face that morning and avoided her as much as possible that day before going to claim his money for completing this challenge.
"Amazing. She's gorgeous," was the only thing Bob could say afterward viewing the footage. His was clearly at a loss for words; however, he did manage to speak up after giving Vernon a check for $20,000.
"Simply amazing. The footage was so long too."
"Alright, I'm leaving," Vernon said, standing up.
"No, wait, where you are going? I'm not done here," Bob replied.
"No, but I am. I'm done with this. This is wrong and it's over. Thanks for the money, but I can't keep doing this. The thought of hurting her like this...I can't take it." Vernon tuned and starting walking toward the door.
"Police officers don't make much money do they? Wouldn't it be great if she could go back to school? Maybe get her degree?" Bob asked right as Vernon placed his hand on the doorknob.
"Yeah it would, I'm going to be helping her with that too," Vernon started turning the knob, ignoring his inner curiosity as to why this old man knew any of this information.
"An extra $40,000 on top of that 20 would help tremendously wouldn't it? She could quit being a cop and go back to school. You know, make something of herself for her and for you. It'd lead to a better, more comfortable life."
"No!" Vernon took his phone out of his pocket, angrily marched back to Bob's desk, and slammed it on the surface. "I'm not going to hurt her anymore."
Vernon could feel the guilt welling up inside him, he wanted to break down and cry over what he's done, but somehow kept things together. He turned around, quickly taking his leave.
Leaving Bob's office, he nearly fell over as he collided with a large black man. "Sorry," his deep voice said as he moved to the side.
Vernon moved along hearing Bob in the background talking to the man, his voice gradually getting smaller and smaller as Vernon got further away, "Ah welcome, welcome. You're a bit early but that's ok. Hope the flight from Miami was nice..."
For the next week Vernon avoided his mother, he was too ashamed to be around her. Several times he masturbated to the image of her nude body in his head, always kicking himself afterward. He would go to bed early or stay in his room studying.
The week dragged on, he wanted to talk to her so badly, he wanted to hold her, to shower with her, and – he stopped himself from continuing his perverse thoughts. Saturday was a busy day for him. He bought a new refrigerator, washing machine, and dryer while his mother was at another photo shoot for Elite Magazine. He ordered a same day delivery too. He fought back tears of guilt when he heard his mother squeal with delight when she saw the new appliances.
"Have you seen these? Where did they come from?" Nicole barged into Vernon's room later that night after her return from the photo session. He closed the textbook he was studying from.
"Oh yeah," he paused, not wanting her to know he bought them and said the first lie that came to mind, "Bob got those for us."
"He did? How generous! I'll have to try to get him a thank you note! Actually, I'd really love to meet him one day; anyway, speaking of Bob there's a package for you from him."
Vernon frowned and followed his excited mother to the kitchen, watching her voluptuous body frolic and dance in front of him, celebrating the gift that she thought Bob gave. He wanted to reach out and touch her so badly, he wanted to feel her butt flex against his erection again, and he wanted to make her moan. Shaking his head of those thoughts he picked up the box, carefully unwrapping it. His mother was busy talking on and on about the new refrigerator in the back ground.
"Oh baby, it's beautiful!" She cried out, tightly hugging her son as he was trying to see what the package from Bob. Shaking off the distraction he pulled out the iPhone from the box. He shook his head in disgust.
Nicole gasped, "Oh wow! He got you a new phone too! Isn't that sweet!"
"Uh yeah, really nice," he broke the hug and inspected the phone, pretending this was the first time he'd seen it. Moving away from her again, he watched her go to the laundry room, chatting and inspecting the top name brand appliances he had bought her. He pulled out a note from the box.
"$40,000 is yours if you can get video footage of your mother having sex. I'll do my best to help you with this challenge. Look for opportunities. - Bob"
Vernon didn't have time to throw the phone in the trash; he was distracted by a knock on the front door.
"Oh hi Rodney!" Nicole exclaimed in her feverish excitement. "Come in!"
"I was just admiring these gifts from Bob. You've met him right?" Nicole asked the same, hulking, black man that Vernon collided with a week prior.
"Yeah, yeah I did. He's nice." Rodney replied, nodding to Vernon.
"Oh, this is my baby, Vernon. He's been doing some work for Bob the last few years. Anyway, Vernie, this is Rodney. He's in Atlanta a little while doing some photo shoots for Elite Mag. We did a shoot together today."



Rodney and Vernon politely nodded again to each other. "Anyway, we're going to go and grab a late work out and maybe get something to eat."
Vernon nodded silently as his mother kissed his cheek. He watched her grab her gym bag, and then headed out the door with Rodney. Peeking out the window, he watched Rodney open his passenger side door for her. He gasped when they embraced and quickly kissed, while Rodney squeezed her butt with his massive black hands.
"Opportunities," Vernon said to himself, walking toward his room, shaking his head. He wondered if Bob met with Rodney and convinced or hired him to get close to his mother, potentially providing an opportunity for Vernon to spy on the two of them having sex. The anger and shame was too much. Sitting on his bed, eyes to the floor, shaking his head, he lay down and went to sleep.
He was awoken four hours later by a low humming sound. It was a car in park. He knew it was Rodney's car. Getting out of his bed and heading to his window he peered onto the driveway. He could see Rodney illuminated by a street lamp and his car's headlights reflecting off the garage door. He was alone, or at least it appeared to be. Rodney threw his head back in his seat, holding it there for a moment. Then Vernon saw her. His mother, previously hidden, was rising up from Rodney's lap, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Vernon turned away and got back in the bed, knowing what was happening in the car, knowing that Bob arranged this, cursing him and himself.
"Opportunities," He muttered softly, imitating that obnoxious note from Bob.
Chapter 11
"Here's your phone Vernie. Don't lose it!" Nicole tossed the phone onto Vernon's lap the next afternoon while he sat at on his bed going through some notes from school.
"Oh yeah, thanks, guess I left it in the kitchen," he replied, not looking at his mother.
"Are you ok Vernie?" Nicole asked, plopping down next to him on the bed. She threw his arm around her. Vernon blushed as his hand landed on her thigh.
"I haven't hung out with you this past week, I miss you," She smiled, holding him tightly.
"I miss you too, it's just school work and all," He trailed off, noticing his hand gently rubbing her thigh. He quickly pushed erotic thoughts out of his head.
The two sat in silence for a moment while Vernon thought about his upcoming plans. He again, paused after catching himself rubbing her thigh. His mother didn't seem to notice or care. He sighed, rising to stand, made his way to his desk to pretend to sort some school papers.
"I'm here if you want to hang out or talk. Ok Vernie?" Nicole told her son, as she was leaving his bedroom, her voice having a slight twinge of sadness.
The next weekend the roofers were at the house, busily repairing damaged shingles. The following weekend, Vernon was outside pressure washing the driveway and vinyl siding with the equipment he rented. In both instances his mother was working at the magazine. None of these tasks were making his guilt go away or the thoughts of possibly filming her in the act - having sex with someone.
Vernon blamed Bob on all the house repairs that he had done. There was some truth in it, as it was money he got from Bob that paid to do this. But his mother was led to believe Bob directly paid for the roof repairs and pressure washing equipment. Nicole went on and on about how nice he was and how she wanted to meet him.
Vernon had a large sum of money left that he kept in the savings account. If his mother ever decided to go back to school, he would be able to help. Up until spring break the two had kept their distance, Vernon in his room studying, or coming up with some excuse as to why he couldn't join her for a movie night. Some nights he would lay awake in bed, hating himself, hating Bob, and further entertaining the idea of spying on her again. Rodney was only around for a little while. He and his mother hung out a few more times after Vernon saw her that night in his car, but abruptly stopped; he must've gone back to Miami.
A few days before Vernon's spring break of his last year of high school. His mother, always cheerful and sweet, reminded him of a magazine annual event she was invited to. It was her first time at this event and her sister, who also modeled for the magazine, would be flying in from Miami to attend.
Vernon wondered if Rodney would be at the Elite Magazine event. He already assumed they slept together a few times while he was in Atlanta, but it must've been at his hotel or wherever he was staying. Vernon ignored any opportunity to follow Rodney and his mother on their nights out. He was having more and more difficulty resisting though; the $40,000 was calling his name.
He found out Friday night, the evening before the magazine event. Rodney and Vernon's aunt Taylor showed up at the house. But they weren't alone. Vernon was hugged by his 32 year old aunt. She was bubbly, upbeat, a sweet little 5'1" buxom blonde – just like his mother. She, also like her sister Nicole, had a big, bountiful, backside. In fact the other two women that were with Rodney and Taylor had similar body types. They were introduced as Angela and Claudia. Claudia had a dark complexion that Vernon found out later was Puerto Rican. Angela was the tallest of the bunch at 5'8". She had the largest breasts and long dark hair. All of the women were gorgeous; however, Vernon thought his mother was the absolute best out of all of them.
There was one other person too. He was another hulking, massive, black man. He was introduced as Rodney's brother, Ronnie.
The group chatted amongst themselves, with Taylor paying more attention to her only nephew, who she hadn't seen since Christmas a few months before. Nicole interrupted their chat about school, to ask if Vernon was coming with them tonight.
"Uh what?" He replied.
"Yeah we're going out to eat, want to come with us?"
"Oh, nah, that's ok mom."
"Awww, please?" Nicole teasingly pleaded with her son.
"Yeah please?" His aunt chimed in.
"Yeah please?" Ronnie, the 6 and a half foot tall black man asked too, in a playful tone, making fun of the ladies. The room erupted in laughter and Vernon nodded yes.
"Cool man! I'll take this one as my date," Ronnie put his arm around Angela. "Bro you take Claudia. Which means, Vernon, you got the two remaining honeys all to yourself!"
"Yay!" Taylor and Nicole exclaimed, wrapping their arms around a very blushing Vernon.
Vernon forgot about the challenge to film his mother having sex. Dinner was amazing. His mom and aunt on each side of him, their hand on his thighs, talking to each other, picking on and chatting with Vernon. It was a great time. Ronnie joked with him too, instructing him to put his arm around the two women next him. He chuckled quietly and did just that.
Nicole declined the offer to join her sister and friends, opting instead to hang out with Vernon. She waved goodbye as they dropped them off, grabbing Vernon's hand, led him inside. "Meet me on the couch in ten minutes," She ordered, flashing a sweet smile.
Vernon nodded and went to change clothes. He didn't want to meet her on the couch, he wanted to avoid her again, but couldn't say no to her.
Joining her on the couch, he noticed she was wearing more yoga pants for pajamas. "Hi there," She said, patting the couch cushion next to her. Vernon sat, while Nicole wrapped her arms around him.
"I really miss you. I don't know what's been bothering you lately, but please don't forget you can talk to me about anything." She explained.
Vernon nodded and faked a weak smile. They sat on the couch together, holding each other, for the longest time. His mother dozed off after awhile and so did he. He woke up an hour later, startling himself and his mother. He had a dream about her. She was squatting up and down on Rodney's cock; he was grunting and gripping her hips tightly. Bob was sitting in the corner, nodding and smiling, gesturing to Vernon to start filming. He heard Bob's voice say the word "opportunities" and then woke up, panting for breath.
"You ok Vernie?" his mother asked, awaking from her own slumber.
"Yeah, just a bad dream. I'm ok," he replied to his concerned mother. She had a look on her face that was begging him to tell her what was bothering him, but he couldn't. He feared she would hate him forever if she found out what he had done and was considering doing for money.
Nicole stood, extending her hand to Vernon, and then led him to bedroom door for a long embrace followed by a soft kiss on the corner of his mouth. She smiled and went to bed herself. Vernon longingly watched her walk down the hall, her gorgeous backside swaying with each step. She got to her door and turned around, facing Vernon, whose eyes widened in embarrassment. Nicole blew him a kiss and entered her room. Vernon sighed, shaking his head, climbing into his own bed for a night of restless sleep.
Chapter 12
Vernon sped off in his car shortly after the group of four women and two men left his house the next evening. He was miserable that day, knowing what he was about to attempt to do. The early morning phone call from Bob asking him for an update, and obnoxiously reminding him that he was helping out with this challenge. Bob admitted Rodney was a "friend" he asked to get close to Vernon's mother. It made him dislike Rodney for that reason alone. Vernon cursed himself for answering the phone call and for not throwing the phone away. Deep down he knew the reason he still had it. He lied again to his mother saying he was going to a friend's house to spend the night.
Vernon sat parked in the parking lot of the hotel where the event was held. He surmised it must be a large banquet room everyone was going to be in. He imagined all four of those women, in their tight cocktail dresses of varying colors, bumping and grinding on to their two male companions. He imagined Rodney squeezing his mother's butt as they danced.
Vernon was shaken from his trance when he saw both Rodney and his brother Ronnie exit the hotel entrance. The darker skinned beauty, Claudia, was with them. They walked around the side of the hotel to an ally and were there for about 15 minutes before heading back inside. Vernon shrugged and thought more about his plan to follow them. Not sure where or how it would it go, he just felt he should do it.
Another hour passed and the two men exited the hotel again, this time Vernon's aunt Taylor was walking in between them, her hands on their arms. "Hmmm, ok," Vernon thought, watching them walk back to that same ally as before.
Another hour another woman with the two men, walked back to that ally. It was the brunette babe, Angela this time. "Alright, I get it, so each of them are going back to that ally. I guess that means mom is next," he concluded with an idea of what might be happening.
In another hour, his mother was indeed next. He was tired of sitting in that car so was relieved to get out and walk to where she was. This time however, it was just her and Ronnie. Rodney was still inside the event. Vernon shrugged it off and approached the ally. He was in plain sight in the event Rodney came out to join them, so he hid behind a dumpster. There was about a foot wide gap between it and the wall. The smell wasn't that horrific as he thought, then again his sense of smell may be filled with the smell of $40,000. Vernon was so close to getting that money. He took his position, taking his fully charged phone out and peeped around the dumpster. The view wasn't great, but he could see something worth filming.
"Ah yeah, just like that, arch that back for me." Ronnie was telling Vernon's mother. He had pulled her pink dress up to reveal her bare ass. That was all Vernon could see, the rest of her body was behind some random construction materials; a stack of plywood and other materials stored in that ally. He had a perfect view of her butt though.
Ronnie was crouched down, with her butt right in his face. A hand was in between her legs, likely fingering her. He kissed one of her plump cheeks, smacking the other his free hand. Nicole let out a whimper.
"There you are. Damn bro you work fast," Rodney called from the entrance of the ally. Vernon nearly jumped when he thought Rodney saw him.
"It wasn't nothing. She's wet and ready," Ronnie stood and replied to his brother. He unzipped his slacks and pulled out a massive erect cock, sawing it up and down Nicole's butt crack.
Rodney was out of view as he walked pass the dumpster. Vernon could hear him unzip his pants too. "There we go, let's get this over with fast."
Rodney was standing next to his brother. Vernon could see his mother turn around into a squatting position. Her face and most of her body was obscured, but he could see her hand around the base of Ronnie's cock, gripping it tightly. He could hear slurping and gurgling sounds coupled with Rodney's moans. Vernon winced at the thought that these men brought each of the four women to this ally to double team them.
Then she switched to Ronnie's cock. Vernon could just see the tip of her nose and mouth coming into view. The rest of her face was hidden behind Rodney.
"Alright, that's good, let's do this," Ronnie said. "You went first last time, so I go first this time," he reminded his brother.
Rodney shifted his position a bit and Vernon was able to see his mother turn around, facing away from Ronnie, offering herself to him.
"Ah yes!" Ronnie slapped her ass right after he guided his cock into her from behind. Rodney was out of view, presumably standing on the other side of the dumpster.
It lasted for about five minutes. His mother whimpered and moaned, but nowhere near as loudly as she did the night Vernon witnessed her masturbation session. Ronnie was ready to cum for the fourth time that night, once every hour apparently. He slapped her ass again, "Here it comes, get ready for it."
Vernon saw his mother squat down again. This time he was able to see her entire face. Ronnie's pulsing cock was in her mouth; she was stroking it with one hand and rubbing her clit with her other. Ronnie moaned, throwing his head back, grabbing Nicole's head. Vernon heard her moan as well. He assumed Ronnie was ejaculating into her mouth. He watched his mom suck and lick the tip clean. Then it was Rodney's turn.
Nicole nodded to him and turned back around. Rodney assumed the same position his brother was in earlier and went to work; thrusting into her repeatedly for about five minutes, slapping her ass when he was about to cum. Nicole squatted down in front of him to take his load down her throat.
Vernon shook his head disgusted by what these men had done. He wasn't sure this footage was good enough though.
"So, we going back to your place Nicole?" Rodney asked. She stood and pulled her dress down.
"Yeah sure if you like."
"I can't stay long; I got an early flight tomorrow morning to the Bahamas." Ronnie said.
"You taking that Valerie bitch there?" Rodney asked.
"Yeah, for a few days. I gotta get back to Charleston. I got a little 18 year old whose pussy I'm tearing up. She'll be on spring break later this month. Anyway, yeah, we can go back to Nicole's and get these women cumming a few more times. What do you say?" Ronnie turned to ask Nicole.
"I think that'd be fine, " Nicole politely smiled. Vernon could sense she wasn't too keen on the idea. Perhaps it was loneliness on her part setting in.
"Alright well let's stay here a little longer and head back there for a little while." Ronnie said, as they walked pass the dumpster and came into Vernon's view on the other side. He watched them walk out of sight; each man had a hand on his mother's ass.
When the coast was clear, Vernon sprinted to his car and sped back to his neighborhood, parking the car in the same park a block away. He ran home and went to hide under his bed to await the opportunity to gather better footage, pushing aside guilt, anger, and hatred toward Bob, the two men, and himself.
Chapter 13
The wait was about another hour. He heard the six people enter his home. They were chatting and laughing.
"Ok great, we'll be upstairs waiting. You two take care of Claudia and Angela first since they can't stay long either." Vernon's aunt Taylor told Ronnie and Rodney.
Vernon waited quietly again under his bed in the event someone entered his room for some reason, hopefully not to have sex on his bed, but he wasn't ruling that out with these people.
He heard his mother and aunt talking amongst themselves as they approached Nicole's bedroom. "See I told you this annual event was basically a meet up and fuck session. All the female models and employees usually come with or go home with the male models or employees." Taylor told Nicole.
"Heh, yeah I guess you're right." She replied.
"You ok? We don't have to do this if you don't want to. It's just been a few years since you and I have gone crazy like this," Taylor said. Vernon had crawled out from under his bed and peeped down the hall to see his aunt and mother chatting.
"I can tell them you don't feel well."
"No, no it's fine. Really it is. I just don't feel right bringing them back here to do this. I sorta have a rule that I don't have sex here in the house."
"Out of respect for Vernie?" Taylor asked.
Nicole nodded, "That's why TJ and I would fuck in the locker room or shower after our shift, or sometimes in the squad car."
Vernon listened closely, "Was he the guy that got fired for grabbing your butt?" his aunt asked.
"No that was a different guy. TJ was my partner and is the one that moved down to Tampa."
Vernon watched his aunt rest her arms on his mother's shoulder, peering into her eyes, "Was he big?"
Nicole nodded, yes. "He was black, right?" Taylor asked.
"Yes."
"Mmm the stories you could tell," Taylor chuckled. "Well there's two huge black studs in the living room making Angela and Claudia cum and they want us next. What do you say?"
"Yeah," Nicole nodded and trailed off, Vernon seeing apprehension on her face.
"Vernon is wonderful, and he loves you. He knows you're an adult. He knows you have needs and wants. Just because you're a mother doesn't mean you don't crave cock every once in awhile. He will never know about tonight."
Vernon's head started to hurt again, taking a deep breath he watched from around the corner of his bedroom door.
"Yeah I guess, you're right. Still though. I guess I just miss him a lot. He's been distant lately. Something is bothering him." Nicole explained.
"Ahhh yess!! " Claudia screamed out, echoing from the living room.
"Well he'll be ok. A lot of times being a teenager isn't the most fun thing. He's not on drugs." Taylor said.
"Uh Uh, ahh," primal grunts of the other two females in the house got louder and louder. The sound of skin on skin slapping increased too.
"No, he's perfect." Nicole said; another pang of guilt attacked Vernon's heart.
"Ok let's get undressed and be ready for them." Taylor said, and the two women went out of sight, presumably on the bed.
Vernon crept slowly onto the carpet and was able to peep around the corner into the living room. Claudia and Angela were both on their knees on the couch, while Ronnie and Rodney were nude, behind them slamming into them furiously. Vernon watched the two women moan loudly and shake, an orgasm overtaking them.
"Switch?" Rodney asked his brother.
"Yep," he replied and the two brothers switched girls and began their attack; their large butts rippling with each powerful slam of dark brown flesh into them.
Vernon quickly made his way back to his room, first stopping to peep around the corner of his mother's bedroom. His eyes widened when he saw his mother and aunt on all fours on her bed next to each other. They were idly chatting about nothing important; a family member did this or that, Vernon's other aunts out in Los Angeles, gossip about someone from back in their younger years and so on. They looked amazing though. Their bodies were pretty similar. Taylor wasn't as pretty in the face though, in Vernon's biased opinion. He wanted to kiss Nicole's butt cheek with a sweet, lovingly, slow kiss. He was shaken from his trance when he heard the two other women scream in pleasure, cumming again. Vernon snuck back to his room and waited.



He waited for about 10 minutes, listening to Ronnie and Rodney say goodbye to the two women as they left. He heard his mother and aunt say goodbye to them from the bedroom. He heard the front door close, their car start, and then leaving.
The slapping sounds started in couple minutes later. He slowly made his way, with his phone, down the hallway. Peeping around corner he saw a similar site from earlier: two women on all fours on the bed, while two black men stood behind them, royally fucking them.
Vernon felt sick, but filmed about five minutes of it. He saw his aunt and mother grab each other's hand, almost as in a supportive role, as they cried out.
"Ah shit," Rodney said, looking down at Nicole while her ass jiggled and shook.
Both women turned around, Ronnie's and Rodney's cocks sliding out of their gaping holes, and laying on their stomachs, took the two men into their mouths. Vernon was careful not to be seen.
Suddenly his aunt's cell phone rang and she sprung up to answer it. Vernon stopped filming and hid behind the corner. "Hey, you ok? Oh no, I'm sorry, no I can talk for a little while, one sec." Taylor put the caller on hold. "Hey, sorry guys, I gotta take this, my friend is having some issues. You two take turns with her." Taylor said.
Vernon heard the two men decide on Rodney going first. "Ronnie, come here, let me suck your cock while my friend blabs on."
Vernon heard his aunt give an occasional "mmhmm" or "mmm" as whatever issue her friend was having on the phone was being explained. He snuck back to his position and looked around the corner.
"No, from behind only," his mother told Rodney sternly. Vernon saw him shrug and comply. He got to work just like with the others; pounding away at her like an animal.
"I didn't cum for the others, but I'm gonna cum for you. You got the best ass of them all." Rodney said slapping it. When he was ready to cum he slapped it again and Nicole knew what to do. Swallowing his seed, lying on her stomach, moaning as it filled her mouth.
It was Ronnie's turn next. Taylor was done with her phone call and Rodney went to the bathroom. "Doesn't she though? I've been envious of this thing for a long time!" Vernon, still filming, got footage of his aunt taking her position next to Nicole on the bed, slapping her sister's ass, pulling the cheeks apart for Ronnie.
Ronnie wasted no time, and within five minutes he was ready to cum. Except this time, Taylor grabbed his cock and started sucking down his semen instead of her sister. Rodney was dressed when he emerged from the bathroom, and playfully slapped Nicole's meaty cheek, as his brother dismounted her and gathered his clothes.
"I hope I get at this again someday," Rodney said, passing by Taylor as she was gathering her dress and purse.
Vernon stopped filming, embarrassed for both he and his mother. She didn't enjoy it. He knew it. Proof of this would come later in the evening when the guests left and Vernon peeped into her room seeing her sitting up on the bed, flipping through random TV channels, crying softly. His heart broke. He knew why she was crying. She felt she was disrespecting her son by having a foursome in her home. Vernon watched her sob.
"Idiot," she scolded herself. He snuck back to his room, fighting back tears, waiting for her to fall asleep so he could sneak out and retrieve his car.
An hour later he sat in the driveway, trying to figure out what to do. The way those men took and used her, the way his aunt instigated it all, he was so angry. She deserved better.
Standing in her darkened room, he looked down at his sleeping beauty of a mother. He turned off the TV, and then went back to her side. He gently nudged her a few times.
"Vernie?" She asked in a groggy voice. "Thought you were at a sleepover."
"He felt sick, so I came home." Vernon lied.
"Good, I've been thinking of you all night. Get in." Nicole turned around to face him; her white bathrobe was partially opened. Vernon slid into bed with her. She snuggled up close, throwing her arm around his chest, and sighing with happiness. Her bathrobe parted as she positioned herself, nearly exposing all of one of her breasts as she pressed up against his side. Vernon held her close, running his fingers through her hair.
"This is what you deserve, someone to love you, to worship you," he thought to himself, hearing his mother sigh softly again before going to sleep.
Chapter 14
Vernon was not rolling his eyes, frowning, gritting his teeth or anything indicative of someone that was angry as he sat across from Bob the next morning. Vernon simply looked down to his lap, feeling empty and numb. He wanted his check and to never see Bob again.
"Ah yeah! I love it!" Bob said, watching Vernon's mother get brutalized from behind. "Look at her!"
He cheerily handed Vernon a check for $60,000, Vernon didn't even look at the amount until later. His eyes remained glued to the floor. The dirty old man could've been jacking off to the footage and Vernon wouldn't have noticed or cared at this point.
"I love how you teased me in the beginning not showing all of her body in that ally. It was very sexy, and man, your aunt – what a slutty minx she is!" Bob exclaimed.
Vernon said nothing, sitting in silence.
"Hey, you ok pal?"
Vernon spoke up softly, "Are we done now, can I leave?"
"Well sure you can leave. Don't be so upset, you could've opted to not take footage of her at anytime. But you chose to anyway. You knew you could help her by providing a better life for her. What are you doing with that money?"
"Putting it in her college fund account," Vernon solemnly replied, never looking at Bob.
"I see, I see. That's very noble of you. What sorts of things have you done with the money you already earned?"
"Fixed her car, bought new appliances, fixed the roof, rented crap to clean up the house." He replied in the same defeated sounding voice.
"Well good, good. You are a great young man. Wasn't it exciting though? Wasn't it exciting to sneak around and then get footage of her having sex?" Bob asked.
"No."
"No? Why not?"
Vernon shook his head, "She deserves better than that, better than them. They didn't treat her like a woman, she deserves to be loved. There was no love in what they did to her."
"Hmm, is that so? You feel bad about this?"
Vernon nodded, still looking downward, fighting back tears.
"Do you love her?"
Vernon nodded again, sniffing and wiping his eyes.
"I thought so. You would gladly make love to her wouldn't you? You'd please her in every way a man can please a woman, wouldn't you?"
Vernon closed his eyes and nodded again. He was quietly sobbing, trying his best to conceal his tears of guilt and at the same time, tears of desire for this woman.
"That's why you did these challenges. Maybe, just maybe, somewhere inside you, you always felt this way about her. Always felt that she deserved someone to love her, not lust after her. Her sweet smile, her caring nature, her beauty — " Bob said before being interrupted.
"I'll never be able to touch her like that; I'll never have her as mine. I don't care about doing what those guys did to her, I just want to hold her, kiss her, caress her, but I'll never be able to because it's wrong and perverse. What I've done for money is wrong and perverse. She would hate me if she found out. Please, no more challenges, no more. Enough manipulations just end it," Vernon managed to choke out in between sniffs and sobs.
"Hey, hey pal, it's ok." Bob said, getting out of chair to put a hand on Vernon's shoulder. "No more challenges for you, alright?" Vernon sniffed and nodded his head.
"All that's left is introducing me to this wonderful woman. Let me take her out to dinner and so on. Can you do that? Just bring her by her next Saturday. What do you say?"
Vernon sniffed again, wiping his nose, and nodded.
"Great. That's great!" Bob said, patting his shoulder. "Then I'll take over and work a little magic, and hopefully I'll get to experience her in bed. If I do, you win the ultimate prize, and all you would've done is introduced me to her."
Vernon didn't care anymore, he was just relived he wouldn't have to spy on her. He nodded his head again.
"Wonderful. See? It's ok pal, you don't need to be upset. She'll never know what you've done and in the end, if I'm successful at bedding her, well you will win the ultimate, top of the line, best prize ever! Ok?" Bob's tone was playful, failing to brighten Vernon's spirits.
There was a long pause between the two. "She is quite lovely isn't she?" Bob asked, looking at the paused footage of Nicole's mouth filled with cock and semen.
"So you would make love to her eh? Looks like my challenges awakened this desire for her in you."
Vernon nodded again, wiping his eyes.
"Look," Bob said, grabbing the iPhone and placing it on the rug. He went to his desk, rummaging through a drawer, eventually finding a hammer. Walking back to the phone, Bob got to his knees and smashed it several times until it was beyond repair.
"See? It'll be alright. Now off you go. I'll see you and her next weekend."
The next few days he avoided his mother again. She begged and pleaded with him to open up to her, to tell her what was wrong, but he couldn't. He couldn't get over these feelings that have developed. He felt shame and embarrassment. The only thing he could do was shut her out. He picked up a few brochures about joining the military. His heart wasn't in it, but he thought it may be good for him.
The next Saturday, Nicole happily agreed to meet this man who she thought fixed her roof, her car, and bought appliances.
The meeting was awkward, but friendly enough. Bob flirted relentlessly with Nicole, who flirted back in more hushed way. Vernon could tell she was trying to be discreet in front of him but Bob was laying it on thick. She agreed to dinner with him that evening and she and Vernon went home in silence. The only communicating between the two was shortly before Nicole left the house to go to Bob's. She asked if Vernon was upset at her for doing this. He smiled weakly and shook his head no. Nicole kissed his cheek and went on her way.
He researched joining the military while she was out on her date – or whatever it was – with Bob and he focused on moving forward. Vernon felt that in a year's time all this would be behind him and that he would be back to normal; not desiring to make love to his mother.
March turned to April and with it brought flowers, blooms, and a touch of greenery on the leaves. Vernon's relationship had stabilized a bit with his mother. By the end of April they talked more and things weren't as weird. He had about three weeks left of high school and was planning on joining the marines.
"Vernon what is this?" His mother angrily asked him before her date with Bob on the last Saturday of April. They had been having dinner several times together over the course of the last month. He never asked for details, and she never gave him any. If they had sex, Vernon saw no evidence of it.
"It's just a brochure."
"You aren't thinking about leaving me are you? Joining the marines? Are you serious?"
"What? I'm thinking about it yeah."
"Vernon, please don't do this. Please don't leave me like this. Things have been so weird lately, are you wanting to get away from me? Have I done something to hurt you?" Nicole asked, her eyes watering.
"No! No, you haven't. I just thought I would do this, I don't have college plans, so – "
"Please reconsider. I can't have something bad happen to you. Let's talk about this, please? When I get back from Bob's, we need to talk about this and about everything. I'm still concerned something is bothering you. I want you to open up and tell me what's going on with you."
Nicole placed her index finger on his lips to quiet him. She kissed his cheek and left. Vernon scrambled thinking of a lie to tell her about why he was joining or why he'd be acting so distant lately.
Early next morning she returned and immediately marched to her bedroom slamming the door behind her. Vernon could hear light sobbing. He wondered if Bob had done or said something to show his mother his true colors. He shrugged, heading to the bathroom for a shower, thankful to avoid having to deal with the requested conversion from before.
Later that day Vernon got a text from Bob requesting his presence. He knew what that meant. He knew Bob had sex with his mother and he was going to give Vernon a huge sum of money. Vernon had a plan to tear up the check in front of him, flip him off, and leave. Not having to deal with him for the last month was a nice break. Vernon had somewhat gotten over his defeated, depressed, state of mind. He felt better, more like his old self again.
Chapter 15
Bob was looking at something on his laptop when Vernon arrived. "Ah hello, come in Vernon. I have to show you something."
Bob turned the laptop around so Vernon could see it. The media player was open and there was footage of a bathroom on it. Bob skipped ahead a little bit, a woman left, he skipped again and the footage switched to one of the empty stalls. Bob fast forwarded it again, the same stall wasn't empty. Two women were in it hungrily making out. One of them had her hand in the other's skirt. Bob fast forward again, the next view was of the sinks and showed a woman washing her hands.
"I'll find it in a minute; it's many, many, hours of footage I've recorded here." Bob kept going, fast forwarding to parts of the footage. One showed a woman inserting a dildo while sitting on the toilet, another part showed a woman sucking a black guy's cock in a stall. There were several scenes of women idly chatting at the sinks. Then Bob stopped the footage when he got to Nicole.
"Ah there she is. Let's listen." Bob said to a quiet Vernon.
"So yeah, the washer and dryer are pretty much useless now. I mean, they sort of work, but barely." Nicole was telling the other women as they two reapplied makeup. "The roof is leaking too. So needless to say I'm quiet annoyed," She laughed.
"Sorry to hear that. Did you say you were taking night classes?" The other woman asked.
"Nope, don't have the money for it." She said. "Cops don't get paid enough sadly. This modeling gig here at the magazine helps out some, but it's still not enough."
Vernon looked on in shocked, putting the pieces together. This was how Bob knew about the financial challenges they had been going through lately. This is how he was able to manipulate him. Vernon stood and backed away from Bob.
"These cameras are great and easy to hide," Bob said, taking out a small camera that looked somewhat like a web cam.
"Hey don't leave. You should be thanking me for helping you. I had a goal, of sex with your mother, and you've surpassed all my challenges. With my goal in mind, I knew I had to help some, to push you. This allowed me to bed her. You've won the ultimate prize now!" Bob opened up another file and it started playing. Vernon kept moving back, toward the door, afraid that he would attack the old man if he was too close.
"Oh oh oh yes! Yes!" Vernon heard his mother's moans coming through the laptop speakers.
"Ugh, I'm gonna cum Nicole!" Vernon heard Bob cry out, followed by a slap across her ass.
Vernon turned toward the door to leave. "Wait! I have to tell you about the ultimate prize!" Bob went to follow him.
"Fuck you!" Vernon angrily shouted at the old man, stopping him in his tracks. Vernon hastily turned around and continued until he was at his car. He punched the seat next to him several times, before speeding off. He was fuming. He had no idea Bob had the audacity to spy on people in the bathroom, much less use the information against others. He wondered how many people Bob was manipulating. He was angry at his mother for giving in, but more so angry at himself for bringing this on the both of them.
The next two weeks he and his mother avoided each other like the plague. He occasionally heard her quietly sobbing in her room. He desperately wanted to comfort her, but he was afraid and ashamed, and didn't feel like opening a can of worms. He assumed she was crying because Bob admitted he had spied on her in the bathroom.
"I bet she thought that's why he got her the appliances. Because he spied on her," he thought to himself as he listened to her start her shower.
Vernon was dreading his high school graduation. It was 4 days away and he and his mother were in a depressed funk, avoiding each other as best they could. That evening there was a knock on his door.
"Come in," Vernon said flatly. He was laying on his back looking up to the ceiling. His mother entered his room, sitting on the edge of the bed. She was quiet for a moment and then spoke up.
"Vernon, I was thinking that you and I could go on a trip. Like weeklong graduation present. Maybe to the Bahamas? I was thinking the week after you graduate, we can leave Sunday," Nicole said in a somewhat rushed tone, looking to Vernon's carpeted floor.
"Uh, I don't know, I mean –"
"Please?" Nicole asked, looking to Vernon's face, her eyes filled with hope, but also urgency.
"Mom, I don't know. That's expensive," Vernon said, knowing he could easily afford a trip to the Bahamas, but didn't dare tell her how he got the money for it.
"I got a pay raise," his mother blurted out. "Please? A trip for just you and me," again there was a sense of urgency with her request.
Raising up on his elbows, he thought for a moment, "Sure, I guess."
Nicole grabbed his face, planting a hard, long kiss on his lips, ending it with a loud smack. Vernon's eyes widened, she had never kissed him like that.
"Great. This'll be great." She said, getting off his bed. "I'll see you later. Goodnight."
A few days later Vernon watched with his friend Ray while their mothers chatted a few feet away after their high school graduation ceremony. Ray's mom, Julie, had been giving Ray odd glances here and there.
"Bahamas eh? That'll be great. Ray and I went during spring break." Julie explained to Nicole.
"Yeah it'll be a nice graduation present I think," Nicole said.
"Yes it will," Julie moved over to Ray, placing her arm around his waist, "We had an amazing time, didn't we?"
"Sure did." Ray replied.
"It's hard to beat a mom and son trip," Julie said, hugging her son closely. Ray seemed different lately, but Vernon couldn't put his finger on it.
They wrapped up their conversation and Julie offered one final suggestion to Nicole, "If your room has its own hot tub, be sure to take full advantage of that!" Julie winked at Nicole and her and Ray walked off.
Vernon cocked his head to the side, thinking he heard his mother quietly say: "I will."
Chapter 16
The resort was an immaculate, newly renovated, vacation spot. It had its own staff and the rooms were basically villas – each having their own back courtyard with a bubbling hot tub.
"Oh wow, this is amazing, Vernie!" Nicole placed her bag on the bed, and checked out the bathroom. The shower was huge – large enough to fit two people.
"Look out here! Oh my..." Nicole looked into the small courtyard, noticing the hot tub. Vernon joined her, standing next to her; she put her arm around his waist.
"I'm so glad I was able to book this place on short notice!"
"Yeah mom, this is amazing, it really is. Thank you," Vernon still ashamed for his past actions, looked downward.
Nicole smiled, grabbing his face, bringing it to hers, kissing him on the lips again. This kiss was slower and there was no sense of urgency behind it. Vernon was confused by this, but enjoyed it either way.
Nicole giggled when she was done, which caused Vernon to giggle too. They shared a long gaze into each other's eyes. They said, in unison, "I love you," causing more giggling and laughter. Vernon felt better for the first time in months. He felt things were going back to normal finally. They ended their exchange and head back out to the bedroom.



"Maybe later tonight, I can have some wine delivered, and we can get in there," Nicole turned around and tickled her son.
Nicole went back to her bag, "I'm changing into my bikini and then we'll hit the beach."
Thirty minutes later, Vernon sat on the beach, attempting to conceal his hard on, while watching his mother frolic in the water in a red, micro-string bikini. Several women looked at her with contempt; the men looked at her with desire. The staff flirted and talked with her more than other women at the resort. Vernon thought it was hilarious, but couldn't blame them.
Nicole exited the water, slowly walking toward Vernon. He watched her hourglass figure sway as she walked his way. Extending her hand she led him out into the calm water. She straddled him as he waded out into deeper waters.
"Hold me up, Vernie," Nicole said. She grabbed his hands, guiding them under the water, guiding them to her meaty ass, placing them on her cheeks. "You have to hold me up, ok?"
Vernon's mouth nearly fell open as his hands rested on his mother's perfect ass. Nicole simply smiled at him, and then leaned into kiss his lips once more; another long, sensual kiss.
Wiping his lips of her saliva, she whispered, "I think we're going to have a wonderful week."
The rest of the afternoon was spent in the water, talking, laughing, and sharing long embraces and stares. All the while Vernon held onto and massaged her butt.
That evening they went to dinner. Nicole was wearing another tight cocktail dress. It was white, strapless, and came down mid thigh. She looked like she was attending another Elite Magazine annual event. Vernon was wearing dress khaki pants and a tucked in dress shirt. They complimented each other, causing slight blushing. Her long blonde hair was straightened, looking sleek and sexy.
Holding hands on their way to dinner, smiling back at one another on their way, Vernon felt at peace. Sitting across from this beautiful woman at a candle lit dinner table for a couple hours was nice too. They held hands while they ate, occasionally playing footsy under the table. They shared a desert at the end.
Taking a nice walk around the resort, still holding hands, Vernon thanked her again. Nicole smiled, "No, thank you."
"Me? For what?" Vernon asked.
"For being you," She replied.
Vernon blushed and smiled weakly, not sure of how to respond without making himself feel guilty from his past dealings with Bob.
"Let's go dancing," Nicole said, gesturing to the night club on the resort grounds.
"Oh no, I don't think so. I'm no good at that."
Nicole laughed, hugging him, running her hands thru his hair, "Relax, I'll do all the work."
The nightclub was extremely crowded with guests and staff members. Vernon and Nicole struggled to find a spot to dance, but once they did, Nicole proved she was telling the truth – she really did do all the work. Vernon basically moved back and forth, slightly dipping at the knees. He felt like an idiot, but no one was paying attention, and his mother didn't mind his lack of dancing skills one bit.
About an hour into their stay at the club the lights went out. The music kept playing but it was practically pitch black.
"Sorry folks, don't panic, just having some electrical issues. We're looking at the circuit breakers for the lights. Hang tight, enjoy the music, keep dancing people!" The overly enthusiastic DJ explained over the microphone to the audience.
Nicole did just that. Her hands, which were mostly on Vernon's shoulders moved to cover his hands on her waist, then they moved off his hands and slowly pulled her dress up to reveal her bare ass. She slid Vernon's hand there and flexed her glutes. Vernon was in shock but went along with it, grabbing her butt until the song ended.
The next one started up and Nicole turned around. Her bare bottom was now against Vernon's crotch. She was grinding, gyrating, and flexing up against an uncomfortably hard erection. His hands were on her hips, but she slid them up to just below her large breasts. She moved her ass up and down against his erection. Vernon moved his hands upward to gently cup her breasts.
As soon as he did that, Nicole turned around, pulling his face close to speak into his ear over the loud music, "Let's head back to the room. Shall we?"
Chapter 17
Vernon waited patiently in the hot tub located in the courtyard of their villa. He was a bit nervous, thinking that his mother had plans for the two of them. They held hands in awkward silence on the way back from the night club. She told him to get in the hot tub and wait for her. He had no idea what to expect but he knew what he wanted. He asked himself if he could really go through with something sexual if his mother initiated it.
Nicole joined Vernon a few minutes later wearing the same string bikini from earlier in the day. She had a glass of wine in one hand and the wine bottle in the other. Vernon smiled awkwardly at her when their eyes met. She immediately sat on his lap and quickly gulped down her wine. She filled her glass up again, placing the bottle on the edge of the hot tub, rested her arm around Vernon.
"Would you like a sip?" She asked her son.
"Um, sure I guess."
Bringing the wine glass to his lips, he sipped from it, slightly wincing from his first taste of an alcoholic beverage. Nicole chuckled and downed the rest of the glass in a few large gulps. Filling it up again, this time sipping on it slower, she sat in Vernon's lap; her nearly bare butt resting comfortably on his thighs. Time passed, along with another glass of wine for Nicole, and a few sips for Vernon. He had no idea what was going on, but was glad to have this wonderful woman in his lap. The reasoning for them being in the hot tub would be revealed soon.
After a few more sips of wine, a few more brief smiles and glances to one another, and a few more quiet moments Nicole stood. Vernon looked into her eyes; Nicole looked down to his. Standing in the middle of the hot tub, she reached around to her back, unclasped her bikini top and let it fall into the water. Not taking her eyes off Vernon's shock filled, widened eyes, she bent down and removed her bikini bottom, pulling it off her toes and letting it drift in the bubbling hot water. She stood before Vernon, nude, all for him to admire. He was speechless and unable to look away from this perfect hourglass figure that stood before him. Before he could ask why or what was happening, Nicole slowly made her way to him, sitting on his lap once more.
After a few minutes of more awkwardness, she took a few more sips of wine and spoke up, "I know about everything Vernie. I know about the things Bob asked you to do and I know about the money he paid you to do them."
Vernon's mouth dropped, unable to respond. His mother continued, looking down into the bubbling water, "He told me everything."
Vernon's heart rate increased, he felt anger building up inside, he felt like running away. He was looking down to his lap. His mother's thick, juicy thighs were on top of it, but he wasn't looking at them as his eyes were darting about, thinking a 1000 things in a few seconds. He couldn't lie his way out of this. Then it hit him and his darting eyes stopped. His mother was caressing the back of his neck with her fingers. She was sitting on his lap, naked in a hot tub, caressing the back of his neck. He closed his eyes, the panic fading just slightly. He felt a finger on his chin. Nicole gently brought her son's face up to meet her gaze.
"It's ok. It's ok," Nicole softly said.
"I'm sorry, I'm so sorry, it got carried away and all that money he – " Vernon pleaded, the panic returning to his voice.
"I said it's ok, Vernie," She reassured him, interrupting his babbling.
"I don't understand," Vernon said, attempting to maintain his composure.
"Bob filmed everything. He said he's placed cameras all over the place; his house, the magazine head quarters, other businesses he's run in the past. He's a pervert. He had a camera hidden in his office, on the bookshelf next to his desk and he filmed his interactions with you. He showed me the footage. I saw how he manipulated you using information about me and our financial status." Nicole explained, her voice starting to tremble.
"Vernie," she started to tear up, "I would never hate you."
"You aren't mad at me?" he asked, his own voice trembling.
"I'm mad at Bob! I think you're a victim here too. What he did to you, how he used you in his perverse taboo game. He's a voyeur, he likes to watch women do things like what he had you film me doing. I heard everything you said to him, all those wonderful things. He showed me footage where you told him what you did with the money you got. I can't believe you thought of me when you could've bought yourself a new car. You put money aside for me to go back to school. No one has ever been so sweet to me," She sniffed and wiped her eyes.
"You said I deserved to be worshiped and loved. Did you mean that?"
Vernon looked down and nodded.
"It broke my heart to see you sitting there, miserable with guilt, and miserable with something else – desire. You did these tasks for money and in the process, you came to desire me. Is that true?" Nicole asked.
Vernon, still looking down, nodded again. He had forgotten she was sitting naked in his lap.
"Did you mean what you said when you told him you wanted to hold me, kiss me, caress me?" She lifted his face once more to look into his eyes.
"Yeah," was all he could get out.
They stared at each other for a moment; Vernon's longing gaze meeting his mother's sympathetic one. "Oh Vernie, my poor baby."
Nicole leaned in and kissed Vernon once more, her tongue gently lapping at his lips, "You deserve me more than any of them. Bob, those two guys you filmed me with, anyone."
Nicole twisted around in Vernon's lap so she could straddle him and continue her kisses. He placed a hand back on her butt, squeezing gently. She grabbed his other hand and placed it on one of her large breasts. Vernon's eyes shot open, looking at his mother's closed eyes, while she continued her kissing assault.
Nicole broke the kiss and got off his lap, standing once more in the middle of the hot tub, her hand extended to Vernon. She pulled him up standing there with him, kissing frantically.
"Why, did you have sex with him?" Vernon managed to ask between kisses.
"Because he paid me $100,000 to spend the night with him." She said, continuing to kissing on his lips, jaw line, and neck. "I put that money in a college fund for you too. So you don't have to leave me and join the military."
Vernon chuckled softly.
"See I have done stupid things for money too. He's a scumbag though, I found out he's engaged to a woman in Jacksonville." Nicole said, starting to tug at Vernon's bathing suit shorts.
"Wait, wait, mom, hold on," he stopped her. "Are you sure you want to do this?"
"Yes, no, I don't care!" She laughed, grabbing his face for another kiss. "No man has ever treated like I deserved, you would, and you only got shame and despair from these challenges. I don't think you deserve that."
Nicole pulled down Vernon's bathing suit. The two stood nude together in each other's arms as the steam from the hot water rose. "Are you ready?" Nicole asked.
"I am," Vernon smiled, moving behind his mother, rubbing his erection against her butt.
"No, no sweetie, not like that." Nicole said, turning around to face him.
"I thought you like it from behind."
"For sex yes. But for making love, it has to be from the front, so we can look at each other. Any man I've slept with, it's only ever been sex and it's always been from behind. I told myself if I ever find a man to make love to, we'll be facing each other, looking into each other's eyes. Do you understand?"
"Yes I think I do," Vernon answered.
"Good, let's go," Nicole took his hand and they stepped out of the tub, walked through small back entrance hallway, and made their way to the bedroom.
"Does this feel like a dream come true?" Nicole said, sitting on the bed, looking up to Vernon, grabbing his cock.
"Um, uh, yeah it is." He nervously replied, watching her gently stroke him.
"Don't be nervous, it's just me," She said, kissing the tip of his cock, licking the sides of the shaft.
"Oh wow...wow," Vernon moaned.
Nicole giggled and slid further back on the mattress, laying on her back, she gestured Vernon to climb on top of her. "Make love to me Vernie, like you've wanted to since Bob started these challenges."
Vernon climbed on top, smiling awkwardly, guiding the tip of his cock to her waiting pussy. She encouraged him to slide it in. She was so warm and soft, "Oh wow, mom," He whispered.
"Wow indeed, come here," She pulled him in close for another kiss. "All the way in now, ok?" she instructed.
Vernon let go of his shyness and pushed in as far as he could go. Nicole moaned, caressing his face, kissing his lips. "Very good, Vernie. Now then, I think you know how this works, right?"
Vernon smiled and nodded. He slowly began moving his hips up and down, with each homecoming of his cock against her cervix, she moaned. He loved hearing that sound, and loved it more that he was causing her to do it.
"Bob is the loser here. I may have spent the night with him, but in the end he lost. You won baby, you can have me every night if you want," Nicole explained as Vernon worked his cock slowly in and out; taking his time, savoring her warm, wet, pussy walls along his shaft.
"You're the real winner," She winced in pleasure as Vernon started picking up the pace. "Faster, look me in the eyes, yes," she said, they both were starting to huff and puff.
"You have beautiful eyes," Vernon blurted out in between thrusts. "You're so beautiful, you're perfect!"
"So are you my Vernie. You feel so good too." She said. The bed was rocking back and forth now; Vernon had picked up his pace and was really laying into her. Their eyes never looking away, their faces inches from each other, she moaned just like she did the night Vernon filmed her masturbating.
"All those times, I made noises with those guys, I was faking it. It wasn't a real orgasm," Nicole explained in between breaths.
"Really?"
"Ah yes! Yes baby!" She cried out, "If you keep going just like this, in about 10 seconds or so, I'm going to have a real one!"
Vernon kissed her lips and nodded. "Think you can have one with me?" Nicole asked.
"I'll try!"
Vernon grabbed her meaty thigh, clutching it tightly, Nicole locked her feet around his butt, and he clinched his own glutes with each thrust, never looking away from her eyes.
They were cumming, they couldn't stop it, "I love you Vernie!" Nicole cried out.
"I love you too mom!" He cried.
"Yes!" they said in unison, shaking and convulsing, Nicole gripping his back hard, crying out in ecstasy as his testicles released their semen and injected it directly into her.
Vernon collapsed on top of her. Nicole ran her finger through his hair, sighing, smiling, with happiness. He thought about Bob, never being able to make love to this woman, never seeing her face as she climaxed, and never touching her again. She was his now and she would be loved and treated like she deserved.
Rolling off her a few moments later, she rolled over to lay on his chest. He ran his hand up and down her back all the way down to her ass and back up again. He ran his fingers through her hair, kissing her forehead.
"It's Mother's Day isn't it?" Vernon asked.
"You're right, I forgot. Well then, now that you've reminded me, this has turned out to be the best one ever!" Nicole said.
Chapter 18
Shower steam rose as the two lovers kissed each other, running their hands all over the other's body, grabbing, caressing each other in the hot water.
"I planned this to happen, Vernie. When I learned all that you've done with the money and the feelings you have developed for me as a result of Bob's challenges, I knew we'd be doing this here. I knew we'd be making love. In a way it'd be making the damage he did to you right, it'd be justice." Nicole explained, going to her knees in the shower.
Vernon smiled down at her, "I uh, I didn't use protection."
Popping his cock out of her mouth and licking at the tip Nicole said, "I'm on birth control. So it's ok."
"That night with those two guys, you didn't really want to do that with them did you?" Vernon asked.
"Nope," She said after licking the side of his cock, "but I was sort of horny, and my sister was there and I let her talk me into it. Things just got carried away. I'm not as wild as she is."
She sucked and cleaned Vernon's cock in the shower. The rest of the day they barely left their room. Lunch consisted of an hour long exploratory session of Nicole's pussy by Vernon's mouth. They only left their room to grab some dinner. Sitting on the same side of the table, Nicole casually stroked Vernon's cock underneath the table cloth.
When they got back to their room, they began ripping their clothes off, jumping back into bed. Nicole was straddling Vernon, bouncing up and down on his cock as he held her tightly, sucking on her breasts, kissing her madly. She pushed him back on the mattress and began squatting up and down, milking his cock dry, giving them both thunderous orgasms. Nicole was the one to collapse on top this time. Vernon just held her, running his hand down to her ample backside.
The following morning Vernon was crouched down in the shower. Looking up, he saw his mother's arched back; his eyes followed the streams of water flowing down the center of her spine. He watched them flow into her ass crack. Staring at her butt in front of face, he was reminded of that night in the ally. One of the guys she was with was in this very same position, fingering her from behind.
"You ok down there?" Nicole asked.
Vernon slowly planted a kiss on each cheek and stood, "Yeah, it's just that I saw you in the same position in the ally that night. I thought about what you said about making love. You'd rather do that from the front. I don't want to do what they did to you."
"I understand and that's perfectly fine. You can do whatever you want to me. "
"Good," Vernon turned off the shower, stepped out, grabbed a towel, and then wrapped it around his mother. He smiled at her as he patted her dry, sharing a couple kisses as he worked. Releasing the towel, he bent down and picked her up much to her playful squealing. He carried her naked, curvaceous body to the bed, placing her on it gently. Smiling up at her, going in between her legs, he kissed all the way from her stomach down to her blood engorged clit. He couldn't take his eyes off her face as he watched her cum over and over again from his clit sucking, tongue fucking, pussy licking breakfast.
That afternoon there was a knock at the door. Nicole had been screaming as Vernon was furiously pumping away into her pussy, loudly slapping against her thighs while kissing and licking her feet which were resting on his shoulders.
Nicole got up, didn't bother dressing, and answered the door. She stood there nude in front of one of the resort's employee. The young, black, Bahamian looked thoroughly embarrassed and tried to cover his eyes.
"Hello ma'am. We have received a noise complaint. I am asking politely that you and your companion please keep it down." The employee explained.
"Ah yes, I'm sorry. We were a little busy. Care to join us?" Nicole joked.
"No ma'am, as much as I'd love to, I could get fired for that. I have a good day."
"I think he wanted to join us mom," Vernon said, watching his mother rejoin him the bed, straddling him.
"Yeah? Well too bad!" They laughed as she began riding him again.
After a few more days of sweat and sex in every possible position they could dream up, the two lovers headed back to the US. They decided to stay in Miami for a couple days, staying with Nicole's sister, Taylor.



The last night of their stay with her, someone showed up to take Taylor out for an evening of fun. It was Rodney. Nicole looked fairly shocked to see him, but was polite and friendly as always. Vernon gave him a quick nod hello. He still didn't like him, but didn't care much anymore.
"So you want to come out with us tonight Nicole?" Taylor asked.
She looked over to Vernon who shrugged. "You know, I think I'll pass. I'm still a little tired from our trip, I think I want to have another night of rest before we fly home tomorrow."
"Ok, sounds good. We'll be back late. So I'll see you tomorrow I'm sure." Taylor said as she and her date left.
Nicole winked at Vernon. Getting up to make sure Taylor's car had left the apartment complex parking lot, she went to her knees, crawling over to Vernon, unzipping his pants and proceeded to suck him dry.
Later that evening, Nicole and Vernon were wide awake in Taylor's guest bedroom. Taylor's muffled sounds of orgasms wouldn't allow them to sleep. She and Rodney attempted to be quiet but were failing.
So instead of sleeping they were making love, making their own noises of pleasure, lost in their own world, lost in each other. Taylor's cries of pleasure faded away and it was just Nicole and Vernon, gazing into each other's eyes, their hearts beating as one.
Chapter 19
It was the first weekend in August. Nicole had quit her job as a police officer and was busy packing. They were moving to Charleston, SC. A few weeks back Nicole ran into Julie at the grocery store. She was glowing and noticed Nicole looked great too. The two women complimented each other and chatted a bit. Julie explained she and Ray were moving to Charleston at the end of July and suggested Nicole check out the area if she's curious.
Nicole thought it'd be a great idea to get away from Atlanta, the chance of seeing Bob, and their life here. She wanted to start a new one. Vernon was confused, not sure how long they'd be able to make nearly $200,000 last. He had other concerns too.
"Mom, if we're living in Charleston, what if a bunch of guys come around and want to date you all the time?" Vernon asked, pulling Nicole's t-shirt up, bending down to suck a tit.
"Well then I'll be a busy woman! Maybe Julie and I can go hang out somewhere and pick some young men up! That is if you give me permission of course," She replied running her fingers through his hair.
"Mom I'm serious. There could be tons of guys that want to get with you," He said, switching to her other breast.
"Hmm. You're right. Well I suppose you'll just have to hide somewhere and watch me in action again! Would you like that? Watching me, maybe even filming it?" Nicole joked, jabbing his side, pulling her shirt down.
"I don't know about that," He replied. He chased after her, pulling her shirt back up, grabbing her breasts.
"I could put on a great show for you," She said, pulling him in close, nibbling his ear.
"Ha! I'm sure you could," He said, grabbing her butt.
"You say the word and I'll fulfill every fantasy you can think of! I'd bring home someone, bend over, and let him go to town on me!"
"Oh yeah, from behind eh?" He asked, pushing her up against the wall, licking along her neck.
"Pardon my language, but yes, when fucking, it'll be from behind," she said, helping Vernon slide her pants down.
She wrapped her legs around his waist as he picked her up, slamming her against the wall again. "If I go off the pill, maybe some guy will knock me up!" Nicole said in between Vernon's hard thrusting.
"Ha! If that happens then I'll move down to Florida with Aunt Taylor. She's got a body almost exactly like yours!" He joked back with her, gritting his teeth as he pumped his cock in and out.
Nicole was moaning and crying out, "Ahh! Say they word! I'll make you a daddy!"
"Maybe one day. Not now though!" He was getting tired and backed away from the wall to slam her down on the couch, continuing his assault, looking into her eyes, watching her face contort from pleasure.
That evening Vernon smiled at his seemingly constantly nude mother as he passed her in the hallway to wash his hands for supper. They ordered Chinese take-out; mostly sushi.
When he came into the kitchen, Nicole was laying naked on her stomach on the small kitchen table. Her back was lined with a row of sushi. Her butt had several pieces on it. This was typical when they ordered out. She would arrange food on her body, Vernon would eat it off her, and then she would eat his cum for desert.
Close to midnight, in the bath tub, Nicole collapsed onto Vernon's chest. She had been slowly grinding into him for the last 45 minutes. The soapy water was nearly room temperature. Vernon was running his fingers up and down her butt crack, lightly circling her anus.
"It's yours tonight if you want it, Vernie," Nicole said, squeezing his fingers with her powerful gluteus muscles.
He thought for a moment, "I'm not sure. I'd like to but, I don't know." Thoughts of the men she's been with in the past, including the ones he filmed her with, went through his head. He wondered in her horniest of states of her younger days if she had anal sex. He wondered if his aunt instigated it with men they would go home with.
"No one has ever been back there before. I told myself long, long ago that no one would unless it was true love. Well, I'm offering it to you if you want it," His mother explained.
"I do."
"Then come get it," She said, rising out of the tub and heading to her bed, not bothering to dry off.
His mother was on all fours, wiggling her hips from side to side. "It's beautiful," Vernon said gripping her ass with his hands.
"It's yours," she replied. Leaning in, he licked her crack in one long lick. He slowly kissed her puckered anus, then swirled his tongue around it.
Carefully pouring copious amounts of KY jelly he retrieved from a drawer on the bedside table onto his cock and her anus, he began to slide himself in. It was slow going, but he was being as careful as he could. Nicole talked with him as he got in deeper and deeper. She let him know to slow down or if it was ok to push in harder and so on. Vernon smiled and laughed when saw his cock was in up to the base, embedded in her ass. Running his hands all over her cheeks, he began sliding back and forth. It was so tight, so good, and so beautiful.
Reaching around to rub her clit, Nicole placed her hand on his. He began going faster and faster. Soon Nicole was climaxing again. He felt her anal wall contract around his shaft, causing him moan and fill her rectum with sperm.
"I'm yours in every way now, Vernie!" Nicole said with a trembling voice, as her orgasm subsided. Vernon pulled out, smiling, observing a gaping hole, oozing with semen.
The next day was Sunday; they had more packing and cleaning to do. Vernon forgot to check the mail the day before so he headed out to the mail box.
His heart stopped when he saw a package from Bob. Taking it inside, he opened it in private, dreading what he might find, taking out the contents. It was a small USB jump drive and a note that floated to the floor. Vernon inserted the jump drive into his laptop before packing it. There was a single file on there – a video file. He double clicked to open it.
The video was footage Bob recorded of himself telling Nicole about Vernon. She looked shocked and appalled. Vernon's eyes widened when she slapped the old man hard across his face. She threatened to get a lawyer. Bob, in his smugness, claimed he was prepared for that. He handed Nicole a slip of paper, it looked like a check. Vernon watched her reaction when she looked at it, sitting in the chair, covering her mouth.
"It was for $30 million Vernie," Nicole said, standing nude in Vernon's doorway, slightly startling him.
"Why didn't you tell me?"
"I was waiting for the right time. I was planning on telling you when we were settled in Charleston. When you see the size and location of our house, you no doubt would wonder where the money came from to buy it."
She walked over to his desk, sitting on his lap again. Vernon ran his fingers up down her back as she played with his hair.
Vernon shrugged and laughed. "Fair enough, mom!"
"I'll be in the bedroom waiting for you. Don't be too long," Nicole said, kissing Vernon's lips. He watched her naked perfection leave his room heading down the hall to wait for his cock.
Vernon nearly forgot about the note that fell out of the packaging. Looking to the floor, he reached for it to read. It was a hand written note from Bob.
"Thank you for playing my little games Vernon. I hope you are enjoying your ultimate prize. She's a wonderful woman. Take good care of her!
Sincerely,
Bob"
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Chapter 1
Angie was dreaming again. A dream she's had countless times in the past six years. She was dreaming of the one of the most pleasure filled nights of her life. It was also the worst night of her life.
The room was hazy. She saw herself on the bed, slightly blurred, and dimly lit by a faint orange glow. He was on top of her again, slowly, gently guiding his cock in and out of her. He was so young, just out of college, but so good in bed.
His name was Ulysses. They met in his senior year at college. Angie was a career counselor that worked for the university. He was very polite when he came to her, seeking advice and guidance. There was something about his smile, his bright white teeth against the backdrop of his dark brown skin that made her weak. They maintained a friendship after he graduated. Deep down, Angie knew it was only a matter of time.
Back in her dream, Angie let out a soft moan as Ulysses kissed along her neck, pinning her down with her hands entwined in his. Moaning again, she closed her eyes, wrapping her legs around his toned, muscular butt. She didn't want the dream to end, but knew it would, and knew when and how it would.
Ulysses released her hands, staring into her brown eyes, running his fingers through her long red hair. Resuming his slow and steady thrusts, sending tingles through her body, she began cumming. He sat back on his knees, bringing Angie up with him, her legs locked behind him, be began bouncing her. Slamming upward into her over and over, she gripped him tightly, her fingernails trailing across his dark chocolate colored skin, the orgasm exploding and coursing through her.
"Yes! Yes!" She cried out, her closed eyes not initially seeing her bedroom door open. Ulysses stopped, she opened her eyes, her husband was standing in the door way; the bright light from the hallway, magnified by the dream, behind him, creating a clinched fist silhouette. That night, six years ago, was the night her own actions brought about her demise.
Angie's eyes shot open after a loud gasp. It was over, she was awake, and the dream had ended. She slid out of bed and walked to the bedroom window. Sliding the drapes open to let in moonlight, she stood there looking up to a full moon, her naked body silhouetted by its light. She shook the images of the dream from her head and sighed.
The frown turned to a slight smile when she felt a warm hand slide around her body and rest on her bare, flat tummy. She closed her eyes when she felt her shoulder being peppered with kisses.
"You ok sweety?" Sandee asked. Angie must have woken her.
"Yeah, just the same bad dream again." Angie explained.
Sandee moved next to Angie, smiling at her while she moved her long red locks behind Angie's ears. Sandee held Angie's face and placed a soft kiss on her pouty lips, Sandee's own full lips interlocking with Angie's.
"It's just a dream. Come back to bed," Sandee said, taking Angie by the hand, leading her back to the small bed in Sandee's bedroom.
Angie rested in Sandee's arms, her head using her breasts like a pillow, trailing her hand over Sandee's tight 35 year old stomach. The two women didn't have to work tomorrow. It was the Fourth of July weekend. Sandee invited Angie over to spend it together in bed.
Thoughts of that horrible night ran through her mind as Angie tried to go back to sleep. She had many affairs over the years during her marriage. She initially blamed her controlling, domineering, uncaring, workaholic husband on them. There were a few of his coworkers at the law firm he was a partner at, several of his clients - a couple of them big, nasty, linebackers for the Oakland Raiders - there were men she met at the gym, their neighbors on each side their house, their neighbor's sons, and finally Ulysses - the college senior that needed her help with career guidance.
In his arms, she was in another world; a world of constant orgasmic bliss. Then it ended that fateful night she got caught. What followed was a systematic destruction of her life as she knew it. Over the course of a few months, she lost her marriage, her home, a great deal of her funds, and the one thing that gave her joy besides the occasional extramarital sex, her son.
In the back of Angie's mind she knew she'd get caught sooner or later. She knew her addiction to cheating would ruin her. After every bra removal, after every ass grab, after every swallow of semen, after every thrust, pump, grind, spank, and orgasm brought about by another man, she knew eventually it would all come crashing down on her. She knew she'd be punished and made to suffer for neglecting her family and the person she loved most, her son, all so she could sleep with someone.
Her husband, Don, consulted with another bloodsucking lawyer friend of his named Wayne, built a case against her, and took everything. Don took their son, John, and fled across the country to build a new life in Miami; coincidentally where Don's partner in crime, Wayne, was living.
Angie screamed in heartbreak as she watched her then 12 year old baby being rushed into the taxi by his father. John was crying too, reaching out to his mother for one last hug; not knowing when they'd ever see each other again. He was so small, so innocent in all this, and so precious. She brought this nightmare upon herself.
Left with nothing but her job at the University, the clothes she owned along with a few other personal items, Angie got an apartment and tried to go on. Don wouldn't return her calls, she never heard from John, and no one in his family would speak to her or help in anyway. Don had full custody and kept John away from her in every way. She got a call at Thanksgiving and Christmas from John. It was awkward; both wanted to talk longer, but Don intervened. Angie received birthday cards from John too. Nothing else though. No pictures were sent with the cards, no emails exchanged. Don was making her suffer.
In the months that followed, she convinced herself she deserved it. She should be punished. She failed as a mother. She went into a deep depression and didn't interact with anyone. Two years after she lost her son, she was able to find a new job at a job placement agency helping folks find employment. The temporary boost in happiness quickly faded. She enjoyed helping folks down on their luck or needing a change, find one. But she still missed her son, so bad it hurt. She'd often have chest pains. The doctor saw no heart issues, but prescribed her anti-anxiety pills.
Months and months passed, then years. A holiday phone call and a birthday card was her only communication with her son. She listened to his voice get deeper and deeper as time passed. She imagined what he might look like. When she last saw him he had dark hair like his father, styled in a messy and unkempt way, he had blue eyes like Angie's father, covered with a pair of glasses. She wondered how tall he was. Angie herself was 5'10" and Don was a little over six feet, surely he would've gained some decent height. She daydreamed about seeing him, hugging him, laughing with him. He told her he played football. She would daydream about going to his games to watch him. It was heartbreaking for her. Each phone call ended with her holding back tears.
She never touched another man since that fateful night five years ago. She never went on dates, never made friends with men, and had nearly zero interaction with the opposite sex save for the clients of the employment agency she worked for. Angie really had no friends at all. Don was punishing her by taking away the person she loved most; and she was punishing herself by denying herself a social life, or a chance at new love.
She rarely contacted her own family. This could've made her more depressed, but she was never close with them to begin with. Her three older sisters tormented her relentlessly as youngsters. Her oldest sister, Darla, continued into adulthood; her condescending attitude and biting remarks were indicative of a woman who was jealous of Angie's elegant beauty. Angie was happy to move with her husband to Los Angeles on the other side of the country. She rarely spoke to or saw her sisters again. She did have a niece named Leanna that was sent out to LA to live with her father and step mother. Her brief and infrequent chats with Leanna's mother, her sister, over the years contained fake promises of visiting the teen girl. Angie knew she never would and she honestly didn't care.
Angie instead spent her time at home reading, baking cookies pretending they were for her son, cleaning her apartment, and exercising. Every once in a while she would masturbate. She would rub herself to climax while in a nice bath, or in the shower. She would sometimes lay in bed and stimulate her clitoris with her fingers until she was ready to sleep. She wouldn't think about any man in particular - just the overall sensation.
This was her life. The now 43 year old, assumed this is how it would always be and knew it would be because of her own unfaithful actions. Then in May, she met Sandee.
Chapter 2
Sandee was a recently turned 35 year old stripper that was looking for a change in life. She wanted a job that didn't involve taking her clothes off. She came to the agency where Angie worked and was paired with her. There as something about Sandee that Angie couldn't forget. She was incredibly sweet, cheerful, and always smiling. She was also gorgeous. She was so gorgeous that straight women would look at her in admiration or possibly jealousy. Angie went the admiration route. Her light brown eyes and matching hair along with those thick lips made an impression on Angie. Sandee was like a vampire that fed off Angie's depression, sucking it out of her and removing it temporarily - until Angie was alone at home again.
Angie couldn't help but let this woman into her life. How could she not? She was a caring, lovable ball of energy. Sandee would cook for Angie; she would invite her to movies or dinner and she would take her out shopping. Angie felt alive again. Then one night, in mid-June, Sandee kissed her. It was awkward and Sandee apologized profusely, fearing that she offended or grossed out her friend. It was actually the opposite though. Angie had never been kissed by a woman before, but something deep inside her was brought out by that simple, quick kiss on the lips. Perhaps it was the loneliness, the depression, the anxiety, or the thought that she didn't deserve a man touching her or loving her again that made her kiss Sandee back in an equally hurried and awkward way.
Angie apologized to Sandee for the return kiss, blushing, looking downward. Sandee, bringing Angie's chin up to meet her gaze, kissed her again. It was a long, slow kiss on the lips. The next thing Angie knew her hands were on Sandee's waist and the two women were walking backward towards Sandee's bedroom, continuously kissing, and then collapsing on her bed in a flurry of kisses and flying clothes.
The first time Angie had an orgasm from another person in six years was like a dam breaking. That night in June, Angie's vagina was filled with unending barrage of tongue and fingers. It culminated in the wee hours of the morning with the two women collapsing on the mattress in a heaving, sweaty mess after what seemed like hours of grinding their pussies together.
Angie shook, still in shock over what she had done. She only knew it was amazing and she would welcome the opportunity to experience it again.
Sandee was never demanding or selfish. She knew Angie was new to lesbian sex and never once pressured her into doing anything wasn't ready for. During the next couple weeks they saw each other a few more times - sharing nights of passion. Sandee was the one who initiated all interaction between the two. Angie was too shy to do so herself. She didn't want to be a bother to Sandee. Angie was included in Sandee's circle of friends as well. She learned that most of them were also bi-sexual. It made Angie wonder how many people Sandee slept with.
Angie also met Sandee's long-time friend, a big breasted beauty named Dahlia. Dahlia was loud, outgoing, and always up for fun. She had a fairly creepy boyfriend though. Angie was bothered by Dahlia, but it wasn't for any of those reasons. It was because the relationship Dahlia had with her 20 year old son made Angie miss John. They were very close, more like friends than mother and child, and it made Angie cry to think that could've been her and John.
The morning light crept into Sandee's bed room, shining on the nude women, laying in each other's arms. Angie spent the last two nights with Sandee. Finally getting the courage to taste another woman, Angie did her best to make Sandee's toes curl as her tongue slid all around the inner walls of Sandee's pussy. Angie actually thought it tasted good. Ignoring questions of how many men and women had shared Sandee's bed and had been in between her legs, slurping up her vaginal juices, she enjoyed herself, savoring the woman's taste.
The two women woke and showered together, bringing about mutual orgasms to one another with their fingers while standing and letting the hot steam rise.
"You sure you don't want to come with me tonight to see fireworks?" Sandee asked Angie as she was putting her clothes back on to leave. Angie smiled softly shaking her head.
"Is it because Dahlia will be there?" Sandee asked. Angie pulled her pants up and nodded yes.
Sandee smiled, "I'm sorry, I know it must be rough to see her and her son so close whilst you miss yours so bad." Sandee stood, still naked, and gave Angie a goodbye hug. "I'll call you later, maybe we can go out to dinner next week on my day off."
"Ok," Angie said, hugging her friend in return. She could already feel the sadness creeping back in.
The rest of the month passed. Angie's typical routine continued; working, cooking, reading, taking walks alone, occasionally meeting Sandee for dinner, and spending the night at her house once more.
**********
Angie's hand gripped her bed sheets. It was the last week of July; she was on all fours on her bed, with one hand in between her legs, furiously rubbing her clit. It had been two weeks since she last spent the night at Sandee's and the itch was returning, desiring to be scratched. She had the day off tomorrow, and two hours after arriving home at 6pm, she was busy bringing herself the first of many climaxes she had planned for that night.
Her eyes closed, she was biting her bottom lip, when she was distracted by her ringing cell phone. She wondered who could be calling her at this hour. Sandee was the only person she ever spoke to on the phone and she was working that night.
Angie decided she should answer. Picking up her cell phone next to the bed, her heart nearly stopped, it was Don's number, which meant it was mostly like John using his father's phone to call her.
Chapter 3
"Hi Angie, it's Don." Don greeted Angie when she said hello, her voice slightly trembling.
"Hi," She said flatly, her bubble was busted.
"Hey look, John has been applying to colleges around the country. Alright? I suggested why not one out there closer to you. To make this quick, he's been accepted to UCLA." Don explained to Angie, she had to stand and pace around her room, still naked from her earlier self pleasuring.
"Ok," Was all she could get out, as if expecting there to be more amazing news.
"I suggested it might be nice if he stayed with you instead of the dorm on campus. It could save me a few bucks too. I figured it'd be nice for you to see him again." Don said.
Angie cleared her tightening throat, "Yes."
"Right, so anyway, I ran that idea by him and he was fine with that if you are. Is your place large enough for a guest to stay there? It's a one bedroom apartment right?"
"It's two," She quickly said, picking up on his condescension. What Don also didn't know is that the spare bedroom was used as storage. She started thinking about cleaning it up so John would have room to live in there - to live with her. Her heart rate got faster with each passing second.
"Even better. We had to finalize a few things with the school, otherwise I would've called you sooner, but the semester starts in mid-august. I was planning on sending him out there next week. Is that ok?" Don asked. Angie shook her head, not understanding how Don could be so calm about this, not getting that Angie considered this a miracle.
"Mmhmm, that'd be great," She replied, trying to maintain her composure, but was exploding on the inside.
"Great, great. We'll chat more about his flight arrival time and all that next week." Don said, still nonchalantly like this was no biggie. It was as though he didn't realize he took her child from her, and that event would have had an impact on her.
The phone call ended and Angie fell to the floor in a crying, shaking mess. She had no words and doubted if this was even real. She wondered if this was another dream teasing her and tormenting her from her subconscious while she slept. She curled into a fetal position and was able to convince herself this was real. The first thing she decided to do, when she was able to speak, was to call Sandee. She left a message for her to call when she was able.
"He's coming out here!" She practically screamed into the phone. It was 3am and Sandee just got off work. She was returning Angie's call after listening to her frantic voicemail. Angie was still wide awake. After crying for what seemed like hours, she was able to stand and put some clothes on, sitting back down on her bed with her mind racing. She couldn't believe what was happening.
"Who? Who is coming out here?" Sandee asked her voice calm.
"My son! John!" Angie replied, catching her breath. She went on to explain the phone call with Don. She wondered if Don had developed guilt for all that happened and that's why he planted a seed for their son to go to college where Angie lived. She didn't know and, deep down, didn't care. All she knew is that her child would be there soon. Sandee was happy for her friend and offered to come over. Angie declined the offer and spent the next 3 hours cleaning the spare room. At 6 am she finally collapsed on her bed and passed out.
The next day was more of the same. She cleaned and moved stuff around. She packed a few items and clothes she didn't need and took them to Goodwill. At the end of the day the room looked much better. The only thing missing was a bed. That was remedied quickly and easy enough. While not having any idea of what size to get, her excitement took over, rushing out the next day after work, buying a queen size bed, she figured that would be a decent size for an 18 year old.
Admiring her work, Angie stood at the door way of the guest room. It looked like someone could live there. Someone would be living there: the boy that was taken from her six years ago. Now, after a long absence, they would be reunited.
Chapter 4
For the first time in six years Angie felt alive. She smiled more. She hummed to herself at work. She felt like going outside more. She counted down the days until John arrived. She was no longer a walking husk of a human, someone with no purpose or joy - she no longer felt like a zombie.
Her heart was pounding and her stomach was in knots. Angie checked herself in the women's restroom at the airport near the baggage claim area. Reapplying a small amount lip gloss and checking her eye shadow, she ran her hands through her long, thick red hair, pleased with her appearance. She didn't know what to wear, so she was just wearing blue jeans and a white, spaghetti-strapped, tank top. She thought about wearing a dress, but hadn't bought one in years, and figured what she currently had was frumpy and out of style. She paced nervously in the bathroom for a few moments before exiting to wait for John to arrive. This would be the first real interaction with a man in years. This man happened to be her son, but he was a man now nonetheless.



John would be arriving any minute. Don had arranged everything, his ticket, his flight, and all communication about his arrival. Angie stood where everyone else was standing while they waited for the arrivals. Standing on her tippy toes she looked for him. The last image of a moppy headed, thin little 12 year old popped in her head. Surely he didn't look like that now, she thought.
Angie backed away from the crowd to get a better view. Looking to her left and then her right, she did a double take, someone caught her eye. He was very tall, he had dark, half inch long, trimmed hair, and he was also looking around the airport terminal. He wore a t-shirt and cargo shorts, and held a carry-on bag. Angie slowly approached him from behind in order to get a better view of his face. The closer she got, the larger he appeared. Well over 6 feet, extremely muscular and athletic, he looked around, slightly awkward in his stance, attempting to find someone. She could tell he felt uncomfortable in the large crowd of people coming and going. Angie thought this man might be looking for his mother - for her, but needed a better look at his face to be sure.
Angie froze, unblinking, not breathing, heart pounding, standing about 10 feet away from the young man. She only saw glimpses of his profile when he would look from side to side. He wasn't wearing glasses. Gradually the people in the airport started walking around them, providing her with a clear path to him. Yet she remained still, observing him from behind. She decided to speak to be sure it was him.
"John?" Angie said, her voice trembling. The young man turned to face her. Their eyes met, both of them not moving toward the other. She could tell it was him; a grown up version of the child that was taken from her. When her eyes met his, her heart skipped a beat.
Angie started shaking, her teeth chattering in her mouth. John's lips curled slightly to the side in a small crooked smile. He knew it was her. She hadn't changed much, other than gaining more pronounced crow's feet around her eyes, and thin wrinkles around her lips. Her hair was much longer too. He looked as though he was going to speak, but changed his mind. Angie did the same, not having any idea what to say, feeling herself choke up and the shaking increasing. She inched toward him; he did the same, never taking their eyes off each other.
As they moved closer to each other, Angie felt smaller and smaller, looking up at his face, she lost it. She brought her trembling hands to her mouth, her eyes pouring tears, and leaned into him. He instinctively hugged her; his huge arms pulling her in, holding her tightly. Angie could tell John was fighting back tears too. He'd clear his throat or sniff as he held her. She rested her head on his chest and threw her arms around him. His back was so hard yet soft at the same time, indicative of his impressive musculature. He was the first man she'd hugged since she lost everything that fateful night. She felt a large hand on the small of her back, right above the belt in her jeans, ignoring the tingles it sent up her spine. She closed her eyes and breathed him in, his masculine scented cologne filling her lungs as she inhaled, her body melting onto his. She had paid for her sins long enough, her suffering was over.
He brought his other hand to her thick red mane, his fingers diving into it, holding her head against his chest. For a few moments, Angie felt like she had finally died from her depression and this was her heaven. But she was very much alive. John cleared his throat and loosened his tight hold of her.
Angie looked upward to his eyes, arching her neck. John stared back, his thumb caressing her cheek as he held her head, his other hand now on her waist, "Hi mom."
Fighting back tears of joy she was able to squeak out a "Hi" in return. She brought a hand to his face; her first thought was the word "beautiful." He was no longer a boy, but a man, a man that would be living with her.
Inspecting him after a few moments, her thumb trailing his square jaw, briefly making contact with his lips, Angie felt like she could never look away from him. Her heart was fluttering and she nearly jumped out of her trance when this younger man placed both hands on her waist, smiling softly, and said, "I missed you."
"I missed you," She immediately replied, clutching him tightly, burying her face in his chest again. Clearing his choked up throat, he moved to the side, ending their embrace. Picking up his bag with one hand, the other going back to his mother's waist, they walked to the baggage claim area. Not saying a word, Angie stood in his arms again, marveling at his height and overall size while he waited for his other luggage to appear.
The walk back to her car was quiet. He pulled his luggage along and she held onto his arm. "Maybe you should drive. I'm not sure I can," Angie chuckled.
"Sure, I'll be glad to," John replied. Angie told him how to adjust the seat, though he could've figured it out on his own. She was amazed to see him drive and assumed Don helped with teaching him; another thing she missed out on as a parent.
The car ride was quiet, Angie sitting in the passenger seat, looking at her son. She was in awe of him. They missed two turns because she wasn't paying attention to where he was driving. They just laughed it off. John would look over and smile at his mother when the car was at a stop light. They would trade smiles or he would pat her knee. She would grab his hand and hold it there. It was such a large hand; nothing like a child's. They were almost to her apartment so she held it the rest of the way, running her fingers over his, gently squeezing it, unable to stop smiling.
They arrived at her apartment, still fairly quiet with each other, smiling when their eyes met. Angie showed him his room, "Do you think that bed is too small? You're such a tall guy. How tall are you?" She asked.
"I'm 6'4"," John replied, turning to face Angie in the doorway, smiling.
"Wow," was all she could say, looking up at him, realizing that he surpassed both parents in height. They stared into each other's eyes for a moment.
John cleared his throat, "And uh, I think the bed is just fine." He brought his hand to Angie's face, causing her eyes to start getting watery, along with a slight shiver she didn't fully notice at the time.
"It's perfect," John said, pulling Angie in for another long embrace. "I missed you so much," He said, his voice now trembling.
Angie was fighting back tears again, her eyes closed, her hands clutching his back, "You're here with me now."
The hug ended, Angie placed her hands on his chest. Another "wow" was spoken, but this time in her head as she felt his hard pectorals. She felt herself getting flushed, but her mind was spinning, so she ignored it. His large hands on her waist contributing to her increased heart rate were ignored too. She quickly assumed it was because it had been six years since a man had touched her. She dismissed her body's reactions to his touch and slid her hands over his chest to hold his face.
Gazing into his eyes, she heard a tiny voice in her head that sounded like hers say "kiss him." She didn't though and continuing to look into his dark blue eyes, she spoke up, "You're home."
They hugged again in the door way; Angie blushing when she emitted a light, audible moan, quickly admonishing herself. John didn't seem to notice. They ended the hug and headed toward the couch, John keeping his hand on the small of her back as they walked. He sat, extending his arm so she could cuddle into him, her feet tucked up under her; her head resting on his shoulder. They had so much catching up to do.
Chapter 5
Talking for hours while sitting on Angie's couch, covering a vast array of topics, they maintained constant physical contact. John would tell her about football, how he begged his father to let him play, even though he was initially against it. They would talk about movies and music, occasionally pausing to smile at each other, or gently squeeze their holding hands.
There was something odd about their interactions that Angie couldn't place just yet. At first it was nervousness on both sides; a glance here, a smile there, an awkward silent pause. Angie could tell he was more nervous than her, but she couldn't deny that she was enamored with him, admiringly watching him speak, or think of something to say, smiling softly as he did. Angie assumed it was the fact that she hadn't had any real contact with a man in six years that caused her own fluttering heart and stomach. Here was a man now in her living room, telling her about some of the vacations his father dragged him on; a man she admitted to herself, who was extremely attractive.
Later in the evening, after they finished off the pizza Angie had delivered, they rejoined each other on the couch. She was planning on cooking for him but time slipped away. Sitting next to him on the couch, gently caressing his hand, Angie's curiosity got the best of her.
"So, are there any girls in your life? Did you leave a girlfriend behind to come out here?" She asked.
John paused and sighed, "That's a battle I lost with dad. I won the football battle, but lost the dating one."
"You mean he wouldn't let you date?" Angie asked, having a concerned look on her face.
"No, he didn't want me to be distracted and told me that - " John paused.
"Told you what?" Angie pressed him.
"He said that girls would only cause me trouble and grief." John said, looking away from his mother.
She knew what Don meant by that as guilt rushed over her. She knew Don didn't want John to date because he was afraid his son would end up with a woman like her.
Angie leaned her head against his shoulder, her thumb caressing his hand on his thigh, "I see. I guess that's my fault."
"Hmm? No, maybe to him, but I never had any ill will toward you," John explained. Angie raised her head to gaze into his dark blue eyes once more.
"You knew about everything?" She asked.
"Eventually dad told me; yes, a couple years ago. He said you were unfaithful. I was confused and wondered why, but it didn't take long for me to figure things out. He's a nightmare to live with. I guess he means well, but he was always on my case. He had to approve of everything, including friends I made. They had to be male, no girls allowed. He was constantly on me about grades or chores. I knew that I'd leave for college and my first and only thought was to apply to schools out here near you." John explained.
Angie smiled, realizing that it was never Don's idea that John come out here. Don just took the credit to make himself look generous or benevolent. She didn't press the issue, and honestly, she didn't care. John was here now and that's all that mattered to her. She hugged him tightly, feeling his fingers return to her long red locks.
John chuckled softly as the hug ended.
"What?" Angie asked.
"Sorry, it's just, well, I don't know." He stammered.
"What? You can tell me. What's on your mind?" Angie caressed his face.
"I was a kid when I last saw you. Back then I supposed I didn't realize or notice just how pretty you are. I'm sorry; please don't think I'm weird." John said.
Angie smiled widely, combing her fingers over his short hair, "It's not weird. I felt the same way. When I saw you at the airport, I was blown away by how grown up and attractive you are."
John blushed, looking away, "Thanks."
Angie could tell he was still a bit nervous. "So you never had a girlfriend?" John shook his head no.
Angie looked on as John fidgeted on the couch, the topic making him either ashamed or uncomfortable. She wanted to grab his face and pepper it with kisses. Kisses of sympathy, knowing a girl had never had the opportunity to do so, but also kisses of happiness that he was here and he was with her. She denied herself of that, not wanting to make him feel weird. Instead she brought his face in close and nuzzled his temple with her forehead.
They sat on the couch talking until well after midnight. Any anger Angie had for Don keeping him away from her gradually faded. Eventually she could tell John was getting tired. She suggested he go to bed and sleep late the next morning.
Angie used the bathroom and found John had changed into pajamas - a white t-shirt and gym shorts. "All settled and ready for bed?" She asked. John nodded yes and started to say something but stopped.
"You need anything?" Angie asked, detecting there was something on his mind.
"I'm sorry, this may be weird, but if you want, you can lay in here a little while with me." John suggested. Angie couldn't say no.
"I'd love to," She answered, walking to the other side of the bed and climbing in. They got under the covers, Angie still wearing her clothes, John in his pajamas. They faced each other in the bed, Angie running her hand over his arm and shoulder, smiling softly. They chatted for a little bit longer, mostly about the next day plans, or school schedules.
John's eyes were very heavy at this point, he was struggling to keep awake, his speech slightly slurred. "I'm sorry."
"You apologize too much. What are you sorry about?" Angie asked.
"I'm sorry that I can't stay awake any longer." He said.
Angie smiled, caressing his face, "It's ok John. Please, get some rest, we have some sightseeing to do tomorrow."
"Yep," He said, rolling on to his back, and then turning his head to look to his mother. Angie had propped up on her elbows. "Wished I could stay awake longer with you. I'm afraid if I sleep; I'll wake up and be back home with dad. This would have all been a dream."
"It's not a dream, it's very real." She said, feeling more tears well up, running her hand over his chest, looking into his eyes. The urge to give him a kiss cropped up once more. She told herself to do it. Angie leaned in closer and closer, inch by inch, and at the last inch she moved her lips to his forehead, giving it a quick peck, disappointing herself slightly.
"Goodnight," she whispered. Angie moved out of his bed, walked toward his door, and asked him if he wanted it opened or closed. He told her open was fine. One final smile and Angie was off to her own bedroom down the hall. Shutting her door behind her she nearly fell to the floor. Her heart was racing, she was panting, nearly out of breath. "Wow," was all she could whisper.
Sleep didn't come easy for her. Angie's mind was spinning. They had a nice day planned out tomorrow. She couldn't wait to see his smiling face when the sun rose.
Chapter 6
The next day was long but wonderful for Angie and her son. They drove around Los Angeles taking in sights John hadn't seen since he was a little kid. Hollywood Walk of Fame, La Brea Tar pits, Griffith Observatory and several others. They walked hand-in-hand any time they weren't driving in the car, eating, or doing anything else that may require a free hand.
The evening consisted of Angie fixing him dinner. Sitting across from him at the small table near the kitchen, she didn't feel like she was sitting across from her son during dinner, it felt like someone else, someone more than a son. She admittedly loved the feeling.
They sat in relative quiet the rest of the evening on the couch, holding hands and each other, making small talk here and there. Angie filled John in on her lack of social life, only stating she had a made a really good friend recently in Sandee. Angie didn't want to get into too many details regarding her depression as she didn't want to make John feel bad. Both of them avoided any conversation that was negative in nature - including more details of John's relationship with his father.
Mother and son found themselves in John's bedroom door way saying goodnight. He was holding her tight against him one last time before going to bed. Ending the embrace, his hands still on her waist, John chuckled softly.
"What is it now?" Angie asked, smiling back at him.
"Sorry, I just, I'm just really happy to be here. It was a wonderful day with you." He said, pausing and gazing into her brown eyes.
"It was, wasn't it? I'm glad you're here too. It's like a dream come true." She whispered.
John nodded, his eyes darting nervously about, "I'm sorry."
Angie chuckled, "What in the world for?"
"I don't know! I'm just overcome with joy or something," he said, the two of them laughing. John brought a hand to her face again, his smile fading. "You really are beautiful."
Angie's smile faded next, unable to look away from his eyes, feeling slightly uncomfortable but deep down knowing that she wanted this young man to kiss her even though it would be wrong. Trying to disperse the tension she spoke up, "John I" -
She was interrupted by a kiss on her lips. It was awkward and quick. It was followed by profuse apologies, "I'm sorry! I, uh, I just, I was excited and I didn't meant to startle you, I - " John stammered, looking down and from side to side.
Angie grabbed his face and kissed him back just as awkwardly and as quickly. "I, I'm sorry too. I just really missed you, um - " Angie trailed off; she was blushing and looking downward.
After a moment she felt a finger on her chin, bringing her face upward, her eyes meeting her son's. John closed them and moved in to kiss Angie once more on the lips. It was long and slow, his lips interlocking with hers, it was the first time a man had kissed her anywhere in six years. She went weak in the knees and nearly fell over.
She was expecting there to be more, just like that first night she shared with Sandee a few months back. But there wasn't. John ended the kiss and cleared his throat. Smiling awkwardly he backed into his room, "Goodnight."
Angie returned the smile, her lips and spine tingling, struggling to walk back to her bedroom. Slowly sitting on the bed, she brought a finger to her lips, whispering "wow."
Sleep didn't come easy for her yet again. Angie's mind was spinning. She called Sandee and left a voicemail. She knew she was at work so she requested a call back when she got off. Angie wanted to meet her for lunch or dinner. She had to talk to her friend.
Chapter 7
Sandee was busy for the next week. Angie was unable to meet with her until after John started college. She wanted to kiss him again and she did. After their initial good night kiss she could tell John felt embarrassed about it. In order to avoid making him feel worse, by Angie displaying her own embarrassment, she wholeheartedly embraced the idea of kissing him on a regular basis. Quick, sweet, pecks on the lips to say hello, goodnight, or I'm glad you're here. Over the course of the next several days they kissed like it was no big deal. Angie would snuggle up to him on the couch with popcorn, giving him a brief kiss before watching a movie or TV show. Every night they would kiss in the hallway before heading to their respective bedrooms. Angie loved it, she loved the attention she went so long without, and she loved seeing John come out of his shell, the awkwardness fading away.
A few items arrived for John the day before his classes started. Don shipped his bicycle, more clothes, and a laptop from Miami. This brightened John's day as he was starting to fear his father would forget and he wouldn't have his bike in time to ride it to campus two miles away.
"Maybe I can sit on your lap and you ride me around on that thing," Angie joked, poking John from behind as he was shutting down his laptop for the night.
"Oh yeah? Maybe so, but I don't think there's room." He replied.
"What are you implying?" Angie poked him again. John turned around and poked her side, slightly pushing her backward onto his bed. Angie instinctively grabbed him, taking her with him.
John landed next to her on the bed, propping himself up with an arm, the other hand resting on Angie's stomach. "I'm sorry; I didn't mean that you were overweight. I just meant we're both tall adults and - "



"I know what you meant." She interrupted him, her hand moving to behind his neck, their eyes meeting. She pulled him in for a kiss. This one was different, lasting much longer, Angie unable to pry her lips off his and push him away. He tried to end it, but her hand was clamped down behind his neck, holding him in place.
He managed to break away slightly and whisper an "I'm sorry," but Angie whispered back "no," and then pulled him in again for another kiss. She couldn't stop herself. Her body tingled when she felt John's hand on her tummy begin to slowly move back and forth, causing her t-shirt to come up, revealing her skin. Breathing heavily through their noses, she continued kissing him, eventually lightly lapping his lips with her tongue. She had no idea how to stop this if she wanted to. She knew it was wrong, but didn't care. She wanted something or someone to stop them. She herself couldn't or wouldn't. Luckily her cell phone in her pocket rang, startling both of them, John sitting back up on the mattress.
"Hi Sandee," Angie said, clearing her throat, sitting up next to John.
"Yeah tomorrow night would be fine for dinner. I can meet you there. Ok great." Angie told her friend. She took a deep breath and stood, walking to the bedroom door.
"That was my friend Sandee, I'm going to head over to her place tomorrow night for dinner while you're in class," She explained to her son.
"Oh yeah, great, that'll be nice. I'll probably be home late," John stood, clearly still embarrassed about the runaway kissing event a few minutes prior. "Hey, I'm sorry, I - "
"Shhh, It's fine," Angie interrupted him, before heading to her room. "It's fine," she flashed him a goodnight smile and headed to bed.
**********
Angie was dreaming again. A tall, muscular man had rolled on top of her, her legs locked around his body as he vigorously pumped into her, his hips slamming to hers. Just as she was about to shriek with an orgasm the man looked at her. It was John, his deep blue eyes looking into her light brown ones.
Angie sat up in bed gasping. Looking at her phone next to her bed, she saw it was 6am. She got up and fixed John breakfast for his first day of college. She didn't see him much that day, due to his hectic class schedule, but was bursting at the seams to talk to someone she trusted about what's going on in her head. Luckily she was heading to Sandee's that night for dinner.
Chapter 8
"Thank you Sandee. I always enjoy your spaghetti," Angie complimented her friend. Sandee wasn't much of a cook, but the couple meals that did cook were amazing.
"Glad you enjoy it," Sandee said, sitting back down with more wine. "So, how are things with your son? You've been a little quiet this evening."
Angie sighed, "Yeah, that."
"That doesn't sound good," Sandee said.
"No, things are certainly good. Maybe a little too good." Angie took a sip of her refreshed glass.
"Oh? How so?" Sandee asked.
"I don't know what going on with us. When I saw him at the airport for the first time in six years, my heart skipped a beat. I don't know if it's because I just haven't been close to a man in so long or what."
"That could be it."
"Well there's more," Angie said, taking another sip. "I kissed him."
"Kissed him?" Sandee asked, her eyes widening.
"Please don't think poorly of me. It just happened. He's so good looking and I just - "
"Angie it's ok, really it is," Sandee said, reaching across the table to pat her friend's hand. "You've been alone for so long, and then he comes around, and I'm sure you've felt or feel guilt about what happened with your marriage."
"Yeah," Angie nodded.
"I won't judge you," Sandee continued. "I would often think about the child I had to give up for adoption. I only saw him or her when I watched the nurses take them away. I wondered if I ever met them as an adult, if..." Sandee trailed off.
"If what?" Angie asked.
"If I were to do things to make the guilt go away. Like affection-wise, you know?"
"I see, so kisses and hugs and all that with them?" Angie asked.
"Well in my slightly inebriated states, I've wondered if I'd do more than that, to end the guilt. I'm sure you can read between those lines, right?"
Angie nodded, blushing slightly. "Well if it's what I had a dream about early this morning, then yes I know what you mean."
"You had a sex dream about him?" Sandee asked, finishing off her glass. "How was it?"
"Well from what I remember, it was great."
There was a silent pause between the two women. "Sounds like you're in an interesting situation. And no, I won't tell a soul anything about anything that may or may not happen," Sandee said.
"Good; because I've been kissing him for about a week now. Pecks mostly, but yesterday it was quite a bit more. You called me and saved us from whatever might've happened," Angie explained.
Sandee chuckled, telling her friend again, "I would never judge you." Sandee squeezed Angie's hand.
"Sometimes I think I'm falling for him," Angie admitted.
"Then fall. Let yourself fall." Sandee said. "I'll never know my child, I'll never be able to hold them or touch them. Screw what society thinks. If it makes your guilt go away and you aren't hurting anyone, just let it happen. You know?"
Angie smiled softly, looking to her nearly empty wine glass. She gulped the rest down, sitting the glass aside, caressing Sandee's hand.
There was another silence between the two as Angie contemplated what Sandee suggested. She was shaken from her trance when Sandee spoke up.
"Hey. I almost forgot. I recently ordered a new toy," Sandee said, tickling Angie's hand. "Would you care to try it out with me?"
Angie looked perplexed, "Try out a toy? What kind of toy?"
Sandee chuckled a bit, "Let me show you sweety."
**********
Angie's hand gripped her bed sheets. Her eyes were closed and she bit her bottom lip. Sounds of flesh slapping against flesh echoed in Sandee's bedroom. Angie was on all fours while Sandee huffed and puffed, plummeting a strap-on dildo into Angie over and over again. Sandee gripped Angie's hips, occasionally slapping her ass while she rammed into her.
"Ah! Oh yes!" Angie screamed out, feeling her pussy being filled with Sandee's toy. It wasn't huge, and it certainly wasn't the real thing, but it was the closest that she's been to being fucked since that night with the young college grad.
Sandee buried her hands in Angie's red hair, pulling her up and back, whispering into her ear, "Feel good?"
"Uh huh!" Angie replied, her hands reaching behind her, into her own hair searching for Sandee's. Sandee had never been this rough, perhaps the strap on empowered her a bit.
"Pretend I'm John," Sandee ordered Angie, pushing her back down to all fours. Angie had been imagining it was John the moment the strap on entered her thirty minutes ago.
**********
Angie was going to make love to John. On her way home she attempted to plan it out. She tried to figure out how to go about doing it. When she pulled into her apartment complex she dismissed those thoughts. "Just let whatever happens, happen," She told herself.
Noticing that John was home from class when she got out of the shower, she wrapped a towel around herself and headed to his room. He was sitting on his bed, putting some papers in a text book.
"Hi," Angie said, standing in his doorway with the towel around her.
"Oh, hey, how was your day?" her son asked.
"Good, good. You know I was thinking, maybe this weekend we could go out for dinner," Angie suggested, approaching John.
"Oh uh, sure, that'd be great mom," He replied, not looking away from her face.
"I was thinking since your father wouldn't let you date, then perhaps this could be a like a date, you know?"
"Yeah, I think that'd be great. Maybe Saturday night," John smiled, standing to his feet.
"Yeah," Angie said, feeling dwarfed by him, leaning into him for a hug.
They kissed each other on the lips and said good night. Angie headed back to her room. Standing naked in front of her bathroom mirror, she turned from side-to-side observing her small, yet perky breasts. She thought about what to wear, she had nothing that was new. She figured she'd call Sandee to see if she could borrow something, realizing that Sandee probably had nothing but short, tight, cocktail dresses. Angie smiled at herself in the mirror, if that was the case, then it was fine with her.
Chapter 9
The days passed and not much changed; only more flirts and more kisses on the lips. Then on Friday evening, John was sitting as his desk studying when Angie peeped in on him, letting him know dinner was ready. She saw his hand massage at his neck and shoulder. He had probably been sitting all day, hunched over, while studying.
"Here let me help with that," Angie took the opportunity to help her son. Standing behind him at his small desk, she began massaging his neck, slowly rubbing the tight muscles.
"Wow, you are really tensed up here. Get up, lay on the bed," Angie backed away, allowing him to stand. Before he climbed onto the bed she stopped him, looking up to his face, she slid her hands under his t-shirt, briefly feeling his stomach before she helped him remove his shirt. Tossing it to the side, Angie stood there, looking at his chiseled physique, running her hands slowly over his chest and stomach. Snapping herself out of trance she nodded to the bed.
Sitting on his butt, Angie ran her hands over his back, slowly pushing and massaging his muscles. She got up to his neck and did the same there. After a few moments, she leaned down, dragging her long hair across his bare back, then rubbing her face on it, lightly peppering it with kisses. John jerked and giggled.
"That tickle?" his mother asked.
"Yeah a little," He answered.
Angie kissed her way up to his neck, whispering in his ear, "You have a nice back, John. You have a nice body actually."
"Thanks," He whispered back.
Kissing along his neck while massaging his shoulders, Angie moaned softly, feeling his body beneath her as she straddled it.
Happily kissing his neck and back, Angie was blissfully unaware that John was getting more and more tense - the opposite desired effect of the massage. Without warning John startled her and rolled over underneath her, causing her to be straddling his front now. He grabbed her face, bringing it to his own, kissing her madly. Holding her head as he kissed her, he sat up, taking her with him and then slammed her down on the mattress, continuing his kisses, his tongue lapping against her lips.
She felt something hard in his cargo shorts, something pressing against her jeans. Angie knew what it was and moaned. She asked herself if this was really happening. Just as she was letting herself go, John ending his assault on her mouth and moved to her neck. Angie, in total bliss called out his name in a volume just above a whisper. John stopped when she did that, the look on his face was that of regret mixed with fear.
"I'm sorry mom. I, I, don't know what came over me. I'm sorry," He got off Angie, grabbed his shirt and left the room.
"John wait! It's ok!" Angie said, chasing after him. Her apartment door was closing just as she turned the corner of the hallway. He was gone, embarrassed and angry with himself.
Angie went to her bedroom. Sitting on the edge of her bed, she dialed Sandee's number. Sandee was dancing at the strip club on Friday nights usually so Angie left a voicemail.
"Hi it's me," Angie said, running her fingers through her hair, catching her breath. "Can I come over tomorrow afternoon before you go to work? I'd like to pick out a dress to borrow if that's ok with you. John and I are going out tomorrow night. Thanks."
Angie stood, stretching her back, when something caught her eye out of the window. She peeped through the blinds to see John pacing around in the parking lot. He was looking down, occasionally shaking his head. Angie smiled, watching him lean up against her car, attempting to calm himself down.
"Don't worry darling. You and I are going to have a wonderful date tomorrow night," Angie said, closing her window's blinds. She took off her clothes, playfully tossing them in the hamper, making her way to the shower.
While the hot water fell down on her, she smiled, thinking about how much better her life had become since John arrived the other week. She ran her hand down her flat stomach, down to her engorged clit, slowly massaging it with her fingers. She imagined herself sharing her shower with a tall, muscular, younger man. No longer thinking about the overall sensation, Angie had a face and a person to use to fuel her self-imposed orgasm. He was the only man she felt she deserved and the only man that she wanted to touch her.
Angie cried out John's name when her body tensed up and the orgasm overtook her. Not caring if John was still outside getting fresh air or back inside the apartment within earshot.
Chapter 10
"How about this?" Sandee asked, pulling out a red dress from her closet. Most of Sandee's dresses looked like something a prostitute would wear. Angie wanted something sexy but not quite that whorish.
Angie stood nude in Sandee's bedroom, having tried on five suggested dresses before Sandee pulled out the red one. "This will match that fiery red hair of yours," She pointed out.
Angie agreed and tried it on, exiting the bathroom, twirling casually for Sandee to inspect. "Holy shit. Let me go get my strap-on so I can fuck you senseless with it!"
Angie chuckled and declined Sandee's tempting offer. The dress was short, it came down to around mid thigh, and it was a sling strap, the strap going across the chest and over the right shoulder, leaving her left shoulder bare. Like all the other dresses, it was extremely tight.
Sandee kissed Angie goodbye, wishing her luck, reminding her to relax. When Angie returned she found John in his room studying, sitting at his small desk. She entered and hugged him from behind. He had been avoiding her since the previous evening. Angie knew why, but acted as though nothing had happened.
"I'm looking forward to our date tonight, John," Angie said, kissing him on the cheek. Deciding to cross another line, with words this time, in an attempt to make him realize he had nothing to be ashamed about, Angie continued.
"I found a really nice, romantic, restaurant. They'll be candles at the table, a string quartet in the corner, it'll be wonderful." She said, kissing his cheek a few more times.
"You do still want to go out tonight, right?" Angie asked.
"Mmhmm."
"You don't need to feel bad about what happened yesterday. You don't need to apologize anymore. You just need to relax and enjoy this evening of you and I reconnecting after six years. Your father didn't let you date; well it's time you went out on one. Alright?" Angie asked, kissing his neck a few times.
"OK," He smiled softly, blushing.
**********
Angie loved every minute of their date. John was still a bit shy, but she had so much fun either way. She could grab his hand and hold it while they talked about school, or about how Sandee was looking forward to meeting him someday, or memories from his childhood. John loosened up as the night progressed and told her how beautiful she looked. When desert arrived, Angie moved to his side of the booth, so she could easily feed him desert and visa versa.
"Dance with me," Angie commanded when they took a last bite cake. Extending her hand to him, she led him to the crowded dance floor, where a lot of couples were dancing slowly to the stringed quartet. John rested his hands on the small of her back, right above the swell of her buttocks. She had her hands locked behind his neck.
"John I know things have been a bit different since you arrived the other week. I think you know what I'm referring to," Angie said. John nodded, remaining quiet as his mother spoke.
"But I want you to relax and just enjoy everything. Just enjoy us," Angie continued, resting her head against his shoulder. "I remember when I first saw you at the airport, something happened; something I wasn't expecting. I know it's a cliché, but maybe it was love at first sight; again that is. I loved you when I first saw you as a baby, but this time, this was different."
Angie sighed, looking to John's eyes, and said something that she realized she hadn't yet said to him since he arrived in LA. It was something they stopped saying a few years back as Don would rush him off the phone with her. When she told him these three words on this night, however, they had a new meaning which represented a new chapter in their relationship. Caressing his face, her lips slightly trembling, she said it.
"I love you, John."
He hadn't heard her say in years, but knew exactly how she loved him. "Mom, I'm sorry, I never meant for us to feel this way about each other. I just can't stop thinking about you. I know it's wrong, I'm sorry."
"John, stop apologizing and kiss me," Angie ordered her son. John did as his mother told, propping her chin up with his thumb, bringing his lips to hers in the crowded, low lit, dance floor of the restaurant, gently placing a kiss on her lips.
"I love you too," John whispered.
"Let's get out of here, darling," his mother replied.
Chapter 11
The drive back to the apartment was done in silence. Angie held his hand in place on her thigh as a thousand thoughts went through her mind. She tried to rationalize her situation, attempting to make sense of it. He had virtually no experience with a woman; she had zero contact with a man for six years; and the first man she does interact with in that time is a very attractive one, who happens to be her son whom she last saw as a child.
Angie couldn't deny it thought. John was the only man she wanted touching her. Somewhere in the back of her mind she felt she'd be making things right; erasing her absence from his life by giving him everything, all of her.
**********
That sat on the couch next to each other, she still in her dress, and him still in his dress slacks and shirt. They were holding hands, both staring down to their entwined fingers. They both looked up at the same time, their eyes meeting, gradually leaning in closer and closer. Inch by inch, their faces approached each other, Angie's mouth partially opening, and their noses lightly grazing against one another.
She made the first move, her lips gently clamping down on his bottom one, backing up slightly, and then repeating, interlocking with his. On Angie's third kiss, her tongue lightly flicked against his lips. He was nervous, she could tell, but eventually she was able to coax his tongue out of hiding and meet hers with each kiss.
John backed up after a minute or so, his face was flushed and he was breathing heavily, "I'm sorry, I'm - "
"No. Don't stop." His mother ordered.
They looked into each other eye's, Angie staring at him with half closed, glazed over, light-brown beauties. Placing her hand on his face, they resume kissing; their mouths now open, clamped down on the other. John moving his hand to his mother's thick, red hair, eliciting a moan as their tongues swirled around inside each other's mouths.
Angie stood, brining her son with her, and backed down the hallway toward her bedroom, their mouths still glued together.
Kicking off her shoes in the hallway, backing into her bedroom, her arms wrapped around his neck. After a few moments she broke the kiss, turning her back to John, looking over her shoulder she asks, "Unzip me?"
John slowly moved her hair out of the way and began to unzip her dress. Sliding it off her shoulder, he kissed it several times, making his way up to her neck, sending electricity down her spine. Angie turned around, grabbing John's face, pulling it to hers for more kissing. She unbuttoned his shirt, while her mouth is covering his, sliding it off his shoulders.



She ran her hands up and down his chest, ending the kiss, stepping back from him. She removed her red bra, letting it fall to the floor, and then brought John's hands to her breasts. He squeezed them gently. Angie nodded at him and pulled him backward onto the bed. John laying on top of her in the moon lit room, his face above hers, looking down into her eyes. Angie opens her mouth again, not taking her eyes away from his. John paused, his own mouth opening slightly, as he brought his tongue out to lick her lips, her own tongue meeting his after a few sensual, slow licks.
John moved back to her neck, kissing and licking his way to her chest, flicking his tongue against her nipples, kissing her rib cage, then stomach, his tongue tickling her navel. Pulling her matching red thong off, he took his place in between her legs, kissing and licking her thigh all the way to the center. Angie's eyes rolled in the back of her head when she felt his hot breath on her outer lips. He kissed and licked all around her mound. It was a little sloppy but she enjoyed it.
"Right here," Angie whispered, her index finger pointing to her engorged clit. John nodded in understanding, taking his tongue to it, sucking it tenderly.
"Try your fingers, two of them," Angie whispered again, in ragged, irregular breaths. John does as his mother instructed, inserting his index and middle finger into her, not taking his mouth off her clitoris. Angie grabbed his head and held him in place, her fingers gripping his short hair, placing her feet on his back.
Angie felt herself tighten up and her breathing becoming more irregular within a few minutes. John rested his hand on her stomach, feeling it tighten, "John! Yes!"
Her quivering thighs and bucking hips slammed into his face. Her body was tingling, watching him stand up and begin removing his pants.
"Wait, let me do it," Angie said, crawling across the mattress to him. Sitting on the edge of her bed, she assisted him with unzipping and pulling his pants down.
"Oh John, it's wonderful," she said, admiring his cock as it twitched before her. Placing her hands on his chest and stomach, she engulfed the tip, weaving her head from side to side, as John held her head in with his free hand.
After several minutes, she looked up to him, nodding, backing away from him, he followed, climbing back on top of her. He slid his member in; all the way in, eliciting a moan from her, and held it there.
"You feel so good. Are you sure you want to do this?" He whispered, his face inches above Angie's.
"I want it more than anything," Angie replied.
John nodded, moving back and forth, his cock sliding near the entrance of her vagina then all the way in again. Angie wrapped her legs around him to hold him in place. He was hers and he wasn't going anywhere.
"I love you," He whispers in her ear, slowly, steadily making love to her.
Angie grabbed his face, kissing him passionately, the bed moving back and forth, "I love you too."
Gripping him tightly with her legs and now her arms wrapped around him, she gritted her teeth, preparing for another orgasmic wave to wash over her. John's orgasm was building too, his balls getting tighter, the look on this woman's face sending him further over the edge. Their eyes met and become locked on each other. There was no avoiding it now, the semen welling up, ready to be injected into her. Angie's vaginal walls spasming around his shaft, her moans were getting louder, and her heart racing.
They came in unison; moaning into each other's face while he pumped semen into her. When he was done, he collapsed on top of her, her fingers running over his back.
"Wow," Angie managed to whisper.
Chapter 12
The morning light crept into Angie's bed room, shining on her and her son, illuminating their love making. She was on top straddling him; he was sitting up in bed kissing her neck, his hand in her luscious hair once more.
Angie guided him to his back on the bed, throwing her head back, her hands on his stomach, she resumed grinding against him. After riding him for another orgasm, she collapsed onto him, holding his face, kissing him madly, her hips still bucking into him, causing him to cum next.
Angie licks at his lips just like he did the previous night. Exhaustion sets in and they return to sleep; holding each other.
After a late lunch, they were laying on the couch; Angie was on top, holding his hands for leverage as she slowly slid her body up and down on his shaft. She wanted to milk him again, whispering in his ear after she laid on top of him, "Cum for me."
John's contorted face and moans made Angie smile, licking his neck, pinning him down on the couch.
**********
A week later after a long hot shower, making love as the steam rose, they were headed to Sandee's for dinner - spaghetti again.
"I haven't been using protection, mom," John said, just as he entered her from behind in the shower.
"Your father made me get my tubes tied after you were born. He said one was enough," Angie grunted as John began pumping in and out of her, his thighs slapping into her butt.
"I'm sorry," He said catching himself apologizing again, "I mean, ok, then I'll enjoy filling you up."
"Mmmm," she moaned, "Damn right you will."
Angie sucked his cock all the way to Sandee's, occasionally looking up to confirm he was going the right way. When they arrived, they were greeted at the door by a smiling Sandee.
Angie chuckled, watching Sandee harmlessly flirt with the college freshman. Angie told Sandee all about her and John earlier in the week. She was fine with it, joking that she would love to join them in a threeway one day. Angie shrugged, saying she wasn't so sure, suggesting Sandee may need to find another couple for that. Angie nearly caught herself when she said the word "couple." They were a couple; it's what they wanted and how it would be for as long as possible.
*********
It was mid-October and Sandee was sitting across from Angie in her office. Angie had finally found a job the soon-to-be former stripper could do. They smiled and gave each other a light hug before Sandee departed. They hadn't seen each other that much since late August.
"Thank you, so much Angie," Sandee said.
"I'm glad I could help, I hope you enjoy your new job," She replied.
"I will. I want you to continue to focus on John. I know we haven't hung out much lately, but that's ok. You are with the love of your life, and I'd prefer you to keep building things with him." Sandee stated.
Angie nodded, "I will. You're a great friend."
Sandee smiled a mischievous grin, ducking out of Angie's office to see if anyone was near, ducking back in and closing her office door, she grabbed Angie's face, bringing her into an epic, tongue-sucking kiss and ass grab. Leaving Angie out of breath and laughing, Sandee said her goodbyes.
"Just had to get one kiss in before I leave. I'm not sure when I'll see you again, you know?" Sandee asked.
"I'm sure we'll run into each other at some point, I could never forget a friend like you," Angie said, giving Sandee another hug.
**********
"How do I look, darling?" Angie asked John, standing before him wearing a sexy nurse costume. It was Halloween and John was invited to a party on campus. He initially declined the offer, but his mother convinced him to go, offering herself as his date. He was dressed in a standard doctor costume.
The party was crowded and rowdy - much like Angie recalled of her college days. Everyone thought they were a couple - which they were - never assuming they were mother and child - which they also were.
Angie clung onto John's arm as he walked around, talking to various classmates and friends at the frat house. A couple hours into it, Angie went to go find a bathroom, and on her way back to John something caught her eye in one of the bedrooms.
The door was cracked and through it she could see a young lady with long, thick, red hair wildly bouncing up and down on a cock. The girl turned around, continuing her bouncing in the reverse cowgirl position, causing Angie's eyes to widen in shock.
"John!" She saw her son approaching her. She went to him and pulled him into another bedroom. "I think I just saw your cousin Leanna in that other bedroom."
"What is she doing here? I thought she's still in high school."
"She is, unless she dropped out. I think she turned 18 this month," Angie said, peeping down the empty hallway.
"What was she doing?" John asked.
Angie got a mischievous grin. She began unbuttoning her nurse outfit, making sure the door to the bedroom was shut all the way, unlike her niece next door. "Well, John, she was doing something your old mother did quite a bit at that age."
"Is that right? Were you a naughty girl?"
"And now I'm a naughtier nurse. Especially for my big doctor," Angie answered, reaching in to John's slacks, pulling out his cock.
Climbing on top of him, bringing about their mutual orgasms, the naughty nurse fucked her doctor at the party while her slutty little niece was next door riding a cock as well.
They made their escape after cumming, laughing about it on the way home, Angie getting his cock back to full strength by the time they arrived at the apartment.
"Nurse Angie, you are very bad!" John said, spanking her a few times while his cock was embedded into her from behind.
"Then punish me, Doctor John!" Angie called out to him, looking over her shoulder. The naughty nurse had trouble walking the next day.
*********
It was Thanksgiving dinner, which Angie and John ate nude; slowly feeding each other fruits covered with whip cream after the standard turkey meal that Angie had prepared.
"I don't want you to be angry at your father for keeping us apart for so long. The anger will eat you up if you do," Angie said, laying on top of John on the couch, feeling his semen ooze out of her.
"I won't. I know he'll be upset that I don't visit for Christmas either, but he'll get over it. I'm making up for lost time. Surely he'll understand. Though summer break could be a problem. I should probably go there for a little bit."
"Yes, but not too long, you'll need to visit him a little bit so you can stay in his good graces. He's paying for your tuition, you know. Besides," she propped herself up, looking into his eyes, "you and I will have vacation and travel plans to come up with. Or that's what we could tell him, when we'd actually be spending the whole time in bed."
"I like that idea mom," John said, bringing her in for a kiss.
The next day they were on the couch again, Angie was on top, sucking his thumb and index fingers clean after eating their leftovers. John, sitting up and kissing her, told her "I don't want anyone but you."
Angie caressed his face, "I don't want anyone but you. Take me to bed."
Just like in her bad dream she no longer had, Angie let out a soft moan as John kissed along her neck, pinning her down with her hands entwined in his. Moaning again, she closed her eyes, wrapping her legs around his toned, muscular butt.
John released her hands, staring into her light brown eyes, running his fingers through her long red hair. Resuming his slow and steady thrusts, sending tingles through her body, she began cumming. He sat back on his knees, bringing Angie up with him, her legs locked behind him, be began bouncing her. Slamming upward into her over and over, she gripped him tightly, her fingernails trailing across his back, the orgasm exploding and coursing through her.
"Yes! Yes!" She cried out, her eyes opening to see an empty bedroom doorway. Don wasn't standing there catching her in the act. No one was there. It was just her and John.
Angie grabbed John's face as the orgasm subsided, "No one will ever take you away from me again. We'll never be separated my darling."
John slowly laid her on her back, continuing to kiss her neck, causing Angie to shiver. She smiled, running her fingers through his hair, knowing that she wasn't dreaming.
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Introduction
Wendy sighed, looking to her big, pregnant belly over in the bathroom mirror. Today was the day. Her son, Wade, would be home from his first year of college. She hadn't seen him since he left the previous August. She missed him terribly, but she knew he was enjoying himself on the lovely island of Hawaii at college. Wendy wasn't worried about him.
The thing she was worried about was how her son would react to the large, round, belly that she lovingly circled with both hands. Sighing again, she picked up a brush to run through her long black hair once more, and tried to come up with a plan. Applying a bit more eye shadow to accent her dark brown eyes, adding to the small amount of makeup she had on her light brown, Venezuelan skin, she adjusted her massive breasts before taking one final look in the mirror. She would simply meet him at the airport and he would see the belly. That's all there'd be to it. She knew he would smile and say "wow," pointing to her pregnancy, then perhaps give her a gentle hug; his naivety making him think he'd hurt the baby from hugging his mother too tightly.
It was the middle of May and she was around eight months pregnant. On the way to the airport Wendy thought about how she came to this point in her life. In the past eight months she experienced guilt, shame, and anger with herself of how she got pregnant. She cursed herself at not knowing, without a doubt, who the father was. As the months progressed, those negative emotions turned to mild happiness, brought on by ultrasounds revealing a healthy heartbeat beating away inside her womb, taking the edge of her intense guilt. Needless to say the month of September was quite interesting for her.
When it rains, it pours, and in Wendy's case the rain wasn't water - it was semen.
Dr. Decker
Wendy was happy. She just got a new job, leaving one she loved, for one that would love even better. Her son just started his freshman year of college. She's worked her butt off to provide for him and was very proud of the two of them. While packing her things, saying goodbye to a few fellow coworkers as they left for the day, Dr. Decker entered. He was an older man, 56 if Wendy remembered correctly, 20 years older than her.
Dr. Decker was fairly tall, at around 6'2", and had thinning gray hair. He was always very polite to Wendy over the years. He was a neurosurgeon and Wendy worked at the same hospital as a counselor for families who were experiencing severe head injuries. They worked together quite a few times over the years on various cases. He knew today was her last day and came by to say goodbye.
"Ah I see you're almost ready to leave for good," Dr. Decker said, catching Wendy before she left.
"Yep, it's been a great eight years working here," Wendy smiled at him, catching his green eyes, 10 inches above hers.
They shared another smiling glance and a nod. "Do you have any plans for the long Labor Day weekend?"
"No, just packing for my trip to Florida next week. Going to visit some family there I hadn't seen in a long time. I figured I might as well before my new job starts later this month," Wendy explained.
"I see. That sounds fun," Dr. Decker paused, glancing to Wendy's large cleavage. Her massive natural breasts always drew glances, and in some cases, stares. People at the beach, her nephew, clients, her son's teachers when he was younger, everyone she encountered snuck peeks at her peaks.
Dr. Decker cleared his throat, "Would you like to have dinner with me tonight? To celebrate your new job?" he asked, taking Wendy by surprise.
"Oh, um, well, I suppose that'd be fine. We're not really coworkers anymore, so yes, I'd like that!" Wendy beamed. It would be the first date she had in years. Another wonderful change this new job would bring about - decreased work hours, possibly enabling her to date more often.
She gave him her address, deciding he would pick her up at seven. She finished her packing and headed out the door after a few more hugs from her former coworkers.
**********
"Would you like more wine, Graham?" Wendy asked, getting up to refresh her own glass.
"Sure. That'd be great," Dr. Decker answered. The two were enjoying themselves at Wendy's house after dinner. Their meal ended quicker than expected, and since he didn't have to be at the hospital the next day, she invited him in.
They spent the last two hours sipping wine and talking. Wendy explained she was one of four sisters. Her oldest sister, 18 months older, also lived in Los Angeles, not far from her. She mentioned she had a younger, fitness model sister, named Michelle who lived in Miami. She talked about her upcoming trip to Florida to visit her and another sister in Tampa Bay.
They talked about work a little. Wendy relayed some stories she had acquired on her job as a family counselor. Omitting the names, she told the doctor about one case where a daughter had amnesia and didn't know her father. She thought her father was a slightly older man she was dating.
Dr. Decker laughed, "That's actually kind of sweet. Did the two of them play along and become romantic with one another?"
Wendy laughed in return, "I don't think so. The father was a little freaked out by it and had to work with me on steering his daughter away from that path."
"Well, you know incest is a lot more common that we might think. I was in an incestuous relationship for many, many years," Dr. Decker said, giving a slight smile, indicating he was joking.
"Really? Is that right?" Wendy asked, seeing through his ruse.
"Oh yes. My mother, it was uh, well it was great!" He managed to say before chuckling at himself.
"I'm sure your mother might have enjoyed that; you're quite a nice looking man," She replied gazing into the doctor's eyes, a split second image of her own nice looking son popped into her head. Wendy wondered if she would enjoy it.
Sitting close to one another on the couch, Dr. Decker brushed away a lock of long hair from the side of Wendy's face, the image of her son fading, "Thank you. I'm guessing you're the loveliest of your sisters, yes?"
Wendy blushed. Dr. Decker had given her that look again. The look that said he wanted to kiss her, to hold her, to take her to bed. She knew that deep down, after a very long dry spell; she was going to let him. She was a single mother who worked herself silly to provide her child - who had made it to college - she was going to finally focus on her needs for a little while.
Wendy got up and walked over to the gas fireplace. She squatted down and adjusted it, then struck a match. The lights in her living room were already dim, so the added firelight made for a romantic, orange glowing, atmosphere. Wendy stood in the warmth, warming her hands, not that it was cold outside anyway.
"Beautiful," Dr. Decker said, placing his hands on Wendy's shoulder. He had snuck up behind her, slightly startling her.
"Just like you," He whispered, lightly kissing her shoulder, sliding the thin straps of her blue dress over them. His hands were surprisingly soft. Wendy shivered, her eyes fluttering at his kisses. She turned to face him, looking into his eyes, her own firelight flickering brown ones telling him to take her. She slowly slid her dress over her massive breasts, then down her flat stomach, over her hips and stepped out of it.
Wendy stood nude before him, the orange fire dancing off her Latin skin, a soft smile on her face. Dr. Decker began unbuttoning his shirt.
It didn't last long, but it was amazing. Wendy straddled him right there on the floor in front of the fire. He sat up, holding her, kissing her, licking along her neck. Grinding herself against him until she tensed up, trembling and moaning as an orgasm overtook her. She couldn't remember the last time she had one before that night.
It was his turn. He grabbed one of her breasts, sucking it gently, his cock bathed in her vaginal juices. It was a slow and steady love making session. One that Wendy could tell he was savoring every second of it - just as she was; not knowing when she'd have sex after this night. He would kiss on her neck, nibble her earlobe, and run his hands through her long hair, all before he started gently bouncing her up and down. He came while looking into her face, his cock spurting inside her, entering her womb, eliciting another moan as she felt it pulse in her.
They fell asleep on the floor in front of the fire on top of and surrounded by blankets. Dr. Decker took her to breakfast the next morning. She kissed him goodbye, he thanked her for a lovely night and for being so easy to work with at her former job, and then he was off.
Wendy went back home and took a nap, getting up just after lunch to resume packing. She saw that her bathing suit was old and didn't fit too well anymore. Smiling happily, she decided to go shopping for a new one.
Darren
Wendy smiled to herself, looking forward to her upcoming trip to Florida. She hasn't seen her sisters in quite some time. It was going to be a great trip. She was looking at various bikinis in a surf shop style store at the mall. A younger man caught her eye. He was looking at shoes, occasionally glancing back at her, attempting to be discreet. He made his way to the beach towel section, glancing at her again, and then cleared his throat.
"Hi, you look familiar," He said with a warm smile.
Wendy couldn't deny that he did as well. She thought for a moment, "You do too!"
"I want to say your name is Wendy, right?" he asked.
"It is! And you are David, no, Derrick?" She asked in return.
"Darren. You were a counselor and helped me with my mom's head injury."
"Ah yes! I'm sorry; there's been a lot of other patients since then. How are you?" Wendy asked.
"I'm doing great! Thank you so much for your help. My mom and I are doing much better," Darren explained.
"Well that's wonderful!" Wendy exclaimed, unable to stop smiling at the cute younger guy.
"Hey I know this is going to sound weird, but my mom is going out with her friend tonight, and I'm going to be bored out of my mind. Would you be opposed to meeting somewhere for dinner? Nothing fancy, just to sit, eat, and talk?"
Wendy was taken back a bit, but had no qualms about meeting him, "Well, sure. I think that'd be great!"
Wendy smiled to herself watching Darren leave the store after paying for his items. She picked out a light purple bikini a few minutes later. She couldn't help but smile all the way home. She had two dates that weekend; the one with Dr. Decker the night before, and now one with Darren. She wondered if she'd have sex again, thinking that perhaps her drought was ending. If this was just an anomaly, then she surely welcomed it.
**********
Wendy and Darren arrived back at his house a few hours after meeting for dinner. They were laughing about a funny story Darren told her. They made their way to the couch in the living room, sitting down, the laughter subsiding.
"Thanks again for dinner," Wendy said. They ate at a chain restaurant. It wasn't nearly as romantic as the previous evening with Dr. Decker but it was fun and enjoyable nonetheless. They talked and laughed the whole time.
"I'm going to get some water, want any?" Darren asked, getting up from the couch, heading toward the kitchen.
"Sure that'd be great," Wendy answered.
A few seconds later Wendy heard something. It was a muffled moan coming from down the hallway. A few seconds later she heard it again, this time it was slightly higher in pitch.
Darren entered the living room with a water bottle for each of them. The moan was heard again, causing them to blush.
"Oh uh, yeah, about that. My mom and her friend must be back from their date as well. Sorry." Darren explained, obviously embarrassed by the sounds coming from down the hall.
There were a few more moans over the course of a few minutes, neither Darren nor Wendy saying much. Luckily the moans of pleasure stopped, much to their relief, and the back bedroom door opened.
Wendy sipped her water as something caught her eye. It was a nude woman entering the living room, walking toward the kitchen.
Darren saw her too and cleared his throat, "Um, Sandee, I uh - "
"Oh dear! I'm so sorry! Me and your mom were just uh; anyway, let me get out of here!" Sandee blushed, running back down the hall, not having any idea Darren had brought Wendy back to the house.
"I'm sorry about that, I should've texted them or something," Darren said, slowly turning to Wendy on the couch.
Wendy just looked at him with widened eyes and a slight smile on her face. When their eyes met, the two erupted in laughter over the situation, "It's ok! Just wasn't expecting it!"
Darren nodded, looking downward. Wendy patted his thigh, "It's fine, really. It's good that your mom is having fun, you know?"
"Yeah, it is," he smiled, looking back into her eyes. Wendy leaned in closer, giving him a brief kiss on the lips. She sat back, not taking her gaze off his. Darren reached up, slowly caressing her face, and then leaned into her to return her kiss.
**********
The guest room door slammed open. Wendy and Darren were hungrily making out. He closed the door behind him, meeting Wendy in the middle of the room, grabbing and pulling her shirt over her head, kissing and licking along her large breasts. She pulled his shirt off, unclasped her bra, and then hastily helped him unzip his shorts. Darren squatted down, grabbing Wendy and slamming her on the bed, kissing her again. He stood up, slid his boxers down, and then went to work on pulling Wendy's jeans and panties off. He climbed on top, kissing her once more, feeling her legs wrap around him. He ended the kiss and looked into her eyes. She was smiling softly, nodding her head.
Two days in a row she had sex with two different men. She was beside herself with a combination of relief, surprise at her luck, and curiosity as to just how much sex she could have if she wanted it. She thought that maybe her dry spell was ending. She was in a happy spot in life - it was time to have fun!
The night with Darren was amazing, possibly better than her previous night with Dr. Decker. Darren was energetic, passionate, hungry, and even entertaining. He would talk to her during and after each cum session. He'd ask her if she preferred her nipples nibbled or sucked. He'd ask if she liked certain positions better than others. It was as if two friends were having sex, with no awkwardness or complications, with an obvious fact that Darren had a lot of experience with a woman.
Wendy came to discover just out much the next morning. She woke in the guest bedroom alone with the smell of bacon emanating from the kitchen. She smiled, stretched, got out of bed, found and put on her clothes, and then headed out into the hallway. She was stopped in her tracks when she heard laughter coming from the kitchen, followed by a loud slap of hand on flesh.
Wendy wondered if that was the sound of someone getting playfully spanked. Perhaps it was that Sandee woman and Darren's mother. She decided to humor her curiosity and quietly sneaked down the hallway. Her eyes widened with shock when she peeped around the corner.
A different woman, with a large pregnant belly, was sitting on Darren at the kitchen table. They were both naked; her dark, thick, mane of hair unable to cover all of her large breasts. She was feeding Darren a piece of bacon. Wendy thought she looked familiar too.
"Glad you had fun last night, sweetie. I felt a little guilty, but Sandee and I haven't made love in a couple weeks," She fed him another piece.
"It's ok mom," Darren replied. Wendy's eyes got even wider with shock, realizing who the woman was.
"I'm going to make it up to you tonight, I promise," She said seductively, feeding him another piece.
"Good," Darren replied, playfully slapping his mother's ass again.
Wendy was panicking, she wanted to leave, she wanted to speed home, she had to make a get away before Darren or his mother saw her. But she couldn't move, she was fixated on watching this woman and her son kiss each other, fondle each other. The way she fed him the bacon was so sensual. Wendy couldn't look away from the erotic imagery and the closeness between parent and child. As they kissed like lovers, brief flashes of Wade kissing her like that popped into her, and for split second she thought about how amazing it would be before stopping herself from thinking further thoughts. Luckily she was also shaken from her trance by Darren and his mother.
"Ok, let me up. I better get dressed before she wakes up. You too, by the way," Darren told his mother, kissing her on the lips as she rose off him, and then peppering her belly with a few for good measure.
Wendy took this opportunity and bolted toward the front door. Grabbing her purse on the way out, she tried to close it as quietly as possible. As she sped off in her car, she looked to the front door of their house to see Darren standing there watching. She didn't know and didn't care if he knew she saw him and his mother, she just wanted to go home.
Rodney
"Michelle you look amazing," Wendy told her younger sister as she sprayed suntan lotion on her skin, rubbing it over her six pack abs, and then on her muscular thighs.
"Thanks, but you beat me in the boob department," Michelle joked. Wendy chuckled and looked over to Michelle's friend and new coworker at the modeling agency, Christine.
"You look amazing too, by the way. I didn't want you to feel left out," Wendy joked with Christine.
"Thank you, you do to!" Christine said. Wendy wasn't sure if she was just being polite or not. Wendy did not have the gloriously fit bodies her sister and Christine had; the well toned arms, six pack abs, perfect butts. Wendy sighed looking them over, shrugging; she figured they would have bodies like that, being fitness models and all.
"Wendy, again I'm sorry about this weekend," Michelle told her sister. "I got this photo reshoot I have to do."
"It's ok, I'll see you Sunday," Wendy replied. She had been in Miami for three days and the first weekend of her trip, her sister got called into work to redo a photo session.
"We'll have a great time tonight," Christine chimed in. All three ladies were laying on their beach towels soaking up some sun. Michelle had asked Christine to take Wendy out; possibly dinner and maybe a club or two. Wendy was all for it. Michelle's creepy husband, Bill, made her skin crawl. She had no intention of being at home alone with him.
Wendy's experience the previous weekend back in Los Angeles was dismissed as just a pleasant anomaly. It was slightly tarnished by witnessing Darren and his mother in a provocative, incestuous exchange. Wendy couldn't help recall what Dr. Decker had told her, joking or not, about incest being more common than most people thought. She supposed he was right. It still gave her a bit of the willies to think about. Although since she'd arrived in Miami, somewhere in the back of her mind, she admitted there was a slight kinky nature to the taboo act, occasionally wondering what her son would think about it. Wendy admonished herself there on the beach for thinking there was something sexy about the incestuous interactions. She pushed those thoughts aside and thought about her night out on the town later that evening.
*********
It wasn't just Christine that joined them. She had a friend meet up with them too. He was a very tall, large, muscular friend indeed. Wendy learned he did a little bit of modeling for a magazine Christine did a shoot for a few weeks back. It was a magazine marketed toward young African-American males called Elite Magazine. His name was Rodney and Wendy could tell based on how he touched Christine when they danced that they no doubt have slept together a few times. She even saw, through the strobe lights, what appeared to be Christine's hand sliding up and down a large, dark-colored object.



The object's identity was discovered when Christine pulled Wendy next to Rodney, asking her to dance with him while she went to the bathroom. Rodney turned her around, Wendy instinctive gyrating her butt against his crotch. The moment she felt his large erection slid across her butt cheeks, she nearly went weak in the knees, thinking that maybe, just maybe she'd have another wild weekend. The continuous consumption of alcohol further debilitated her judgment.
When a sober Rodney drove to two ladies back to Christine's apartment, Wendy knew she was getting fucked, and in her drunken state, she wanted it more than anything.
It was a blurry, slow-motion, sweaty exchange. Wendy recalled bits and pieces, flashes of images, but nothing really concrete. Rodney's huge body over hers, slamming himself into her repeatedly, Christine walking around, nude, toward the kitchen to refill her wine glass, Rodney pulling Wendy up, bending her over the couch. Then, right before she passed out, she recalled an image of a naked Rodney making his way toward a grinning Christine. She put her wine glass down and went to her knees, presumably to clean Rodney's cock.
Wendy woke the next morning, once again nude, in Christine's bed. She had a large hand resting on one of her breasts. Rodney was spooning her, snoring lightly. Sitting up, she yawned, the headache causing her to wince in pain. She looked over to see Christine on the other side of Rodney. She had no memory after she passed out on the couch. If they had a threeway, it was a lost detail.
Letting the hot shower water trail down her chest and drip off her nipples, Wendy thought about the previous week and night, unable to ignore a feeling she had never felt before this month; she felt dirty and she liked it. Maybe she had a threeway with Christine and Rodney, maybe, she thought while sliding her hand down her tummy and to her engorged clit, she and Christine pleasured Rodney together. Wendy began rubbing her clit faster as she imagined her and Christine's tongue swirling around his cockhead.
Her headache started to wash away under the water. "Well, you know incest is a lot more common than we might think," she replayed Dr. Decker's words in her head once more, feeling the orgasm building, while picturing her and Christine's tongue's flicking against the other, then picturing Christine's face slowly morph into her sister's Michelle's. The cock no longer being black and belonging to Rodney's but Wade's.
"Whoa, ok that's enough," Wendy stopped herself, "get it together." The thoughts of a naughty mom and aunt servicing a young cock, a cock belonging to their relative no less, sent her nearly over the edge in a self induced orgasm.
When she exited the shower, Rodney had left and Christine was getting dressed. They made small talk, stating they may see each other again before Wendy headed to Tampa Bay to visit her other sister next week.
Christine dropped Wendy off at Michelle's house. Luckily her creepy husband, Bill, wasn't there. Wendy changed clothes, re-did her makeup, and drove off in her rental car to meet her college friend, Denise, for lunch.
Ulysses
The two old friends sat at lunch catching up. Wendy couldn't help but notice Denise look somewhat haggard and depressed. She had been through a nasty divorce recently, but that wasn't what seemed to bother her.
"So how is your son these days?" Wendy asked, a brief image of Darren's mother straddling him flashing in her head.
Denise sighed, shaking her head, "I'm not sure."
"Is something wrong?" Wendy asked.
"I just, I don't know, he's seeing this girl and, we were so close before that," Denise explained, clearly flustered.
Wendy, reaching across the table, gently placed her hand on her friend's, "You two were really close?"
"Yeah, very much so; sometimes, I think I'd rather date him than some other guy," Denise stated, casually chuckling, attempting to make her comment seem like a joke.
Wendy imagined her own son, wondering if he had a girlfriend at college, thinking that he'd probably make a good boyfriend to some lucky girl.
Clearing her mind before it went to inappropriate places; she asked Denise if she was seeing someone as well.
"No, I mean sort of, not really. There's a guy I met back in June. We, uh," Denise cleared her throat, "hung out that night, if you know what I mean."
Wendy knew exactly what she was implying. "He was in town last weekend and stayed with me for Labor Day. He said he'd back this weekend too, but I have to work tonight," Denise explained.
"So," she continued, offering a sneaky little smile to Wendy, "Since your sister is away, why don't you two hang out instead? It'd take some guilt off me for not being able to spend time with him while he's in town."
"Another chance at sex," was the first thought that went through Wendy's head. "Uh, sure I suppose, maybe we could do dinner or something," She told Denise.
"I think you two would have fun. He's a gentleman. He's also gorgeous - if you're into fitness models. He flies in from Atlanta to do shoots. Maybe he knows your sister," Denise shrugged.
"If that sister of mine wasn't busy, her, me, and him could have a threeway," Wendy thought to herself, again admonishing her perverse thoughts. She finished her lunch while Denise called her friend explaining the situation.
"He said his schedule is wide open because his shoot got delayed until tomorrow. He offered to meet you for dinner tonight," Denise explained.
"Yeah that'd be great," Wendy replied. Denise ended the call and the two friends spent the rest of the afternoon shopping and talking. Wendy couldn't help but observe the way Denise talked about her son. It was as though she longed for him or wanted him for herself. Denise was in her late 30's and unbelievably gorgeous, with long brown hair, and a perfect hour glass figure. Wendy wondered if Denise's son ever looked at her in a sexual manner, which of course, led to Wendy wondering if her own son looked upon her in that way. Obviously Darren and his mother looked at each other like that. Wendy chastised herself again for these perverse thoughts.
*********
Ulysses was quite amazing in every way. He looked amazing, with his dark-chocolate, perfectly toned musculature, his personality was amazing in its very gentlemanly, polite, caring way, and later in the evening Wendy discovered love-making was amazing as well.
They met for dinner at a fairly upscale restaurant. Denise had given him Wendy's phone number so they could chat about when and where. He told her he'd be waiting outside and would be wearing dark pants with a tucked in blue dress shirt. He told her he was black and had a ponytail.
As they chatted throughout dinner, about work, family, interests, Wendy knew she would try to have sex again tonight, thus creating another anomaly of intercourse, satisfying her increased libido.
That evening it seemed this was to be destiny anyway. After dinner he took her to a night club. A six foot tall, Puerto Rican woman, with legs for miles and perfect round breasts approached Ulysses. They knew each other. She introduced herself to Wendy as Fernanda. Fernanda wasn't alone, Christine was with her. All three of them knew each other and began talking, making Wendy feel like an outsider, but not for the entire night.
After they all danced several times, Ulysses gently grabbed Wendy's hand and led her out of the crowd, "Let's get out of here," he said. "I think the two of them want to be alone, plus, you're here. I'd rather spent time with you."
Wendy looked back over her shoulder and could see the two women grabbing each other's faces, kissing her hungrily, through the strobe lights.
The ride back to the parking lot of the restaurant was fairly quiet. Wendy thought two weekends in a row with sex on both Friday and Saturday wasn't going to happen after all. She thought the dry spell may return and accepted that.
However, Ulysses wasn't going to let that happen, gently placing his hand on hers in the passenger seat of his rental care he asked if she was ready to go home.
"No, not really, the night is still kind of young," Wendy replied.
"Please don't think poorly of me," Ulysses said, reaching to caress her face, slowly sliding his fingers down the top of her immense cleavage. "Would you care to join me at my hotel room?"
**********
Wendy lost count of how many orgasms she had with Ulysses. On top of him, laying under him, bent over for him, she moaned, rode, sucked, and ground on his cock until close to dawn. They didn't just have sex; they made love, making love as if two strangers were destined to come together as one for one night only.
As the sun rose, they had been talking for about an hour, Wendy's hand trailing up and down his perfectly toned body, his hand going up and down her back, occasionally dipping into her buttcrack. He told her he was in love with a married woman, but didn't want to cause problems between them, so he didn't pursue her. He apologized to Wendy for moving so fast after meeting her for the first time, stating that Wendy reminded him of this woman in some ways. Wendy didn't mind one bit, still in awe of her interesting sexual luck.
Ulysses told her the woman he was in love with was named Michelle. Wendy's curiosity got the best of her, putting two and two together, she asked if Michelle was a fitness model as well and she described her features, along with other general information.
"That's my sister, Ulysses," Wendy informed him. She watched him shake his head and frown. She could tell how much he longed for her. When he tried to speak, Wendy shushed him, climbing back on top of him, offering him a breast. Sucking hungrily, he became hard again; Wendy guided him back inside, giving herself to him once more.
Afterward they continued talking as the sky got lighter. "So do you have a stable of women back in Atlanta that you sleep with?" Wendy asked, poking his sides to let him know she was joking.
"Yeah," Ulysses said.
"Wait you're serious?" Wendy ask, propping herself up on her elbow.
"Mhmm, my step-mother and her sisters," Ulysses replied, matter-of-factly. Wendy's jaw dropped.
"Really?!" She asked in disbelief.
"Yep, since I was 15. They have been 'servicing' me, as they call it, ever since." Ulysses explained.
Wendy was in shock. Dr. Decker's words again ran through her mind. "How long have you known your step-mother?"
"Since I was 11. It just sorta happened, I was always attractive to her and well, it just happened." He explained.
"And her sisters? Your step-aunts?"
"Yep, them too. Over the course of three years they started joining in and helping out. It sounds weird but they aren't biological relatives. So it was no biggie to us. They try to set me up with other women too, hoping I can get over Michelle and move on."
Wendy just sat there, looking at Ulysses, with a goofy smile on her face. If she hadn't witnessed incest she would've left right there. Watching Darren's mother, Denise's obvious issues with her son, and now Ulysses confessing to a woman he'd never see again that he and his step-mother and step-aunts sleep together, kept her right there next to him in bed. He told her about how sometimes it'd be two, three, or four of them all in bed, kissing, licking, and taking turns riding him like it was a typical weekend event. The chatted about it until the sun was shining on them, capping off their conversation with one final love-making session; Ulysses slowly, tenderly pumping his cock in and out of her.
A couple days later Wendy traveled to Tampa Bay to stay with her other sister, Aline, for the remainder of her trip.
Tony
"How long have you two been having sex with your step-father?" Wendy sat at a small table in her sister's apartment, nude, with two fraternal 18 year old twin girls, who were also nude.
"Um," Rena glanced at Jada, "well."
"You'd rather not say, I understand," Wendy stated, going into counselor mode.
"It's been a few years," Jada admitted.
Their step-father, Tony, was a 53 year old, black, body builder. He was also married and occasionally sleeping with Wendy's sister, Aline, that is when he wasn't pounding his step-daughters white little pussies into submission.
They turned to watch Tony mercilessly pump his cock in and out of Aline on the couch. She was on all fours with Tony behind her.
"You don't mind that he's doing that with another woman?" Wendy asked the girls.
"Nope, we're cool with it." Rena answered.
"I think it's because the other women he plays with know that they get us in a package deal. Whoever he's with, we'll most likely be there too," Jada explained.
"Does your mother know about it?" Wendy asked, glancing over to her sister as she cried out again. What a wild, blurry, alcohol-filled few days it had been in Tampa Bay.
"Nope she doesn't know," Rena answered.
"She'd probably kill us if she found out," Jada said.
Wendy smiled and nodded. She was utterly fascinated by this. "Did you think it was weird at first?"
Aline moaned again in the background, ten feet away on the couch. "Yeah a little, but," the twins looked at each other and smiled, "we couldn't say no."
Wendy gave an empathetic chuckle. "What about you two? Have you ever done stuff with each other?" Wendy asked, her incestuous curiosity climbing.
The twins looked at each other once more and giggled, giving Wendy their answer in the process. "We have just to kind of help each other when Tony isn't around or busy," Rena explained.
"It's no big deal, it helps take the edge off," Jada added.
"I bet it's a lot of weight to carry on your shoulder to keep this hidden from your mom," Wendy said.
"Yeah it can be; there's a lot of sneaking around. Especially if he takes us with him somewhere, like here at Aline's," Jada admitted.
They turned to watch Tony pull out of Aline, jack his cock a few times, and then spray semen all over her back. He sighed, turning to his step-daughters, gesturing them to follow him into the shower to wash off. Aline winked at Wendy and joined the three of them, leaving Wendy alone.
When they arrived earlier in the day, Wendy watched them slide their bulbous little bubble butts up and down Tony's massive, long, rod. A girl on each side of him, everyone in the room could tell these girls knew what they were doing, and have been doing it for quite some time. They worshiped their step-daddy.
Wendy took another shot of vodka her sister brought her while they watched the twins. Aline was nude at that point, her body similar to Michelle's though not quite as muscular, and had been pretty much ever since Wendy arrived a few nights prior. After some sisterly talks about how Wendy was feeling dirty, slutty, and very naughty as of late, Aline called Tony requesting his dick for her and Wendy to feast upon. When their tongue occasionally met while they licked his cock, Wendy couldn't help but think of experimenting with incest, thought she never got the courage to ask Aline about it.
A couple nights later he was back again with his twin girls. They loved him so very much. The rest of that evening, Wendy, Aline, and the twins took turns riding Tony to orgasm. Wendy never felt so slutty, she never felt so good, she never felt so alive. Her black-haired, dark tanned, Venezuelan goddess of a sister commanded Tony's cock like it was a part of her. In her drunken state, not caring if her older sister Wendy saw her in action, she guided that massive meat into her anus, with Tony plunging it as deep as he could. Rubbing herself to orgasm will his cock was embedded in her, Wendy took another shot of Vodka, knowing she was next. The twins cleaned his member for his next anal victim.
Wendy smiled to herself as he impaled her rectum, so much sex, in such a small amount of time. Never in a million years did she picture herself having anal sex in front of her sister, and twin step-daughters of the monster that was penetrating her.
The next day was her last day before flying home to LA. Tony showed up one last time before she left. Wendy and Aline sucked his cock together, before taking turns riding him. Aline gave Wendy some privacy at the airport parking lot, allowing her to ride his cock once more, like the good slut the month of September was turning her into.
**********
"Well, you know incest is a lot more common that we might think," Wendy replayed Dr. Decker's words once more as her plane took off, taking her back home. She was reading a book she bought at the airport bookstore. It was one of those psychological study types of book. One of the chapters was about incest. She skipped right to it.
Upon her arrival back in LA, she was exhausted and sore. She didn't feel like going home, not wanting to be alone, so she headed to the beach. Taking a long walk along the shore, wondering if she could actually commit incest, she pondered committing the act with Wade. Shaking her head of those thoughts, reasoning she'd never hurt him, she continued her walk.
Laying in bed wide awake that night she counted the five different men she'd had sex with over the last 2 weeks. Wendy felt Tony was the worst. He brutally pounded her, her sister, and his step-daughters. There was no love or affection there, just animalistic lust. Rodney was probably similar, but she was too drunk to remember.
The kinky, taboo nature of incest flooded her mind once more. The idea seemed so naughty, so forbidden, yet so delicious. Wendy sat up in bed, speaking the name "Barry," her nephew.
Barry
"So your mom and this guy hang out a lot?" Wendy asked her nephew, sitting on the couch next to him, watching TV. She knew he had a small crush on her, and wanted to experiment to see if she could get a reaction from him by wearing a skimpy top, one that barely covered her boobs.
"Nah, just when he's in town on business. All they do is, uh, you know," Barry replied, stealing glances of his Aunt's cleavage.
Wendy, feeling bold and horny, pushed the issue and herself further, "Well then when they get back from dinner you and I can go out and spend time together." Wendy hugged him tightly, wondering if she was exciting the 18 year old high school senior. He was born the same year as her son, but had to be held back due to some learning issues.
Barry slid his arm down his Aunt's side, resting it on her hip, while she nuzzled into his chest. He was taken aback by her increased level of affection, but ultimately, didn't mind it one bit. His favorite pastime was masturbating to thoughts of his cock sliding in between her big tits.
"Hi again, we're back," Brandy said, entering the home with Ronnie, the hulking behemoth of African-American muscle that was visiting LA on business.
"Guess that's our cue," Wendy told Barry, sitting up to greet her sister. "I think Barry and I are going to grab some food too. You two have fun."
"Good. I mean, alright, I'll see you later sweetie," She said, giving Barry a quick hug goodbye.
**********
"What am I doing? Do I want this? Do I need this?" Wendy asked herself as she drove her nephew to her house several miles away.
"Uh, Aunt, I think we missed the exit for - " Barry spoke up.
"We're going to my house for dinner," Wendy interrupted him.
She had never had this much sex in all her life in one month. Dr. Decker's remarks, witnessing Darren and his mother, her friend Denise appearing to have feelings for her son, Ulysses confession about him and his step-mom and step-aunts, Tony's step-daughters, and finally here she was, getting ready to seduce her nephew. Nice, quiet, little Wendy would have a huge secret.
"Yes. I want to experience this, I want to devour that forbidden fruit," She told herself, pulling into her drive, turning off her car. For reasons and impulses she couldn't fully explain, other than telling herself she had an open mind and this sort of thing was more common than she thought, she led her nephew into her home.



Barry sat on the couch while Wendy went to the kitchen to pace a bit. She considered taking a shot of alcohol, but decided against it, wanting to be sober when she experienced this.
Sitting back on the couch next to him, Wendy patted Barry's thigh, "So your mom and that guy, Ronnie, are probably having sex tonight, right?"
"Uh, yeah, it's pretty annoying. I hear them when he's in town every few months," Barry awkwardly replied.
"Well that's a real shame," Wendy said, clearing her throat. She counted to three in her head, getting off the couch, and then standing in front of her nephew. She took a deep breath. Looking into his slightly confused eyes, she removed her top, unclasped her bra, letting it fall to the floor. Barry's eyes were wide and his mouth was hanging open.
"Maybe you should have sex tonight too," Wendy suggested.
Barry said nothing, only slightly nodded his head, unable to look away from his Aunt's breasts. Wendy unbuttoned her pants, slid them down along with her thong, and then straddled him on the couch.
Grinding her naked body into him, she whispered, "You have to keep this a secret, alright?"
Barry nodded, watching his Aunt assist him with removing his shirt, tossing it to the side, sliding down to the floor, unzipping his pants and sliding them off.
"Up," She said. Barry lifted his butt off the couch, allowing Wendy to reach and pull his pants and boxers down to around his feet. He was already rock hard. Wendy glanced at his cock, wanting to get this over with as soon as possible; she ignored the fellatio option, and any foreplay for that matter. She instead climbed back on top of her nephew, reaching between her legs, guiding his cock into her pussy. She had a bit of difficulty, because she was not as wet or as turned on as she thought she'd be. Once she got it inside her, she began rocking back and forth a bit.
This was not turning out like she had hoped, it was not kinky, and it was not hot or steamy. It was awkward and not intimate in any way. She heard Barry's breathing increase. His hands were gently at her waist. He was too scared to suck her tits or do anything other than hold her as she rocked.
"I'm doing it, I'm actually doing it. It's not great though," Wendy thought to herself while rocking back and forth on her nephews cock.
She looked over to a high school graduation picture of Wade on the table next to the couch. "What would he think?" she asked herself.
"Would he like this with me? Would he make love to me?" Wendy asked again, noticing that she was become more and more lubricated, making things easier for both her and Barry.
"Will you ever do this with me one day baby?" She asked her son in her head, picking up the pace. Unable to look away from his smiling face in the picture, her mouth dropped open, her breathing and heart rate increased.
"Yes," She said aloud, while looking at Wade's picture. "Yes!"
Just before the orgasm that was building had a chance to explode through her, Barry startled convulsing below her, his own orgasm taking him over. Wendy felt his cock twitch and spurt inside her. She immediately got off him with enough time to see it spurt a couple more times. She walked to the kitchen to retrieve a paper towel for her nephew to clean himself.
**********
The ride back to her sister Brandy's house was silent. When they arrived in the drive way, Wendy, never bothering to look at him, told him that this will never happen again. She reminded him to keep it a secret and that if his mother found out about this she would kill him. He agreed, said bye, and then hopped out of the car to head inside.
Wendy felt like a piece of garbage for the next few months. Finding out she was pregnant made things even worse. The shame, anger, disgust at her actions in the month of September was too much. She enjoyed her new job, but seeing the belly get larger and larger, wondering if it was her nephew's baby, made her sick. There was a slight little whisper in the back of her mind, one that she couldn't ignore, like a buzzing of a mosquito around her ear. She tried to shoo the whisper away, but the tiny, little voice wouldn't leave her mind. It was a single sentence on repeat.
"It should've been Wade."
Wade
Chapter 1
Wendy watched the crowd of people disperse in the airport. Wade had landed and he'd be there soon. Since she was eight months pregnant there was no need to tell him with words. She would stand there and let him see her. She was wearing blue jeans and a black, long sleeve shirt, with ample cleavage. Her large belly was stretching the fabric just slightly.
She saw his smile through the crowd of people, unable to keep from tearing up; she remained still for him to see. His smile slowly faded to a confused look when he saw her belly. It was as though he wasn't sure that she was pregnant. Wendy just smiled, holding out her arms, motioned for him to hug her. Her belly pressed into his lower abdomen.
"Mom?" Wade looked down, then back to her face, then back down again. "Are you...?"
Wendy nodded, "I am."
"Wow, that's um, that's great?" He asked, a slight smile returning, pointing to her belly.
Wendy nodded again, she missed him so much, ushering him for another embrace. He gently hugged her, carefully resting his arms around her shoulder, scared he might hurt the baby.
"You can do better than that," Wendy said, looking up into his eyes. "You're not going to hurt me or the baby."
Wade nodded, bending down to lower his arms around her back, Wendy peppering his jaw with several kisses, breathing in his scent.
Ending their embrace, they headed toward baggage claim, Wendy noticing Wade stealing glances at her as they walked. She instinctively grabbed his hand, finding herself blushing slightly, walking along with him in silence.
The car ride back to their home was also fairly quiet. Wade would smile at her awkwardly, glancing at her belly, making small talk about school, his flight, the summer and so on.
Dinner was the same. Wendy could tell he had a million questions. "Wade, sweetie, you've been quiet. I know you probably have questions," she said putting her fork down.
"Well I'm not sure. I know how you got pregnant," he smiled, offering an attempt at humor. "Do you know what you're having?"
"Nope, I want to be surprised. That's why the nursery isn't covered in blue or pink," Wendy explained.
"So who is he? The father?" Wade asked reluctantly after another silent pause.
Wendy sighed, looking down to her meal, slightly shaking her head. "Mom? You ok?" Wade asked.
"September was a very odd month for me, Wade," Wendy said, slowly looking up from her meal. "I, uh, well I had intercourse. Quite a few - "
"Mom, you don't have to tell me," Wade interrupted her.
"No, I feel like you should know," Wendy paused. She wanted to tell him about his cousin. Deep down she wanted to gauge his reaction to see if he was open to exploring incest. Wendy had sex with her nephew, nearly having an orgasm while looking at Wade's picture, thinking it should be him instead of Barry.
After Wade cleaned the kitchen and put the dishes away, he joined his mother on the couch, sitting next to her, facing her.
Wendy was going to take a huge risk. She was going to tell him she had sex with Barry. Over the last few months she played the scenario over in her head. He would either get angry and stay angry awhile, eventually forgiving her in due time, quite possibly not being as close to her for even longer. The other option would be that he would forgive her on the spot, saying that what happened is in the past and they would simply move forward. She wasn't expecting him to be interested in exploring incest at all - a desire she has been unable to shake since September.
Wendy couldn't help but smile at him, looking into his eyes, watching him glance again at her belly. She wanted to pull her shirt up, place his hands on it and show him what it was like to touch one, knowing that he never had.
"I made a few mistakes in September, Wade. I hope you can forgive me. I don't know what was wrong with me. I had sex with more than one man, one of those men; I will never, ever do that with again. He is the one I regret most, he is the one that in a moment of weakness, I succumbed to some sort of taboo fantasy," Wendy said, starting to tear up.
"Mom, please, it's ok," Wade said, placing his hand on hers.
"I had sex with your cousin, Barry, and there's a chance this baby is his," Wendy blurted out, looking for her son's reaction, her eyes welling up with tears. Thinking that one of her scenarios would play out, preparing for him to lose his temper, get up and pace around the living room, asking her if she was crazy, she watched him. The reaction was hardly noticeable. She felt his hand slowly release hers, his eyes not looking away, his face still and emotionless. Wade slowly stood, taking his leave; he walked to his bedroom, gently closing the door behind him.
He didn't speak to his mother for four days.
Chapter 2
"It's not locked," were the first words Wade spoke when she knocked on his bedroom door, asking to come in.
It had been four days since he came home and learned one of the individuals his mother slept with was none other than his cousin, Barry. Wade was laying on his side on his bed, not moving, not acknowledging his mother's entrance into his room.
"I just wanted to check on you," Wendy said, sitting at the foot of his bed, lightly tracing his calf with her fingers.
"I hope you can forgive me. It's been months of me beating myself up over this," she continued. She had rarely spent time with her sister Brandy, in hopes of avoiding Barry. She hadn't had sex or dated since their September encounter either. Christmas was awkward, but luckily, Wendy didn't stay at her sister's long.
Wade sighed, rolling onto his back, "Mom, I just," he paused.
Wendy interjected herself, not allowing him to continue. "I know it was wrong, very wrong. September was a very crazy month and certain events led me to want to experiment sexually. And one of those experiments was something that very wrong and taboo. I was foolish to do so, and now I'm pregnant, I feel like an idiot and I - "
Wade interrupted his babbling mother, sitting up in the bed he reached to her hand, "Mom, I get that. It was wrong. But that's not the thing that upset me the most," Wade took a deep breath.
"What upset me most is why would you, a truly gorgeous woman give yourself to and have sex with a little twerp like my cousin?" Wade asked.
Wendy's eyes brightened, "You mean the whole incest thing wasn't the thing that bothered you most?"
"Well, it's wrong, it's not exactly normal," He said, a soft smile on his face, "But I look at you and I don't see any man on earth good enough for you. To think you let that doofus do that with you, well, it makes me sad. You're so gorgeous," Wade paused, glancing again to her stomach, "now even more than ever."
Wendy started tearing up, she grabbed Wade, hugging him tightly, whispering in his ear, "You're good enough for me."
"Thanks," He said, ending their embrace, not picking up on any double meaning his mother may have meant. "Let's just move past this. Ok? Let's just go forward. I'm sure he had a night he'll never forget."
Wendy laughed, wiping away a tear, "More like a few minutes." They both laughed. "I'm so glad I have you."
Wade shrugged, "Well as much as I don't like Barry, if that is his spawn growing around in there, I love you and I want to help out as best I can."
Wendy hugged her son again, kissing his cheek, "I don't know for sure if it's his. My instincts are telling me it's not, but it could be."
Wendy stood, extending her hand to her son, "Come on, let's go out to dinner."
**********
The next three days were nothing like the previous four. Wendy and Wade laughed, talked, and even playfully flirted. She would grab his hand and place it on her belly when the baby was kicking. He would sit on the couch with her, marveling at the life form moving around inside her, gently patting the now very large home it lived in. He was enamored with it and his mother.
"Here," Wendy handed her son a squirt bottle of vanilla scented moisturizing lotion.
"What's this for?" He asked. Wendy sat next to him with her back against him on the couch.
"My belly, will you rub it please?" She asked.
"Uh sure," He shifted his position so he was facing her back. "How do we do this?"
"Let me sit in between your legs. Stretch this one out and lean back," Wendy instructed.
Wade did as he was told, feeling his mother's weight sit against him, opening the cap to the bottle. "Smells good."
"I like it," Wendy replied.
"You're hair smells good too by the way," He said.
"Thank you, flirty," Wendy smiled, leaning her back on his shoulder. "Oops almost forgot," she pulled her t-shirt up, to under her breasts, revealing that massive tummy.
Wade paused then squirted some lotion on his hands. He placed them on her stomach, gently rubbing the lotion around in circles.
Wendy could feel his breath on her neck. She let out a slight moan as she closed her eyes. "A little harder?"
"Ok," Wade said, pressing down a little firmer, both hands massaging her pregnant belly.
"You can't hurt the baby, keep going," Wendy said, letting out another moan, not realizing the moan sounded slightly sexual. She knew his hands, his breath on her neck, his massaging all felt amazing.
When he was done, the lotion completely rubbed into her skin, he let his hands rest on her stomach. The baby kicked several times against his hand, causing him to chuckle.
Wendy, with her eyes still closed and her head leaning back on his shoulder, spoke up, "The baby likes it." She sat up, pulling her shirt down, turning around face her son, "I liked it too. I think we have a nightly ritual now."
Wade smiled, watching his mother get off the couch, blushing slightly as she turned his chin up to plant a small kiss on his lips, "Goodnight," she said.
Chapter 3
Wendy was putting some dishes away the next morning, cleaning up a little before her next ultrasound appointment, when Wade came up behind her, wrapped his arms around her and rested his hands on her stomach. She loved the way he touched it, she could tell he loved to touch it too; she also loved the way he would watch her move about the house, never taking his eyes off it.
Leaning back against him, closing her eyes, she let out a slight moan then said in a unintentionally sultry voice, "Wanna come?"
"Hmm?" Wade asked.
"With me. To my appointment," Wendy quickly added.
"Oh uh, sure, that'd be nice," Wade said. He ended the embrace and sat at the table to eat breakfast.
Wendy smiled, walking slow over to him, pulling her shirt up, "Here, kiss it for good luck."
Wade, swallowing his eggs, looked up at her, "Your stomach?"
"Mmhmm."
"Alright," Wade shrugged and placed a quick peck just to the side of her navel.
"Aww, come on, you can do better than that," Wendy said, grabbing his hands, placing them on each side of her belly. "Try again."
Wade chuckled and shrugged once more. He stared at her large tummy before him for a moment before slowly leaning in and giving in a long, slow kiss, closing his eyes, almost savoring the taste.
Wendy went slightly weak in the knees, "Thank you." She cleared her throat, "Now then, uh, everything should be fine with the ultrasound," pulling her shirt down, she walked off; thinking about how she may work a belly kiss into the daily routine of belly rubs.
**********
"It wants another kiss," Wendy said, standing next to Wade, while he sat on the couch watching TV that evening. She pulled her t-shirt up for him. He gave it another spine tingling kiss just like that morning.
"Mmm, thank you. Now the belly wants a massage again," Wendy said, handing him the lotion. She got into the same position from the previous night, smiling, leaning her head back on his shoulder, pulling her shirt to underneath her breasts once more.
It was amazing. The way he would dip his hands to just above her pajama bottoms and just below where her breasts rested on her stomach. Wade didn't need to be told to use more pressure. Wendy found that she was getting aroused by this. She wondered if it was his breath on her neck again, or possibly hormones due to pregnancy, even though she hadn't gotten overly horny in the first two trimesters. No, she realized why she was feeling horny; the thought of him touching her made her that way. Maybe, just maybe, he was open to experimenting with this latent taboo urge Wendy had.
He rubbed the lotion in, taking his time, ending the massage session with a kiss awfully close to her neck. Wendy came out of her trance, sitting up, turning around she pulled Wade in for another peck on the lips.
"Same time tomorrow?" She asked, giving him another peck. Wade nodded, Wendy kissing him on the lips a third time before heading to bed, smiling to herself as she walked down the hallway. She was tired, but too excited to go to sleep, so instead she thought about the next night.
**********
Another pregnancy kiss in the morning, one when Wendy arrived home from work and another before their nightly massage session.
She didn't wear pajamas this night. She came out of her bedroom in her panties and a tight little tank top. Wade was noticeably flustered. He tried not to look at her belly and her cleavage but failed miserably.
There she was again, laying against him on the couch, his hands rubbing the vanilla scented lotion in when it happened. Wade was circling his hands back around for another pass when his right hand dipped further south than usual. His fingers grazed her panties. He was using a bit more pressure too. On each pass he'd press in and pull up. When he went low that time it pulled her lower abdomen flesh upward. He did it a second time. More of his fingers went south, pulling at her flesh, dipping into just above her trimmed public hair.
"This is it," Wendy thought, "he's going to cross that line tonight with me." She was breathing heavily, eyes closed, each pass of his hand dipping millimeters further into her panties. Her mouth was slightly open when she reached her right hand up behind his head, gripping his hair, not having any idea why she did this other than instincts. A man was massaging her stomach, getting closer and closer to her engorged clit; it seemed like something she should do. She thought she felt something hard pressing into her lower back but wasn't sure.
Unfortunately, she wouldn't find out, her massage session ending shortly after she gripped Wade's hair, feeling a light kiss directly on her neck this time. He had stopped moving and was putting the cap back on the lotion bottle. Wendy sat up, wiping her forehead, running her fingers through her hair.
"Thanks," She said, not looking at Wade, dragging herself up to head to bed. "Same time tomorrow," she said entering the hallway. She nearly screamed with joy upon entering her room.
"Maybe, just maybe, I can make things right by having sex with him. I could erase doing it with Barry!" She pondered to herself, looking to the ceiling, still wide awake, casually rubbing her clit.
"Tomorrow," She thought, "I'm upping the ante!"
Chapter 4
The next day went by extremely slowly at work. Finally at home, Wendy showered and changed into some silk, pink shorts that still fit her - barely. They hardly covered her butt. She threw on another low cut, spaghetti-strapped, white tank top and headed to the living room. She also neglected to wear underwear.
Wade was already on the couch. He had been quiet since she arrived home from work. Wendy smiled warmly, pulling her tank top up for a belly kiss, standing in front of him.
Wade paused, appeared to gulp, and then slowly placed his hands on each side of her pregnant mound. Leaning in for a slow kiss near her navel, he let it linger, sending more tingles up her spine.



"You know that's really nice. Why don't you kiss it again? The belly likes it," Wendy joked. Wade obeyed and did the same thing, looking up to his mother when the kiss ended.
Wendy didn't budge, holding her tank top up, not moving. She nodded to him, "Again?"
Wade did as requested, giving it two more kisses, and then sitting back on the couch looking directly at it in front of him.
"Keep going," his mother whispered. Wade looked up to her unsmiling face and nodded.
Grabbing each side, closing his eyes, he kissed it again, and again, and again. Wendy's eyes rolled into the back of her head when she felt his tongue against her skin for a split second. It happened once more and then again, her breath ragged, her spine tingling from the light contact his tongue was making with each sensual kiss.
"Yes," she whispered, grabbing his hair, holding him in place with her left hand. Wade was kissing it more and more, his tongue darting out on each kiss, his hands gripping it tightly. Wendy moaned, his kisses evolving into long, loving licks of his tongue, covering her stomach in saliva.
She was about to remove her shirt, offering him a tit while straddling him, crossing that forbidden line when her cell phone rang. It was Brandy. She always made sure to answer phone calls from Brandy in case she had to address an issue with Barry having sex with his Aunt. Wade stopped his licks and got off the couch to head to his room.
Brandy wasn't talking about anything important. She asked if she could bring by a casserole. Wendy was hardly paying attention. When Wendy ended the call, she sighed, looking to the empty couch. She lost the opportunity that night.
*********
It was definitely an erection pressing into her back the following night. They hardly spoke to each other when she got home from work. She met him on the couch though, watching him get into position, Wendy following suit, wearing a different pair of silk shorts - no underwear.
He was so very hard. His hands circling her belly again, each pass downward causing his fingers to graze her shorts, each pass upward, his hands grazed her breasts. She wanted to remove her shirt for him but didn't. She wanted him to initiate things as it would be better if he did.
The massage ended abruptly when she gripped his hair and moaned. She took it as a sign that he was nervous and didn't want to push things. She didn't either so she left, smiling at him as she walked toward the hallway to bed, glancing back, noticing a bulge in his pants. She laid awake rubbing her clit for the next hour, wondering if Wade was jacking off, feeling regret for not take care of him like a good mother - like a good woman - should.
The next night she wouldn't have to take care of him. Her son did so himself. Each circling pass of his hands, Wendy felt something different, something other than a hard erection pressing into her lower back, she felt Wade slightly push up with his hips. He was squeezing his butt, buckling his hips, ever so slightly as he completed a circle around her stomach. Wendy's hand was back around his neck, she was moaning slightly, eyes closed, and mouth open.
She slowly pulled her tank top up further, causing her nipples to taste the air in the room, moaning even more when his hands grazed them. Then it ended. She felt his hips buckle erratically. Her eyes shot open, she knew he was ejaculating in his pants.
"Hey, I gotta go, I gotta go to the store," Wade whispered, pushing his mother up and off him.
"Oh, sure, yeah it's fine sweetie," She said, letting him get up, watching him grab his keys and rush out the door. He was so embarrassed.
She was laying awake in bed a little later when she heard him get home. Perhaps he bought milk or some other mundane grocery item they didn't need just yet.
The next day she saw the guilt on his face. She wanted to strip for him, giving him everything, making love to him.
Wendy cleared her throat. She was standing behind him at the kitchen table after dinner with her tank top up over her stomach. "Kisses?"
He smiled awkwardly, looking to her with guilty eyes, "I don't know."
"Please?" Wendy moved forward, resting her hand on his shoulder. Wade slowly turned to face her. Slowly putting his hands on her stomach, leaning in to kiss it, he didn't stop. He kept kissing over and over again. She knew what he was going to do next and he didn't disappoint. Those long licks of his tongue made her knees weak, gripping his head, holding him in place, he started to stand. He licked his way up her belly, his hands following his tongue, now holding the sides of her breasts. He was about to pull her tank top up over her monstrous mounds when the doorbell rang. He immediately rushed to answer it.
"Hi, sorry I would've been by earlier, but I forgot. Here's that casserole," His Aunt Brandy entered the home, heading toward the kitchen. She made small talk with a flustered Wendy who had since pulled her shirt down, covering her saliva coated stomach. Wade rushed off to his room for the rest of the night.
Chapter 5
Wade avoided his mother all the next day. Wendy felt horrible for him. She knew how embarrassed he must be, however, he had no reason to be.
"Can I come in?" She asked knocking on his door.
"It's unlocked," he replied. He was laying on side once more, not looking at her or acknowledging her entrance.
"I just wanted a belly rub," his mother said, sitting at the foot of the bed. "Please?"
"Mom, I - "
She interrupted him, "Here's the lotion, get up, come on, up. You can massage it right here."
Wade sighed and sat up on his bed in a similar manner as he did on the couch. His mother smiled and got between his legs, handing him the lotion.
*********
Within minutes Wade was so very hard once more, slightly bucking his hips upward into his mother with each circle of his hand over her stomach, dipping into her shorts and grazing breasts once more.
Wendy couldn't take it any longer. They had been there for 30 minutes; Wade adding lotion every several minutes and continuing the massage for as long as he could. She knew he was going to cum soon. She knew that rock hard cock would spew in his pajama pants. She couldn't let that happen.
Suddenly, without warning, Wendy sat up and turned around to face her son. Not taking her eyes off his, she slowly started to tug at his bottoms, gripping them with her fingers and pulling. Wade's shocked eyes never looked away from hers. Wendy didn't even look at his cock when it sprung out. She knew what she had to do. She wasn't going to let her baby cum in his pants again.
Not taking her gaze off his eyes, she lowered her exposed, lotioned-up pregnant belly onto his pulsing cock. Watching his eyes roll into the back of his head, listening to the soft moan escape his lips, she began moving her stomach back and forth across his shaft.
Wade closed his eyes. Wendy reached up to caress his face, running her fingers over his lips as she worked.
"Wade, look at me," she commanded in a hushed tone, her belly still going slowly back and forth across his cock. He obeyed.
"Cum for me," She whispered. Wade couldn't hold his semen in if he wanted to. He nodded and a few second later his cock erupted on to her belly. He moaned, still looking into his mother's eyes.
"Shhh, it's ok, it's ok," Wendy said after a few moments, sitting up, letting her shirt fall, covering her again. She gave him a slight smile and a nod, "it's ok. Goodnight."
She went to sleep with his semen on her stomach and a smile on her face.
**********
The next day was more of the same. He avoided her out of guilt or embarrassment and she showed up knocking at his door later that evening. Wendy didn't even offer her belly to him to kiss. She immediately got in between his legs, without saying a word, pulling his pants down and began sliding her belly across his strengthening shaft.
Wade's mouth was trembling, his breath was ragged, and Wendy knew he was going to blow his load soon. She stopped moving her belly across his cock and immediately engulfed the tip into her mouth. He groaned when he came seconds later, throwing his head back, and shaking while his cock deposited semen into her mouth.
Wendy moaned, savoring the taste, "This is amazing," she said to herself after she swallowed his seed, crossing even more lines, well on her way to making love to the man she loved most.
She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, said goodnight to her son, and headed to bed. She fell asleep with the taste of semen in her mouth and a smile on her face.
**********
The next evening Wendy was sitting alone on the couch, preparing to go to her son's room again, looking forward to him ejaculating on her stomach or in her mouth once more when something caught her peripheral vision. It was Wade. He entered the living room and sat on the far side of the couch away from his mother.
Wendy was about to greet him when he spoke up. "Listen mom, I'm so sorry about last night and the past few days. I don't know what's wrong with me. I see your belly and I think it's beautiful. I think you're beautiful. You are the most beautiful woman on the planet and you being pregnant like this makes you look even better. I've been inappropriate with you and I'm very sorry," Wade pleaded, his eyes to the floor.
"It has nothing to do with Barry. Maybe a little bit, yeah. I never really thought of you as a sexual being, but seeing that you're pregnant it just makes me think of you as some kind of sexual goddess. I know it's stupid," Wade was rambling now, babbling on and on nervously.
Wade failed to notice his mother get off the couch and stand in front of him. He kept babbling, "When you told me about Barry, I was sad, and angry. Why him? He's a twerp," Wade paused, his eyes noticing his mother's feet on the floor in front of him.
Wade slowly looked up, his eyes admiring her perfect pregnant body, speaking when he made eye contact," My first thought was that it should've been - "
His mother interrupted him, "You?"
Wade slowly nodded to his mother standing before him.
"When Barry and I were done, that was my first thought too. It should've been you. I wished it was," Wendy explained.
They stared into each other's eyes for a few seconds longer. Taking a deep breath, Wendy pulled her t-shirt up over her belly and breasts, letting it fall to the floor. She slid her silken shorts down, stepping out them, slightly kicking them to the side. She stood before her son naked.
Chapter 6
Unlike what happened with her nephew, she didn't immediately guide her son in, in order to make it go by quickly. Wendy instead squatted in front of him, unzipping his shorts, tugging them down. Wade said nothing. He lifted himself off the couch allowing his mother to pull his boxers down to his feet where his shorts were.
Wade sat up and removed his shirt. Sitting back on the couch, he ran his fingers through his mother's hair, watching her study his erect cock. Wendy grabbed the base, squeezing gently, peppering the tip of his cockhead with kisses while looking into his eyes lovingly. The side of Wade's mouth curled slightly into a smile. Wendy smiled back at her son and then engulfed his cock, closing her eyes, sucking hungrily, pushing her head down into his lap further each time. Her other hand was steady stroking him using the saliva that leaked out of her mouth as she sucked him.
He tasted so very good that she couldn't help but moan. His hand was entangled in her black mane of hair, gently holding her in place, while her head bobbed up and down on his delicious forbidden meat.
Wendy came off his cock to catch her breath, looking at her son lick his lips, glancing at her breasts. She brought her full weight onto his lap, her large belly holding him in place on the couch, straddling him. She brought her hand to her left breast, holding it up, the nipple facing him. Reaching behind his head with her other hand, she pulled him in, his open mouth closing around her nipple, sucking from her, feeding from her. Wendy threw her head back, her eyes rolling in the back of her head, a mini-orgasm coursing through her.
After several minutes of Wade nursing him from her massive breast, she pushed him away, moving herself off him slightly, reaching between her legs to grab his cock. Just like with her nephew she guided him in. This time, though, she wasn't in any rush to get it over with. This time she looked directly into Wade's eyes, not the picture on the table next to the couch, watching his face contort with pleasure as her pussy walls clamped down and around his shaft.
She nearly came when he touched bottom, her mind racing, her heart beating, love overflowing from her. Wendy almost forgot she had a cock inside her. She was so focused at starting into her son's eyes, feelings his hands trail up and down her back, feeling his cock pressing against her sealed cervix.
Wendy started grinding back and forth slowly. She reached behind his head again, pulling his face forward once more, not to her breast, but to her waiting mouth. They shared their first lover's kiss while she was straddling him, grinding against him, with his cock embedded into her pussy.
She moaned again, lost in another world of their kisses, all lines had been crossed. Lines she should've crossed with Wade to begin with. Wendy was grinding faster and faster against him. She felt it building up inside her, each drag of her clit across his pubic bone and lower abdomen brought her climax closer and closer. When their tongues met, swirling around each other, tasting each other's mouth, she nearly lost it.
When they ended their kiss, staring into each other's eyes, hearing Wade tell his mother he loved her, she did lose it. Rising and swelling inside her, traveling up her spine, a boiling concoction of vaginal fluids erupted, coating his shaft even more. Wendy climaxed, her body trembling and shaking, her lips quivering as she looked into the eyes of the love of her life.
It was Wade's turn. He slowly sat up on the couch, bringing his mother with him, her hands clasped behind his neck. He drove his face into her neck, kissing it, licking it, while holding her head in his hands. He kissed down to her cleavage, kissing the valley between her breasts, and then kissing his way back up to her mouth, his lips interlocking with hers. He paused, looking into her eyes, giving a slight nod and smile. Wendy did the same.
Wade gently, slowly, lowered his mother onto her back on the carpeted floor. Still inside her, he took to his knees; driving his cock in and out while propping himself up with one arm. Their eyes remained on each other, his other hand running up and down her thigh, his cock slowly going in and out of her. He released her leg and placed his hand on her belly, his mother nodded, signaling him to cum. He went faster and faster, her tits jiggling with each thrust, loud slapping sounds filling the living room. Both hands were on the floor now, "Harder!" he heard his mother say.
"You can't hurt the baby," Wendy said, urging him on. That was all the encouragement he needed. Going to his elbows now, her stomach bulging into his, their faces inches apart, he was approaching his own climax. Harder and faster he went, causing another orgasm to rise in Wendy. Feeling her climax beneath him, her pussy walls milking his cock, he let loose a torrent of semen into her. Wade groaned, unable to look away from her face, as he spewed his cum into her.
Out of breath, their hearts racing, they looked at each other for what seemed like an hour - Wendy gently caressing her son's face, a weak smile coming upon it, catching their breath.
They took a shower a little later, trading smiles and glances to one another, as they bathed. Wade was on his knees in the shower kissing and cleaning her belly.
That evening Wendy was in bed, her legs spread for Wade while he hungrily licked every part of her vagina his tongue could reach, resting his hands on her stomach as he worked.
*********
The next morning Wendy was straddling Wade, both nude at the kitchen table, feeding him pieces of bacon. He was running his hands all over her breasts and belly, pausing occasionally to open his mouth for the incoming bacon. Wendy had seen a similar scene back in September. The only difference is that when the bacon was gone, she gave her son a wicked smile, stood up, grabbed his cock, guiding it back where it belonged, and proceed to squat up and down on it while he held her waist and watched her tits bounce.
"This is a good leg work out," Wendy joked.
"Uh huh," Wade smiled up at his mother.
**********
"Ok let's hurry, I'm running late," Wendy was getting ready for work one morning a week later. She hadn't yet put her shirt on. Wade stood before her nude. She grabbed his cock, jacking it furiously, sucking it to coat it in saliva.
"Here it comes!" He cried out. Wendy lay back on the bed, watching Wade stroke his cock, ejaculating onto her stomach a few seconds later. Wendy moaned when the semen landed on her. She gathered a trail of it up before it landed on her mattress.
"Thank you sweetie," She told her son, rubbing the semen in all around her belly as if it was moisturizing lotion.
Chapter 7
Wendy and her son acted as if nothing was happening in the privacy of their home. As the weeks progressed, mother and son acted normal, occasionally hanging out with Brandy and Barry. Wendy felt better around her nephew, not fully caring if he told his mother at this point about their brief sexual encounter in September. Even though Wade thought he was a little twerp, Wendy always thought Barry was a sweet kid, instinctively knowing he wouldn't tell his mother about what happened between them.
Wendy was happy but uncomfortable; her uterus continuing to grow with the baby inside. The sex was amazing. Every morning was a quick blow job ending with a semen spray upon her stomach, the night's consisting of seemingly all night loving in her - no, their bed.
Wendy rarely wore clothes anymore at home. Sleeping nude, eating nude, sitting on the couch watching TV between love-making sessions with Wade nude, only putting clothes if she knew her sister was stopping by.
Wendy paused as she walked by her bathroom mirror, she was so very large. She sighed, shaking her head; she was tired of being pregnant, tired of carrying the weight around. She wanted to meet this child and raise him or her with her oldest child.
**********
"Do it! Harder!" Wendy gritted her teeth, shouting orders at her son. Wade was grunting, working, pounding, slamming his cock in to her as hard as he could. His mother was angry, annoyed that the baby was late, taking its own sweet time in arriving. Wendy had read that intense intercourse might cause a woman carrying a full term baby to go into labor.
Wendy reached up, pulling her son down, "Fuck me!"
Wade quickly nodded, squatted down, wrapped his arms around her huge belly, squeezing it as he lifted it up and began mercilessly fucking the living daylights out of this woman.
They were both a sweaty mess when Wade collapsed on top of his mother from exhaustion. She was relentless, not wanting to spend another extremely uncomfortable, nearly sleepless, night in bed. She didn't want to have another day of waddling around the house, thinking her water could break any minute. She wanted that baby out of her, she wanted to hold it, see it, and name it.
"Nope, not done sweetie. We gotta keep going," Wendy rolled on top of her son, squatting on him, propping herself up with her hands on his chest.
"Mom, please, I'm exhausted. Let me cum and we can go to sleep."
"Nope. Gotta keep going," She replied, still out of breath, gradually increasing her up and down pace. Raising her hips off his body, slamming them back down, in hard, heavy slams, impaling herself, stabbing her sealed cervix with his cock, hoping it would break and causing her to go into labor, Wendy kept going and going.



No luck. No water breaking, no going into labor, nothing. She collapsed in a sweaty heaving mess. They would have to try again the next day.
Wendy was on all fours, her massive tits, swaying and jiggling with each powerful thrust from Wade hitting its mark. It was the next evening and they were at it again. Her back was slick with a mix of hers and his perspiration that had dripped on to her, he was out of breath, and he was assaulting her pussy with his cock as hard as he could - at his mother's request.
Then it happened. "Ahh yess!! Yes!" Wendy came with a force of a hurricane at the same time Wade groaned and threw his head back in ecstasy. Right at the moment her water broke. Wade continued slamming into her one last time as the explosion of amniotic fluid burst from her vagina, splashing back on her son and the bed.
His eyes widened as he looked down at the mess of clear liquid before him. Wendy rose up, looking over her shoulder, "It won't be long now." She got off the bed, led Wade to the shower, cleaning them both.
*********
The next afternoon her contractions started. When they were about 30 minutes apart Wendy decided it was time to go to the hospital. If they told her she arrived too soon, or rambled on about waiting until they were closer together, she would raise hell. Luckily they didn't.
The doctor left her room after another inspection. The contractions were about 15 minutes apart at this point.
"Guess I better call Brandy," Wade said.
"No, not yet," Wendy reached out to grab his hand. She gave him a devilish grin. "Take me once more before the baby gets here."
"What? No, I can't. Not now, you're going into labor, the baby will be coming out of there soon," Wade said.
"Then don't enter my vagina."
"Are you talking about, your uh, you know," Wade said, trying to control his excitement.
"I've got some KY lube in my bag over there. Go get it." His mother instructed. "We have to be quick!"
Wade did as he was told, closing her room's door, grabbing the lube. He helped his mother get on all fours on her bed. "Are you sure about this?"
"Yes I'm sure. Hurry sweetie."
"You are so sexy," He said, pulling up her robe, exposing her butt. He lathered it up with lube, along with his cock, not holding back on the amount.
It was amazing; her tight rectal wall massaging his shaft. She would squeeze her butt muscles as he slid his cock in and out.
"Go faster, it's ok," She reassured him. He paused to make sure the noise he heard out in the hallway wasn't a nurse or doctor. He continued, his hands holding her hips, sliding in and out, deeper into her body on her hospital bed.
"Hurry my love!" Wendy told her son.
"Yes ma'am!" He gladly went faster and faster. The baby's heart rate monitor sped up too. Another contraction happened while his cock was embedded all the way into her rectum. He kept going though, faster and harder, until he felt his cum churning, ready to be released.
"Ahhh!" He cried, hips jerking, body tensing, while he coated the inside of her intestines with his semen.
Wendy cried out too. It was another contraction, one that was much more intense this time. "I think we better get a nurse!"
Wade helped her get back to her back. She pulled him in for a hard kiss, "Thank you," she said with a soft smile, his sperm oozing out of her anus onto the mattress.
Chapter 8
Standing behind her, holding her hand as she pushed, Wade tried his hardest not to cry when the baby arrived. His mother was crying too; tears of joy and relief. He kissed the side of her head and told her he loved her.
The nursed placed the baby boy on his mother's chest. Wendy and her oldest son both marveled at the tiny, perfectly healthy baby before them.
**********
Dr. Decker moaned, slightly arching his back, injecting Wendy with sperm. It wasn't at the right time; there was no egg to be fertilized yet.
Darren smiled, giggling back at Wendy as she watched him from the bed in the guestroom. He retrieved a condom from his wallet, "Hate the way these things smell."
Wendy chuckled, watching him slide it on, and toss the wrapper in the trash can. Darren climbed back on top, guiding himself in, smiling at Wendy.
The room was hazy and spinning. Wendy looked over to Christine across the room. Rodney was walking toward her. "I don't want to get this drunk bitch pregnant. Finish me," he ordered Christine. She dutifully went to her knees, grabbing his cock, sucking him off until ejaculation.
Semen was on her face, her breasts, and her back. Every time that brute, Tony, had to cum, he'd pull out, chose a good spot and unload his semen there. Wendy have never taken a cum shot to the face before, but found it quite erotic, taking three over the course of her visit to Aline's. She lost count of how many times that man spewed cum on her, her sister, or his stepdaughters.
Barry's body started getting tense, his breathing erratic, signaling to his Aunt that he was finishing. She felt his cock pulse and twitch inside her. She climbed off him, watching it spurt a few more times. One healthy spurt of semen splashed against her cervix, but it didn't matter at this point.
"Yes! Yes!" Wendy gripped the back of Ulysses' head, her other arm wrapped around his shoulder. He was holding her up while on his knees on the bed and her feet were locked behind him. Her orgasm brought about his. Bucking his hips up unto her, he filled her womb with potent cum, Wendy throwing her head back in ecstasy.
*********
Wendy was crying tears of joy again, caressing Wade's face, with him running his hands through her hair. The baby was two hours old and the nurses had taken him to the nursery.
Wade was sniffing, attempting to hold back tears, "I love you," he whispered in her ear.
"I love you too. So much," Wendy replied, turning her head to kiss him.
"Mom? I was just wondering,"
"Yes?"
"I know the baby isn't mine, but can we just pretend he is? I can help you raise him. I can try to transfer to UCLA. He could be mine, you know?"
Wendy started crying again, harder this time, "Of course!" They kissed with trembling lips as best they could.
"What do you want to name him?" Wade asked his mother.
"How about Wade? After his father," Wendy said, her voice still trembling. They held each other until they couldn't stay awake. The next day would be busy with Brandy and Barry coming to visit. Wendy slept like a baby in her bed; Wade tossed and turned on the couch in her room.
*********
A couple months later, Wendy smiled, looking down to her baby, watching him nurse from her massive, milk-filled, breasts. She loved breastfeeding him. He was so sweet and precious in her eyes. When her baby was done nursing he sat up, wiping his mouth with back of his hand, looking at his mother with adoration and love, "Mmm, I love those big jugs you got there mom. I never knew you were so kinky."
Wendy snorted, rolling her eyes, "You're silly. You could've said no when I asked if you'd like some milk. I think we're both kinky. Speaking of milk, It's my turn to nurse from you."
Wade nodded, laying back on the couch, allowing Wendy to nurse from his cock. As Wendy took the older Wade's cock in her mouth, she thought back to September, and the events and catalysts that brought her to this point in her life.
She still had a couple more weeks until the doctor said she could have intercourse. As she sucked the cum out this UCLA student's cock, she wondered if Wade would ever want to impregnate her. Perhaps one night in a future September - in honor of the month her forbidden urges and curiosities were awakened.
**********
End note: The entirety of this story takes place before the events of "Self Fulfilling Fantasy" (they share a few characters). Feel free to read that after this if you want.
A story with the step-daughters and step-father in this story is in the planning stages.
Feel free to read "Denise's Year" to learn more of her story.
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Chapter 1
Ashley had lost count of how many times she's climaxed with her Business Intro Professor relentlessly pounding away at her from behind. She loved it when his large black hands would grip her large muscular ass as he slammed into it over and over again. Ashley was in heaven, she was where she belonged.
As her eyes rolled in the back of her head, the 19 year old briefly thought about how she got to this point, moaning and clawing at the bed sheets in her college Professor's bed.
She was a senior in high school, a star varsity volleyball player, and dating a really nice guy with whom she planned on losing her virginity at prom night.
One dance at prom with her boyfriend's friend changed everything. He was the school's quarterback, black, and very tall - he reminded Ashley of her stepdad, Tony. "Mmm, Tony," she thought as her professor continued his assault from behind.
Ashley started masturbating to her stepdad many years prior, always feeling guilt afterward, thinking that if her mother, Joanne, ever discovered her fantasy, it would break her heart. It would kill her mom if she ever saw them having sex. She would never do that to her, so Ashley kept her fantasies and attraction to Tony to herself, actively avoiding black male students at school because of what she knew what happen if she was close to one. Thinking that it could send her over the edge and possible become cock-crazed enough to sleep with her stepfather.
That night at prom her boyfriend went to the restroom and to get some punch. A black friend danced with Ashley while her boyfriend was away. He took his cock out while they danced. Ashley's eyes shot open and she stopped moving, feeling that heavy mass against her gorgeous, athletic ass. Looking around from side-to-side to confirm no students or teachers were watching, she slowly reached around behind her and found it. It was huge. She slowly flexed her butt cheeks against it, causing him to moan in her ear and reach around to her stomach, pulling her back against it. She looked down at his dark skinned hand on her the front of her prom gown. Glimpses of her stepdad popped into her head. Her heart began racing, she was out of breath, and her pussy was dripping. Within five minutes she found herself in an alley behind the school, her dressed pulled up, losing her virginity to a black kid at school, pretending he was her step dad.
Ashley missed several calls from her boyfriend that night. Finally after midnight, after Ashley had sex with five more black classmates in a hotel room they had purchased for the night, she called her boyfriend, informing him that she went home because she wasn't feeling well. Ending the call, she continued her night, continued swallowing their seed, continued to bend over for each one multiple times. She could finally experience a black guy without hurting her beloved mother, by sleeping with her stepdad, her mom's husband. Over the course of the summer, she dumped her boyfriend, and had a black cock embedded in her nearly every night. She was so happy to discover that it fulfilled her fantasy and didn't cause her to try to seduce Tony and hurt her mother in the process.
That fall she headed up to Atlanta for college. Ashley had one black professor. He told his students to call him Professor Ty. He was around six feet tall, looked to be in his late 40's, and had a goatee and a shaved head. Professor Ty was spewing semen all over Ashley's back within the first week.
Near the end of the first semester was when Professor Ty's wife, Devin, walked in on the two of them in bed, causing Ashley to briefly turn to face the woman as her Professor continued behind her. The two of them slept together for the rest of her freshman year. The divorce was fairly painless for Professor Ty, due to ongoing problems he and Devin had been having - they had been separated for awhile. Walking in on him and Ashley expedited the divorce process. At the end of that year, Professor Ty, resigned and moved away to teach elsewhere. They said their goodbyes; Ashley headed home to Tampa Bay for the summer, and resumed her summer sex sessions with various black, former classmates from the previous summer.
Ashley moaned again, this new Professor grabbed her long, dark brown hair, pulling her head up. He groaned as his hips slammed into her butt, sending ripples and waves of flesh away from the impact. He pushed her back down to the mattress, pulling out, stroking his cock, spraying his load all over her back. Ashley loved that feeling. She wondered if Tony does that to her mother.
"Ahh yeah, that was good," He said, slapping her ass. "You should probably leave soon though. My wife will be home in around 30 minutes. I need clean up some," he said looking at the alarm clock next to the bed.
Ashley gave his cock a few licks to clean it, grabbed her clothes, freshened up, and then left, kissing her Professor goodbye. "Happy New Year. See you in class," she said, waving goodbye then walking to her car. She had returned to college after the Christmas break early to spend extra time in bed with him.
Chapter 2
Later that day, Ashley was covered in sweat, her bare midriff glistening wet. Her grey yoga pants creeping up in between her butt cheeks as she performed more squats at the gym near campus.
She switched to lunges and nodded at her friend, Giselle, a 22 year old senior at the university. Finishing her set, Ashley sat down, her butt and thighs already burning, wiping the sweat from her forehead. She stood and walked past her friend, who was working on her arms.
Gisele shook her and smiled, "Why do you always do legs and butt? I never see you work other areas of the body." her blonde friend asked. Ashley thought she was so naïve. Grabbing her water bottle, Ashley winked at her as she walked passed, playfully slapping Gisele's ass.
"Are you coming out with us tonight?" Ashley asked her friend.
"Nah, I'm not into dance clubs. Thanks though," Gisele replied. Ashley smiled and nodded, saying goodbye, thinking that it meant more chances of her going home with a guy since it'd be less competition.
At her dorm, Ashley turned around in the shower, the water bouncing off her ass, moaning jokingly as her roommate Jules slapped her butt several times. "I wish mine was as nice as yours. I bet your stepdad would love to get his cock in this," Jules said, shaking it several times before Ashley turned back around.
"Ha! Maybe, but I could never hurt my mom, you know this," Ashley reminded Jules, putting her arms around her as the steam from the shower enveloped them.
"Yep I know. Don't worry I'm sure we'll find someone tonight at that club near campus," Jules guessed.
**********
It was loud and crowded at the night club the two girls went to. It was near campus and was mostly college students. There were a few older people there though. Ashley and Jules danced with each other, both wearing tight, short, black dresses.
Looking around the room, Ashley saw a very large, black man with wide shoulders, sitting and talking to a few other people, including a couple white women. He was glancing at Ashley every few minutes. She decided to answer a question he was no doubt asking in his head by turning around so he could check out her ass.
Ashley and Jules continued dancing for a few minutes when a tall, most likely basketball player, tapped Jules on her shoulder. She smiled, ending her dance with Ashley and followed the man a few feet away. Ashley glanced back at the direction of the large black man to find him gone. She sighed and made her way to the ladies room to freshen up. Just before she reached the door she felt a tap on her shoulder and turning around she looked up at the 6 foot tall black man with extremely wide shoulders.
He nodded to Ashley, signaling her to follow him back onto the dance floor. She complied; they found a spot to dance, and she turned around and began gyrating her butt against his crotch.
She closed her eyes, feeling the erection against her butt cheeks as they danced, moaning slightly when he placed his hand on her stomach. Ashley flexed her ass against his crotch; it was going to be a good night.
"What's your name," the man whispered from behind. Ashley looked over her shoulder up at him, her 5'4" height under his shadow.
"I'm Ashley. What's your name?" She called back to him.
"I'm called Fat Rob," he replied.
"Fat Rob?" Ashley was dumbfounded. This man wasn't fat, large and bulky, but not obese. "Why are you called that?"
"Follow me," He said, whispering in her ear. Ashley nodded, looking around to find Jules. She was several feet away in the crowded club. Ashley could make out her friend's head bobbing up and down through the crowd, her dance partner's fingers entwined in Jules' short, dark hair. Ashley smiled, knowing Jules was sucking dick on the dance floor, something so typical of her. She followed Fat Rob toward the exit, assuming Jules would find her own way home.
**********
"Ah yes!" Ashley screamed in pleasure, "So that's why they call you Fat Rob?" She asked bouncing wildly up and down in the back seat of an Escalade; on an immensely fat cock belonging to the man she met in the nightclub 45 minutes earlier. It took a lot of work to get it in her, but eventually Fat Rob was successful.
After Ashley came several times in the hour she was riding Fat Rob, he was ready to have his turn. "Get that cum," he grunted, as Ashley hopped off his lap, going to her knees, closing her mouth around that huge, bulbous cockhead. She could barely fit it in inside her mouth, feeling her lips stretch far, just like her pussy lips did. She sucked the tip of semen, swallowing every ounce that flowed into her mouth.
Fat Rob invited her back to his home, leading her to his bedroom. Guiding her to his bed he slapped her butt a few times, and began his second assault. Ashley came one final time an hour later, collapsing on her stomach. She looked over her shoulder at a sweaty Fat Rob as he pulled out, letting his cock land on her lower back with a fleshy thud. She moaned when she watched that thick meat begin spurting semen on her back, Fat Rob's head looking to the ceiling, moaning.
"Ah shit, you gotta come and dance at one of my clubs," Fat Rob said, out of breath. "How old are you? Seventeen?" he asked.
"I'm 19," Ashley answered.
Fat Rob grabbed a towel, wiping himself down, climbing into bed. "I'd pay you good. I'd pay you money and I'd pay you with this," he said, grabbing his weakening cock, jerking it a couple times.
"Oh yeah?"
"Yes. You can take a black cock really well Miss Ashley. Most of my customers are black. They'd love you for sure." Fat Rob explained.
"It would be nice to make some extra money," Ashley said, sitting up in bed, letting the semen dribble off her back onto the mattress.
"Then come by one of my clubs next weekend. I'll love to see you work that ass of yours on stage."
Chapter 3
"So you're really going to go through with it? I wished I could," Jules said in the shower while squeezing Ashley's butt.
"I am," she smiled, turning around once more.
Jules went to her knees, a hand on each of Ashley's ass cheeks, "All those men watching you dance up there, flinging money at you. I wish I could see it, but," she slowly kissed each of Ashley's butt cheeks, "I'm going out with that guy I met last weekend and his friends."
Ashley moaned, Jules was making her horny in the shower, "It's ok. Have you ordered that strap-on to use on me yet?" Ashley asked, thinking fondly back to the several threeways they had shared with various black students, occasionally getting carried away and momentarily forgetting about the guy, focusing on each other instead.
"Not yet, but I will," Jules stood, running her fingers in between Ashley's crack.
"Good, it'll be fun. I gotta go now though, I'm running late," Ashley said, turning around, planting a kiss on her roommate's mouth.
**********
On her way to the strip club, Ashley called her mother, Joanne, speaking briefly about her weekend plans. She told her she was hanging out with a friend, which was a half-truth. Her mother told her to be careful and reminded her that her step-brother, TJ, was nearby if she needed help with anything.
Ashley told her mother she remembered that, though she wasn't very close to TJ, Tony's son, due to the age difference - TJ being in his mid-30s didn't allow them to play and hang out as much in their younger years. Ashley and her older brother were far closer, having spent most of their time playing together, due to his closer proximity in age.
When Ashley arrived at one of the strip clubs Fat Rob managed, she was greeted by him in the back alley, taken inside to his office, stuffed with thick, meaty, black cock until she came within a few minutes, and then left to pick out her outfit for the night.
It consisted of super tight red shorts, only covering half her butt, and a matching vest which exposed her all the cleavage of her medium sized breasts.
She was a natural. Flexing, grinding, jerking her butt around on stage, against the pole, against men that laid down money, removing her clothes and fingering herself on stage. She felt wild, free, and so incredibly sexy. She loved every second.
She wasn't a trained stripper so really all she did was dance and grind seductively on stage. The pole dancers really stole the show in her opinion.
When her performance on stage ended, her night didn't. Over the course of three hours she was constantly taking men into the back room areas for private dances. She fought every urge in her body not to take their cocks out and ride each one to orgasm. Fat Rob told her no sex though.
"It was amazing," Ashley told Fat Rob at the end of the night, handing him a large sum of bills, the club's share of money from private dances.
"Glad you like it, Miss Ashley. Care to make even more tonight?" Fat Rob said, flipping through the various bills.
"Absolutely," the college sophomore replied.
"Good. A friend of mine from out-of-town is here this weekend. He wants me to send one of the dancers to his hotel room. He asked for you."
"He wants me to dance for him in his room?" Ashley asked.
"No. He wants you for the night, if you know what I mean," Fat Rob answered.
"Uh, how much?" she asked.
"A couple thousand is your share."
"All I have to do is have sex with him and stay the night?"
"That's it," Fat Rob said with a smile. "Just put your dress back on, head to his room, shower, and wait for him. He'll have a robe picked out for you. Take care of him all night and the money is yours."
"Like a - " Ashley started to say.
"A prostitute, exactly. But," Fat Rob said, tipping her chin up to look into her eyes, "I think you're ok with that. Aren't you? Two grand and a night with a black man, sounds like its win-win for you, Miss Ashley."
Ashley cleared her throat, "Where's his hotel room?"
**********
She couldn't resist. Smiling to herself in the mirror while drying her hair and waiting for this customer to arrive, thinking stripping and providing this "service" every once in awhile, was no big deal. Ashley was looking forward to it. She'd make a ton of extra money doing this.
She put on the white bathroom robe, with nothing on underneath, and sat quietly at the small table by the bed. A slight twinge of regret came over her, but she quickly squashed it, thinking that she was young, this was college, and to enjoy herself.
Ashley stood, pulling the drapes from the windows back to look out over the city, admiring the lights from the skyscrapers of Atlanta in the distance. She could see the room behind her in a reflection. Her eyes widened when she saw the hotel room door open. He was here.
She smiled to herself, watching him enter the room via the reflection against the glass. He was very tall, black, and from what she could tell, very muscular. She couldn't make out his face very well, but she didn't mind. He was wearing a collared, button up shirt, and khaki pants. He turned the lamp off next to the bed and slowly made his way to her. She lost sight of him in the darkened room, only seeing his moon lit hand reflected in the window as he came to rest it on her shoulder. She instinctively pushed her butt outward, slowly arching her back, searching for his crotch.
The man said nothing, but Ashley could hear him undress. Unbuttoning his shirt, letting it fall to the floor, unzipping his pants, sliding them down and stepping out of them, causing Ashley to elicit a moan when she felt a large erection come to rest on her lower back. Her heart raced with excitement when she watched his hand reach around to undo the tie of her robe, letting it fall to the ground, his cock pulsing now against her bare skin.
His hand went into Ashley's long brown hair, gripping it as the man smelled it, pulling her down, and guiding her to her knees. Ashley turned around to see his massive member in her face, illuminated by the moon light. Not looking upward, she ran her hands over the man's abs, moaning while she peppered his cockhead with kisses, gripping the base of the shaft with her other hand. This cock was hers all night; she had no time to waste.
She engulfed the head as best she could, bobbing and weaving her head back and forth on it, getting it coated in her saliva. A few moments later she popped it out of her mouth. Looking up to the man in the dark room, "What's your name?" she asked.
The man grabbed her hair tighter, bringing her face to look up to his. He leaned down, his eyes coming into view. Ashley's own eyes shot open in horror.
"I think you know who I am, you little slut. You're mine all night," Tony, her stepfather, said.
Chapter 4
"No, no, no, wait!" Ashley said, trying to back away from her stepfather, but she was too slow and he was too fast. Tony, grabbing her by the back of her head, clinching her hair in his fists, held her in place.
"Open!" he demanded, slapping her face with his giant dick. Ashley hands were on his thighs, futilely trying to push him away.
He was so strong. Holding her tight against his crotch, she tried to break free but couldn't. "Open!" he ordered her again. For a moment Ashley thought she could bite his cock, grab the robe and run away, but she didn't. Somewhere in the back of her mind as her heart raced and she glanced up at his obsidian frame above her, she slowly opened her mouth.
Tony rammed his cock in as far as he could. Ashley felt her tears welling up; however, she felt something else too. Tony, grabbing her head with both hands now, face fucked her for several minutes, pushing his cock further and further down her throat. Ashley wanted to scream but couldn't. As she watched her small, dainty hands rest on his tree trunk thighs, his chiseled stomach move back and forth, slamming into her forehead with each thrust of his cock down her throat, the gagging sensation stopped. For a second she thought about her mother. She thought about how hurt she would be if she knew about this. Ashley slowly moved her hands behind Tony, gently squeezing his muscular glutes, her eyes glazing over.
Suddenly, before she could enjoy her hands clenching his ass cheeks, he pulled back, his cock dislodging from her throat. Mucus-like, thick drool poured out of her mouth, flowing over chin, dangling there until it landed on her breasts and stomach. Tony pulled her up by her hair, bent down, scooped her up, throwing her over his shoulder and slammed her down on the bed. He quickly pulled her legs apart and climbed on top of her.
"I'm going to enjoy this. I've been watching you for years," he said, his hand on her throat, the other guiding his cockhead up and down on her clit.
"I thought I had you the summer before you left to come up here for school. I followed you several times. Saw you with those black boys from your school," Tony continued.



"I figured it was only a matter of time before you'd come on to me, begging me for my dick," He said, tapping his heavy cockhead against her clit again. "But you never did, you came up here for school, and I figured I'd lost my chance. Then I saw you at that strip club. I know Fat Rob. He did me a favor, letting me pay a little extra for a night with his newest dancer. To get a piece of your juicy ass, a goal I've had for quite some time now, is priceless."
Ashley gripped his wrist, attempting to take his hand off her throat. She looked up at his huge arms and shoulders, then his chest, then further down to the colossal cock that was poking into her vaginal opening. "So big," she thought, her legs instinctually relaxing and spreading further for him.
"Now I got you tonight. When I'm done with you, you'll never tell your momma, you'll be begging me for it and I'll oblige. I'll make my way up here every once in awhile, and I'll take you again and again," he explained.
Ashley was furious, angry at him and at herself. She tried to wiggle free, but he held her firmly in place. She wanted to scream for him to get off her, but instead she screamed in her head for him to do it, to push that huge rod all the way into her now oozing pussy.
Tony looked in to her eyes with an arrogant smirk on his face, "You ready?" he asked. Not waiting for an answer, he pumped his hips hard into her, stabbing and impaling her one time all the way to her cervix, causing her to moan in a combination of pain and pleasure. He did it again, loosening his grip on her throat, then with a third hard powerful thrust, he let go of her neck completely. Ashley cried out as he slammed into her again; balls deep, to his pubic hair covered base. One final look in his eyes, he grinned devilishly at her, her mouth hanging open; she nodded slowly knowing the onslaught would now begin.
He was a machine. Once he started going after those first several, powerful impales to establish his dominance over her, he didn't stop. Tony was relentless. His cock was pistoning in and out of her over and over again, causing her tits to jiggle violently with each impact, causing the bed frame to slam against the wall behind them. "Ahhh!" she yelped, looking up to his eyes. Thirty seconds after he started his machine-like fucking, she grasped at his arms, clawed at his chest, tears filled her eyes, she couldn't stop this if she wanted to - she was cumming.
Ashley's moans were reduced to whimpers after the first 15 minutes. He never stopped, continuously grinding into her through her first, second, then third orgasm.
Thinking she should stop him, thinking she should scream for her life and end this, thinking she should try to attack him somehow, she remained where she was on her back, her feet interlocking behind him as he worked.
Ashley would've thought he truly was some sort of android if it weren't for the drops of sweat from Tony's chin landing on her face, neck, and chest. He never looked away from her face, constantly slamming his hips into her at incredible speed.
Another 30 minutes passed. Ashley and Tony were both covered in sweat and out of breath. She thought for a moment he was tiring, and perhaps he was, but it was only of that position. Tony lifted her off the mattress, sitting back on it, and with his hand firmly gripping her rib cage, he began lifting and slamming her down on his cock.
There was no end to it. Another fifteen minutes passed in the position and Ashley's eyes rolled into the back of her head; Tony continued to grit his teeth as he slammed her up and down, only pausing to push her nearly limp head onto his shoulder and stand up off the bed.
Slamming her against the wall, her feet still locked behind him, he began pumping up into her again. Gradually over the course of several minutes, they slid across the room, Ashley still pinned up against the wall. He was staring in her face the whole time, clutching at her hips and butt, lifting her up and down, sliding her against the wall.
Tony spun around, they were standing in the bathroom door way, he paused to flick the light on. Ashley's eyes were closed, her mouth still hanging open, an arm raised to hold on the top of the door frame above her. Another orgasm washed over her.
Tony made his way to the toilet, spinning around and lowering himself. Ashley was straddling him now, and similar to an old cartoon where a character is shaken and keeps shaking after the thing shaking them stopped, she kept bouncing. Her feet firmly planted on the bathroom floor, her arms wrapped around Tony's shoulders, she kept squatted up and down, impaling herself.
"There you go," Tony said, taking a break, slapping her right butt cheek several times with his right hand, while his left hand tightly clutched her other. "Ride that dick."
"Ahhh yes!" She screamed out with another wave of pleasure traveling through her. She was the machine now, she would keep going and going, bouncing on him until her thighs gave out. Fifteen minutes later they did, searing in fiery pain from exhaustion.
Tony quickly pulled her off his cock like she was nothing, pushing her to the floor, flipping her over, slapping her butt several more times, and then mounting her from behind. Pulling her sweat drenched hair back; he went at her like a hungry animal. Each hard thrust pushed her across the bathroom floor toward the bathtub until eventually after several minutes of hard pounding from behind, her hands were holding onto the edge of the tub.
"Come on! Take it slut!" Tony yelled, slapping her now red ass again several times. Bam! Bam! Bam! He slammed into her harder than ever, sending her over the edge of the tub, with him following. She was laying on her stomach now in the tub, gripping to pull herself up, her legs still very week from earlier. She clawed at the faucets in front of her, accidentally turning on the shower. Tony groaned as the cold water hit him.
Ashley thought she should use that as a distraction to get away, but she was on the verge of another orgasm as the cold water poured down on them. Tony pulled her arms back, holding her by the wrists, pounding away at her now thoroughly destroyed pussy.
He grabbed her soaking wet body, lifting her from behind, and moved out the tub, through the door, back to the bed. Tony pushed her head down to the mattress, mounted her once more from behind, and kept going
Fifteen minutes later, a thoroughly red ass, complete with a bite mark from Tony when he finally pulled out and flipped her over on her back, she lay there on the bed out-of-breath with his semen covering her face.
Chapter 5
Ashley didn't remember how she got home. She remembered that after Tony first blasted his cum in her face, there was period of relief that it was over, mixed with sadness that it was over. Fortunately and at the same time unfortunately, Tony started again about an hour later, switching to her anus instead. Embedding his cock in her colon, she felt full, whole. After injecting her digestive track with semen, he rested again, only to start back up again in an hour. The last thing Ashley remembers was holding on to his head tightly as he sucked her tits hard enough to leave marks, while looking to the side, out the window see the first light of dawn, followed by Tony's words stating that he'll be back again for her. It all a blur at this point.
She was naked in her bed back at her dorm room. She heard the water from the shower in the bathroom. Ashley slowly opened her eyes. She heard Jules, her roommate, moan deeply. Ashley winced in pain. Her legs hurt, her butt hurt, her jaw hurt, and her pussy hurt. "So deep," she whispered, thinking of Tony.
It hurt to get out of bed, but she managed to do it, slowly making her way to the bathroom. Jules was in the shower with the basketball player she met at the club the previous week. He looked over the top of the shower curtain to Ashley, nodding his head, "Hey, what's up?"
Ashley nodded back, not bothering to make contact, sitting on the toilet to pee. "Want to join us?" he asked, followed by another moan from Jules. Ashley just shook her head, no, while looking to the floor. Not bothering to flush she limped back to her bed and started crying.
Tony was right, she would never tell her mother, she wanted him again, and she wanted it so bad. He was wrong in that she would beg for it and be around when he returned. She wouldn't be. She scribbled a note for Jules, grabbed some clothes, her books, and a bag and called her step-brother, TJ.
**********
Nicole was TJs partner. The two of them were both police officers and had the day off. She was on all fours on the bed, her huge, muscular ass illuminated by the morning sunlight pouring through the window. TJ groaned as he pulled his cock out, allowing it to rest on her butt. Nicole flexed it against his cock, see-sawing his long rod in between her cheeks.
TJ moaned again, feeling his shaft tightened and pulsate, in between her cheeks. In a moment semen erupted from the tip, the sunlight shining off the slick, dark cockhead. Nicole moaned as it landed on her back. He slapped her cheek playfully and made his way to the bathroom. His phone was on counter and rang as soon as he was washing his hands after flushing.
"Ashley, hey, how are you?" TJ answered. "Wait, slow down, are you ok?"
"I need a place to go. I was seeing," she paused, "this guy, and I, uh, he just," she didn't want to tell TJ it was his father, "I want to avoid him." Ashley frantically explained.
"Please come over then, it'll be ok. You can lay low here for awhile. Did he hurt you? Should you fill out a police report on him?" TJ asked.
"No! I mean, he didn't, it's just he said he was coming back and I don't know when. I don't want to see him, it didn't end well," Ashley told a half truth. It ended in her passing out in an orgasmic coma, which to her, meant it ended pretty good. The guilt that she loved it and wanted it again, also the guilt from allowing it to happen to begin with, was horrible.
TJ gave her simple directions and ended the call. "Who was that?" Nicole asked.
"It was my stepsister. She said she wants to hang here for awhile. Some guy was giving her problems or something," TJ answered.
"I see. I should probably go anyway. I need to check in on my son. It was good seeing you again, like this, I mean," Nicole smiled, sitting up on the bed.
TJ smiled, bending down to kiss her tenderly, "Yes it was."
They said their goodbyes. TJ put on some clothes and straightened up his apartment a little, smiling as he worked; he loved having a white partner whose body was built for black cock.
**********
Ashley missed a call from Fat Rob, from Jules, and from Gisele on the way to TJ's. She didn't feel like talking to them, she just wanted a hot shower and to sit and recuperate.
She did just that. After a polite hug from TJ, he suggested she use his shower, as if he were able to tell she needed it. Maybe her mangled hair, messed up makeup, and overall musky odor gave it away. He grabbed her bag, complimenting her appearance, smiling warmly. She couldn't help but blush.
After checking her vagina in the shower for damage and seeing none, she fought everything she had to resist rubbing her clit, knowing her thoughts would take her to Tony, her stepfather, the man she's masturbated to for years. Things were different now.
Ashley smiled again, seeing a fresh towel folded for her on TJ's bed. She dried off and put on her small, gray, yoga shorts, pulling them out of her crack, and a white t-shirt. Her smile was even wider when she saw TJ had fixed them both breakfast.
They sat and chatted at the bar area of the kitchen, sitting on stools, briefly going over the events of their lives in the past few years. TJ had become a police officer in the Atlanta area, but occasionally thinks about moving back to Tampa Bay. She talked about college and her various classes.
"Thanks again for letting me hang out here some," She told TJ, spinning around in the stool to face him.
He did the same, "Hey, it's alright. You can stay as long as you want. I'll take the couch, you can have the bed, it's ok."
"No, no, I couldn't take your bed!" Ashley replied.
TJ sighed, "Well then I'm afraid you can't stay here," he joked. "Your only option is to sleep in a bed."
Ashley laughed, swatting at his huge bicep. "You should sleep in a bed too."
"I don't snore," TJ replied.
"Neither do I!"
"Ok, well, I don't mind sharing a bed with you if you don't."
"I don't," Ashley smiled. She stood off her stool, gingerly wrapping arms around his broad shoulders. TJ, still sitting placed his hands on her waist, pulling her close, resting them on the small of her back.
They ended their brief embrace and spent most of the Sunday talking, watching TV, or light snacking. That night she joined TJ for dinner with Nicole and TJ's half-brother, Ulysses. It was a wonderful time. The two black men told stories on each other, attempting to embarrass the other. Ashley vaguely remembered meeting Ulysses long ago. He wasn't as big and muscular back then - neither was TJ.
Ashley gave Ulysses a hug goodnight, with him telling her as he's around a lot they'll probably run into each other again. Nicole did the same, suggesting her and Ashley work out some time, seeing as how they had very similar bountiful backsides. It was a wonderful night, far different than the previous one. Ashley felt coming to TJ's was the best decision she could have made.
Later TJ yawned and stretched in bed. He lay there shirtless and in long pajama pants. He patted the mattress next to him, signaling Ashley to climb in. She smiled, snuggling up next to her stepbrother in her grey yoga shorts and tank top, closing her eyes when his huge arm held her close, resting on her hip. TJ turned the lamp off and said goodnight.
The guilt from that weekend was slowly washing away in his bed and arms. She felt safe, secure, and happy. Resting her hand on his chest, she closed her eyes, drifting off to sleep, thinking things were going to be different now.
Chapter 6
Ashley entered a new routine. She would go to school all day during week, come home to study, and then later, after TJ got off his shift, she would fall asleep in his arms.
"Are you and your dad close?" Ashley asked TJ one night, laying next to him in bed, her hands trailing his stomach. She was wondering if there was a chance Tony might show up at TJ's apartment.
"Sort of, but not really. His style of raising me was basically leaving me alone to fend for myself. He spent a lot of time away, chasing women, traveling and so on," he answered.
"Until he met my mom?" Ashley asked.
"Well, I'm not too fond of how he treats Joanne to be honest. Your mother is a wonderful woman, I think he should be around more for her," TJ replied.
"Does he come visit you?" She asked.
"He'll come up here sometimes, but I'm either working, or he's busy. He has occasionally met me for lunch, but he usually gets his own hotel room."
"I see," Ashley trailed off, thoughts of Tony's sweaty body, his cock pistoning in and out of her a several days prior shot through her. She blinked rapidly, discarding thoughts of how amazing it felt to be taken the way he took her.
"Are you sure I'm not in the way here or causing a problem?" She asked, changing the subject.
"Of course not! I like having you around, for what little we see each other," TJ said, pulling her closer, her head resting on his shoulder now. "Besides, we weren't all that close when you were younger; I wasn't close to any of your mom's kids. I was up here doing my thing I guess. So I think this'll be nice. Don't you?"
Ashley nodded, smiling softly, closing her eyes, taking in his scent. TJ rested his large hand on the small of her back. Ashley looked down his torso, toward his crotch when TJ suddenly stretched and turned the lamp off, just as Ashley was wondering how large he was. Pushing those thoughts out of her mind, she closed her eyes again, drifting off to sleep in a warm embrace.
The next day Ashley called Jules to let her know she was fine and staying at TJ's apartment. She also called Fat Rob, whom she had missed several calls from. She informed him she couldn't dance anymore or provide sex services for his close clients and friends. Fat Rob sounded sad, mentioning that the guy she spent time with the previous weekend, said he would be coming back and specifically requested her to take care of all his needs while he's in town. Ashley apologized, saying she can't do it and then hung up on Fat Rob to continue her studying.
That weekend Ashley hung out with both TJ and Ulysses once again. They went out to dinner Saturday night and had a wonderful time. Ulysses came back to TJ's and the three of them played cards. Ulysses left after a couple of hours and Ashley found herself in TJ's arms once more. The next day they went to the gym where TJ helped her with exercising other body areas besides her butt. His gym was much nicer than the one she went to near campus. Each locker room had their own showers, which they used separately. That evening TJ fixed pasta for her and Ulysses.
Ashley spoke to her mother several more times during the month of January, always asking about her brother overseas, or how she was doing, never mentioning Tony. Ashley found that resisting thoughts of him became much easier. Within a few weeks she barely thought about him or that night at all. She mainly studied, worked out with TJ, hung out with him and Ulysses during the weekend, and always went to sleep in TJ's arms. She felt that life was good.
**********
"So Nicole isn't your girlfriend?" Ashley asked him one night in bed before he turned the lamp off. She had been by a couple times, but the visit seemed awkward to Ashley.
"Nope, just my partner on the job," he replied.
"Do you and her, uh, well, you know? I mean it's none of my business, I was just, sorry," Ashley trailed off and sighed.
TJ chuckled, "It's ok. We're both adults here. Her and I have slept together some, yes."
"Oh," She said, starting to blush, "When was the last time you two did that?"
"I believe it was the day you got here," TJ answered.
A pang of guilt shot through Ashley, guilt that she might be interfering in TJ's sex life. She tried not to frown as she laid there next to him, but couldn't help it.
"Valentine's Day is here soon; maybe you two could hang out?" Ashley suggested.
"Maybe so, yeah," TJ smiled, stretching next to the bed, turning the light off.
Chapter 7
"Wow," Ashley smiled at TJ, "You look great." She had picked out his clothes for his dinner with Nicole that night for Valentine's Day. She was watching him turn around. She couldn't deny this tall, muscular, black man sent chills down her own spine. She imagined Nicole feeling the same way and riding his cock all night. She thought about how amazing it must be. She thought about how she missed having a cock inside her. It had been over a month since Tony. All desire to have him inside her had faded. She hadn't heard from him at all, hoping it would stay that way; she happily remained at TJ's.
"Thanks. I'll give you the credit though," TJ said, hugging Ashley lightly.
"I can go somewhere, if I need to." She quietly suggested.
"Huh? No, no, that's not necessary. Stay here," TJ insisted.
"Are you sure? I don't want to get in the way," Ashley said, lowering her eyes.
"Hey, it's fine," TJ said, tipping her chin upward with his index finger. "We got a hotel room," He winked, offering a smile.
Ashley felt better. She hated the thought of causing this black Adonis to miss out on being serviced. She smiled, watching him leave, happy to spend Valentine's alone. She wondered what Jules was up to, but ultimately didn't care. She studied a bit, watched a movie, and dozed off on the couch.



She was awoken a few hours later by TJ coming home. Ashley sat up on the couch, wiping her eyes, adjusting to the light, "TJ?"
"Hey," he replied flatly.
"Thought you'd be gone all night! The hotel room?"
TJ simply shook his head, taking off his jacket, setting his keys on the counter. "Didn't work out," he said sighing, walking toward this bedroom.
"What do you mean?" Ashley asked following after him.
TJ began unbuttoning his shirt, "She wasn't feeling well. She drank way too much wine. We just lost focus, so I took her home," He said, taking his shirt out of his pants.
"Oh. I'm sorry," Ashley replied, standing in his doorway.
"It's ok. I'm going to shower, I'll see you a little later," TJ said to a slowly nodding Ashley.
She felt awful making her way back to the couch. TJ's night was ruined. Ashley also felt happiness knowing she was there with TJ, a man who wouldn't take advantage of a drunken woman, knowing that he'd protect her. The mixed emotions of the next 30 seconds changed to guilt, knowing of what she had done with TJ's father, something he or her family could never know. Ashley stood and headed back to TJ's bedroom. She was going to suggest they go out for breakfast tomorrow or maybe even a late night diner - anything to get him out of the apartment.
Ashley stopped right as she rounded the corner, her mouth hanging open, watching TJ in his bed room. He was facing away from her, his huge, muscular back and ass on display. Grabbing a towel, holding it at his side, blocking the view of his equipment, he turned to walk toward his bathroom where the shower water was heating up. Ashley watched in awe, he had an amazing body - just like Tony's.
Peeping around the corner, she watched him enter the shower, unable to look away as the steam enveloped him. Ashley took a deep breath and slowly slid her shorts and thong down past her knees, stepping out of them, kicking them to the side, her eyes focused on the man in the shower. Doing the same with her t-shirt, she walked into the bathroom; TJ's back facing her, observing him look downward, his hand in front of him. She crept slowly toward him, making her way to the steamy glass door of the shower, watching TJ put his free hand on the wall in front of him as he no doubt stroked himself. Pausing once more, Ashley silently stood there watching him, after a moment, she opened the door.
"Ashley! What are you doing?!?" TJ exclaimed, turning around in the shower to see his stepsister entering it. She said nothing, not taking her brown eyes off his, gently pushing him back, and feeling his erect cock poke her in the tummy.
"Ashley," he trailed off, watching her bend down slightly, grabbing his cock at the base, giving that huge cockhead a slow lick, never taking her eyes off his. "Please don't," he whispered, shaking his head.
Ashley ignored him. She turned around in the shower, arching her back, extending her butt to him - offering it to him. "Oh," TJ let out a long moan when saw it. "Ashley we shouldn't," he said, starting to bend at his knees, lowering himself.
Ashley flexed her gluteus muscles against TJ's lowering member, causing him to moan yet again. "Ashley," he said once more time, feeling her large cheeks flex against his rod as it rested in between them. He kept going lower, bending further at the knees, he took a hand to his cock, beginning to guide it where it needed to be - where it belonged.
He was so gentle, so methodical, entering her from behind in the shower. When his cock slowly came to a rest inside her, Ashley let out a moan, and TJ leaning forward, began kissing along her neck. He tugged at her wet hair, pulling her back, slowly kissing his way to her mouth.
Ashley moaned into his kiss, their tongues meeting, TJ's cock embedded all the way, not moving. Then it started - the slow, sliding of cock meat back and forth, in and out of Ashley. Their mouths remained stuck to each others. Several more minutes passed. TJ switched back to kissing her neck. Ashley's hands were on the glass shower wall in front of her. She slowly reached behind her, grabbing the back of TJ's head, while his hands cupped her breasts, all while he continued slowly going in and out of her.
"Cum for me," TJ whispered, his large hand sliding down her tummy, to slowly rub her clit with this index and middle fingers. It didn't take long, her mouth fell open, her eyes stared into his, and she began moaning, her pussy massaging his cock. "That's it," he whispered watching the sophomore climax.
When it passed, her body gradually relaxed, her core loosened, TJ turned her around in the shower. He picked her up, her legs straddling him, pinning her against the glass wall. Firmly holding her butt, he began thrusting upward, gently, lovingly, looking upon her moaning face. Ashley reached around her with her left hand to hold on to the top of the shower stall, while her right hand held on to the back of TJ's neck.
He was so slow and caring. He was the total opposite of his father. The look of determination on his face, mixed with the occasional temporary closing of his eyes, savoring her inner walls as they convulsed around his shaft, sent her over the edge once more. "Oh yes!" she cried out, gripping the back of his head.
Reaching around to turn the water off, TJ took her to his bed, still soaking wet. He sat down on the edge of the mattress, kissing her, slowly twisting their tongues around the other. Ashley followed suit and slowly began to rise up and down on him. His hands were firmly squeezing her ass cheeks. TJ's eyes rolled into the back of his head, looking to the ceiling, moaning as her perfect little body rose up and down on his cock, milking it, loving it for the next 15 minutes.
After her orgasm, he spun her around back on the bed, climbing on top of her. Flexing his glutes, he began to pump his hips into her, dragging his lower abs across her clit, kissing her as he worked. He kept going, eventually pushing her up to the bed headboard. Ashley came again, her hand reaching behind her, holding herself in place. TJ kept thrusting in and out of her while she climaxed, not stopping, he was a machine - just like Tony.
"I should've done this all along," Ashley thought to herself, holding TJ tightly, his wet, dark body above hers.
Another 30 minutes passed, another orgasm for Ashley, TJ sat up, bringing her with him. "I don't have any condoms, we should - "
"Shhh," Ashley interrupted him, lifting herself off his cock, positioning herself in front of it on the bed. She began to lick it clean of her juices, her tongue coating it in saliva, hungry for its semen. TJ moaned, his hand gripping the side of her head.
"Ashley," He said, just before his cock starting pulsating and pumping his prized juice into Ashley's mouth. He tasted so good. Sucking up every last drop, she ran her hands over his torso, moaning as his delicious seed coated her tongue.
They collapsed next to each other on his bed, his arm around her, holding her closely. They flashed each other a smile and Ashley went back to work, kissing and licking his body, causing his cock to come back to life 15 minutes later.
**********
She tasted great. Her butt was in his face as the two of them were locked in a 69 position. They had been there for close to an hour. TJ ran his tongue all around her puckered asshole, to her vagina to plunge into its depths, and back again, his hands pulling her cheeks apart.
Ashley moaned, swirling her tongue all across his bulbous cockhead, her hand massaging his balls. He was so big, so impressive - just like Tony.
When TJ could stand it no more, he lifted her off his face, keeping her on all fours, entered her gently, and began his love making from behind. "You look so amazing, Ashley," he said, running his hands up and down her back.
"Ahhh," she simply moaned in response.
With what seemed like hours, TJ finally blew his load once more, into her mouth, down her throat and she drank him up.
**********
The sun started to peep up over the horizon. Ashley turned her head and smiled, looking to it rise, whimpering as TJ kissed along her neck, while sliding his cock in and out again. He was getting tired, she could tell; every pump of his hips was labored. She turned to face him, kissing him, caressing his face.
"Let's sleep," she said. He nodded, rolling off her, taking her with him. Ashley slowly stroked his cock, already covered in her juices, using them as a lubricant. TJ moaned and squirted his seed over his stomach, his fountain of semen illuminated by the morning sunlight. They fell asleep with smiles on their faces, in each other's arms. They would nap, take a shower, and continue until one of them had to go to work or class.
Chapter 8
"Ah yes!" Ashley cried out on her 20th birthday on February 28th. Her and TJ were pulling another all-nighter. She was laying on her stomach, while he worked from above her, pounding away, causing her butt to jiggle. Her back had small streams of sweat running downward toward her spine, pooling slightly at the small of her back. The past two weeks with TJ had been the most incredible, pleasure-filled, sexual experience she had ever had in her young life.
When they were done, they kissed, cuddled, and then showered. Ashley saw she missed a call from her mother while they were showering. She immediately called her back with TJ playfully planting kisses on her butt. She swatted him away and said hello to her mom, Joanne.
It was a standard call, nothing out of the ordinary, no mention of Tony, Ashley asking how things were with her and her brother. Ashley sighed, looking down to the phone after the call ended. TJ held her from behind,"Hey we don't have to keep doing this if you don't want to. I don't want you to feel guilt about it. I mean, we aren't blood related, and all, but still."
"We should probably keep it a secret," Ashley winked. She did feel guilt, but it was fleeting, never hanging around long enough for her to dismiss sleeping with TJ. They kissed and started another session.
The next day Ashley was leaving the gym, heading back to her car in the parking deck, when she had an encounter with Fat Rob.
"Yeah I know you switched gyms," He said from around the corner of the parking garage. "I got employees that keep an eye on things," He added.
Ashley was startled when she turned around to see him there, "You had me followed?" Her heart stopped thinking he may know where she's staying and inform Tony.
"I have to keep an eye on my investments, Miss Ashley," Fat Rob said looking her over in her tight yoga pants, grabbing his hardening cock through his slacks.
"I told you I can't dance or be a prostitute for you anymore," Ashley responded angrily, backing away slowly.
"You little slut!" Fat Rob screamed, taking her off guard. "You were built for black cock, now get out there and service it! I know you want that extra money."
Ashley started tearing up, "No, I - "
"Shut up!" Fat Rob demanded, moving closer and closer to her while she backed away. "You're coming with me, I'm going to put you to work again and you're going to love it too," he sneered.
Ashley sprinted, running as fast as she could to her car, not bothering to look behind her. When she got there she nearly screamed again, seeing all four tires had been slashed. She made her way down the steps, out running Fat Rob, running back to the gym. She nearly collided with one of his associates waiting at the end of the stairs. "Watch where you're going, bitch," he sneered, attempting to grab her.
Thinking quickly, she kicked the man in the groin, sending him to the ground and kept running.
*********
Nicole was hungrily sucking TJ's cock in their patrol car when his cell phone rang. Recognizing it was Ashley's ringtone he answered. She was frantic, talking a mile a minute, explaining about her tires, asking him to pick her up at the gym.
"Ashley, wait, I can't. Slow down. I can't since it's not in my precinct," TJ explained. "I can see if someone in that one can give you a ride home. I can't leave my precinct while on the clock."
Ashley shook her head, pacing back and forth near the lobby area, looking out the door to see if Fat Rob was there. She headed inside," I don't know, I - "
She stopped moving and saw Ulysses in the corner setting his bag down. They all worked out at that gym and luckily Ulysses had just gotten there. "I see Ulysses! I'll ask him," she told TJ, running over to Ulysses.
"Please do, he will be glad to take you home, alright?" TJ suggested, ending their call.
"Ulysses!" Ashley exclaimed, rushing over to him in a panic. "Can you take me home please? Some guy was chasing me, and I think they slashed my tires, and TJ is on patrol and he - "
"Ashley! Yes, yes, it's ok! I can take you. Are they still after you?" Ulysses said, trying to calm the girl down.
"I, I don't know, I kicked one in the crotch. Not sure about the other. But my tires - "
"Ok, come with me. Where did this happen?" Ulysses asked.
"In the parking garage."
"Alright, I was lucky to find a spot in the parking lot out front. Follow me," He said, grabbing his bag and Ashley by the arm.
They looked both ways upon exiting the gym. "Do you see them?" he asked.
"No, I don't. Let's go." Ashley said. The two of them quickly made their way to Ulysses' car. He unlocked it with his keys and the two of them quickly got in and locked the doors. He drove off, telling Ashley to duck down in case someone saw her in his car, hastily leaving the parking lot.
Ashley stayed ducked down all the way back to TJ's apartment. Ulysses assured her they were safe, helped her into the apartment, and told her he'd stay a little while if she wanted. "Please," Ashley nodded.
"I'll be glad to. Why don't you go shower and I'll watch some TV right here," Ulysses said.
*********
"I stayed out in LA for awhile, doing a few jobs here and there. I missed my family so I decided to move back here to Atlanta," Ulysses told Ashley. They had been sitting on the couch chatting for a few hours.
"I wouldn't mind going out there," Ashley shrugged. "To see what it's like."
"Maybe you still could, if you wanted. Maybe transfer to a school out there," Ulysses said.
"Yeah, maybe," She smiled, sitting on the other side of the couch from him. "Are you really close with your family?"
"Yeah, I'd say so. My stepmom. Well technically she's not my stepmom anymore, since her and my dad split, but I still think of her as that," Ulysses explained.
"Oh, I'm sorry they split."
"It's fine. They had problems for awhile. They were separated when she walked in on him and a girl in bed together," Ulysses explained, Ashley eyes widening slightly.
"I see. That must've been pretty rough to walk in on that," Ashley said.
"Yeah, she thinks it was a student of my dad's. He was a professor at a nearby college," Ulysses explained.
Ashley cleared her throat, "Oh wow. I wonder if I ever had him as a professor." She wondered out loud, her heart rate increasing.
"Maybe," Ulysses shrugged. "All the students called him Professor Ty, he got along with everyone really well."
Ashley turned back to the TV, attempting to slow down her heart rate. "I think I'll grab some water, want any?" She asked, rushing to the kitchen area.
"No thanks," he replied.
She gulped it down, heading to the bed room, her mind was spinning, feeling felt like garbage. It was another secret, it was another person that she hurt and would have to hide this from. She wanted to go away, she wanted to leave, and she wanted to transfer somewhere. She looked at herself in the mirror, shaking her head, feeling so stupid.
"I need to start fresh somewhere," Ashley briefly thought before finishing her water and heading back to the couch.
"Hey, thanks again for helping me today." Ashley said to Ulysses after plopping down on the couch again.
"It's no problem. I was there after my yoga class, but I didn't mind helping. That's horrible about those guys and your tires. Oh and happy birthday by the way. Yesterday, right?" Ulysses asked.
"Yeah," She smiled, blushing slightly.
"Anyway, I better head off," he said, standing to leave.
"Ok, thank you," She stood with him, giving him an awkward hug, guilt from her past mistakes rushing over her.
Ashley watched him walk toward the door, opening it to leave, her heart was racing again, she had to act fast.
"Ulysses wait!" She called out to him, causing him to look back through the door at her. She was standing nude for him. She had quickly slid her shorts and thong off, threw off her t-shirt, and was standing there for him. Just like with TJ, she felt this would, to some degree, appease her of guilt.
Ulysses slowly reentered the apartment, closing the door behind him. Standing before her naked body, he ran the back of his fingers against her erect nipple," You're beautiful," he said.
"So are you," Ashley replied.
*********
Hours went by, the two of them entwined, interwoven in each other's bodies. They rolled around on the floor; Ashley was picked up, pinned against the wall, thrown onto the bed, and mounted from behind. Ulysses was so similar to TJ, both in size and in methods. She climaxed so many times over the next few hours. Ulysses' slow and methodical love-making bringing her orgasm after orgasm, each one causing her regrets to wash away.
They took a break to eat dinner - leftovers from the previous evening. They sat nude at the table, eating, smiling, and chatting with Ashley confessing that her and TJ have been doing this for the past two weeks. Ulysses nodded, seemingly having no issues with that. After dinner, Ulysses picked her up, carrying her to the bed once more and had his way with her.
A couple hours later, they were sitting on the couch, watching a movie. Ulysses decided to spend the night, sleeping on the couch, so she and TJ could have fun together. Ashley caressed his face, "You two are really sweet," she said, kissing him passionately.
A little while later, TJ arrived home from his patrol, sitting next to Ashley on the couch, trapping her in between himself and Ulysses.
"I think I want to start fresh," Ashley said, standing in front of the couch. "I want to look into transferring to another school in another part of the country."
"Are you sure?" TJ asked a look of concern on his face.
"Yes, I think that'd be a good move for me," Ashley said, thinking about her tires and Fat Rob, along with Tony. "I want to stay here for Spring break next month if that's ok," she said, thinking she wanted to avoid Tony at all costs.
"Well sure, as long as your mom is ok with that," TJ replied. "I just want you to be happy," he added, a slight twinge of sadness in his voice.
"You two have been so great to me. I am happy. Know what'd make me even happier?" Ashley playfully asked.
The two men on the couch shrugged, looking up to her standing before them. Ashley smiled and took off her shirt, the slid her shorts down; she wasn't wearing a bra or thong.
Ashley went to her knees before them, crawled over to where they were sitting, fishing out their cocks with each hand, no words were spoken only mischievous smiles from her. TJ had to assist due to his uniform still being on, but once he was unbuttoned and unzipped, he scooted closer to Ulysses on the couch.
They were so delicious. Ashley moaning, switching from TJ's to Ulysses' cock and back again, eventually licking and kissing their cocks heads at the same time. There was no way she could fit them both in her mouth, but she thought she could fit them somewhere else.
Ashley mounted TJ first. He was on the couch still. Ulysses moved behind her, gripping her hips, slowly guiding his cock to her occupied vagina. It was difficult at first, but he managed to slide his in right along with TJ's after several minutes of effort. All three let out a moan of relief when both cocks were firmly inserted into her.



Ashley was in a daze, her eyes half open, her mouth hanging open, TJ sucking her tits, Ulysses kissing her back and neck. She came nearly instantly when both men were lodged inside her. Their thrusts were in perfect sync with each other. TJ would pump into her as Ulysses went out. Ashley never felt so full, so stretched, and so very good.
She lost track of time - they all did. At some point during the night they moved to the bedroom. Standing in the middle of the room, TJ pummeling her pussy while holding her up, her legs wrapped around him, Ulysses moved to her anus, sliding his cock in and out in sync with TJ. Her body nearly exploded from pleasure.
They were on the bed next; TJ switching places with Ulysses, behind her, while she straddled and rode Ulysses.
They went all night, collapsing in a pile of heaving, sweaty people. The two men finally decided to allow themselves to cum, injecting her stretched out mouth with semen at the same time. They lay on the bed, Ashley in between them, drifting off to sleep as dawn approached.
Chapter 9
Ashley's was ok, albeit slightly sad, that she decided to stay at college for Spring break. She didn't want to see Tony ever again. She also spoke with her mother about transferring. After hours of conversation about why she feels she made a mistake coming to this college, her mother relented, agreeing that she should transfer. Joanne was more concerned about Ashley being so far away than anything.
The next two weeks were spent with TJ's, Ulysses', or TJ's and Ulysses' cocks embedded in her body. Ulysses usually joined in on the weekends, but during the week it was all TJ.
"You ever been with a white guy?" TJ asked, running his fingers through her matted, wet, brown hair, laying in bed after a lengthy sex session.
"Almost," Ashley said, thinking back to prom night in high school. "It just never happened."
"You think you will?"
Ashley rose, running her hand over TJ's chest, shrugging, "I suppose I will at some point. I don't know though."
TJ nodded, his hand going down to her meaty buttocks, massaging and kneading them with his strong hands.
*********
The next day was the day before Spring break. Ashley headed back to her dorm room on campus to pick up some new clothes and a few other items. TJ had helped get her car towed and new tires put on it a few days after the incident in the parking garage. As Ashley approached her dorm room, she could hear the sounds of sex from the hallway. Jules was no doubt with someone.
Ashley rolled her eyes, entering her dorm, attempting to get her things as quickly as possible when she froze. She heard something familiar. It was a grunt, a deep grunt, followed by a loud slap.
Her eyes once again widened with horror as she peeped around the corner into the bedroom. She saw Jules' back arched, looking upward, screaming in pleasure while straddling Tony, his hand gripping her ass, occasionally slapping it.
Upon realizing she informed Jules of her whereabouts, Ashley sprinted out of there, running to her car as fast as she could, speeding off back toward TJ's.
"You have to trust me, please? Just don't let him know I'm here," She told TJ frantically after she arrived.
"What's wrong?" TJ replied.
"I can't go back to Tampa, I have some issues with your dad that I need to work out, and you're just going to have to trust me on this. Ok?" Ashley said, quickly packing her things.
"I, I'm confused - "
"Look, it's alright, but I just don't want to see him right now. Maybe my mom didn't tell him I wasn't coming home for spring break and he's here to get me or something, I don't know!" She said putting her clothes in a bag.
TJ sighed, sitting on the edge of the bed, nodding to Ulysses when he arrived for the weekend. "Hey, what's going on?" he asked.
"My dad is here in town to get Ashley. She doesn't want him to know she's here. Look, Ashley, if something is going on with him or if he did something," TJ said, clinching his fists, "I want you to tell me."
Ashley stopped packing. She sat on the bed next to TJ, "I just," She sighed, not wanting to tell TJ what happened, "he didn't hurt me. I don't want to be in the car with him and I feel like I've never warmed up to him yet. Please just trust me and please don't let him know where I am if he shows up here."
TJ put his arm around her, "Alright, I understand. I'll do what I can."
Ashley kept packing her bag when, after several more minutes, they heard a knock at TJ's door. The three of them shot each other looks. "I'll hide under the bed," Ashley told Ulysses while TJ went to answer the door.
Ulysses pushed her big butt under the mattress to help her, and then sat on the bed, acting casual.
Ashley lay there, looking toward TJ's bedroom door, listening, "Hey Dad, what are you doing here?" She heard TJ answer the door.
"I'm looking for Ashley," he said flatly.
"Ashley? Here?" TJ acted surprised.
"Yeah her roommate, Jules here, said that Ashley was staying here." Tony explained.
Ashley gasped, realizing Tony brought Jules with him, she shook her head when she heard Jules say "hi" to TJ.
"Oh right, yeah she was here but isn't now." TJ said.
"She isn't? Well where is she? Are those your pink shorts?" Tony said to TJ looking over his shoulder to the couch in the living room area.
"No, no, they aren't. They belong to - " TJ attempted to lie, saying they belong to his coworker Nicole, but was interrupted but Jules.
"Yeah, I think those are hers" Jules pointed out. Ashley rolled her eyes under the bed.
"I saw her car here," Tony flatly told TJ. Ashley chastised herself for parking out front, but she didn't realize Tony would arrive so quickly.
"Yeah, Ok, well she might've gone for a walk or to check the mail. Why don't we leave and go look for here. Come on, I'll walk with you," TJ said, hoping to buy Ashley some time to escape.
"I'll stay here and wait for her," Jules added. Ashley gritted her teeth in and clinched her fist in anger. This was going to be a tough situation to get out of.
Ashley looked toward the door, the back of Ulysses' feet in view as he sat on the corner of the bed, she watched and listened for several minutes.
"Oh hi," Jules said, her hips and legs appearing in Ashley view of the door.
"Hello," Ulysses replied in a friendly manner.
"Who are you?" Jules asked, entering the room.
"My name is Ulysses, I'm TJ's half-bro, we were going to grab some lunch."
"I see," Ashley saw her take a few more steps into the bedroom.
There was an awkward silence. Ashley could only see up to Jules' knees from her vantage point. She also saw Jules' shirt land on the carpeted floor next to her feet.
"Uh, what, uh what's going on?" Ulysses said standing and moving away from Jules.
"Thought we could have some fun while we wait for them to get back," Jules replied. Ashley watched Jules step out of her pants.
"I, uh, not sure that's a - " Ulysses tried to say before Jules interrupted him. Ashley saw her feet lunge across the room, pushing Ulysses against the wall. "Wait, I don't think," he tried to say.
Jules just giggled, Ashley listening to her kissing sounds, guiding Ulysses to the bed. Ashley cringed when she listened to the bed creak, hoping they wouldn't feel her mass below them.
Ulysses put up a struggle, but not much of one, causing more eye-rolling from Ashley under the bed. She knew Jules had mounted him in her addiction to black cock and was mostly likely bouncing wildly on Ulysses' dick at this point. The bed was shaking violently and Jules was aggressively fucking Ulysses. In a few moments she was climaxing, screaming in pleasure, causing Ashley to wince from her position.
Jules was putting her clothes back on when TJ and Tony arrived. Jules headed out of the bed room leaving Ulysses alone and flabbergasted.
Ashley nearly giggled she heard Ulysses sigh and whisper "sorry" from above. She observed his hands reach on the floor where his shirt landed, presumably putting his clothes back on. He sat in his original position on the corner of the bed.
TJ entered the room alone. "All gone?" Ulysses asked him.
"Yep. Ashley still here?" He asked. Ashley shot her hand out from under the bed, causing a slight laugh from the men. She crawled out and stood before them.
"I was trapped in here. I couldn't leave," she shot Ulysses a look and wink, embarrassing him.
Later that night, Ashley smiled to herself, laying on her stomach while TJ and Ulysses each worked her left and right ass cheeks respectively, covering them with hickeys.
Epilogue
Ashley didn't go home for spring break like she had decided. She spent that time in bed with TJ - with Ulysses, too, during the weekends. She spent the rest of the semester in this routine. Often talking to her mother, informing her of her pursuits of a new college to attend, always asking about how she was doing, asking about her brother, and telling her she loved them.
Tony never came back the rest of the semester. Ashley saw him when she went home to Tampa in May after a marathon goodbye threeway session with TJ and Ulysses in Atlanta. Tony hardly paid her attention and she avoided him like the plague. They both knew that things would be pretty bad if their secret was made known. For whatever reason Tony didn't want Joanne to know. Ashley figured he wanted to make her his secret, tearing her pussy up, keeping it from her mother, his wife, whenever he wanted. Unfortunately for him, he never got his wish.
Ashley was in Tampa for about a month, constantly spending time with her mother - shopping, going to the beach some and going to movies. It was a wonderful time.
She said goodbye to her in mid-June and flew out to California to attend UCLA, to start over, to start fresh.
One day near the end of September, Ashley was sitting on a bench on campus, going over her notes for class. The weather was lovely, she had a great apartment near campus, and her classes were enjoyable. Someone caught her eye. She strained to see him in the distance. As he got closer to her she recognized the tall, black man, her eyes shooting open. He was walking across a grassy area near one of the buildings, carrying a briefcase, politely waving at a few passing students. It was Professor Ty.
Ashley exhaled slowly, closed her notebook, stood and walked away in the opposite direction.
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Chapter 1
Janet sat in the uncomfortable chair next to her husband Harvey's, hospital bed. "Janet, please, I'll be fine. Go home, go to work, and come by when you can. They are just keeping me here for tests and observation."
"I don't know, I feel like I should stay," Janet sighed, looking out his widow at the pouring summer evening rain. It had started storming on the way to the hospital.
"Look the weather isn't so bad. Just drive carefully," Harvey said, patting her hand gently. "I'll be fine ok?"
Janet sighed again, shaking her head, not wanting to go. She wasn't worried about the rain storm. She was worried about Harvey. She looked at him once more to see him smiling back at her. He was having tests done to monitor an issue with his kidney. Harvey had been having ongoing kidney problems for years.
"Go. I'll be fine. Call me from work tomorrow. Come by see me during the weekend. It'll be fine, I promise," Harvey again patted her hand, urging her to go.
Janet shook her head, attempting to smile back at Harvey, "I guess I can go into work tomorrow. I'll call you first thing in the morning though."
"That's fine honey," Harvey assured her.
Janet stood slowly, grabbing her purse, glancing out at the pouring rain, thankful she parked in a parking garage. She leaned down to give him a kiss on the lips and a hug. "Call me if you need anything, alright?" she asked.
Harvey nodded and swatted at her butt as she turned around to leave. Janet paused at his room door, turned to give him one more smile, watched him grab the remote for his room's TV, thinking that maybe he'll be ok. Heading down the hallway toward the elevator, she felt unsure if she would be.
Another flash of lightening startled Janet while sitting at a stop light on the way home from the hospital. She recounted Harvey's situation, hoping that he'd be ok, remembering that she herself, like her husband, only had one kidney left. If Harvey needed another one, he would have to go on a waiting list while a donor was searched for.
Another flash of lightening brought her memories to the night before her surgery to donate one of her kidneys to Harvey. It was a stormy night just like this one.
********************
A flash of lightening silhouetted Janet and her doctor in her hospital room five years ago. The then 45 year old moaned, tossing her long red hair back, as her doctor, whose name she can't even remember, impaled her forcefully. He was tall, black, and huge in every way. Janet knew he'd be unable to resist her flirts and innuendo. It was only a matter of time before the doctor would risk getting fired and succumb to her charms, laying waste to her pussy right there on her bed.
Another flash of lightening, Janet's legs were wrapped around his waist and her arms around his shoulders, the doctor pumped his hips upward, eliciting another moan from her. She was an addict. She knew it; it had been this way her whole life, lying dormant until her late 30's. A visit to her sister Darla in Miami awakened her black cock fantasies.
A third flash of lightening and the doctor threw his head back; spraying semen onto Janet's waiting face. She rubbed it into her skin, moaning, loving its smell, its texture, its taste. She slept like a baby that night, the anxiety of the operation fading from her.
The operation was a success, Harvey's joy and thankfulness for pulling through with the help of his wife changed Janet. Nothing but guilt followed her now. The man she loved was scared for his life and thankful that his wife came to his aid. Yet the night before the surgery his wife was there, in another room, getting fucked by one of the black doctors. She had hit rock bottom. She decided to change after seeing Harvey's happy face, hearing him thank her, hearing him say he loved her. She decided to bury this fantasy, this fetish, this addiction for good.
********************
Shaking the memory and regrets of that night, she pulled into the driveway, rushed inside out of the rain and headed to bedroom. She showered, thought about calling Harvey, but decided against it, hoping he was getting his rest, and headed to bed herself.
The next morning the day was clear and sunny. She called Harvey on the way to work, asking him how he was, checking to see if he needed anything. He assured her he was fine and asked that she have a great day and not to worry about him.
Janet pulled into her office building's parking lot. She as the administrative assistant for the company's CEO, Bob, however she didn't start out that way. It was actually a requested demotion. After the kidney surgery she decided to make a change. She asked Bob if she could change positions, one that didn't involve working with the talent at one of the several magazines the company published. Luckily, sensing an underlying issue and not wanting to pry, Bob obliged, offering her an executive assistant position. She rarely saw any of the black models that came through for photo shoots or contract discussions.
Every single black model that entered the doors of Elite Magazine for the five years Janet worked with talent relations tasted, fucked, and filled her pussy. She would take them to lunch, discuss a schedule, a contract, suck their cocks in the car, and after work meet them at their hotel if they were coming in from out of town and properly welcome them to the company.
********************
"What do you think about her?" Janet asked one young model, sitting on a couch in his hotel room several years ago. They were browsing a catalogue of white female models. He was going to pick one he liked and Janet would arrange their hotel accommodations and photo shoot next month. The then 42 year old went to her knees in front of him, pulled his cock out while he flipped through the catalog, sucking it until he found the model he wanted to shoot with. When he found her, she stood before him, stripped, and proceeded to service him for the rest of the evening before heading home later.
That was her typical routine until she met Fat Rob. He was another associate of Bob's and he also was a talent scout of sorts. He found mostly found the white female models and most likely treated them the same way Janet treated the black male models. Inevitably, their paths crossed, producing months upon months of pussy-stretching by a hulking black man, with a massively thick cock. She learned over and over again why they called him Fat Rob.
The affair abruptly ended when Janet went back to work after her kidney donation and started a new job. She saw Fat Rob every once in awhile, as he would have meetings with her boss, but only flirtation on his side came from it. He didn't seem too hurt by Janet's dismissal of his affections. Janet surmised he had several women in his stable to take her place.
********************
Sitting at her desk, picturing Harvey's smiling face after that kidney transplant surgery; she shook more regret from her mind and attempted to focus on work.
It was difficult for Janet to do so, due to the fact that her employer's right-hand-woman, Fernanda was in his office, behind closed doors, moaning loudly, and most likely faking an orgasm with Bob. Janet sighed and rolled her eyes. When Fernanda arrived from Miami for special meetings with him they usually talked very little.
After about 30 minutes, Fernanda exited his office through the large double doors, fixing her long dark hair. "Hi Janet!" the six foot tall beauty excitedly greeted her. Janet replied with a weary smile. Fernanda was always very nice, even if she did sleep with every one she came across. Perhaps that's why she was so friendly.
"How is your husband?" She asked.
"He's alright, at least I hope, tests are being run," Janet explained.
"And you are here at the office?!?" Fernanda asked.
"Yes, I'm here. Harvey insisted I come to work and that he'd be fine without me," she said, the sadness and worry was apparent in her reply.
"Well it is settled," Fernanda said in her Puerto Rican accent, "You are coming out with me tonight. It is Friday, we will have fun. Harvey will be happy that you are out, will he not?"
Deep down Janet knew Harvey would be happy to hear she went out with a friend, "I, I suppose. Maybe."
"Good! We will go to dinner and then dancing. Do not tell me you are too old for that. You are gorgeous," Fernanda said.
Janet sighed, smiling weakly, "I suppose. I don't want to stay out all night though. Harvey may need me."
"I promise to have you home safely and at a reasonable time," Fernanda assured her. "Wear something sexy," she commanded, "because that's what you are!"
Janet chuckled at the overly friendly woman. She had an idea what she could wear. She gave Fernanda her address after she insisted she drive, hinting that Janet could have a few drinks, they determined the time she would be picked up and a place they would go.
Janet watched Fernanda leaving, waited a few moments, and then called Harvey. He said that would be a great idea for her to go out and have fun. Harvey reminded her how beautiful he thought she was, looking much younger than 50, and requested she party like the younger woman she looked like.
Chapter 2
Standing in front of her body length mirror in the corner of her bedroom, Janet liked the light-green, short, cocktail dress she had picked out. It came to her mid thigh and was very tight. She hadn't worn it in five years, but followed Fernanda's request that she wear something sexy. She flipped up her long hair some, letting it fall down to her middle back, admiring the fresh dye job of dark auburn red she applied to it recently. She looked closely in the mirror at her makeup, touching up her eye shadow a bit to accentuate her big blue eyes.
Janet was proud of the way she looked at 50. She spent most of her free time in the private gym she had in one of the rooms of their finished basement. She had cancelled her gym membership due to the fact she seduced every single black man she saw there. Often she would be riding cock in the steam room, getting plowed from behind in the alley behind the gym or sneaking into the men's locker room for a shower with three or four young men. When her husband came out of surgery healthy and happy, her gym sexual encounters was another thing that ended, having realized who really mattered in her life.
Fernanda picked her up in a rental car, commented on her dress, and drove off to the restaurant for dinner. At dinner Janet learned the nightclub they were going to was one that other employees at the company frequented. This caused a bit of concern with Janet and she decided to ask Fernanda a question.
"I'm not sure, how to put this," Janet said, taking a sip of her wine, "but you mentioned a lot of employees tend to visit this club. Does that include some of the models?" She hoped that more of the office workers would be there and not some of the black male models.
"I believe so, yes! But I have not seen many," Fernanda said, a slight twinge of sadness in her voice. "I will keep my eyes open for you though!"
"No, no, that's not what - " Janet started to say.
"Ugh, who is calling me now?" Fernanda interrupted Janet, answering her phone, talking to one of her sisters in Spanish. Her call ended and Fernanda went on and one about Janet's hair or her dress or the fact she was glad to be out for the night. Eventually they left and headed to the nightclub.
A feeling of nervousness came over Janet as the two women entered the building. It was crowded, making traversing the crowd difficult. Janet saw no one she recognized from her past position or current one. Fernanda didn't seem to either. The two ladies sat at the bar and Fernanda bought Janet a martini. After chatting for a few moments, followed by a shot of vodka, also provided by Fernanda, Janet was dragged on to the dance floor by the towering woman. Janet was wearing high heels, putting her height at 5'9", two inches taller than normal. Fernanda towered over her, her three inch pumps putting her at 6'3".
Janet was feeling better at this point, being led by the hand by Fernanda, not seeing anyone she knew from the company, she began to loosen up. They danced, Janet buzzed enough to not care that Fernanda was grabbing her toned ass the whole time, feeling like it was going to be ok - no black male models from the magazine would be there.
After several songs and Janet receiving proof that this Fernanda woman was bi-sexual, due to her slightly lewd compliments, bodily caresses, and kisses along Janet's neck, their dancing ended. Fernanda was smiling widely, looking behind Janet, across the room. She waved at someone. Janet turned around to see who. It was a coworker. Janet recognized her as Devin and saw her partially obscured by the crowd of people Fernanda was slowly dragging her by the hand through. As they approached the smiling blonde, more people dispersed, allowing Janet to get a better view. She observed Devin was sitting next to someone, nearly snuggling with the person on a couch. A few more people moved out the way, they got closer, Janet saw another blonde coworker on the other side of the couch named Nicky, followed by, as more people moved out the way, a third blonde who she didn't know. Finally they were a few feet away and that's when Janet saw who the ladies were sitting with on the couch.
"Be cool, be calm, relax," Janet told herself, attempting to calm her speeding heart rate. The three blondes were sitting with the most amazing looking black man Janet had ever seen. Devin rose to greet Fernanda, hugging her warmly, turning to Janet to do the same. Nicky followed suit, politely hugging both women, and introducing the third unknown blonde as Kristen.
Fernanda was giving the black man a long hug when Nicky was introducing Janet to Kristen. Janet glanced over to him as Fernanda ended their embrace, realizing she must know him as well.
"Janet, this is Ulysses. I have been a friend of his family since I was in my early twenties or so," She smiled at Ulysses, "So a little over ten years, right?"
Ulysses nodded politely, extending his hand to Janet, she quickly shook and smiled back. They all moved to a table, ordering a couple more drinks and some appetizers. Janet controlled her breathing, reminding herself that she's fine, that she is going to be ok, that Harvey is in the hospital and may need her at any moment. She ignored Ulysses for the most part, sitting a couple seats down from him, looking away from his muscular frame that the tight t-shirt highlighted with a pony tail of dreads, chatting mostly with Nicky and Kristen. Fernanda and Devin laughed and talked the most. Janet was unaware that Ulysses sat quietly at the table, most likely accompanying these women out just to be nice, or ran into them and got dragged along on their Friday night outing. Either way he was quiet and seemed shy.
Fernanda directed the conversation back to Janet, suggesting that she and Ulysses go dance and that they will catch up with them later. Ulysses turned to Janet and shrugged, smiling awkwardly again, "Would you like to?"
"Um, well," Janet didn't want to but before she could politely decline, Fernanda stood and interrupted her.
"Yes, yes, go and have fun," She said ushering Janet to stand and follow Ulysses. "Go, we'll catch up later!" Fernanda and the three blondes scurried away toward another area of the club out of sight.
Janet watched them leave, her eyes widening when she felt her hand being softly held, turning to see Ulysses nodding at her. She nodded back and followed him through the crowd of people.
He was tame. Not once did he touch her in an inappropriate way. Janet couldn't help but smile at this, thinking about one time in a crowded club similar to this one with Fat Rob several years ago, his cock out, Janet jerking it, then bending over for him to discreetly penetrate her while they danced. Ulysses never once tried anything with her.
"So you work with Fernanda?" Ulysses asked as they danced.
"Sort of. I'm her boss's assistant."
"Oh. So you probably don't see my stepmom much either then?" Ulysses asked.
"Your stepmom?" Janet asked back.
"Yeah, DevinDevin. She's technically not my stepmom anymore. Her and my father are no longer together. But I still think of her as that and we're still very close." Ulysses explained.
Janet had no idea," I see so the other women were, or are, your step aunts then?" she asked with a smile.
"That's right. We all still hang out. They are good people." Ulysses said.
"Yeah it seems so," she replied, still dancing.
"So you're husband is in the hospital? I heard them say something about it."
"Yes, he is. Hopefully will be home soon," Janet informed him, feeling slight guilt that she was out.
"Well, it sounds like he'll be ok. It's good that you're getting out and relaxing," Ulysses said as the DJ changed to another song. More people moved to the dance floor, forcing Janet to get closer to Ulysses, her hands going to his shoulders.
"It's getting crowded," She observed.
"Yeah. We can go and sit if you like," He suggested. Janet nodded, holding his hand, following him through the crowd back to their original table. For the next hour or so that chatted about Janet's work history, not mentioning how she treated the models, and also about her husband and her family. Ulysses did the same, saying he hasn't done any photo shoots with Elite Mag, telling Janet that it's mostly advertisements for sport wear, fitness magazines and so on that he works for - the total opposite of what Elite Mag features, which is content for black males age 18-35.
It was a pleasant conversation, with Janet forgetting how attractive he was, proud of herself that she wasn't flirting or coming on to him. Fernanda and the other women returned eventually, smiling, their hair slightly messed up, Janet not knowing where they had headed off to.
"Ok Janet, are you ready? I promised to get you home at a decent time!" Fernanda said, standing behind Janet, placing her hands on her shoulders.
"Uh, sure," She said, smiling at Ulysses. "It was nice talking to you," she said.
"Yes, likewise, I hope the rest of your evening is good," He stood with her, gentlemanly shaking her hand.
They all said their goodbyes and left. Janet couldn't help but smile at herself on the way home. She had done, or rather, not done it. She didn't come on to him, she didn't try to seduce him, she was going home and that was that. Fernanda informed Janet she was taking her out again tomorrow and that it was be just the two of them and Ulysses. Janet nodded saying that was fine. She told herself everything was ok, she wasn't going to revert back to her old ways.
Chapter 3
"Hi sweety," Janet answered her phone the next morning. It was her daughter Marie checking in on her father. That chatted for a few moments about his condition and outlook.
"He told you to go home?" Marie asked.
"Yep, said he'd be fine. I'll go see him later today. I'm going to hang out with a friend tonight," Janet said.
"Well good, I think that'll be nice for you to get out," Marie replied. They ended their phone call a few minutes later and Janet finished getting ready to go to the hospital to visit Harvey. She briefly thought back to her 30 year old daughter's wedding day.
********************
It was 6 years ago. Marie had been out of college for a couple years and was marrying a man her parent's age. He was a plastic s surgeon, having already performed some enhancements on Marie's body, and was very well off in Miami.
"Ok sweety, are you rea - " Janet stopped, frozen in place in the door way to her daughter's dressing room, watching Marie in her wedding dress on her knees, sucking a glorious cock of one of the black employees of the resort the wedding was at.
Marie turned to her mother, giving her a devilish grin, motioning her to come in with her free hand. Janet slowly entered the room, without saying a word, went to her knees next to her daughter and shared the cock with her.



That was the first of several threeways she and Marie participated in over the next year. Often visiting her daughter in Miami, going out, meeting men and servicing them while Marie's husband worked or slept.
Two of those men, Ronnie and Rodney, were brothers and on many nights in Miami they were being taken by them. Mother and daughter each riding a cock, climaxing, and then switching to the other man. Ronnie and Rodney were brutes, huge, muscular black men that took turns with them all night.
********************
Janet shook the memory from her head, finished her hair, grabbed her coat and left to see Harvey. He was in good spirits, informing Janet he'd be home on Monday morning. She insisted she not go into work that day, Harvey reluctantly agreed, suggesting they have a little bit of bed room fun. Janet chuckled and agreed.
That evening Fernanda picked Janet up once more. Having followed her suggestion to again dress sexy, Janet was wearing another similar dress - this one light blue.
They went to another nightclub, Ulysses met them there, they ate, talked, and eventually the three of them danced. Fernanda pointed out to Ulysses how amazing Janet looked for a 50 year old. He couldn't believe she was that age, stating she didn't look much older than his stepmom, who had recently turned 40. Janet was flattered, suggesting her time in gym, and genetics is where the credit goes.
Janet was proud of herself. She again was able control or suppress any urges she may have had and still allow herself to have a nice evening. When a slightly intoxicated, Fernanda, suggested they head back to Ulysses' apartment, Janet happily went along. She wondered about her ride home, perhaps, she could drive Fernanda's rental car and then arrange to have it pick up in the morning.
More alcohol flowed down Fernanda's throat at Ulysses' apartment. There was loud laughter, silly flirtations, and lap dances for both Janet and Ulysses. Janet simply watched on in amusement.
That amusement turned to discomfort when Fernanda disappeared to a back room, emerging a few minutes later, standing before Janet and Ulysses on the couch completely naked. "It is time to have even more fun," she said, clumsily going to her knees and crawling toward Ulysses.
Janet's looked on with her mouth hanging open at an uncomfortable Ulysses. He clearly wasn't thinking Fernanda would do this with someone else around. "Um, I, uh," He back away from her as best he could.
Fernanda approached him, resting her large breasts on Ulysses crotch; she put her index finger on his mouth, urging him to be quiet. He turned to Janet, looking apologetically at her; she looked back embarrassed for both of them.
Then Fernanda did it. She did something that stopped time for Janet. Ulysses was struggling with her, trying to get the drunken woman to calm down and stop, but he couldn't; perhaps he wasn't assertive enough. Fernanda had managed to unbutton and unzip his cargo shorts, reach in, fish around, and pull out his cock.
Janet eyes became fixated on it. Time stopped, her memories returned, she was unable to look away from its magnificence.
********************
Janet remembers the first day she saw one. She was visiting her sister, who at the time, lived in Tampa Bay, Florida. Her older sister, Darla, was on her knees just like Fernanda was, naked and sucking her next door neighbor's massive black rod. His name was Tony and when Janet saw his colossal cock, she froze in place, dropping her bags on the floor, her mouth agape. Darla turned to her sister and smiled. Janet slowly made her to them, not saying a word to anyone; she went to her knees next to Darla and looked on in amazement.
Darla, grabbing it by the based, popped it out of her mouth, and then offered it to Janet. Janet looked at it a few moments.
"Taste it. Taste what a man tastes like. Better than little Harvey, I'm sure," Darla scornfully said.
Janet was unable to speak. She moved forward, gulping as the glistening cockhead got closer and closer to her salivating mouth. Then she did it. She opened wide and engulfed the tip.
What followed was a visit to her sister's that changed her life. That whole four day visit was spent with Tony sneaking over, or them sneaking into Tony's backyard late at night, while his wife slept to have sex with him in the hot tub.
This began her descent. Darla moved to Miami a couple years later. Janet, her daughter Marie, and now her sister, all went hunting for black guys during Janet's visits. Ronnie and Rodney were frequent sexual partners to the three women. Tony even made the trip to Miami a few times nearly breaking Marie's bed with the three women taking turns riding him.
Here Janet was 11 years later, staring at Ulysses' cock in the same manner and awe she stared at Tony all those years ago.
********************
"Oh my," Janet finally looked away when Fernanda engulfed the tip. "I, uh," She trailed off looking around for her purse.
"It has been a while since I've had this dick," Fernanda said, taking it out of her mouth with that familiar loud pop.
"Ok, that's enough," Ulysses said, gently pushing Fernanda away. "Not tonight, ok?" He stood, helping her stand and walked her back to the bedroom.
Janet was looking for the keys to Fernanda's rental car when Ulysses came back from the bedroom, "Janet I'm sorry about that. She'd been drinking as you can see, and I'm sorry, let me take you home. Her flight back to Miami is early. I want her to sleep it off here and just leave as quickly as possible."
"It's ok, maybe I can bring it back here," Janet suggested, frantically fumbling with the keys so she could leave.
"No, no, too much trouble for you. I'll be glad to take you. Let's get out of here before she comes back in here," Ulysses said, lightly taking her arm and leading her quickly out of his apartment.
Janet's eyes were stuck wide open as the image of his cock was burned into her retinas. It was so impressive. She felt just like she did when she first saw one at her sisters. She wanted to get home and get away from him as quickly as she could. The car ride to her home was silent.
"Thanks," Janet said, rushing out of his car, quickly making her way to her door.
Ulysses stood and called out to her, "Janet, I'm really sorry about what happen. She can be sort of wild at times."
"It's ok," she mumbled, struggling to jam her key into her door. She was nearly out of breath. It was so amazing. Her memories of her trysts came flooding back. She stopped struggling with the key. In a split second she made a decision to call out to Ulysses.
"Wait!" She said, just as he was climbing back into his car. He paused, looking to her from the driver side of his vehicle.
"Would, um, you like to come in for coffee or tea or water," She stammered, asking awkwardly.
"Oh, uh, sure. That'd be very nice," He replied, smiling warmly, turning off his car.
She knew why she did it. It was inevitable from the moment she saw the cock that drunken slut, Fernanda, fished out of his pants. She knew wouldn't be able to resist. Janet fought with herself all the way home, finally giving in as soon as Ulysses was about to leave after dropping her off.
They sat awkwardly on her couch sipping water for a little while, making small talk about the home, the neighborhood, and other boring, unimportant things all while Janet continued to fight with herself internally. She would glance at Ulysses' crotch from time to time as he talked about being a part time yoga instructor and his college years at UCLA.
Janet's eyes darted from side-to-side, trying not to look at his crotch while he spoke. Ulysses picked up on her unusual behavior," Janet are you alright?"
"Mmhmm," She nodded rapidly in response, avoiding eye contact.
"Are you sure? I can leave if you aren't feeling well," Ulysses replied.
Janet stopped looking around the room to avoid him. She looked directly at his eyes now. "This was it," she thought to herself, slowly standing, moving away from the couch. She maintained eye contact with a confused Ulysses, reaching behind her to grab at her dress zipper, pulling it down far enough to slide it off her shoulders, over her hips, past her knees, then to her feet to step out of it. She unhooked her strapless bra, letting it fall, and then slid her thong down to her feet, kicking them to the side.
Chapter 4
"Janet, are you sure, you - " Ulysses tried to asked.
"Yes," she replied, still not taking her eyes off him.
Ulysses nodded, standing slowly, pausing before removing his shirt, unbuckling his belt, sliding off his pants, and standing before her naked. He brought a finger to her face, caressing her cheek, and then running it through her long auburn hair. "You're beautiful," he stated.
Janet glanced over his muscular framed, while instinctually going to her knees, "So are you," she said before bringing her eyes to his cock. She grabbed the base of it, stroking it gently, smelling it, breathing in its scent, before giving the tip a long lick, following by quickly engulfing it. She was sucking the tip frantically, jacking the shaft with both hands, moaning at the taste, and the memories of her past encounters returning. She had missed this so much.
Ulysses tipped her chin causing her to pop is cock out of her mouth and stand up. She brought him in for a long, passionate kiss, moaning as he bent down, grabbing her butt, and picked her up, putting her in a straddling position. He reached behind her, grabbing is cock, lifted Janet once more, then lowered her on to it, slowly sliding it in all the way. She let out a soulful moan when it came to rest against her cervix.
"Where's your bedroom?" Ulysses asked.
"Upstairs," Janet struggled to get out. Her eyes were closed in bliss, her vaginal fluids starting to leak out and coat his balls, whimpering as Ulysses carried her, cock embedded, up the stairs to her bedroom.
He gently laid her on the end of the bed. "Don't hold back," Janet told him, thinking he might because of her age. Ulysses nodded, caressing her face once more before he got to work, peppering her neck with kisses.
Janet was in paradise. Ulysses was a machine, pumping his dick into her, not holding back, pushing her further back on the bed, all the way to the head board, causing Janet to throw a hand behind her against it to steady herself. The bed was slamming against the wall behind it, "Oh! Yes! Yes!" Janet was screaming out with each thrust from Ulysses. She threw both hands around him, holding him tightly; her head now against the head board, banging into it, but Janet didn't care, she was climaxing. A wave of spine tingling pleasure coursed through her body, her legs went limp, her pussy spasming on Ulyssses' shaft.
Reaching behind her back, Ulysses pulled her up off the mattress, while he went to his knees. He bounced Janet's limp body up and down, gritting his teeth, watching her eyes roll into the back of her head as she climaxed again.
He threw her down on the mattress, flipped her over, brought her hips up and mounted her from behind. "Ahhh yes! Yes!" She cried out each time his hips made contact with her butt. "Harder, harder!" she demanded.
Ulysses did as requested, gripping the sides of her hips, sweat dripping off his chin onto her lower back. "Janet, Janet, I'm going to - "
"Cum!" She screamed out, finishing his sentence as another orgasm coursed through her body. Ulysses threw his head back, his cock spewing semen into her womb, overflowing out onto the bed sheets.
"I didn't use protection," He said, out of breath, collapsing next to her.
Janet turned to face him. "I don't think I could get pregnant if I tried," she smiled, caressing his face.
She climbed on top of him, kissing his neck, chest, stomach, ending with a thorough cock cleaning, causing his weakened member to gain strength once more. She mounted him, rode him, cumming on him, until well after midnight.
They finally stopped around 3am. Usually said he should probably get back to his apartment to make sure Fernanda was ok. They both assumed she was asleep. He gathered up his clothes, they exchanged phone numbers; he kissed her goodnight, and left.
Janet smiled, heading back up to bed, "It was just one night. It was just one time. I can handle this. It was just a little treat, that's all, no more." She pulled the sweaty sheet over her and drifted off to sleep with a huge grin on her face.
********************
Several hours later, Janet was pacing around the house, thinking about her previous evening. "It was great, just a small treat that's all," she said out loud.
"Harvey will be home tomorrow, things will be back to normal, no big deal," She reasoned out loud, trying to rationalize her situation.
She called Harvey and checked on him. The quick call ended when Janet confirmed he was still doing ok. "I'll just give Ulysses a quick call and thank him for last night," she said, fixing a pot of coffee.
"Yes! Yes!" Fernanda screamed out in the shower. Ulysses was thrusting upward, kissing on the taller woman's neck, a hand grabbing one of her large breasts. He didn't hear his phone ring while he was spending time with Fernanda before her flight back to Miami.
"Ugh, no answer, he must still be asleep," Janet thought, letting her coffee cool. She showered, got dressed, and went to visit Harvey.
After hugging him and kissing his forehead, Janet sat by his side for a little while, chatting with him about his test results, conversing with the doctor, and calling their daughter, Marie, while there. The visit was only about an hour. Janet stated she wanted to do some shopping.
"Remember tomorrow when I'm home I'd like a little bedroom time with you," Harvey reminded her as she left.
Janet smiled, shaking her head, "You got it!"
She left the hospital and headed to the mall. She bought a couple new short, tight, dresses and some new shoes. On her way home, she decided to call Ulysses again just to thank for the previous night, this time he answered.
********************
"Oh! I'm c-cumming!" Janet screamed loudly, bouncing up and down on Ulysses, his hands holding her ass firmly while sitting on the couch.
He stayed the night, first taking Janet on the couch, then on the stairs, from behind, and finally making their way to the bed once more. Before he left in the morning they showered together. Janet said goodbye, they parted ways, and she headed to pick up Harvey from the hospital.
Chapter 5
"Everything is fine. I had a little bit of fun and now I have Harvey back, so things will be back to normal. It'll be great," Janet thought to herself, pulling into her driveway, Harvey sitting in the passenger seat of her car.
She helped him inside, though he insisted he could walk just fine. Harvey showered, put a bathroom robe on, and then sat down on the bed with freshly clean sheets and comforter. Janet had changed them shortly after Ulysses left earlier that morning.
"So, you ready?" He asked, chuckling a bit.
"I sure am! Are you?" Janet replied standing before him, taking her t-shirt off.
"I am indeed," Harvey smiled watching her slide out of her pants and underwear. "Such a great body. So glad I have a hot, older woman as a wife."
"You're older than me remember?" She replied, gently pushing Harvey back on the bed, climbing on top of him.
"Only by a few years," he said, squeezing her butt playfully. Janet smiled, kissing him softly, guiding his cock to her entrance. She had to try a little longer than normal to get it in, as she wasn't very lubricated, but once he was in she smiled warmly again and began grinding against him, her hands on his belly.
"All is well and back to normal, I'm doing just fine," Janet thought to herself, smiling down at Harvey, watching his face contort with pleasure. "I had my little fun and it's over now. I'm fine."
Janet began grinding harder and hard against Harvey. Within minutes he was moaning, cumming inside her, his grip on her waist loosening. "Mmm thanks, honey. But you didn't have a turn?"
"Nah, I'm good. I need to do some cleaning and grocery shopping. I want you to rest thought, alright?" Janet replied.
The rest of the day was fairly uneventful. Harvey took a nice, long nap in his own bed, happy to be able to sleep far better there than at the hospital.
That evening she went to the basement to exercise. The handle of the elliptical machine was made of black rubber and could be slid off. Janet smiled at her hand gripping its girth, thinking about Ulysses, laughing at her silliness during her working.
Five minutes later, Janet as on her back on the floor, attempting to jam that rubber handle into her soaking wet pussy.
The next morning she kissed Harvey goodbye and headed to work. While sitting at a stop light, she picked up her cell phone and called into the office, "Hi, yeah it's me. I think I picked up a bug at the hospital. I'm feeling sort of yucky. I think I'll take another day off. Ok great, I'll see you tomorrow."
Janet ended the call, making a right turn at the light instead of going straight, looking in her rear view mirror to check her eye makeup.
"Janet, hi," Ulysses smiled at her when he opened his apartment door. "Come in, come in."
********************
Her hair was soaking wet, her back had little rivers of sweat flowing down into the crevice of her spine, she was out of breath, and exhausted. Ulysses groaned again, arching his back, smacking Janet's butt cheek, splattering sweat as he ejaculated again. The sun was low in the sky. She needed to leave soon but she couldn't. She didn't want to.
Flipping around on her back, pulling Ulysses in for a kiss, she told him she needed to get home to make dinner for Harvey. He said he understood and asked when he would see her again. Janet suggested the next day for lunch.
Janet was in the women's restroom the next day during her lunch break. Her legs were wrapped around Ulysses, her skirt was pulled up, and she was propping herself up with a hand behind her head, hanging on the bathroom stall. She didn't care if someone came in. Janet sat down on the toilet, took his cock to her mouth, sucking him dry after he sprayed semen down her throat.
The next evening Janet went down to exercise in the basement. She had finished dinner with Harvey and he was heading to bed to watch TV and mostly likely fall asleep. Ulysses met her at the basement door, followed her into the workout room, stripped and laid down on the bench press table. Janet gripped the mounted barbell above him, straddled him with both feet on the floor, and then began squatting up and down, milking his cock. Ulysses left to go home at 2am. Janet went upstairs, showered, and headed to bed with her legs aching and a huge grin on her face.
Friday night, the next evening, was a repeat. Ulysses would show up at the basement door, follow Janet into the exercise room, and stay a few hours, finally leaving after midnight.
"I'll be back in a bit, Harvey. I need to run some errands," Janet called out to her husband the next afternoon.
"Ok, see you in a bit, honey," He replied from the kitchen
Ulysses wasn't alone at his apartment when Janet arrived. His half-brother and police officer, TJ, and his partner Nicole were there. They were enjoying each other's company in a threeway they occasionally participated in when Janet knocked on Ulysses' door. Pulling his cock out of Nicole's double penetrated pussy, he walked to the door, looking out of the peephole, seeing Janet standing there, and decided to answer the door as he was - nude.
Janet pushed him back all the way to the couch, quickly stripped out of her clothes, mounted him right there and began grinding back and forth without saying a word.
Fifteen minutes passed, TJ and Nicole exited the bed room, much to Ulysses' embarrassment. They were dressed and were leaving. He looked around a climaxing Janet and shrugged, waving goodbye to them. They tried to be quiet, TJ putting his arm around his blonde partner, locking the door behind them.



The next day was Sunday and Harvey was going to play golf with a few friends. Janet told him that was a great idea. She was happy to see him get out of the house, feeling that playing golf meant he was feeling much better. As soon as he pulled out of the driveway, Janet left, heading to Ulysses'.
TJ had accidently left some handcuffs there. Janet had Ulysses cuffed to the bed post and was not letting him free. She was bouncing up and down on his trapped body. He wasn't going anywhere.
Janet was so focused on making him cum over and over; not letting him free, that she didn't notice TJ had returned and was standing in the bedroom doorway with a shocked look on his face.
"Um," he said, his mouth hanging open.
"TJ!" Ulysses exclaimed. "This is my friend Janet. She stopped by to visit and decided to borrow your handcuffs."
"I can see that," the muscular, black, police officer stated. "I'm going to need them back soon."
Janet turned around, awkwardly smiling at TJ, and then turned back to Ulysses; he smiled at her, then to TJ.
********************
TJ gripped her long hair from behind, sliding his cock in and out of her well-lubed anus, Ulysses, still handcuffed thrust upward into her pussy. TJ kissed along her neck," I'm ready," he whispered.
"All together," Janet moaned. The two men went faster and faster, working toward their own climaxes, while sending Janet closer to another one of her own.
"Ahh yes!" She cried out, TJ and Ulysses moaning behind and below her. They injected semen into her pussy and anus simultaneously, all three of them having a perfectly timed orgasm together. Janet collapsed on Ulysses, TJ collapsed next to them, reaching over to the bedside table for the keys, freeing Ulysses, taking his handcuffs, putting his clothes on.
"That was fun. Janet, nice to meet you," TJ said politely, heading out the door, chuckling as Janet attempted a reply with "uh huh."
Chapter 6
Janet was sore the next day. She had trouble walking and standing for long periods of time. Her butt hurt, her pussy hurt, her legs hurt, her back hurt, and her jaw hurt. It was wonderful. It had been so long since she hurt from too much sex.
On her lunch break she called her daughter, "Hi sweetie, can I asked you something?"
"Sure mom, what's up?" Marie asked in return.
"Are you still involved with, well, seeing black men?" Janet asked.
"Sometimes, not too often, though. Why do you ask? Want to come down for a visit and see what trouble we can get into?" Marie asked.
"No, no, I'm just curious." Janet quickly answered.
"Alright. Well it's been awhile since I've spent time with Rodney. I rarely hear from Aunt Darla anymore either," Marie explained.
"Yes, she's having other issues," Janet said, changing the subject back to Marie, "So do you recall your first time? The first time you experienced a black man?"
"Well sure. I was a freshman at UCLA," Marie said, Janet's eyebrow raising. "He was a classmate, very nice and polite, not a creep or sleaze ball, like Rodney!" Marie laughed. "He was very friendly and we were studying one evening and I basically lunged at him and, well, that's my first encounter."
Janet cleared her throat," So what became of him?"
"Well we would sleep together off and on until we graduated. We were friends. He moved back to Atlanta I believe. I last saw him last year. He was in Miami and gave me a call. I visited his hotel room. This was before Aunt Darla starting drinking so much, so the second night of that weekend she came with me and the three of us had a great time! You would've loved it, but you've changed, which is great!" Marie said, smiling into her phone.
"Yes, yes, great," Janet gulped, putting two and two together. "So what was his name?"
"It was Ulysses. Awesome guy, I much preferred him over that brute Rodney or Ronnie for that matter," Marie answered.
"Yeah," Janet said blankly, staring off into space for a moment, the information she just obtained sinking in. She couldn't believe it at first.
"Doc has been asking me to call Rodney again soon," Marie added, referring to her husband by his nickname.
"What?" Janet asked flatly.
"Oh I never told you! Doc walked in on me and Rodney one night and was turned on by it. He thought it was hot I suppose. So he invited Rodney to come back a few times and Doc would film it or get us to pose in pictures and so on. He said it was like being married to a porn star and he was the director of her work. It was quite nice actually."
Janet was in shock. Her and her daughter could talk about anything. They sucked cocks together, rode cocks together, took cum shots to the face together, but it was all done in secrecy from their husbands. Janet as amazed that her daughter's husband was into this sort of thing.
"Wow, I had no idea. That's, um, that's quite interesting," Janet said, totally blown away.
"Yep, it can be fun! Anyway, mom, I gotta go. I'll call you later in the week and talk to dad."
"Yeah, ok, talk to you later sweetie," Janet ended the call, slowly putting her phone back into her purse and headed back to her desk. "Wow," she thought to herself, slightly laughing at the situation.
The next night Janet was back in her exercise room in the basement. Sweat was traveling downward, in between her breasts; Ulysses was firmly gripping her waist, pumping upward.
After a repeat on Wednesday night, Janet begged Ulysses to come upstairs and shower with her. He was reluctant, not wanting to be seen by Harvey. Janet assured him he was asleep. The two, sweaty, naked lovers crept into the bedroom, entered the bathroom, turned the light on and closed the door behind them.
The steam filled the bathroom as Ulysses slowly, methodically made love to her, causing her moans to echo. Janet almost wanted Harvey to come in and discover them, to take a risk of him liking it. It never happened. When they exited the bathroom, Harvey was motionless on the bed, "Tuck me in," Janet whispered to Ulysses. He shook his head, in disbelief of her courage.
Janet was lying on her back in bed looking to a naked, wet, moonlit Ulysses. "You didn't finish in the shower, let me finish you here."
"Here? Now?" Ulysses whispered back.
"Yes, straddle me," she said.
Ulysses shook his head and complied, "This is dangerous."
"I know," she whispered, Ulysses cock sliding in between her tits, his body pinning her down. Janet grabbed his muscular butt, lifted her head and began sucking his cock, as he slowly slid it back and forth in between her breasts.
Within moments he was trying his hardest to suppress a moan as he ejaculated into her mouth. Janet slurped up as much of his semen as she could. Ulysses whispered a thank you, glancing over to a motionless Harvey on the king sized bed.
"Lock up and leave that spare key under the mat at the basement door," Janet instructed Ulysses, watching him sneak off down the hallway, listening to him head down to the basement. She got out of bed, still nude, and went to her bedroom window. She saw an also still nude, Ulysses, walk toward his car, the 1am moon light shining down on him. Chuckling at his own brazenness, she casually rubbed her clit, looking forward to seeing him tomorrow night.
Ulysses was on top of Janet, in her bed, while her husband was asleep next to them. She was able to convince Ulysses to come in from the front door. Janet greeted him wearing nothing and led him up to the bedroom. They were quiet for the most part, whispering, biting their lips to keep from moaning. She switched position, going to doggy style, the bed gently swaying to and fro as Ulysses carefully worked behind her.
After she climaxed again, Ulysses pulled out and began stroking his cock; Janet went to her stomach, mouth open, tongue out, and let him spray his semen on her face. She gathered up as much as she could with her hand, licking them clean, rubbing whatever was left into her skin.
When Ulysses left, Janet sat on the edge of the bed, listening to Harvey breath heavily. "What am I doing?" she asked herself, "This is insane. I'm too old for this." Janet sighed and climbed into bed.
Chapter 7
The next morning, Friday, Janet accompanied Harvey to a doctor appointment. It was just a quick checkup. On the way back, Harvey surprised her, grabbing her hand as he drove her to work. She was going in for a half day after his appointment.
"Thanks for coming with me. I love you so much. So glad I have such a sexy, wonderful, woman as my wife," Harvey said, causing Janet's eyes to well up with tears.
"Harvey, I - " she started to say.
"Shhh, I just wanted you to know how much you mean to me. Being there for me through all this mess," He said, squeezing her hand gently.
Janet felt horrible at work. Again and again, she asked herself what she was doing, "I thought I had this under control. I was having sex with him in the house, and in the bed! What's wrong with me?"
Harvey picked her up and took her out for a nice dinner as a surprise. Janet was taken back with emotion, her guilt catching up to her. That evening they sat on the couch and drank wine, reminiscing back on their early days as a young couple, sharing kisses.
They made love later that evening. It was wonderful, nothing wild and crazy, but sweet and precious. Janet was happy, laying there against the man that truly mattered in her life, not some fetish addiction she had.
The next morning they went out to breakfast. Afterward they walked in a nearby park, holding hands, going home once some rain clouds appeared overhead. The rest of the afternoon it rained off and on. Janet sat across from Harvey at supper, thinking about Ulysses. She knew she had to do something.
In the basement after dinner, she called him.
********************
Eight feet were poking out of the comforter. Six of them were Caucasian, belonging to females, two of the feet were African-American, and were pointing toward the ceiling while the other six were either facing the floor or to the side. They were all wiggling against each other.
Devin, Kristen, and Nicky were all lying on top of or on each side of Ulysses. Devin was on top, as usual, kissing his face, while her sisters were on each side, kissing his neck or shoulders. The three women kissed their way down Ulysses chest and stomach, making their way to his cock. His stepmother sucked his cockhead, while his step aunts tended to his testicles.
Through their slurps, sucks, and his moans, he didn't hear his phone vibrate in the other room.
Janet nodded, "That's ok. It can wait. I'll try again tomorrow." She turned her phone off, headed upstairs, and surprised Harvey by joining him in the shower.
The next morning Janet tried calling Ulysses again.
"That was fun," Kristen said, drying her back off with a towel. "It's been awhile since we've pulled an all-nighter like this."
"Mmhmm," Nicky moaned while she kissed Devin, and then moved to her other sister for another passionate kiss, finally landing on Ulysses, kissing him before he could wrap his town around his waist. "It was. I gotta go though. You know how hubby gets," Nicky added, leaving everyone in the bathroom, searching for her clothes in the bedroom.
Devin put the towel around her body, walking over to Ulysses, "I'll be here for awhile longer," she whispered, kissing him, her tongue sliding around his, only to be joined by Kristen's a second later.
Ulysses' phone rang, startling them out of the triple-kiss, "Ugh, let me answer that. You ladies have probably caused me to miss several calls," he joked.
"Hi Janet," Ulysses answered.
"Hey. Do you think you could come over tonight?"
"Well sure. What time did you have in mind?" Ulysses asked.
"Late. Maybe 11pm. Come down to the basement door this time," She added.
"Oh. Sure, that'd be fine," He replied, slightly relieved that the risky act of coming to the front door was not happening.
Chapter 8
As Janet stood at the basement door, peering out into the darkness; she heard the thunderstorm approach - its lightning clashing periodically. The forecast called for rain. They never appeared during the day, but finally late in the day, the sky became cloudy. Here at 11pm, shortly before Ulysses would arrive, the thunder started.
She saw him round the corner of the house when a lightning flash illuminated him. She closed the door behind her and went to meet him, not letting him into the house.
"Hi," She said, looking downward.
"Hi Janet. Are you ok?" He asked, placing his hands on her shoulders.
Janet only nodded, choosing not to look at him yet, thinking of her words. "I've been thinking lately. Maybe we should stop," she said another lightning crash above them.
"Oh. That's fine, we don't have to continue. I don't want to cause any problems," Ulysses said, a rain drop landing on his shoulder.
"Yeah. It's just my husband, he's better, he's happy; I don't want to keep hurting him. He's what's important - not my fantasy," Janet explained, as a rain drop landing in her hair.
"I know. He is important. I guess I look at myself as someone to provide a little fun or temporary happiness."
"No, you're more than that. For someone special, someone right, you'll be more than just a," Janet sighed, feeling bad for the past couple weeks, "you'll be more than some woman's plaything."
Ulysses nodded, a few more drops fell on them both. "Thank you. You're wonderful," He said, leaning down to kiss her cheek. "Go tend to him. It sounds like you really love him." The rain drops were more frequent now.
"I do," she caressed his face. "Take care."
Ulysses nodded and started walking away. "Wait!" Janet said, just as the rain started pouring, right before he rounded the corner to walk to the front of the house. He paused, turning to look at her, a flash of lightning struck.
Janet slowly removed her t-shirt, dropping it next to her. She slid out of her shorts, followed by her thong. Standing there nude, she asked, "One more time?" just as the bottom dropped out of the sky and an immense down pour began.
Ulysses didn't say a word. He moved back toward a naked, soaking wet, Janet and removed his own clothing, "We'll probably catch a cold."
"I don't care," She said.
They kissed in the pouring rain, Ulysses pulling her tightly against him. He bent down just like their first time, lifting her up, her legs straddling his waist. He slowly guided his cock in all the way to the base and then began lifted her up and down on it; his slow, methodical, upward thrusts, causing Janet to moan each time.
Several minutes of passionate kissing, Janet spoke up, rain dripping off her chin, "Don't hold back."
"As you wish," Ulysses said, turning and slamming Janet down into a large puddle, splashing water all around them. He slammed his hips into her over and over again in the pouring rain. Janet clutched his back with her finger nails, screaming with each cervix pounding thrust from Ulysses.
Janet pulled herself up, pushing Ulysses with her, pushing him down on the ground. She mounted him and began squatting wildly up and down. Ulysses grabbed her waist, throwing her to the side, rolling on top of her, impaling her over and over. She rolled again and was on top once more. "Yes! Yes!" she screamed out in the summer night air.
Ulysses rolled once more, taking her to her back again, one of her hands clutching the wet grass behind her, the other clutching the back of his head as he slammed into her. Ulysses went to his knees, sitting up, bringing her up with him.
A flash of lightning silhouetted Janet throwing her soaking wet hair back. Ulysses laid her on the ground, flipping her over, entering her from behind. She grasped at more wet grass. Ulysses grabbed her by the neck, pulling her back, continuing to thrust into her.
Another flash of lightning, Ulysses was holding her by her wrists, pumping his hips away, crashing into her butt just like the crashing of thunder above them. Janet was climaxing once more. Her body tensed up, her pussy convulsed, and she cried out into the night, her screams muffled by the storm.
Another final flash of lightning, Ulysses threw his head back; spraying semen onto Janet's waiting face. The rain washed most of it off as quickly as it landed. She rose to her knees and kissed Ulysses once more, nearly tackling him, falling over to the side with him in part of a flower garden.
Janet sucked him of any remaining sperm he may have had as the rain water served as a natural shower, rinsing away semen, grass, and dirt. The kissed once more, laughing at their situation in the rain, not caring about catching a cold. She watched him turn the corner to head up the front of the house, still naked, to his car. "That was it," she said to herself, picking up her wet clothes, making her way into the basement. She dried off with some dirty laundry near the washing machine and headed upstairs.
Janet stared down to her feet as the hot shower water poured down on her washing away the remaining dirt and grass. It was over. She and Ulysses were done. This last tryst, this last affair was the end, there would be no more. She accepted that and finished her shower.
With her body wrapped in a large white towel, she sat on the edge of her bed in her dimly lit bedroom, drying her hair with another towel. She grabbed the socks she had placed on her bedside table and slid them on. Her husband, whom she thought was asleep, spoke up.
"Where is he?" He said, just above a whisper.
"Where's who?" Janet turned around to face him. "He?"
Harvey chuckled softly, "That guy you were with."
"What guy, Harvey?" Janet thought he might've been half asleep, but wasn't sure since the only light source was the small hallway light coming in from the hallway and the occasional burst of lightning in the distance from the storm that was leaving the area.
"That nice black guy you were with," He replied, Janet sensing a smile on his face, though unable to see for sure.
Her heart was racing, "B-black guy? What are you talking about?" Janet decided to make it sound like Harvey was delusional or dreaming.
He exhaled deeply and sat up in the bed, yawning, "The black guy you were with, in here. He had the dreads or braids or whatever they were in the pony tail. You put on a show for me. That guy."
Janet blinked rapidly several times, "A show for you?"
"Yeah, you thought I didn't see it. Mmm, you looked so sexy. How did you know it was my fantasy to see you taken by a black guy?" Harvey asked, laying his head back on the pillow. "Sexy, sexy, woman you are."
Janet's mouth hung open. "Well, uh, he's not here," she replied slowly, in shock.
"Maybe give him a call every once in awhile to see if he's free. I'd like to film it or take pictures or something. I'd have a nice little porn collection starring my wife," Harvey said, slowly getting sleepier.
Janet turned around, facing away from him, her mouth still open, fighting the urge to laugh. She cleared her throat, "Well, since it's a fantasy of yours, I will do my best to fulfill it. Maybe I'll give him a call soon."
"Thanks honey," Harvey said, rolling over on his side.
Janet, her eyes wide open, stretched out on the bed, looking to the ceiling in the dark bedroom. A huge grin came over her face.
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The Challenge 3: The Only Woman
Chapter 1
Elle was on the treadmill at the gym. She was controlling her breathing, exhaling slowly out of her mouth, sweat beads forming on her forehead, making their way down her face. She switched to the elliptical machine, her thighs glistening with sweat, moving and pumping her legs with each step. Elle thought for a moment that he might see her tight yoga shorts, sports bra, toned and exposed midriff, and finally, after months of chatting, innocent flirting, hanging out for the occasional post-workout protein shake, that he would agree to come over to her home.
Elle didn't want to be his girlfriend. Guessing he was around 30, she felt he was far too old for her, especially since she'd be leaving for college in the fall. In the back of her mind she hoped that maybe, just maybe, he wouldn't mind having a little fun for the spring and summer before she left in August for school.
He was so friendly, so gentlemanly, sometimes offering her tips or advice during her workouts. He kept his distance physically from Elle, keeping the slightly awkward friendly hugs to a minimum, removing his arm from her grasp as she walked with him into the coffee shop, patting her on the back and smiling. He always kept things platonic. She thought it was adorable. Elle assumed he was worried that people may get the wrong idea that he was dating this high school student. The truth was that he wasn't a scumbag. Elle was a girl, by law an adult, but still just a girl. He knew she was infatuated with him and didn't lead her on or attempt to sleep with her.
Then she saw him. He was alone this time. He would sometimes have a blonde woman with him. One day Elle found out that was his stepmother. He told her they worked out together sometimes. Elle watched him in her peripheral vision, occasionally turning her head to keep track of him, admiring his muscular physique. She moaned quietly to herself from the elliptical machine watching him do bicep curls.
After awhile longer, Elle saw her moment of opportunity. Timing it perfectly, she threw her a small towel around her shoulder, and made her way toward him. She started smiling and waving at him, eliciting a laugh at her silliness, "Hi Ulysses!"
"Hey Elle, how are you?" He asked, coming to a stop, smiling back at her.
"Good! Want to come by my house for lunch today?" Elle asked, moving a lock of her long, blonde hair behind her ear.
"I don't know, I -- " Ulysses started to say.
"Please! I made a salad, mixed with tuna," Elle informed him, as if it was the most amazing meal he would ever have.
Ulysses chuckled at her smile, looking around the gym, and thinking for a moment, "I'll stop by for lunch. Alright?"
"Great! You can follow me. I don't live far," she said, pulling Ulysses by the arm toward the exit. Elle discreetly breathed his musky scent in, smiling to herself, wondering if what she planned for that Saturday afternoon would come to fruition.
They sat on stools at the counter in the kitchen, eating, chatting. Ulysses told her about his travel schedule including a trip to Los Angeles next week for photo shoot with a fitness magazine. Elle informed him her mother was a fitness model too, she was on a job and would be back Monday to spend the rest of Elle's spring break at home with her.
They chatted about Elle's plans for that evening. She and several other students from school were going to a special dinner held at a man named Bob's home. He was the sponsor for a scholarship program Elle and three other students were selected for. It pertained to young business entrepreneurs, providing them a free ride to particular four year colleges, as long as they remained in their chosen business majors. Elle had recently been accepted to the University of South Carolina. She was attending the campus near Charleston. Ulysses congratulated her acceptance and stood to leave.
"Well, thanks again for lunch, but I should get going," he said, stretching slightly.
"No, stay a little longer, I'll show you around the house," Elle said.
Ulysses sighed, jokingly, "Oh alright. But then I need to go."
"That's Millie's bedroom," Elle said, several minutes later, referring to her friendly Yorkshire terrier. It was a half joke. It was actually the guest bedroom, where Millie's was crated during the day when Elle or her mother, Marcia were gone. The tiny dog usually slept on the floor, on an oversized dog pillow in Elle's room.
"And then this is my bedroom," Elle said, arriving at the last bedroom on the right. She entered the room, gesturing Ulysses to follow.
"Cool," Ulysses said, pretending to show interest. Her room was a typically girl in nature, pink walls, a large collection of stuffed animals on her bed, and a couple small posters of some actor or musician she liked.
"Great," Ulysses nodded his head. "I'm going to head out now," pointing to the door with both thumbs.
Elle laughed, pulling at his arm, guiding him further into the room, "Just relax and hang out a bit."
Ulysses sighed quietly, not really wanting to be in her room with her, when she appeared to be home alone. He felt that could change any moment and didn't want her mother to be concerned or angry at Elle. He watched her move some stuffed animals out of the way on her bed, several of them landing on the floor. He glanced over to her desk, looking at some of her jewelry and various trinkets, not noticing Elle was standing in front of him.
Ulysses glanced back to her, his eyes widening in shock, when he saw her smile and remove her sports bra.
Chapter 2
"Uh, wow, maybe I should go," Ulysses said, attempting to not stare directly at her breasts.
"No, stay, this'll be fun. Come on," Elle pulled him back closer to the bed.
"It's just that your mom -- " He started to say.
"Won't be home until Monday," She cut him off, putting her hands on his broad shoulders.
"Well I gotta shower, so,"
"We can shower together when we're done," Elle leaned in, whispering in his ear, her erect nipples pressing against him.
"Um, I, uh," Ulysses was running out of excuses. "How old are you again?" he asked glancing over her figure. She was gorgeous. Her fit, toned body was evidence that she was active in sports -- a member of the varsity volleyball team at school.
Elle reached behind her, pulling out the elastic tie that held her pony tail together, letting her long hair fall. She smiled, pulling at his hand, "I turned 18 last week."
"Are you sure?" Ulysses winced.
"I can go get my driver's license and two other forms of ID for you if you like," Elle joked.
"I just don't want you to get in trouble. Are you mad at your mom or something? Is that why you want to do this with a black guy?" Ulysses asked.
"Ha! Nope, me and my mom are like best friends. I've wanted to do this for awhile with you, to be honest. I think you're hot!" She said, getting closer to the bed, attempting to pull Ulysses in for a kiss.
He smiled weakly, "I just, I mean, I'm older, I'm not looking for a girlfriend."
"Ulysses, relax. I don't want to be your girlfriend. I'm not going to stalk you, I'm not going to go psycho on you," Elle said. She leaned in once more to his ear, whispering, "I want to have sex with you."
"Have you done it before?" Ulysses whispered back.
"A couple times yeah," She answered.
Ulysses sighed, reaching into his pocket, pulling out his wallet. From that, he pulled out a condom, "It's always smart to practice safe sex."
Elle started chuckling, "Yes sir," she replied, laughing at his small lecture.
"I'll go and be gentle, alright? We'll just take it nice and easy, if you feel pain or discomfort let me know, I'll stop or change things around a bit, alright?"
Elle was beaming, "You are so cute. And I will, I promise. Now then," she whispered once more, "Let's begin."
"Nice and slow?" Ulysses asked again, following Elle down to her mattress, her legs locking around him.
She held his face, kissing him, her tongue lapping at his lips, "Nice and slow."
**********
Elle's cries of pleasure were echoing down the hallway. Her bed was creaking, the headboard slamming against the wall, items from the bedside table were landing on the floor as Elle reached over, her arms flailing as she climaxed again and again.
Millie was sitting on the floor, her head was bobbing up and down following Elle's movements after she rolled on top of Ulysses, bouncing wildly, bringing them both orgasms.
After what seemed like hours she collapsed on top of Ulysses, out of breath, in a heaving, sweaty mess. Running her hand over his muscular, dark chocolate colored, chest, she smiled, "That was amazing," she moaned.
"Yes it was," Ulysses said, wiping his forehead.
Several minutes later, they were making out in the shower, "You gonna come back tomorrow?" Elle asked.
"Elle, I don't know if that's a good idea." Ulysses said.
"I told you, my mom will be back Monday," she reiterated, nibbling his bottom lip.
"Fine," he rolled his eyes, kissing her back, their mouths enveloping each others. When they finished, Elle went to her knees in the shower, smiling up at Ulysses, grabbing his cock at the base, preparing to suck it back to life.
**********
The dinner later that night at Bob's was fairly boring. Elle enjoyed herself, but could tell the other students were having trouble paying attention, and were bored out of their mind. Elle paid attention to Bob's speech about hard work, looking for opportunities to excel and better ones self, and congratulating them on their scholarship.
Elle watched one of Bob's employees bring out desert, making her way across the large, open dining room. They sat for the next hour, drinking tea or coffee, while Bob and mostly Elle chatted about his businesses, his accomplishments and how he overcame obstacles -- much to the three other student's chagrin. Elle loved talking with Bob. She felt he was like the grandfather she never had. She always stayed later than the other students after the meetings. They would talk about school, her mom's work as fitness model, and future career options for Elle. It was no surprise to her when Bob asked her to stay for a moment when the other students left.
"Sure, may I use the restroom first?" Elle asked.
"Oh sure, of course. Down the hall, fourth door on the left," Bob said, walking back to his office.
Sitting in front of his laptop, Bob watched Elle enter the bathroom with the small, mounted camera in the corner of the room. He unzipped his pants, fished out his cock, and began stroking it while watching her slide her skirt down, followed by her thong, and sit on the toilet. He switched to another view from a camera mounted on the ceiling corner behind her. Bob moaned, watching her butt lift up slightly, so she could wipe herself. She slid her thong and skirt back on, flushed, and washed her hands. Bob was zipping up just before she entered his office smiling.
"Elle, hi, please sit," He said, gesturing to the chair across from him. Bob closed his laptop and folded his hands, looking at Elle.
Bob seemed different this evening. He seemed nervous, slightly flustered, and unsure of how to begin the conversation with her. "Um, Elle, I," He stammered.
"Is everything ok?" She asked, a concerned look on her face, she wondered if there was a problem with the scholarship. Perhaps it wasn't going to happen after all.
"Yes, yes, things are fine. I just wanted to ask you something and I'm a little scared is all," Bob replied, chuckling slightly.
"Oh. Ok I thought you were going to tell me the scholarship isn't coming through for me," Elle said, relieved.
"Oh goodness no. You are all set. You'll be in Charleston in the fall," Bob reassured her. "No, my problem is that I want to ask you something. I want to offer you, well, a large sum of money to do something that you may not ever normally do."
"Um, ok," Elle said, confused.
Bob cleared his throat, reaching to rummage through a desk drawer, pulling out a box and handing it to Elle. "See that? You've probably seen cameras like that before. It's kind of like web camera."
"Uh huh," Elle nodded.
Bob gulped, he was having difficulty. Elle wasn't a woman he was sleeping with or a guy, like the young man that did yard work for him in January; she was a sweet, outgoing, smart girl. "Those cameras can be mounted in certain places. I have software that the video footage can feed into. It's really neat."
Bob shifted in his seat, attempting to make the conversation lighthearted as he talked about the camera. He cleared his throat, "Anyway, that's yours," nodding to the camera.
"Oh, uh, thanks?" Elle asked.
Bob looked into her eyes, her lovely, light-brown, eyes. "So do you have boyfriend?" he asked nervously.
An image of Ulysses from that afternoon, on top of Elle, grinding his hips, flexing his butt, impaling her flashed in her head causing her to blush, "Nah, I sure don't."
Bob nodded, "What about your mother? She's lovely; I've seen some of her work. She posed a couple times in one of the magazines my company publishes."
"Oh, no she doesn't. Not that I know of!" Elle laughed.
He nodded and stood, facing away from Elle, peering out the window behind him, seeing a couple students at their cars chatting and then driving off. Bob couldn't do it. He couldn't ask her, he couldn't propose the challenge that he wanted to her. "Would you do anything to help your mother?" he asked, not turning to face Elle.
"Well sure," She answered.
Bob was thinking to himself, "I have to try; I have see how this plays out."
Bob turned around and sighed, "Ok." He reached to another drawer, pulling out an envelope. It was his plan B. He knew what he wanted to ask Elle would be difficult, he knew he couldn't go through with it, so plan B was giving her the envelope with instructions. This was the better option. To see her face become angry with him, disgusted by him, or worse, disappointed in him, was something he couldn't bear. They got along so well, Bob really thought she was a wonderful girl, one that fueled a few of his masturbatory fantasies from time-to-time, but a wonderful girl nonetheless. Proposing the type of challenge to her that he had planned in person was terrifying to him. The envelope would have to do. He told her to open it when she gets home. They gave each other a hug, Elle thanking him for everything pertaining to the scholarship and his advice, and headed home.
Chapter 3
Elle recoiled in disgust, balling up and throwing the paper across her room, tearing up the envelope which it contained. She ran out of her room, pacing back and forth in the kitchen, wanting to call Ulysses, but deciding against it. She was angry and hurt. Bob had always been so nice to her, why would he ever ask her to do what he did.
"No wonder he didn't ask me in person," she was seething. "Ugh!" she said throwing her hands up in disgust. "Sick," she said, shaking her head.
Grabbing her jacket, Elle went for a long walk around the neighborhood, thinking about Bob, about the letter in the envelope, trying to figure out why he would ask her to do what it said. The first thing she did when she returned home was throw the camera away. For good measure, she took the trash out, closing the large trash bin behind the house.
Elle tried to forget what she had read as she flipped through the channels on the TV. She shivered again, dismissing it, choosing a show to watch.
About an hour later, she headed to her room, and began cleaning up the tattered, blank, envelope. Tossing the shreds into the trash can in her room, the balled up letter caught her eye. She angrily grabbed it, stopping herself before she threw it away, deciding to read it once more, one last time, reminding herself how gross Bob was.
"I will pay you $20 million to seduce your mother. Use the camera to film it as proof. It will feed footage into my software. If I never hear from you again, I'll assume you decided not to go through with it. Call me if you have questions or need help with this challenge. You should have my number already."
The letter contained no signature and no other information or text. She balled it up again, threw it in the trash can, took the trash can and dumped the contents outside in the large trash bin behind the house.
Flopping back down her bed to sulk angrily, she thought about her mother. They were like sisters, like best friends, she was an authority figure, but more like an older, wiser, peer. Elle, lying back on her bed, eyes gazing to the ceiling, thought about how lucky she was to have such a great mom. Her smile faded when she thought about Bob's challenge.
Thinking to herself, "Why would he think I'm like that? I like guys. Why would he want me to do that stuff with my own mother? I would never hurt her. I would never want her to hate me. He's sick."
Elle rolled to her side, still wide awake, "$20 million dollars, ugh, what a pervert. He's probably full of crap."
"I'm not even gay," she said out loud, barely above a whisper. "Umph," she grumbled, rolling over to her other side.
Elle tossed and turned for the next hour, unable to sleep, unable to think of anything else. Finally she got up, annoyed, marched into the living room and began searching. She was looking at the large book shelf that contained a few photo albums. Grabbing one, she sat on the sofa, turning the lamp on next to her.
The photo album served as a scrapbook for some of her mother's photo shoots. Elle turned page after page, finding herself admiring her mother's work. Most pictures were Marcia in a bikini, either on the beach, or swimming pool, modeling a certain name brand. There were magazine covers cut out and placed in the scrapbook. One in particular showed Marcia in unbuttoned, unzipped, daisy duke's blue jean shorts, pulling her white t-shirt up to just below her breasts. The article was about getting sexy abs and core. Elle shook her head and turned the page.
There were several images of her posing in a bikini in front of a car, smiling back at the camera. Elle got to one photo of her in a thong in front of a nice car. She stared at her butt for a moment before turning the page. The next page was another article cut out. Elle had seen all of the pictures before, but for some reason she blushed when she saw this one. It was of her mother on a beach, appearing to be on all fours, with her back arched and her ass high in the air, only covered by a micro-thong. Marcia was running her hand through her long blonde hair, giving the camera a seductive look. The article pertained to getting a better butt and all the exercises that can help with that.
Elle looked at her butt admiringly for a moment before shaking herself out of the trance and turning the page. It was another article. Her mother was shown in a locker room of some sort. Her hands were running through her hair, her back was arched, and her chest was pushed out. She was wearing a white tank top that resembled a sports bra, showing her entire midriff. She was wearing matching white bottoms that looked more like bikini bottoms. Elle's eyes trailed over her mother's body, admiring her decent sized breasts, long legs, and pretty smile. Then her eyes stopped moving. They became fixated on her mother's mid-section. The photographer must've sprayed her with water to give the appearance she was sweating. Her tummy and thighs were glistening with tiny drops of water. Elle couldn't help but stare at the traces of six pack abdominals, perhaps not as defined as a body builders, but still there.



"Beautiful," Elle said softly out loud. She shook her head at herself. She closed the book, turned off the lamp, then headed to bed.
**********
The hot shower water trailed down Elle's back. Ulysses gently squeezed her butt. Her arms were resting around his shoulders as the two slowly kissed, their mouths wide open, closed down on the other.
The two had been having sex on and off for most of the day. Ulysses came by that morning, took Elle out to breakfast, and then home where he stayed until the evening. Elle was different, no longer frantically, wildly riding his cock, but instead was more slow and methodical. Ulysses asked her if something was on her mind, Elle lied, saying there wasn't.
They ended their kiss in the shower, their tongues recoiling back into their mouths, Elle looking into his eyes, "Thanks for coming by."
"As long as you won't be getting into trouble. I know you're 18, but still," Ulysses replied.
Elle smiled, resting her head against him, his large hands sliding up and down her back. "Elle, are you sure something's not bothering you? I didn't do anything did I?"
"No, no, you're just fine. Last night at the scholarship dinner was a little," she paused, trying to think of the right words, "different. The guy that is sponsoring the scholarship sort of disappointed me. He asked me something that," Elle paused, shaking her head.
"What?"
"It was just inappropriate. You didn't do anything I promise," She faked a smile and began kissing down Ulysses' muscular frame, down to his weakened cock, waking it up for one more session before he left.
After he left an hour later, saying he'll see her around at the gym, Elle again found herself on the couch looking through her mother's scrapbook of modeling photos.
Sleep didn't come easy for her again that night, partly because she was nervous about her mother returning the next day, and partly because Bob's challenge was running through her mind.
Chapter 4
After a second restless night of sleep, Elle woke the next morning, ate some cereal and waited for her mom to come home. She was actually nervous to see her, "Why am I nervous?" she asked herself. She knew her mother would be home around lunch time.
When Marcia arrived, the nervousness had dwindled a bit in Elle, seeing her mother's smiling face, feeling her warm hug. Elle closed her eyes with her 6 foot tall mother holding her in her arms. She was four inches taller than Elle, but sometimes she seemed much taller. The embrace ended with Marcia holding Elle's shoulder, smiling widely at her, "So glad to be home! It was as long, boring flight. I'm glad to spend the rest of your Spring break with you!"
She pulled Elle in for another tight hug, "Did you have a nice weekend?"
"Mmhmm," Elle nodded, pulling away.
"Good. How was that scholarship dinner Saturday? I was meaning to call you, but I got back to the hotel too late," Marcia said.
"Oh, it was fine," Elle lied.
"You ok sweetie?" Marcia said running her fingers through Elle's darker shade of blonde hair.
"Yeah, just had trouble sleeping, I'm fine," she replied, looking up into her mother's matching light brown eyes. She couldn't help but notice how pretty they were.
Elle cleared her throat, "I was looking forward to seeing you," she shyly said.
"Awww, my sweet Elle. The feeling was mutual. Let me go grab a shower and we'll make plans for the week," Marcia kissed Elle's forehead and walked off. Elle's watched her walk away, her eyes trailing down Marcia's back to her butt, eyes widening as she watched its toned magnificence hugged tightly by her blue jeans.
Elle shook herself out of the trance, "Get out of my head Bob," she thought.
Later that evening Elle was sitting across from her mother at dinner. Marcia was always fairly affectionate, and usually Elle was too, though slight embarrassment occurred with public displays of that affection, however, on this night, the two women sat at a table holding hands. Elle watched and listened to her mom talk about her weekend, gently caressing her hand with her thumb, looking on her with admiration. Her mother was very lovely. They shared a slightly prominent nose, but nothing freakish, same eye shape and color, and same hair thickness. They mouths were shaped a little different, Elle's jaw line and chin were slightly wider, and Marcia was of course a bit taller.
"Are you sure you're ok Elle? You seem sort of quiet and not as energetic as you normally are," Marcia asked, grabbing Elle's other hand, caressing it with her thumb as she held it.
"Yeah, I'm fine really. Just tired, plus," Elle paused, smiling into her mother's face, "I'm just glad your back and," pausing again she thought about what she was trying to say, "I'm really proud of you and I love you."
Marcia smiled, taking one of Elle's hands, kissing it softly, "I love you too. I'm also very proud of you, getting that scholarship, you've worked hard, and it paid off!"
Elle nodded, smiling awkwardly, asking herself why her heart was pounding. Perhaps she knew why, instead she blamed that old pervert Bob for making her feel uncomfortable.
**********
It was 2am, Elle was barely asleep, trying to recall if that was a dream about the talking stuffed animal, or if she was still awake and her imagination was firing off. She sat up in her bed and within seconds thought about Bob and her mother. "This is stupid," she whispered.
"She's beautiful though, but it's sick and wrong, just like Bob," she thought to herself, standing to stretch, then head to the bathroom.
After forgetting to flush, she made her way back to bed; however, her peripheral vision caught her mother's closed bedroom door. Elle shrugged and thought she'd check on her. Opening the door, Elle made her way in, slowly walking across the carpet. Marcia's room was warmer than Elle's. Elle saw her mother in the dim light, lying on her side, facing away from the door, with a bed sheet coming up to her waist. At the foot of the bed Elle froze, looking upon her sleeping mother.
Marcia was wearing a white tank top, the bed sheet was resting on her waist, and her hands were tucked up under her pillow.
It was either some strange impulse or a sudden burst of bravery that Elle obtained that made her decide to slowly pull the sheet off her mother. The white sheet came down her waist, revealing the black shorts that could easily double as underwear due to their short length, ending where her butt and thigh began, then further sliding down her toned thigh, with Elle stopping at Marcia's knees. Elle stared blankly for a few moments, Bob's discarded, cowardly note with a dollar amount in the back of her mind. Elle sighed, pulling the covers back up over her mom, back to their original position. Elle was just about to reach the door when she heard her mother move in the bed, "Elle? You ok sweetie?"
Elle nearly gasped, "Oh, uh, yeah, I just had a bad dream. I thought I'd -- "
"Yes please do," Marcia rolled onto her back, flinging the sheet away, "8, 18, 28, you're never too old to get in Mom's bed if you have a bad dream," she said, patting the mattress next to her.
"Are you sure? I didn't want to bother you," Elle asked.
"Get in here and snuggle," Marcia patted the bed again.
Elle smiled and made her way back to the bed. Marcia had her arm extended, signaling Elle to come in close, and to lay her head on her mother's shoulder. Elle found she was nervous once more, slowly lying down next to her mom, her head coming to rest on her shoulder.
Marcia pulled the sheet up, letting it fall where her black shorts began at her waist. Elle's eyes were wide open, looking down her mother's body. She noticed her how great a view she had of her breasts. They weren't huge, but certainly not very small. Elle watched them rise with her mother's steady breathing, assuming she was drifting back to sleep.
Another burst of bravery found Elle slowly bringing her hand to rest on her mother's abdomen. It was tight as she figured it would be. Elle took a deep breath, and then began to slowly pull her tank top up, exposing her mother's flesh. Elle's hand went back to Marcia's tummy, gently trailing her palm over her toned definition.
Elle froze, tensing up when she heard something; her heart was pounding when she realized it was a moan emanating from her mother. "Feel's nice," Marcia whispered, she wasn't yet asleep.
Elle smiled, and continued, tracing her fingers over Marcia's bare skin, admiringly gliding over each muscle. Marcia rested her arm on Elle's waist and pulled her in tighter. Elle continued her soft touches for several minutes, not thinking of anything other than how wonderful it was to lie here with her. Marcia yawned once more a moment later, stretching her other arm in the air, and grabbed the back of Elle's head with her other hand. Marcia kissed her head, "Night sweetie." Laying her hand on Elle's lower back, Marcia was asleep again in couple minutes. Elle was awake for a little longer, not sure what to think of herself, but knowing that being there with her mom like that felt wonderful.
"Haven't I always liked this? Cuddling?" Elle asked herself. "I don't know," she answered. Another few moments and Elle was asleep.
Chapter 5
The next morning Elle and her mother were at the gym. Marcia occasionally went, but not often, usually due to her hectic work schedule and getting her work outs in while traveling.
Elle was visibly uncomfortable. She would watch her mom, in her midriff-exposing top, tight yoga pants, move from machine to machine.
Marcia asked Elle to spot her went she moved to the smith machine for squats. Elle moved behind her mother, placing her hands gently on her tummy, and bent at the knees behind Marcia when she would bend down for a squat, holding a heavy barbell above her. Elle blushed heavily when her mother moaned, standing back up from a squatting position, and her butt in Elle's crotch.
Marcia switched to pull ups next --their last exercise. After being asked to spot her, Elle found herself staring directly into her mother's midsection, noticing the rivers of sweat. She blushed again when her mother told her to hold her waist lightly for her. Up and down Marcia went in front of Elle, her scent filling Elle's nostrils, her toned stomach inches away from her face. "Ahhh," Marcia moaned, struggling to pull herself up, reaching the point of exhaustion.
It was Elle's turn. Marcia was in the same position, Elle's stomach right in her face, when Elle pulled herself up. Marcia counted quietly, smiling up at her daughter. "Good job! One more," she said. Elle nearly lost her grip, falling to the floor, when her mom playfully kissed her belly.
Marcia increased her grip on Elle's waist making sure she didn't fall, "I gotcha."
They drank some water, grabbed their bags and headed toward the door. Elle's eyes shot open when her mother slapped her ass, "Good job today, sweetie!"
Marcia grabbed Elle's hand and they exited the gym.
On the way home Marcia caught Elle glancing over at her, "What?" she asked smiling.
"Oh nothing," Elle looked away embarrassed.
"Really?" Marcia asked, skeptically.
"I was just noticing how nice you look. Maybe it's because we haven't worked out together in a long time, but you have a really great body," Elle said, turning to look out the passenger side window.
"Well thank you, sweetie. That's very nice of you. You do too! I was telling my coworker this past weekend one night after a shoot that you were, without a doubt, the most beautiful young woman I've ever seen!"
"Mom! Really?" Elle asked, slightly embarrassed.
"Really!" Marcia replied.
"That's just because you're my mom," Elle sighed.
"Nope. That's from one woman to another," Marcia said, reaching to rest her hand on Elle's thigh. Elle smiled, blushing, looking down to her mother's large hand on her leg. Elle placed her own, daintier one on top it, gently holding it there for the rest of the car ride home.
Elle stood in the shower, watching the water go down the drain by her feet. Thoughts about Bob, about the money, about her mother swam through her head. "Could I actually do that? Never mind with mom, but with a woman period? I just don't see that happening -- having sex with a woman."
"What if she joined me in here," she thought. "Stop, this is insane."
"Maybe I could try talking to a girl. Maybe even flirt. Maybe it would come easy to me," Elle discussed with herself.
An image of her mother's toned stomach popped into view, followed by a hand reaching upward, landing gently on it, and eliciting a moan from her mother's mouth. Elle shook the thought from her head. Another thought emerged, her mother lying on the bed, her bare back exposed, Elle peppering it with kisses. "Stop!" she said out loud.
"You ok in there?" Marcia asked at the doorway. She must have walked by at the moment when Elle spoke.
"Oh, uh, yeah I'm fine. The shampoo bottle cap is being difficult," Elle lied.
Later that evening Elle found herself embarrassed once more. She was walking through the living room to the kitchen to get something to drink, when Marcia, reading on the couch asked her about the scrapbook.
"Were you looking my scrapbook?" Marcia asked, as Elle passed through.
"Oh, yeah, I was, sorry. I forgot to put it back." Elle took the scrapbook her mother was handed and put it back where it belonged on the shelf.
"Do you have a favorite?" Marcia asked.
"A favorite picture?"
"Yes," Marcia answered, patting the couch cushion next to her.
Elle sat down, her mother putting her arms around her, pulling her in close. "I liked all of them."
Marcia kissed the top of Elle's head again, "Thank you."
"Alright I'm heading to bed," Marcia removed her arm from around Elle and stood, stretching in front of her daughter. Elle's eyes moved up and down her mother's tall frame.
"Can I -- " Elle started to ask.
"Want to join me?" Marcia finished her question. Elle nodded and smiled. A few moments later Elle found herself in the same position from the previous night -- in her mother's arms, her hand on Marcia's bare stomach, smiling to herself, thoughts of Bob's challenge fading more and more.
The rest of Spring break was very similar to the first full day Elle shared with her mom. They would go to the gym, go shopping, go out to eat, and usually end the evening on the couch, followed by snuggling to sleep in the bed with Millie down at their feet. Elle said when school starts back up that she'll go back to sleeping in her own bed. Marcia chuckled, hugging her daughter, saying that was fine, but she was more than welcome to sleep in mother's bed.
During this time Elle had been thinking more and more, not about the challenge or the money, but about entertaining the idea of talking, flirting, or dating a girl. It would be something she felt she could work up to. It proved far more difficult than Elle imagined it would be.
Chapter 6
Elle sat in class the next week, for the most part, miserable. She couldn't concentrate, she would lose focus, she would shift her weight in her seat a lot, and avoided socialization. Several her friends asked her if she was alright. If they were a female friend, Elle wouldn't really pay attention, instead studying the girl's mouth, lips, eyes, wondering if she could ever bring herself to kiss her. The answer, after several days of observing, staring, and overall feeling sort of creepy, was "no."
Elle couldn't do it. She had a few nice looking female friends, but the thought of doing anything sexual with them did not turn her on. While staring at a friend's cleavage in the hallway, she imagined touching her friend's breast, or kissing and licking along the cleavage line. Elle shivered, shaking her head, grossed out.
"You alright, Elle?" her friend, Karli, asked.
"Yeah I'm ok, I gotta go," Elle headed off to her next class.
Every evening she was cuddling with her mother on the couch after dinner and homework. "So you still aren't going to prom this year?" Marcia asked, flipping through a magazine with one hand, her other hand resting on Elle's hip.
"Nah, last year was lame. I just don't feel going is worth it."
"Well that's fine. I never went, so I suppose I was hoping you would. But you went in your Junior year, so at least you got to experience it," Marcia said.
"You never went to your prom?" Elle asked, sitting up, facing her mother.
Marcia smiled and shook her head.
Elle was in shock, "How come?"
"No one asked me," Marcia replied.
"Oh mom, that's horrible!"
"I was a bit of an ugly duckling. I wasn't asked, and I wasn't expecting to get asked," Marcia explained.
"Wow," Elle whispered, "I can't believe it."
"It's true. That's why there aren't too many pictures around of my younger days."
"Oh mom, I'm sorry," Elle said, throwing her arms around Marcia, catching her off guard.
"It's ok, sweetie! It's fine," Marcia said, pushing Elle off her.
Elle sat for a moment, her eyes looking over her mother, traveling from her thighs, to her mid-section, to her chest, and ending up looking into her eyes. "I think you are, without a doubt, the most beautiful woman I've ever seen."
Marcia chuckled, caressing Elle's face with her hand, "Elle, you're wonderful. But -- "
"I'm not just saying that because I'm your daughter. It's from one woman to another," Elle smiled. Marcia brought her in for a long embrace on the couch, ending it with a kiss on Elle's forehead.
**********
It was Saturday. Elle was at the gym alone that morning. She had decided that maybe she was looking at girls her own age and perhaps she was attracted to women much older. She was going to push herself, telling herself that if she saw her, she was talk to her. No more passing each other and smiling, but actually talk to her, say hello. She was referring to the blonde woman Ulysses occasionally came to the gym with -- his stepmother, Devin.
Elle was in luck, seeing Devin enter from the corner of her eye, Ulysses still out of town on work. This was her chance. She waited until Devin found a treadmill and began walking with the incline setting increased.
"Hi," Elle said, smiling as she hopped on the machine next to Devin.
"Hi, how are you?" Devin nodded, smiling widely. "You are Ulysses' friend right?"
"Yes ma'am. He's really nice. I just saw you and thought I'd come say hello," Elle said, choosing a lower setting so she could concentrate on talking to this woman and not on her balance.
Devin chuckled a bit, "Yes he's a great guy. I'm glad you came over."
Elle glanced over Devin, trying to remember what her age was -- she thought Ulysses said 40 or maybe it was 41. Either way she was four or five years older than Marcia. Devin was 5'9", light blonde shoulder length, blonde hair, and a great figure. Elle noticed her breasts were larger than her mother's. Devin was wearing a yellow spandex sports bra and matching spandex shorts.
Devin caught Elle checking her out, which in turn, caused Elle to look away embarrassed. Taking a few deep breaths to keep things together, she began talking to Devin, "So Ulysses is still out of town?"
"Mmhmm, should be back tomorrow though. How is your mom?" Devin asked throwing Elle for a loop.
"My mom? You know her?"
"Yes, we're friends. Not super close, but I work for the publishing company that she did a photo shoot for some time last summer. She's very nice." Devin explained.
"Yeah, she is. She's doing well. She comes here sometimes," Elle said.
"I've run into her a few times. I can see where you get your looks from. Both of you are gorgeous," Devin smiled, glancing over at the younger woman on the treadmill next to her.
"Thank you," Elle cleared her throat, pushing herself to be bolder, "so, um, so are you. Gorgeous I mean."
Devin chuckled, "Thanks."



They talked more for the next hour. They talked about Elle's college plans, her school work, Marcia, Ulysses, and a few other random things.
As they moved to the weight machines, Elle noticed something odd, something that made her feel uncomfortable. It was the way Devin looked at her, touched her when they would spot each other, and compliment her. If Elle had to guess, Devin was flirting with her, possibly even attracted to her. Elle felt weird by it, but forged ahead regardless.
Elle told herself to let it happen. She let Devin caress her waist and hips when she spotted her from behind while squatting, she let Devin lightly graze her breast as she moved her hand across Elle's stomach, and Elle let Devin rest her hand on the small of her back as they moved from machine to machine.
At the end of their workout, Devin walked Elle to her car in the parking lot, gave Elle her cell number, and suggested they hang out sometime. Elle smiled and nodded, "When are you at the gym usually?"
"Usually during the weekday nights, but sometimes in the morning on Saturday, like today," Devin winked.
"Ok great, well I'll see you Monday evening perhaps," Elle said, having never gone to the gym on school nights.
"I'll look forward to it," Devin said, her index finger lightly, playfully, caressing Elle's chin, causing her to blush.
Later that day in the shower, Elle talked to herself again, "Ok, so I'll just see what happens. I'll hang out with her and if something happens, so be it."
Elle sighed heavily, looking down to the drain once more, "I don't know if this will work. It felt weird."
Chapter 7
Elle felt slightly better as the week went on. She had gathered the courage to talk to a woman. Each gym session was very similar to the first; the touches, the glances, the smiles, and subtle flirts. Elle complimented Devin on her perfume, realizing the reason she liked it, was because it was the same scent her mother uses.
Elle convinced her mother that she would do all homework before heading to the gym that night. In fact, she didn't see much of Marcia at all. Elle would also find herself thinking about Devin in class, reasoning that maybe she was bi-sexual, then shaking her head, disagreeing with herself, "it's just an experiment," she thought.
Ulysses joined the two ladies at the gym Wednesday night. Devin and Elle mostly hung out, but afterward, Devin suggested Elle and Ulysses go get a smoothie afterward. Elle missed seeing him and was hoping to run an idea by him.
**********
Ulysses SUV rocked gently back and forth in the gym parking lot. They were in the back seat and Elle was on top, bouncing wildly on his cock. She tried to go slow so no one would notice the rocking vehicle, but she couldn't help it; luckily it was after hours and there weren't many cars around and the back windows were tinted.
"Oh yes, yes," Elle whimpered, out of breath, wrapping her arms around Ulysses shoulders. "I love your cock."
Ulysses chuckled, his hands kneading Elle's ass," That's always nice to hear, but what about me? I'm not too bad am I?"
"What? No, you are awesome, a great friend," Elle said, giving him a loud smooch on the lips. "Which is why I wanted to ask you something."
"Sure, you can ask me anything," Ulysses said, his cock still embedded in Elle.
"Devin. Is she, um, how do I put this -- does she like women?" Elle asked.
"She does, actually. She likes men and women," Ulysses answered. "It sort of developed a few years ago when her and my dad separated."
"I see," Elle nodded, looking to her side.
"Are you? Into women?" Ulysses asked, raising his eyebrows.
"Well, I'm not sure. Maybe?" Elle shrugged.
"You should come over to my apartment Friday night. Devin may stop by, we can have dinner -- just the three of us," Ulysses suggested.
Elle thought for a moment, "I guess I could."
"As long as you don't get in trouble with your mom," Ulysses gave her a stern look.
"I won't. I'll tell her the truth. I'm going to have dinner at a friend's house."
"She won't pry? Look, I just don't know what she'd think if you told her the whole truth. Dinner at a friend's house with an older man - a black man," Ulysses cocked his head to the side.
"If it'll make you happy, I'll tell her I'm going to dinner with a friend from the gym and his mother Friday night."
"I think that'll make me feel better," Ulysses said.
"You worry too much. Maybe this will make you feel better too," Elle winked, slowly starting to grind her body against Ulysses. Her plan was set. At dinner maybe there would be more flirting amongst her and Devin, and that may lead to some kind of date, which could lead to a homosexual experience.
When Elle got home later that night, she showered, and joined her mother on the couch, snuggling into her arms. "I may be able to do this after all," she told herself, referring to experiencing a woman. She closed her eyes, laying her head on his mother's lap, "maybe mom and I could - ," she said in her head, not finishing her thought, letting the absurdity of it cause it to end.
Chapter 8
"OK," Devin said, slightly slurring, sitting on the other side of Ulysses on the couch, "Let's have some fun."
Both Devin and Ulysses had been drinking, Ulysses less though. Devin offered Elle some wine, to which Ulysses shot her a stern look, putting a stop to her offering.
After dinner they were sitting on the couch, Devin telling stories about Ulysses attempting to embarrass him.
The night was going by nicely, Elle noticing Devin was even more flirtatious with her. Devin would touch Elle's back, tickle her waist, and run her fingers through her hair while they talked and so on. Elle felt a little nervous, but at the same time telling herself to have an open mind.
Those thoughts were squashed when Devin, after suggesting more fun, set her wine glass on the table next to the couch, stood and began unbuttoning her blouse. Elle glanced over to Ulysses. He was watching his stepmother. Elle glanced back to Devin and she was sliding out of skirt, she wasn't wearing underwear. She removed her bra and held out her hand to a shocked Elle.
Elle gulped, taking Devin's hand, allowing herself to be helped up. Devin smiled, "Arms up."
The naked Devin, pulled Elle's top off, letting it fall to the floor. Still in shock, she looked over to Ulysses, watching him stroke his cock. He nodded, smiling to her, "Elle, you ok?"
Elle didn't reply. She watched Devin go to her knees and began unbuttoning Elle's blue jeans. "Um, uh, I," was all she could get out. Devin unzipped her and pulled at her pants, exposing some of her underwear.
Devin leaned in and sniffed, breathing the girl's aroma in, "Mmmm, can't wait to taste you."
Elle suddenly pushed Devin away, grabbed her shirt, and ran to the bathroom, slamming the door and began crying uncontrollably. She couldn't do it. She couldn't go through with it. Her plan had failed. She was embarrassed and felt like a dumb little girl.
There was a knock at the door a few minutes later, "Elle, can I come in?" Devin asked. Elle didn't answer.
"It's ok, I just want to apologize," Devin said. Elle opened the door, wiping her eyes, and watched Devin enter, closing the door behind her. She was wearing a bathrobe.
"I'm sorry, Elle. Please forgive me. I assumed you might be interested in women. That was wrong of me," Devin explained, holding Elle's shoulders.
"I just thought that maybe I could try it, but," she paused, the tears returning, "Ulysses was here and then you stripped in front of him, I got scared, and I panicked."
Devin gave Elle a motherly hug, "It's ok. It's fine now. I just know your mom, and I thought maybe, well," Devin paused, pushing Elle away, wiping a tear from her cheek, "I shouldn't have assumed anything. I hope you can forgive me."
Elle nodded, giving Devin a weak smile. "Listen, why don't you and Ulysses go out for dessert, maybe some ice cream?"
Elle nodded again and Devin walked her out of the bathroom. "You two go get some ice cream. I'm going to do the dishes," Devin told Ulysses.
"Is everything ok?" He asked.
"Yes, we're fine, it was just a misunderstanding. It was my fault and I apologized to Elle," Devin said, patting Elle's back. Elle looked at Ulysses and then down to the floor embarrassed.
**********
"So how long have you and Devin, been, you know?" Elle asked, sipping on a milk shake in Ulysses' car while they waited at a stop light.
"Since I was 15," Ulysses answered.
"Wow."
"Yep, it just sorta happened. Over the next few years, by the time I left for college, Devin's sisters had joined in on it too. My father never knew."
"So that's not why she and he split up?" Elle asked.
"No, they hadn't been getting along for awhile. Then she walked in on him and one of his students. He was a college professor. Still is I guess. That was the final straw."
"Why don't you and her just, you know, be a couple now?"
Ulysses shrugged, "Maybe one day. I don't know. She's like a mother, but she isn't of course. We sleep together for fun, for comfort, and all that. I have a coworker that I'm trying to get over, Devin helps with that too. So who knows? I do love her though. So maybe one day, in a few years, when I talk to my father even less than I do now, we may go that route."
"Wow, 15," Elle chuckled.
"Yeah, she's not all that older than me, about 10 years or so. But yeah. We've kept it a secret all these years. I learned everything from her and her sisters. Each one different in bed than the other. It's quite beautiful actually," Ulysses said, driving off when the light turned green.
"Yes, beautiful," Elle whispered, looking out the passenger side window. An image of her mother went through her head, her stomach, her back, holding her, kissing her, her face looking into Elle's.
"You promise you'll keep it a secret? I don't know who you could tell, but anyway, I'd appreciate it if you kept it between us," Ulysses said, causing Elle to come out of her trance.
"I won't tell. Can I tell you a secret?" She asked.
"Of course," Ulysses glanced at her, then back to the road.
Elle sighed, "I was thinking that maybe I could do stuff with Devin. We had been talking at the gym, and kind of flirting I guess. Anyway, I just thought I could try something with a woman. But I couldn't go through with it."
"Well, that's ok. No one is making you do anything you aren't comfortable with," Ulysses said.
"Well see the thing is, I want to, but," Elle paused, tears welling up in her eyes again, "there's one woman I want to do things with and I just thought maybe I can try it out first with someone else."
"Elle?" Ulysses asked, glancing over to her now crying face.
"I want to make love to," she started shaking her head, attempting to admit something that she knew, deep down was true, "my mother."
The dam broke and she was crying much more now, "That's the first time I've said it out loud. But it's true. She's the only woman I would ever do anything like that with. The only one."
"Elle, it's ok," Ulysses said, reaching over to pat her leg. "I won't tell anyone."
"I have no idea what I'm going to do; she would never do that with me, never. She too good a person," Elle said.
They were parked in Ulysses apartment complex. Elle had calmed down a bit. "Elle, I'm sorry. I didn't think you would cry again."
Elle shrugged, looking out the window, "I just feel like an idiot for looking at her this way. She's so gorgeous."
"Is there anything I can do to help?" Ulysses asked.
Elle shrugged again. There was a long silence, Ulysses always trying to be helpful, spoke up. "It's funny. One thing I've noticed in my experience with more than one woman at the same time is that on occasion, the women will start focusing less on me and more on each other. Devin has done that a lot, it's kind of annoying actually," He chuckled.
"But if I'm relaxed and just enjoying myself, I'll lie there and watch the women get lost in their own little worlds, forgetting about me. One time I was watching - it was great. I cleared my throat after about 10 minutes and they turned to me and giggled," Ulysses watched Elle politely nod her head.
"Anyway, what I'm getting at is maybe if you introduced a man into the picture, a man you and her could feel really comfortable around, then perhaps at some point the three of you could get intimate, which could be a catalyst for you and just her later on."
Elle furrowed her eyebrows, pondering his suggestion, "Hmmm."
"it's worth a shot. I know you said you and her were close, but perhaps not that close."
"It is worth a shot," Elle said softly, turning to face him. "Are you free tomorrow night?"
Chapter 9
Elle and Ulysses sat in his car and talked another hour about this plan. Elle would introduce Ulysses to her mother, hope they hit it off, maybe even date him, maybe even sleep with him, and at the same time Elle would flirt with him herself so Marcia sees that Ulysses and Elle are good friends. Ulysses suggested that maybe at some point, if they are comfortable enough around each other, affection could lead to a threeway -- in which Elle would attempt to shift the focus from Ulysses to her mother. Ulysses had no guarantee this idea would work, but Elle thought it sounded great, joking that Ulysses just wanted to sleep with a mom and daughter combo. He denied it after admitting it'd be nice. She thought it'd be the only way to go. In the meantime, Elle decided to do what she could to make her mother feel even more comfortable around her. They ended their conversation with a blow job from Elle. Bob's challenge and money was never thought of, or mentioned.
Elle wasted no time putting this plan into action. She showered that night and instead of putting on her pajamas right away, Elle joined her mother in bed while she was flipping through a magazine still wearing a towel. Elle didn't think it was that big a deal, but it was different than her normal routine. She made sure to slowly kiss her mom's tummy when she said good night before heading to her own bed.
Hugging her mother from behind, nuzzling into the back of the taller woman while she did dishes the next morning, Elle asked if it was ok that her friend came over for dinner. Marcia assured her it was fine. Elle informed her he was an older guy, maybe around 30, who she met at the gym. Marcia raised her eye brow at that information, not sure what to make of it.
"No, no, it's not like that! He's awesome. Very friendly, very nice, I think you'd like him," Elle told Marcia.
"Alright, well, that's fine I guess. If he is ever inappropriate with you, you know where to kick him," Marcia said, bringing her daughter in for an embrace.
"Mmm you smell good," Elle noted, breathing in her mother's scent while her head rested on her shoulder.
Later that day Elle joined Marcia in her bed room to do some core exercises. They didn't feel like going to the gym for those and didn't really need to since crunches, planks, and so on can be done anywhere.
Elle blushed when she heard Marcia moan, but pressed her luck and brought up an interesting observation, "Geez mom, it sounds like you're having some, uh, fun over there."
"Ha! Is that right? By fun, I'm assuming you mean sex?" Marcia asked.
"Yeah, I do."
"Well thanks, but I'm a little quieter than those exercise grunts you hear me make," Marcia explained.
"When was the last time you had sex?" Elle blurted out to a surprised Marcia.
"Are you sure you want to know?" Marcia asked, sitting up on the floor.
"You said I could ask you anything," Elle reminded her.
"That's true. It was a few months ago. I was out of town. It was nice. That's all you're getting out of me," Marcia said shooting Elle a stern look.
"You and my friend would go well together. Maybe you and him could date," Elle suggested.
Marcia stood, chuckling, wiping her face with a towel, "Maybe so, silly."
"I'm going for a jog, want to join me?" Marcia asked Elle.
"If you let me shower with you afterward," was the thought the entered Elle's mind. "Sure," she replied. They showered separately, Elle scolding herself for not making that request, thinking that it would've easily come across as a joke.
**********
Marcia's eyes widened and a huge smile came over her when Elle introduced Ulysses that evening. "You know him?" Elle asked.
"No, but I'm familiar with his work! Ulysses, it's great to meet you!" Marcia extended her hand. "I'm Marcia."
"Nice to meet you," He smiled, shaking her hand.
"See I told you my mom was beautiful," Elle chimed in.
"Elle, please," Marcia rolled her eyes.
"So is he!" Elle said, giving Ulysses a huge hug.
The rest of the evening went by splendidly, far better than Elle had hoped for. They talked and laughed all throughout dinner. Afterward, Elle embarrassed her mother by taking out her photo album scrapbook and sitting in Ulysses' lap.
"Elle!" Marcia gave her a stern look.
"What? We're just looking at your pictures. Don't be embarrassed," Elle said. "See, look how great her butt looks," Elle flipped a page, pointing to the picture on it.
Marcia shook her head, clearly blushing.
After they looked through the scrapbook, Elle snuggled in close to Ulysses, making sure her mother saw that the two of them were close and affectionate. Ulysses and Marcia mostly chatted, while Elle played with his dreads in his ponytail, played with his large hands, went to get some water from the kitchen, kissing his cheek when she got up.
Elle paused before reentering the living room; she was listening to see if Ulysses was sticking to their plan.
"Yeah she's great, very funny and very sweet. I'm glad her and I are pals," Ulysses was telling Marcia.
"She might have a crush on you," Marcia warned.
Elle peeped around the corner, watching Ulysses shrug, "I don't know maybe. I've told her that I'm not looking for a girlfriend. I enjoy making friends, which reminds me, maybe you and I could go grab some lunch or dinner sometime?"
Elle entered the living room, smiling, carrying a glass of water. "Yes I think that's a great idea mom. You two could go to dinner, maybe I could come with you two later, we could all just hang out and have a great time!"
Marcia chuckled, "Well perhaps. I wouldn't mind learning more from such a successful fitness model." Marcia smiled at Ulysses.
"Great!" Elle said, taking her spot on the couch on the other side of Ulysses. "Next weekend, Friday night, you and him go to dinner and if you are free Ulysses, maybe Saturday the three of us could hang out. We could fix dinner here, maybe watch a movie, who knows?"
Ulysses nodded, "I don't have any shoots booked until May."
Chapter 10
The next few weeks came and went. Elle, Marcia, and Ulysses were like three peas in a pod. Elle's mother and Ulysses went out alone several times. Elle and Ulysses went out a few times as well. But the best part was when the three of them went out. With a woman on each arm Ulysses took them to dinner, the movies, and sometimes the park.
At home Elle continued her own plan. She wore less and less around her mom. Walking around in her underwear and bra, flirting with Marcia, sliding her hands up underneath the back of her mother's t-shirt, scratching her back. She became more affectionate, Marcia asking if she was alright, assuming it was because she was leaving in the fall for college. Elle just smiled, savoring every embrace, peck, and opportunity she had to show this woman she loved her without coming across like a creepy pervert.
Elle was watching TV one Friday evening near the end of April while Ulysses and her mother were out. She knew they were sleeping together, Ulysses told her this a week prior, reminding Elle the next phase of their plan would begin.



Elle turned to the front door watching Marcia and Ulysses enter, laughing, arms entwined. "Alright, you want some water?" Marcia asked him.
"Sure," he smiled, sitting next to Elle on the couch, putting her arm around her. "Things are going well," he whispered.
Elle nodded, her hand going to Ulysses' lap, rubbing and squeezing his bulge through his pants. "You staying the night again?"
"I am. Want me to sneak into your room when she goes to sleep?" Ulysses asked.
Elle moaned, still squeezing his now erect cock, her hand traveling down its length, the cockhead almost poking out of the bottom of his cargo shorts. "As much as I would love this inside me tonight, no, I want you to make sure her bedroom door isn't completely shut. I want to sneak in on you two when you're having sex. I want to see her in action. I bet she's amazing."
"She is," Ulysses replied, his mouth opening, his tongue meeting Elle's, moaning as she squeezed his rod.
"Ok, here you go!" Marcia entered the living room, seeing Elle snuggling into Ulysses, his arm around her. She handed him a bottle of water.
"Are you two have some special fun time tonight?" Elle asked, playfully.
"Elle!" Marcia shot her a look. "Well, yes, yes we are if you must know. Now then, goodnight," Marcia rolled her eyes and then nodded to Ulysses.
Before he could get off the couch Elle gave him a long kiss on the cheek, "Have fun with that gorgeous woman!"
"Elle, you're silly," Marcia said, rolling her eyes, Ulysses following her down the hall.
**********
Ulysses was perfect, fully agreeing to help Elle get closer to her mother, and doing what was asked of him. He made sure Marcia's door was cracked slightly, so it could be pushed open without much noise.
It was 2am, three and a half hours after Marcia said goodnight to Elle. Elle was sneaking down the hallway, scolding herself for dozing off on the couch. Luckily she knew Ulysses was a machine from their weekend fuck fest back in March.
Elle gently pushed her mother's bedroom door open and crouched down to her knees. She was magnificent. Marcia's back slick with sweat, illuminated by a street lamp from outside streaming into the large window with the shades pulled back. She was straddling Ulysses. He sat on the edge of the bed. Marcia was whimpering, moaning, and breathing heavily.
"Beautiful," Elle thought, watching her mother make love, slowly grinding her hips into Ulysses. She started crawling on the carpet toward them. How badly she wanted to join in. But she couldn't, she had to play her cards right.
Her eyes adjusted to the dimly light room. Elle's mouth quivered, sitting on the carpet, her mother's butt at arm's length distance -- Elle could reach out and touch her. Ulysses' was gripping Marcia's waist tightly, his upward thrusts were few and far behind, he was tired after three and half hours.
Elle inched closer. She placed her hand on Ulysses' foot, notifying him she was in the room. Luckily he wasn't startled by this. Marcia let out a moan, her head thrown back. Elle crept forward more. Her mother's backside was inches away, she could've kissed it, licked it if she wanted to.
As if Ulysses could read Elle's mind, he pulled his cock out of Marcia, letting it slap against her lower back. It was covered in creamy vaginal fluid. Elle's mouth began water. She wanted to clean his cock and taste her mother, licking up her juices. Just as her tongue was an inch away, almost making contact with the cream-covered, massive cock, Marcia spoke up.
"Whew, yeah I'm tired too. Want to take a break?" She asked Ulysses.
"Uh, um, well. Yeah just a minute," Ulysses was buying Elle time to get out of the room. She crawled out of the bedroom as fast as she could, listening to Ulysses shift his weight on the bed behind her. She quickly closed the door back to its original position and rushed down the hall, the carpet muting her foot falls.
Elle went to the kitchen, standing in the dark, "Wow that was intense. I almost tasted her. We're getting so close now. He's gotta come back tomorrow."
She exhaled deeply a few times and just before she went to turn the water on at the kitchen sink to splash some across her forehead, the kitchen light came on, startling her and the person that turned it on.
"Elle!" Marcia screamed, one arm going across her breasts, a hand covering her crotch. "What are you doing?"
Elle tried not to laugh at her naked mother, glancing at her body, making no attempt to be discreet. "Couldn't sleep," she replied with a mischievous smile.
"Oh, uh, sorry about that. I hope we weren't keeping you up," Marcia apologized, shifting her weight to hide her nudity.
"No, no, don't apologize," Elle said, walking toward her mother. "You go back and enjoy that sex. Mmm," Elle slapped her mother's naked ass when she walked by, causing Marcia to gasp.
Chapter 11
The next evening Ulysses was back at the house on the couch in between Elle and Marcia. Earlier in the day Elle asked him to pretend to fall asleep on the couch, while she and her mother snuggled with him. Elle wanted to be playful and test the waters. She was going to mess with him while he "slept" and see what her mother would do.
"Stop!" Marcia mouth to Elle when she was going to flick the bulge in Ulysses pants with her middle finger.
Elle paused, thinking for a moment. She hovered her hand over his crotch once more, grabbing at air, causing her mom to shake her head.
Elle got even sillier and made jacking off motions as if she was stroking an imaginary cock sprouting out of Ulysses' pants.
"Elle! Stop!" Marcia whispered, shaking her head, hiding a smile.
"Big?" Elle mouthed back.
Marcia rolled her eyes, chuckling lightly.
Elle thought for a moment. She then reached over to pull at Ulysses' zipper, tugging at it a few times before her mother looked away from the movie they were watching. Marcia eyes widened, watching Elle tug at Ulysses' zipper.
"No." Marcia sternly mouth, her eyes glaring at Elle. She was giving her the "mom look."
Elle sighed and nodded. She snuggled up into Ulysses' arms, her eyes going back to the movie. A few moments later, she jabbed his side, holding her finger there for a few seconds -- their agreed upon signal that her tests were done, nothing was happening, Ulysses could stop pretending to sleep, Marcia wasn't amused.
Later than evening, Ulysses kissed Marcia on the cheek goodnight, followed by Elle, who walked him to his SUV. "Sorry, maybe another time. I just don't know how to initiate it. I thought being playful might work."
"It's ok, Elle. You and her are much closer now and more comfortable around me and showing affection. It's only a matter of time. If she scolds you when you go back inside, just apologize, and say you were being silly. Perhaps it could lead to some girl talk you know?" Ulysses suggested.
Elle nodded, smiling, and kissed him goodnight on the mouth.
When Elle went back inside, she wasn't scolded harshly, but was scolded nonetheless, "Elle that wasn't nice of you to mess with him while he was asleep like that."
"I know, I'm sorry, I was just being silly."
Marcia shook his head. "He is nice looking, but still, it's not cool to do that to a sleeping person especially when your mother is sitting next to him."
"Well I know, but I know you and him are having sex, right?"
"Yes, but that has nothing do with tonight."
"I know, but I guess I was thinking, maybe he and I could or three of us could and maybe we could all -- "
"Elle stop it! Right now." Marcia cut off her daughter's rambling. "That isn't appropriate."
Marcia kissed Elle's forehead. "It'd be weird wouldn't it? Doing something like that?"
"Might be fun," Elle shrugged, sulking as her mother headed toward the hallway.
"Elle," She turned around, looking back at her daughter, shaking her head, smiling softly. "You're silly. Goodnight sweetie."
**********
The next night would've been the night Elle went to her senior prom. Instead she and mother went out on a date. They had dinner and Marcia said she was taking Elle dancing. There were a couple clubs that allowed 18 year olds to enter. Marcia told her daughter to stick by her at all times, fearful that some creep would be lurking.
"We could pretend we're together. Maybe we should go to a gay club!" Elle joked, poking her mom in the side, before grabbing her hand while they made their way to the entrance.
"No, we can just stay close, alright sweetie?" They walked through the parking lot, holding hands.
"You look great mom," Elle said as they approached the door. They were both wearing white cocktail dresses; Marcia's exposing a bit more leg than Elle's. Elle's hair was styled into long, wavy, locks flowing down her back. Marcia's was in a cute ponytail.
Marcia stopped Elle in the parking lot, not far from the door, "Hey, I'll say it again, you are the most beautiful woman I've ever seen." Elle blushed, not looking away from her mother's eyes, Marcia caressing her face.
"Now then, let's enjoy our, uh, date," Marcia winked, taking Elle by the hand once more.
Elle was in paradise. The club was hot and crowded, yes, but she didn't care. She was dancing on her sexy mother, just like she would've danced with Ulysses if it were him. She was grinding, gyrating, and swaying her hips and butt against Marcia's crotch.
Marcia didn't seem to mind or care, figuring her daughter was just being silly. As the night came to an end, Elle was becoming more tired. Near the end of the last song, she turned around, throwing her arms around her mother, smiling into her face.
"You're my best friend," Marcia told her daughter, whose eyes lit up.
"I, I am?"
"Yes. I have friends, don't get me wrong, but you are my best and favorite one."
Suddenly Elle's eyes closed and she kissed her mother -- hard. Elle held Marcia's face as she planted a five second kiss on her mouth, releasing it with a loud lip smack.
"Elle," Marcia said, looking around her, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.
"Sorry, just really happy I guess," Elle blushed.
Marcia nodded, taking her hand, "It's ok, sweetie. I'm happy too!" The exited the club, holding hands all the way home. Elle fell asleep on the couch in her mother's arms. Elle didn't know when Marcia walked her to her own bed, and she thought the kiss on her lips she received was a dream.
Chapter 12
"I have great news for you!" Marcia told her daughter one night, after dinner with Ulysses, and after he left.
"Yeah?" Elle said, hugging Marcia tightly.
"I'm being sent to the Bahamas for a photo shoot in June and I'm bringing you with me!"
"You are? Just me and you?" Elle excitedly asked.
"Just me and you," Marcia replied. Elle kissed her once more on the mouth, it wasn't five seconds, but it was a nice hard smack on the lips. Marcia didn't seem to act weird afterward.
**********
A few days later, Marcia returned home, peeping in on Elle while she studied for her final exams. "Hi," Marcia said.
"Hi," Elle smiled back. "How are you?"
"Good, just did a back workout today, it'd been awhile," Marcia chuckled.
Elle, realizing an opportunity, offered to massage her mother's back. "I don't mind, it'll be nice, please?"
"Alright, come on into my bedroom I guess," Marcia gestured Elle to follow. She went to her bedroom and turned the bedside table lamp on.
Elle smiled, sitting on her mother's butt, pulling Marcia's t-shirt up. "Lift up?" she asked, hinting for her mother that she wanted to pull the whole shirt off.
Marcia went to her elbows, reaching behind her shoulder, and pulled her t-shirt up over her head, letting it land on the floor. Lying back down on her tummy, her head to the side, she smiled back at Elle. Elle looked down in amazement. Her back was beautiful. Elle wondered if she had ever thought it was before, or if her attraction to her was awakened. Elle took a deep breath and began slowly moving her hands up and down her mother's back, following the valley of her spine, up and down over every aching muscle. She felt amazing. Elle looked on in awe.
Elle glanced at her mother face, her eyes were closed, and she was moaning ever so softly. "Is this good?" Elle asked.
"Mmhmm," Marcia moaned.
After several minutes, Elle bent down and kissed Marcia between her shoulder blades, looking for a reaction. Marcia cracked a slight smile and Elle did it again, except a little lower, then once more, even lower still. "Such a nice back, mom," Elle whispered.
"Thank you," Marcia whispered back.
Elle kept massaging Marcia's upper back and shoulders, while kissing her way down her spine, stopping only when asked. Elle was going to go as far as she could, hopefully kiss her way to the ass she was sitting on.
Elle stopped massaging and slowly guided her hands to her mother's yoga shorts. Elle slid off her butt, kissing away at Marcia's lower back, her fingers hooking into Marcia's shorts. "I'm going to do it, it's going to happen tonight," Elle thought to herself.
"Elle," Marcia cleared her throat, "Thank you sweetie, I'm going to grab a shower now."
"Oh, right, ok," Elle said, backing away, unhooking her fingers from her mother's shorts, and letting her off the bed.
"Ah, much better," Marcia said, smiling to her daughter. "Thanks again," she said, grabbing a towel and heading to the bathroom, leaving Elle alone on the bed.
**********
"Yes! Yes!" Elle whispered on her bed, her tense body stiffening, going rigid, and shaking while climaxing. It was the first time she had ever masturbated to thoughts of a woman. The woman happened to be her mother. Her legs went limp, followed by her arms, her hand slid off her clit, over her hips and landed on the bed. Elle, lying nude on her bed while her mother showered, thought about graduation the following Saturday. Ulysses was coming over to hang out. Since tonight didn't work out, there was always next Saturday with him, their original plan.
Nothing changed throughout the week between Elle and Marcia. They continued hanging out like best friends. Elle casually bringing up sex with Ulysses, attempted to make her mother feel more comfortable around her. Marcia, giving slight hints that yes, he was great in bed, wished that Elle finds someone that good, but urged her not to base everything on how good a guy is in the sack. Elle sat, three nights before her Saturday morning graduation, listening to her mother's advice.
She wanted to ask her mom if she had ever done anything with a woman, but was far too nervous to do so. In truth, Elle herself didn't want to do anything with a girl, or any other woman. There was only one woman she wanted to experience sex with. As they cuddled on the couch after their chat, Elle knew that the only woman she would make love to was holding her in her arms.
Chapter 13
The evening of her high school graduation Ulysses came over, kissing both Marcia and Elle on the cheek, following it up with a big congratulation hug to Elle.
Ulysses found himself on the couch once more, pretending to be dozing off during a movie, with a woman on each side -- Elle on his left side, Marcia on his right.
Elle wasted no time and began her attempts to unzip Ulysses' shorts. Her mother swatted her hand away, shooting her a stern look. Elle's other hand, hidden under Ulysses', patted him three times in quick succession -- their signal for him to assist her.
Elle went to unzip his pants once more and before Marcia could scold her daughter, an index finger gently touched Marcia's chin, grabbing her attention. "It's ok," Ulysses whispered.
"Elle," Marcia whispered, slowly shaking her head.
"It's fine, it really is. We're adults, let's just enjoy each other's company," Ulysses said, caressing Marcia's face while Elle unzipped his shorts. He slowly reached down and unbuttoned his shorts and then casually fished his amazing cock out.
Elle wrapped her hand around the base, smiling up at her shocked mother, Ulysses caressing Marcia's face, running his hand through her hair. Marcia, her mouth hanging open watched Elle kiss the tip of Ulysses' cockhead, never taking her eyes off her mother. Ulysses was gently guiding Marcia's head closer to his crotch. She watched Elle kiss the bulbous cockhead once more, their eyes locked.
When Marcia was close enough, Elle licked the tip instead of kissing it, and with her hand still grabbing the base of the shaft she pointed the cock to her mother's mouth. Marcia just looked at it. Elle licked it again, a long slow lick, her tongue sliding across the glans, coating it in her saliva. She again, pointed the cock to her mother's mouth, offering her a chance to lick. Marcia quickly shook her head. Elle licked it once more, slower, longer, moaning as she dragged her tongue across, her eyes never leaving her mother's. Elle offered it to her once more.
"Elle," Marcia whispered again, too shocked to speak loudly.
"Please?" Elle whispered in return, smiling softly. She gave the shaft a quick lick.
Ulysses ran his fingers through Marcia's hair, moving a long lock behind her ear for her, "We're just enjoying each other. The three of us."
"Please?" Elle whispered again. She took Ulysses in her mouth, sucking on the tip, and then removing his cock from her mouth with a loud pop, offering it to her mother once again.
Marcia couldn't resist anymore. Slowly she moved forward, her mouth inches from his shaft, and stuck out her tongue, giving it a small lick. Elle's eyes still focused on her mother's, did the same on the other side, and then offered it once more to her Marcia. Marcia licked it again, a bit slower this time, followed by Elle repeating her own lick. Back and forth they went until Elle engulfed the tip, another pop out of her mouth, and an offering to her mother. Marcia paused, glanced up to a nodding Ulysses, then back at her daughter. They stared into each other's eyes for a moment, Elle nodding slowly.
Marcia let it happen. She grabbed the base of his cock and devoured the top, sucking, slurping all over it, then offered it to her daughter. Elle did the same, moaning, tasting her mother's salvia, sucking the tip. Marcia took it back, taking several long sucks from it, before handing it back to her daughter. Their eyes never once looked away, always focused on the other whilst sucking and servicing his dick.
It was like a dam breaking, Elle sat up, quickly removing her t-shirt, her braless tits jiggling, and moved toward her mother.
"Uh, um," Marcia stammered as Elle began to lift up her mother's own shirt. Elle tapped Ulysses three times on his thigh, asking for help. He sat up and removed his own shirt, and then kissed Marcia slowly on the cheek.
"Elle, I don't know," She tried to say, but couldn't get it out due to Ulysses kissing her neck.
Ulysses backed away and Marcia raised her arms, allowing Elle to slide the shirt off. "Elle this is -- " She was interrupted by Ulysses grabbing her face, kissing her slowly. When he was done, Elle did the same, giving her mother a long, passionate kiss on the mouth, leaving her breathless. Elle stood, Ulysses joining her, both of them removing their shorts. Elle went to her knees, eyes on her mother, and began re-sucking his cock, jacking his shaft, while slurping on the tip. Another moan and loud pop followed by Elle standing, naked before Marcia, caressing her face, Ulysses leaning in to kiss at Marcia's neck.
Elle went to her knees in front of her mother, unbuttoning and unzipping Marcia's shorts, while Ulysses kissed Marcia's neck and massaged her breasts.
Elle was cautious, not wanting to scare her mother off too badly; therefore, she didn't immediately go to servicing her mother orally. Instead she pulled her panties down, breathing in her scent, moaning at her aroma and then stood.
Elle nodded to Ulysses and he put his arm around each woman's waist, leading them to Marcia's bedroom. Elle smiled at her mother as the three of them walked down the hall. She wanted her to herself so badly, but she knew she couldn't just rush into it. Ulysses sat on the bed, lying back on the mattress, each woman going with him, kissing his face, neck, running their hands over his body. Elle grabbed Marcia's while it rested on Ulysses' stomach, squeezing it gently, and guiding it down to his cock, Elle and Marcia stroking it together.



The two women kissed at his chest for a moment, occasionally glancing at one another. Elle sat up, gently tugged her mother's arm, bringing her up to sitting position as well. Elle caressed her face, giving her another long kiss on the mouth. Elle wanted to continue, but she stopped herself, wanting to ease into this. Placing her hands on Marcia's waist she guided her to straddling position on top of Ulysses. Elle kissed along his cock, licking the tip, while her other hand rested on her mother's abdomen. She looked up at Marcia and smiled. Marcia nodded, raising her bottom off Ulysses, allowing Elle to carefully guide his cock into Marcia. Elle wanted to kiss Marcia's stretched out pussy lips, she wanted to rub her face in her trimmed bush. However, Elle sat up once more, lovingly smiling at her mother, who still had a slight look of disbelief on her face.
Elle kissed her mother's lips, throwing her leg over Ulysses' chest, and lowered herself on his face. Ulysses grabbed her hips, holding her in place, and began kissing and licking around her labia, finally swirling his tongue inside her. Elle moaned, grabbing her mother's hands, holding them up while Ulysses tasted her. Elle nodded to Marcia, who sighed heavily, shaking her head, but eventually nodded back. Marcia began slowly grinding back and forth on Ulysses. Her clit dragged across his lower abs.
The two women, looking into each other's eyes, holding each other's hands were being simultaneously pleasured. Elle nearly came in seconds, but fought it off, focusing on her mother's face. They were quiet for the most part, panting heavily; mouths open, exhaling on each other's face. Then it happened, Elle's body started tensing, she moaned, grabbing her mother's face, staring into her eyes. She felt Marcia do the same thing.
"Elle!" Marcia cried, grabbing her daughter's face, as her own orgasm started washing over her, coursing through her spine.
"Ahh!" Elle cried out during their simultaneous climaxes.
"I love you!" Elle told her mother.
Marcia didn't reply, she instead, pulled Elle in for a long, hard, kiss that ended when the orgasms subsided. Marcia, out of breath, shook herself out of her trance, coming to her senses, and raised herself off of Ulysses, getting off the bed.
"I'm going to shower," She said flatly, entering the bathroom, closing the door behind her.
Elle immediately, lowered herself to take Ulysses' cock in her mouth, licking it clean of her mother's vaginal fluids, moaning at the taste while Ulysses continued eating her pussy in a 69 position.
Elle climaxed again a few moments later when Ulysses' cock exploded with semen in her mouth. She had no idea what to expect, but wanted to give her mother some space. So after she said goodbye to Ulysses, she went to bed, listening to her mother's shower cutting off a bit later, followed by Marcia's bedroom door gently shutting.
Elle hoped this was one step closer.
Chapter 14
Marcia didn't speak to her daughter for four days. She made a conscious effort to avoid her. When Elle tried to speak to her, Marcia just shushed her and waved her away as if she was busy or in the middle or something. When Marcia finally did speak to Elle she was calm and reserved.
"Elle, we need to talk," Marcia said, peeping into her daughter's room. Elle was on the bed brushing Millie's hair.
"Sure, please come in," Elle motioned for her to enter.
Marcia sat on the far end of the bed. "Listen Elle, about the other night with Ulysses," she began.
"Yeah, it was fun," Elle interrupted her.
Marcia sighed, "It wasn't right though. It was a little weird. Very weird actually. Sex can be done with more than one person, two men and a woman, two women and a man, but for two of the participants to be related -- especially parent and child -- is quite odd. I should've stopped it before it began, but the truth is, I saw him and you and you both seemed so laid back, I just went with it, or tried to."
"I know it wasn't normal, but it was great!" Elle said, moving closer to her mother, resting her hand on Marcia's thigh.
"That's another thing," Marcia said, looking down at Elle's hand. "We have been affectionate, too affectionate. I know you are young and that may be how you show love, but sleeping in my bed, the kisses, it's just a little too much."
"Oh, I see," Elle said, removing her hand from her mother's leg.
"We can still hang out, but I think it'd be best if the affection was more like a normal mother and child. Do you understand?" Marcia asked.
Elle nodded, moving away back to her original position on the bed.
"Good. I'm going to miss you in the fall too," Marcia said, standing and leaning down to give Elle a brief hug before heading to the living room.
Elle felt like crying. She felt like all her progress and just been reversed. She had no idea what she was going to do, but she knew she didn't feel like being around her mother. Maybe it was embarrassment, anger, or sadness, but she knew she just wanted to be left alone.
The barely spoke the next few days. Elle went to the gym and saw Devin. She thought about talking to her and maybe seeing if she could try again at sex with her. But deep down Elle didn't want to. There was only one woman she would ever do anything like that with.
In the coming weeks things improved. Elle and Marcia didn't avoid each other; they were friendly, laughing and chatting through dinner. Elle still longed for her though, frequently masturbating to thoughts of that night with her mother and Ulysses, to thoughts of touching and kissing her back, and to thoughts of tasting her pussy directly.
The first week in June, Elle told her mother that she was not going with her to the Bahamas. "What? Aww sweetie, why not? I was so looking forward to it," Marcia said.
Elle shrugged, "You don't really need me there do you?"
"Well no, but I want you there. Please reconsider," Marcia said, putting her arm around Elle's shoulder.
"I'd love if you came with me. Are you worried about Millie? She'd be boarded and they would take good care of her," Marcia said.
"No, I know she'd be fine, I just don't feel like going."
Marcia sat down at the kitchen table, bringing Elle onto her lap, her arms around Elle's waist, "I know we haven't hung out much in the past few weeks, and I know why too. But please come with me. It'd be a nice trip before you go to college. I won't be working the entire time we're there."
Elle sighed, looking into her mother's eyes, seeing her smiling face, the guilt and sadness easing its grasp on her, "Well, I guess it would be fun."
"Of course it will. I hear we will be in a very luxurious resort! I think we'll have a great time," Marcia squeezed Elle.
"Alright, I'll go."
Elle still felt awkward around her mother, but wanted to be there with her, she wanted to spend time with her before college and this trip would be a great opportunity -- just the two of them.
Chapter 15
The resort was an immaculate, newly renovated, vacation spot. It had its own staff and the rooms were basically villas -- each having their own back courtyard with a bubbling hot tub.
"Oh wow, this is amazing, sweetie!" Marcia placed her bag on the bed, and checked out the bathroom. The shower was huge -- large enough to fit two people.
"Look out here! Oh my..." Marcia looked into the small courtyard, noticing the hot tub. Elle joined her, standing next to her; Marcia put her arm around Elle's waist.
"The magazine I'm shooting with spared no expense!"
"Yeah mom, this is amazing, it really is," Elle still felt awkward, but could tell her mother was trying to move forward and not dwell on that night with Ulysses the previous month.
Marcia smiled, turning to hug her daughter, kissing her on the forehead, "I'm so glad you joined me. We're best friends remember?" Elle nodded, resting her head on Marcia's shoulder.
When the embrace ended, they shared a brief gaze into each other's eyes. They said, in unison, "I love you," causing them to loosen up and giggle. Elle felt slightly better, but still couldn't deny her attraction to Marcia.
"Maybe after I wrap up the photo shoot in a few days, I can have some wine delivered, and we can get in there," Marcia looked over her shoulder at the hot tub.
Marcia went back to her bag, "I'm changing into my bikini and then we'll hit the beach."
Thirty minutes later, Elle sat on the beach behind her mother, rubbing sun tan lotion into her Marcia's shoulders. She was remaining calm, not dipping too low, or attempting to graze her breast. Elle was letting it go.
The next few days on their week-long trip were pretty boring for Elle. Marcia was doing some photo shoots on nearby beaches and Elle found herself sun bathing or playing in the pool. She met a nice family and played with their son, throwing the kid around in the pool, having races against him and so on. She chatted with his parents, talking about her mother being there on work, basic biographical information. She told them of her college plans, her scholarship, never once thinking about Bob.
When she was in her room alone before her mother arrived she would usually take advantage of the hot tub in the back courtyard. She discovered the jets in the tub shot out water pretty forcefully. Elle giggled when the stream of water would crash into her clit. Several orgasms were had by her, alone in the hot tub, either by her fingers or the water jets under the surface. She would always picture herself and her mother in a sexual situation.
Those three evenings, when her mother returned, they would have dinner, chat about their day and lay in the bed, Elle careful not to lie too close or snuggle
On the final day of the photo shoot, Marcia as promised, had a couple bottles of wine delivered to their room. They had dinner together, Elle keeping her distance, though wanting to hold her mother's hand on the way back to the room. After they arrived, Marcia changed into her pink bikini, taking Elle by surprise.
"Hot tub and wine remember?" Marcia asked. "We have four days left on this trip. I'm done with work, so time to unwind!"
"Oh yeah, right," Elle smiled softly. She watched Marcia walk to the back courtyard area, her hips swaying, wondering if her mother would drink too much. Elle shrugged and put on her own black bikini.
She stopped in the bathroom, looking at herself in the mirror, her hand combing through her long blonde hair. "One more try and then I'll never, ever, try again," Elle told herself.
Marcia was sipping on a glass, leaning her head back, the bubbling hot water all around her. Elle sat across from her. Marcia offered her a glass, Elle politely declined.
"You sure? I won't tell," Marcia joked.
"It's fine mom, I don't really want any," Elle said.
She watched her mother, lean back, sipping her wine for the next several minutes, listening to her talk about her final day of the photo shoot. It was for a nationally known fitness magazine. Marcia casually extended her feet, her long legs causing them to reach across to Elle. Elle grabbed one of her feet and began massaging it as platonically as possible while listening to her mother talk.
Marcia downed a few more glasses of wine, complimented her daughter's foot rubbing skills and sank down into the bubbling water, getting her hair wet. When she rose from the water, Elle watched her, thinking how incredibly sexy she looked. Somewhere deep down inside Elle, courage erupted; it was the courage to try one last time.
Marcia ran her hands over her wet hair pushing it back over her ears. Elle slinked across the hot tub, sitting next to her mother. She placed her hand on Marcia's face and turned her head so they were looking into each other's eyes. Elle leaned in and gave her a long, slow kiss.
"Elle," Marcia whispered, but Elle didn't stop. She kissed her once more, another five second lip lock.
"Elle," Marcia said louder, more sternly, but was met with another long kiss.
"Elle!" Marcia pushed her away. "Stop it! Ok? Enough. Just stop." Marcia sighed, rising from the tub, grabbing her towel and heading inside, leaving Elle alone, with tears welling up in her eyes.
Elle couldn't contain the flow of tears if she tried. She was sobbing alone in the tub. She felt so foolish, so idiotic, and disappointed in herself. Fear that she ruined things with her mother came over her, she started panicking, not sure what to do. She got out of the hot tub and went into the bed room to find her mother sitting on the bed drying her hair.
"Mom?" Elle was saying, tears streaming down her face. "Please don't hate me."
"Elle," Marcia rose to meet her, her hands on Elle's shoulders.
"I'm not gay. I just, I just don't want you to hate me," Elle said in between sobs.
"I could never hate you. Even if you were gay I would still love you," Marcia holding her daughter close, her voice starting to tremble.
"It's just I look at you, and," Elle trailed off, "you're perfect. I love you so much." Elle was shaking, crying heavily in her mother's arms.
"I love you too," Marcia said, bringing Elle's face up, wiping her tears. She planted a soft kiss on Elle's mouth.
"You're the only woman I would ever do anything sexual with," Elle blurted out, only to have another kiss planted on her lips by her mother.
"I'm not gay, I just know I'd love to be with you," Elle tried to get out. Marcia nodded and kissed Elle's lips once more.
"I would never hurt you or want you to hate me," Elle whispered.
"Elle, please," Marcia whispered back, kissing Elle once more. "You're making me cry. I would never hate you."
The sobs, sniffs, and talking stopped. The only sounds were the repeated kisses Marcia was giving her daughter. Maybe they were out of empathy or perhaps another reason. They were standing next to the bed, Marcia holding Elle's face, kissing her lips over and over. Elle's tensed arms relaxed, going to her sides, her breathing calmed down and the two women stood there, kissing.
Marcia stopped kissing for a brief moment, running her hands through Elle's hair. "Mom," Elle whispered.
"Shh. Let's sit," Marcia whispered back, guiding Elle to the bed. They resumed their kissing, facing each other, holding hands and caressing the other's face for a few moments.
Marcia then reached around and unclasped her bikini top, removing it as she kissed Elle. She then slid Elle's bikini strap over her shoulder.
"Mom?" Elle stopped kissing Marcia, her eyes widening, looking at her mother's breasts.
"It's ok, Elle. It's fine," Marcia assured, sliding off the other strap of Elle's bikini. Marcia began kissing at Elle's neck while she reached around her to undo her black bikini top. Elle's spine was tingling, her body becoming tense, Marcia continuing to kiss at Elle's neck, eliciting a moan from her daughter when Marcia gently grabbed and squeezed one of Elle's breasts.
Marcia guided Elle onto her back, still kissing her, still fondling a breast with her free hand. Marcia slid her other hand down Elle's body, sliding her fingers down into Elle's bikini bottoms. "Mom," Elle whispered, her lips trembling as Marcia slid her middle and index fingers slowly across Elle engorged clit.
Marcia dipped those fingers into Elle's slit, getting them lubricated with vaginal fluid, and continued her stimulation for the few minutes. Marcia felt Elle's body shake and kissed her once more, Marcia's tongue sliding into Elle's mouth, swirling around, as her daughter moaned and shook lightly, climaxing from Marcia's finger work.
It didn't end there. After Elle climaxed, Marcia stood, removing her bikini and climbed back on the bed, straddling her daughter. She pinned her hands down to the mattress and began kissing and licking at Elle's neck. Marcia eventually worked her way to Elle's breasts, flicking a nipple before taking it into her mouth. Marcia kissed down to Elle's tummy, slowly circling her tongue around Elle's navel, before hooking her fingers into Elle's bikini bottoms. Elle raised her butt off the mattress, allowing Marcia to remove them, and then gripped Marcia's hair as she kissed along Elle's thighs, hips, and eventually her neatly trimmed sweet spot.
Elle had only been eaten out by Ulysses before. It was amazing, but it was nothing compared to Marcia doing it. Elle scooted back further on the bed, spreading her legs wide, and her knees resting on Marcia's shoulders while her mother worked. Marcia expertly licked all around Elle's outer lips, sucking at her clit, sliding her tongue back and forth across her labia. Elle nearly exploded when Marcia's tongue entered her. Lapping at Elle's juices, Marcia's tongue swirled around and against Elle's inner walls, sending her daughter into a blissful trance. Unlike Ulysses, Marcia's oral skills and maneuvers seemed far more random. Ulysses tended to use his tongue like a penis, sliding it in and out; Marcia on the other hand used her tongue far differently. Randomly sliding it across or inside, swirling around, licking up and down, left and right, it was insane. Elle gripped her mother's damp head tightly; her body trembling, her legs shaking; as yet another orgasm overtook her.
Before that orgasm could subside, Marcia climbed back on top of Elle, kissing her face, her lips, her neck - Elle tasting her own juices on her mother's mouth. She was in a state of constant bliss, not believing this was real, and unaware that Marcia's thigh had come to rest upon Elle's clit. Elle also didn't notice that her own thigh was being straddled by her mother.
Elle was too busy kissing and moaning in pleasure to realize what her mother was doing. Marcia was grinding her hips into Elle's thigh, dragging her clit across it, while Marcia's own thigh grinding against Elle's. Both women were moaning, kissing, and Elle instinctually started flexing her up hips upward, meeting her mother's downward thrust.
The kissing stopped, their eyes met, their mouths hanging open, their bodies tensing up. It was happening, for both of them, climaxing at the same time.
"Ahh!" Marcia moaned, her hands gripping the sides of Elle's head. Elle moaned back into her mother's face, her arms wrapped around Marcia's shoulder trapping her there. The both came, shaking, quivering, and moaning.
"I love you!" Elle managed to get out.
"I love you too!" Marcia said as waves of pleasure coursed through her body. When it passed, Marcia rolled off Elle, out of breath. Elle followed, snuggling up to her mother, resting her hand on Marcia's stomach. They laid there for awhile in each other's arms, regaining their breath, Marcia running her hands through her daughter's hair.
Chapter 16
Her pussy was delicious, her anus was delicious, her entire body was delicious. After their initial love-making session, Elle feasted upon her mother's body, licking, kissing, sucking every inch of her, savoring and exploring her. It was amazing. She mimicked her mother's tongue work, occasionally getting tips and advice from a pleased Marcia. When Elle fingered Marcia, she tried to imitate what she did to herself, it seemed to work. Elle never asked her mother why she changed her mind, she just assumed seeing her little girl crying with desire caused Marcia to let go of any reservations she had.
They awoke the next morning around 11am, having only gotten a few hours of sleep. They had rolled around on the bed all night, eating each other, exploring each other, grinding against each other -- Marcia acting like a teacher. Elle never once questioned how her mother came to be so experienced in lesbian sex, and frankly, didn't care. She enjoyed every second with her, learning, doing, and climaxing.
They showered after waking up, the hot water steaming up the bathroom, Elle and Marcia slowly kissing, their tongues lapping at the other. Elle rested her arms around Marcia's shoulders, Marcia's hands on Elle's waist, holding her close. They ended their kissing, looking into each other's eyes and smiling.



"We should probably keep this between you and me," Marcia said. "I'm not sure what family and friends would think, you know?"
"Does this mean we can keep doing this after we leave here?" Elle asked.
"Of course," Marcia smiled. "I hope this proves I don't and could never hate you sweetie."
"It almost does. Maybe some more fun might," Elle joked. Marcia shook her head and continued their shower make out session.
**********
Marcia was lying on her stomach in the bed that evening, her back arch, her butt extended -- similar to one of the photos in her scrap book. She was nude though and Elle was with her, busy swirling her tongue around Marcia's anus, prying her cheeks apart, licking everywhere.
"Now use your fingers, enter me from there," Marcia instructed, out of breath. Elle complied, sliding two fingers into Marcia's pussy.
"Yes!" Marcia cried, gripping the sheets of the bed.
"You taste so good. So beautiful," Elle said, running her other hand up and down her mother's back.
They continued on through the rest of the night and the next day. Forgetting to each lunch, forgetting to eat dinner, save for a quick snack, and Elle forgetting about something else, something that hadn't crossed her mind in weeks.
Just as the sun was about rise the next morning, Elle threw her head back in ecstasy. She was straddling her mother. Marcia's hand was moving furiously between them, sliding up and down Elle's clit, while Marcia kissed at her neck.
Marcia lying back on the mattress, taking Elle with her, kissed Elle repeatedly. "We need to eat a little better today, ok sweetie? Let's take a nap, and then get a good lunch, alright?"
Elle smiled lazily, "Ok mom. I love you," she kissed her back. The fell asleep, nude in each other's arms once again.
**********
"Ah yes!" Elle screamed. She and Marcia were propping themselves up with their hands, as if they were crab-walking. Their legs joined and entwined, their butt and hips coming up and down off the bed, their pussies meeting each other. They weren't making love like they had been, they were fucking.
Marcia took one hand off the bed, grabbing Elle's head, bring her in close, Elle did the same, continuing to bounce and grinding pussies. They came with a force of a tidal wave, screaming loudly, then collapsing on the bed, whimpering. Their feet near the other's head. Elle turned her head to see Marcia's curling toes. She smiled, grabbing her foot, sucking her mother's toes.
"Ooh, sweetie, that's a nice touch!" Marcia complimented her daughter, doing the same.
**********
"It is the same room?" the employee of the resort asked his coworker on the walkie-talkie. "Man I'm telling you there is something crazy with that room," he said with this thick Bahamian accent.
"Yeah there is some kind of spirit in that room, casting a spell on people," he joked. "Alright, alright, I'll tell them to quiet down."
The employee sighed and knocked on Elle and Marcia's door, not knowing what to expect. He gasped in embarrassment, looking to the ceiling, trying not to peek at the naked girl that answered the door.
"Hi!" Elle said, naked and smiling warmly at the employee.
"Ah, yes, hello ma'am. I am letting you know there's been a noise complaint about this room. I'm asking you to please keep it down," the employee said, looking upward, occasionally glancing at Elle.
"Oh I'm sorry! We'll keep it down, I promise," Elle assured him.
Just then a larger, taller woman appeared next to Elle. This caused the employee to do a double take at a naked Marcia, standing with her arm around her daughter. The employee's eyes lit up, "Oh my."
Marcia's face was expressionless; she looked him up and down, and then without warning, grabbed his shirt and pulled him into their room. Elle giggled and closed the door.
**********
Elle rested her head on her mother's shoulder during the flight from Miami to Atlanta. They were both tired, but felt great. Marcia nudged her daughter and whispered for her to meet her in the bathroom in five minutes.
"Huh?" Elle asked, confused.
"Just do it, trust me. Five minutes," Marcia told her, getting up and walking down the aisle toward the back of the plane.
Five minutes later, Elle shrugged, standing to walk down the aisle. She opened the bathroom door and her mother grabbed her by her shirt, pulling her into the small bathroom, slamming the door shut.
Marcia was hungrily kissing her daughter, groping her breasts, picking her up and sitting her on the sink. "Want to join the mile high club with me?" Marcia asked.
"Is that where people have sex on a plane?" Elle asked in between kisses.
"Yep," Marcia stood Elle up, pinning her against the wall, sliding her hand into Elle's shorts. "Finger me," Marcia commanded. Elle did the same, her fingers, like her mothers, sliding in and out of a wet pussy, and her palms back and forth on an engorged clit.
Several minutes passed and both women were grunting, trying to be quiet, cumming on each other's hands. Obviously no penises were involved, but it was good enough for them.
Chapter 17
Millie's head was bobbing up and down, following Elle and Marcia's movements in the bed. They had gotten home from their trip a few hours earlier and were already going at each other like rabid animals. Scissoring and shaking the bed, cumming over and over, and finally collapsing, thighs, back, and arms hurting, in a sweaty mess.
It had been a long day of travel. Sex in the shower, sex on the plane -- them both joining the mile high club -- and finally the last couple hours in bed together.
"I think I'll put the house up for rent, or even sell it if I can, and move to Charleston with you," Marcia said.
"Really?" Elle sat up in bed, casually tweaking her mother's nipple.
"Yes. Maybe get an apartment there perhaps."
Elle was elated, smiling widely, her thoughts spinning, putting what Marcia was suggesting together. "Mom, do you want grandkids? I mean I want to be with you, but you can't get me pregnant."
"I do want to be a grandmother someday. We'll cross that bridge when we get to it. That's a long ways off. I just want us to focus on each other for the time being. Maybe in 10 or 12 years we can get some guy to knock you up."
"Mom! Ulysses?" Elle joked.
"Sure. But you know, maybe you could have a child, and it could be ours. Two moms?" Marcia asked.
Elle shrugged, kissing the nipple slowly, "Seems like we have a lot of choices."
**********
Another day passed, time moved in slow motion, perpetual orgasms filled their day.
Elle was lying in her mother's arms in a candle lit room that evening, rubbing their feet together, playing footsy. "Mom, why did you let this happen?" Elle asked, her hand caressing Marcia's stomach.
Marcia sighed, "I think things have been leading toward this for a few months now. I pushed it away and tried not to think about it. That night with Ulysses where we looked into each other's face while we climaxed on him, it just, wow."
"It was great," Elle said.
"It was very powerful and wonderful. I wanted more, but I knew it was wrong. Then that night I made you cry in the hot tub, I felt horrible. I felt worse when you started telling me you didn't want me to hate you. I never could. So I gave in and just did it."
Elle smiled, playing with Marcia's belly button, "So are you and me a couple now?"
"That's fine by me sweetie. We are more than parent and child," Marcia answered. Elle rose on her elbows, kissing her mother, their bodies again become one, illuminated by the candle light.
**********
It was early August. Mom and daughter had been home almost two months from the Bahamas trip. Marcia found an apartment in Charleston close to where Elle was going to school. Before they left town, they decided to say goodbye to a good friend, taking a risk and letting him in on a secret.
Ulysses smiled watching Marcia and Elle make out in front of him, their hands at each other's pussies. He shook his head, the two women had forgotten about him, leaving his erect cock alone to focus on each other. Ulysses cleared his throat.
Elle and Marcia turned to him and giggled. "Sorry," Elle said.
"It's ok, I do need to leave soon, so maybe we could, you know," Ulysses hinted that they should shift focus to him, since it their idea to invite him over to say goodbye.
"Oh and don't worry, I'll keep this a secret," Ulysses reminded them as they went back to sucking his cock. He winked at Elle, who winked back.
**********
That very same evening Bob left his bedroom and entered his office area. Robin, his finance was there with him, asleep in the bed. They had been discussing wedding plans, finally deciding on a date in September. Bob was having heart burn and difficulty sleeping. He booted up his lap top and sat at his desk.
A few minutes later he was searching through his vast collection of video files, choosing one that was a little over a year old. He double-clicked to play it. Bob sat in silence, watching two women enter a bathroom at one of his office buildings. One woman closed the stall door behind them, grabbed the other woman and began kissing her passionately.
Bob watched as Marcia slid her hands into Devin's skirt, her arm furiously going back forth, while she kissed on Devin's neck. Bob saw the look of pleasure on Devin's face. Marcia stopped, grabbing Devin's head, kissing her once more. Bob stopped the video.
"That's a pity," Bob thought to himself. "I thought for sure young Elle would be successful. Perhaps she isn't like her mother after all. I was wrong."
Since giving Elle the challenge letter in March, Bob never heard from or saw her again.
The end.



        Torrie's Year

        A wife/mom's year of discovery, betrayal, and change.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/torries-year

Title: Torrie's Year

Author: tw_holt

Category: Interracial Love

Description: A wife/mom's year of discovery, betrayal, and change.

Tags: black man, adultery, interracial adultery, white woman, blowjob, cheating wife, interracial drama, big black cock, white wife, humiliation




Author's Note: I collaborated with a reader with this story. She relayed real-life encounters with me along with her own fantasies. I worked those into the standard cast of characters I reuse. You'll find some incestuous themes here as well, but it is mostly interracial. Here are her own words:
"This story is a mixture of reality and fantasy. The reality of a wife that has gone black and faces the conflicts of cheating on her husband and family. The fantasy of a wife should she choose to follow her lovers' desire of walking away from her family life. Where the line between the two resides is up to you. Thank you for telling my story..."Torrie"..."
Editing thanks go to Todger65.
*****
Chapter 1
Torrie watched her son, Eddie, get benched again at his high school's football home game. She was sitting in her usual spot in the bleachers with her husband John and several women from church. She called out to him and cheered for him, even though his playtime wasn't nearly as much as some of the other students. Torrie was still very proud of him.
Torrie was enjoying herself at the game, chatting with some of the ladies while watching the high school students play. They would talk about shopping, recipes, upcoming church events. Torrie usually went to church every Sunday. When Eddie was younger the entire family would go, but since Eddie has gotten older it's mostly just Torrie now. She was the youngest out of the group of friends. She was 36, 5'8", blonde hair just past her shoulders, and big blue eyes.
The weekend was going to be a busy one for her family. Eddie's football game in the afternoon followed by an event she and her husband, John, had to attend. John worked as an electrician for a power company and one of the senior vice presidents was retiring. That evening was his retirement party. Torrie and John rarely went out, so Torrie was actually looking forward to it. A couple neighbors and coworkers of John that she knew would be there.
Torrie sighed, watching her son approach, still in his uniform, head hanging low. She felt so bad for him. She knew how much he loved to play and how disappointing it was for him to get hardly any playtime at all. She was so proud of him regardless.
Torrie extended her arms and walked to him, embracing him, letting him know without words how proud she was of him.
"I think I played maybe 10 minutes that time," Eddie grunted.
"It's ok, honey! That's a little more than last week, right?" Torrie smiled; trying to cheer him up, her arm wrapped around his while they walked to their car. John was already there, waiting in the driver side seat.
"I think you were great," Torrie said, patting his arm with her other hand. Eddie sighed again, shrugging it off.
"See ya, Eddie. Hey Eddie's mom, mmm," Two of Eddie's black teammates said rushing by them, as Torrie was getting into the passenger side seat. Torrie smiled politely, nodding back to them, and got into the car. Closing the passenger side door, she glanced over at the black teens, seeing them look in her direction, grinning, one of them grabbing at his crotch, appearing to adjust himself. Torrie smiled again, pushing a lock of blond hair behind her ear as the car drove off. Torrie had forgotten about their blatant ogling of her by the time she and her family arrived home.
About an hour later, Torrie was on the couch, flipping through a home décor magazine when Eddie, fresh out of the shower, plopped down on the couch, laying his head in her lap. Torrie smiled, running her fingers through his hair.
"Please don't feel bad, you are doing a great job!" Torrie comforted him, placing the magazine on the table next to the couch.
"Plus your grades are great. Mommy is so proud of you," Torrie whispered into his ear, scratching his scalp with her finger nails. She placed a slow kiss on his cheek, watching his lips curl into a smile.
"I wished I could spend time with you tonight," she whispered, kissing his cheek once more. "But I have that event your dad wants me to go to."
"It's ok, mom. I understand."
"Good," she said, sitting up, "since you're out of the shower, it's my turn." Torrie tapped his shoulders, telling him to let her up.
"I love you," Torrie said, kissing his cheek as she left. Eddie said it in return, watching her walk away, thinking how amazing she looked; better than the other moms he knew. He watched her hips sway slightly, her toned butt in a nice pair of jeans. Before Torrie entered the hallway she turned back to look at Eddie, blowing him a kiss before making her way down the hall.
In the shower, Torrie tweaked a nipple of one of her C-cup sized breasts, the other hand trailing down her body with the hot water. She was hoping to have sex with John that evening. Usually they did on Saturdays. However, the event would probably tire him, so she'd have to wait until the following Saturday.
She found herself so frustrated with John sometimes. They married right out of high school, shortly before she gave birth to Eddie. He's the only man she had ever been with. Sex with John has always been predictable - missionary position, him on top huffing and puffing for a few minutes while wearing a condom, then it ending. There was never any foreplay, no fellatio, cunnilingus, or even long make out session. It was all very bland, but aside from a modest dildo she kept in her top drawer, he was all she had.
Torrie was casually rubbing her clit, wishing she brought the dildo in the shower with her, angry that there'd be no sex that night, and annoyed with John. Right as she closed her eyes and let out a soft moan the images of the black boys at Eddie's game popped into her mind, them looking at her, smiling, one of them grabbing his crotch. She was shaken out of her trance when John entered the bathroom, slightly startling her. He was looking for his shoes. They said nothing to each other, Torrie watching him leave through the fogged up glass shower door. She felt guilty for briefly thinking of those black kids, but even more frustrated at John. "Why couldn't you get in the shower with me?" she asked herself.
"Ok honey, you have a wonderful night," she told her son, kissing him on the lips, wiping his mouth, noticing him blush. Torrie, deep down, loved making her baby boy blush. Assuming most boys had a crush on their mom, she thought he might have a crush on her, but didn't mind, as he was leaving for college in a year. Torrie figured extra affection and quality time together would be a good thing before he leaves. She headed out the door with John.
The event was at an upscale hotel banquet hall. There was dinner first, a few speeches given, the retiring senior vice president gave his thank you's and farewells, followed by the dance floor opening and the DJ starting his music.
Torrie stuck close to John, sipping her wine, chatting with a few neighbors that were also coworkers of her husband, and having a decent enough time. John was laughing with a neighbor about something and there was a slight lull in the conversion. Torrie took another sip of wine and glanced around the room, doing a double take and a blush when something interesting caught her eye.
A large, hulking, African-American was several yards away smiling softly at her. He nodded when their eyes met, causing Torrie to blush. She took another sip continuing her conversation with a neighbor. She noticed the black man looking at her again, a few minutes later. Torrie looked around at the people she was with, the women were all older, and there were no other women in her age group on that side of the wall. She couldn't fathom that this man was checking her out. She was wearing a fairly modest, long dress and showing no cleavage. While she didn't need to wear a ton of makeup, she wasn't overdoing it with the eye shadow. Her hair wasn't done at a stylists, it was hanging down like it normally does. She glanced over and the people the black man were with had left, leaving him alone, he nodded goodbye to them and turned his attention back to Torrie. He nodded at her, causing her heart rate to increase. Torrie nodded back awkwardly.
As the night progressed, Torrie continued to drink and stick close to her husband. At 10pm he received a phone call.
"Hey. We have to leave. I just got a call a line is down." John told Torrie.
"Leave? Wait, are you on call tonight?" Torrie asked, the annoyance already setting in.
"Yeah."
"You mean to tell me, that on the night of the event this company still makes people work?"
"It's not like that. It was my turn to be on call in case of emergencies. A line down is an emergency. We're leaving," John said, gently grabbing her arm.
"No. You are. It's not that late," Torrie said, frustrated they weren't going to have sex that night, figuring she might as well stay out late.
"How are you going to get home?" John rolled his eyes.
"They'll take me," Torrie nodded to the neighbors they had been chatting with most of the night.
"Fine, I'll see you in the morning I guess," John said goodbye to their friends and left.
Chapter 2
Torrie rolled her eyes, sipping her drink once more. She was going to ask their friends for a ride home; however, just before she got a chance to, she felt a light tap on her shoulder.
Turning around, her eyes widened, arching her neck to look upward, she sees the huge black man that had been checking her out all night.
"Hi," He smiled. "My name is Ronnie, care to dance?"
"Hi," Torrie paused, trying to remember her own name. He was very tall, 6'6," and extremely muscular. She could see he must be huge through his suit.
His cologne making her slightly flustered, she eventually told him her name. "I'm Torrie."
She looked over to friends, watching them chat amongst themselves, not really paying attention to her, "Sure, let's dance."
Over the next several minutes, Torrie found herself further and further way from her friends, following the black man leading her through the crowd. Finally finding a spot on the other side of the large hall, they danced and chatted for several songs. She learned he was only in town for a week, specifically for this event and for other business.
"So what do you do?" Ronnie asked.
"Oh, I work at a jewelry store," Torrie shrugged.
"I see, well I'm guessing you probably have the best sales out of anyone there," Ronnie flirted, his large hands on Torrie's waist. The feeling she felt, coupled with the images of the black boys from her son's school that day were intoxicating. She blamed it on the wine, which literally had her close to being fairly intoxicated.
"Why do you say that?" She asked.
"Well, I mean, come on. A gorgeous blonde like you, you probably have all the men buy engagement rings way out of their price range," Ronnie laughed.
Torrie laughed back, blushing again, "Thanks," she whispered.
"That was your husband that left earlier wasn't it?" Ronnie asked.
"Oh, yeah. He was on call and an emergency came up," Torrie explained, the slightest touch of frustration in her response.
"I see. You are too young and wild, so you didn't want to leave the party early," Ronnie teased.
Torrie laughed loudly, "I don't know about that. But you're right, I wasn't ready to leave just yet."
"Good," Ronnie winked at her.
Torrie chuckled, glancing around the room once more to find her neighbors. Before she could find them, the music changed to a more hip hop song and Ronnie, grabbing her waist, spun her around so her back was facing him.
Torrie was taken by surprise, but something strange happened. She had never danced like this before. It was as though instincts kicked in, causing her to grind her butt against Ronnie's crotch. They were dancing in quite a racy fashion when she felt it. Her eyes widened, she looked around for her friends, not seeing them, realizing what she felt against her butt.
She didn't see anyone she knew around her. Her guard came down, she began relaxing more, really getting into the music, sliding her butt up and down a long erection. It felt amazing. Her mouth was hanging open after she mouthed "wow." Torrie felt incredibly naughty at this point. She looked to her tummy upon feeling his large black hand come to a rest there. Ronnie was pumping his hips up and down meeting Torrie's grinding butt.
One final glance around the room, not seeing anyone she knew, not caring about her ride home, and Torrie let loose. They were effectively dry humping on the dance floor. She straightened up, her hand reaching behind her, finding Ronnie's neck.
"You're a good dancer. You feel good," Ronnie whispered in her ear, his hands sliding wickedly up her sides to just below her breasts.
"So do you," she said aloud, not sure he heard her, her eyes closed, focusing on the large rod sliding in between her butt cheeks. All the annoyances and frustrations with John and her sex life slowly washed away. It was only her and Ronnie. Several minutes and several songs passed. Without saying a word, Ronnie moved away from her, his hand on the small of Torrie's back, leading her out of banquet hall.
For a moment Torrie thought they were going to grab another drink. She said nothing though when she followed Ronnie out into the hallway. Smiling politely as he led them to the men's room. Torrie followed him to one of the stalls, glancing at Ronnie's smug smile. "Sit," he told her. The commanding tone of his voice spurred something in her.
Torrie sat on the toilet, her heart pounding, her mind racing, watching Ronnie unzip his pants. The next thing she felt was his index finger on her chin, tipping her face toward his. Ronnie bent down; giving her a soft, long kiss on the lips, his hands fidgeting at his crotch, Torrie not noticing since she closed her eyes. He stood back up.
Torrie's eyes shot open with shock. It was October 1st at 11:54 pm. It was the first time Torrie ever saw a black cock.
Chapter 3
She had never sucked a cock before. John never asked, and she never initiated oral sex. Their weekly missionary sex was all she's ever known. Yet right in that very instance, another man's penis was in her face, beckoning her to suck it. It was huge, veiny, pulsing with power, commanding her to service it.
Her eyes wide, her mouth hanging open, she replayed the black boys saying hey and checking her out, she replayed Ronnie checking her out and then dancing with her so provocatively. At this moment this was where she was supposed to be. Ronnie's hand on the back of her head, slowly guiding her open mouth to it, it was inevitable. As soon as the pre-cum oozing tip touched her top lip, pulling away, revealing a string of pre-ejaculate, she was done being shocked. She engulfed the huge tip of his cock, sucking away like she was starving.
Torrie did as best she could. After around five minutes of hungrily sucking the tip, she paused, looking up to Ronnie and apologize for her lack of experience.
"Your husband doesn't have you do this?" Ronnie asked.
Torrie shook her head, no, and then proceeded on. "You got to take care of a man's dick. He's probably just too scared to ask, or tell you, to suck it." Ronnie smirked. She felt a need to agree, but didn't want to remove the cock from her mouth or risk confirming what Ronnie was suggesting.
Torrie moaned, continuing to work, "Look up at me," Ronnie told her. She did just that, not taking her eyes off him.
"That's it, work that cock," He talked down to her. It was so very delicious, so big; Torrie didn't want it to end, not caring if someone came into the restroom. Five minutes later it did end.
Torrie nearly climaxed when Ronnie filled her mouth with his seed. She almost coughed it out, some of it spilled out of her mouth, dripping off her chin. His load was enormous. The rest she swallowed, savoring its taste, having never tasted semen before. She sat up on the toilet seat, out of breath, wiping her chin with the back of her hand and then licking her hand clean.
"Sorry again," Torrie said.
"It's fine, you did your job. I blame your husband for not having taught you already," Ronnie taunted. Deep down Torrie agreed, nodding slowing.
"I need to go home," she said pushing past Ronnie.
"I'll take to you," He smiled.
********************
The ride home was quiet. Torrie was feeling a mix of emotions. One of them was confusion when Ronnie didn't ask to come in, she was sure he would want to continue their fun. Instead he gave her his number and room number at the hotel. Torrie nodded and thanked him, putting the number away in her purse.
A few minutes later Torrie was looking in on her sleeping son. He seemed so peaceful. Guilt flooded over her, telling herself she'd never do anything to ruin her relationship with him. She headed down the hall to her bedroom. Sitting on the side of the bed, she touched her lips, thinking about Ronnie's massive cock spewing semen into her mouth. She was so embarrassed, but also aroused, more aroused than she had ever been. Shaking her head she threw her purse down, shut her bedroom door, walked over to her drawer to fish out an old dildo, and then climb back on bed, removing her dress as quickly as she could.
"Ahhh," she whimpered, on all fours on her bed, reaching around her, sliding her six inch dildo in and out of her pussy. She came in minutes, thinking of Ronnie's cock, imagining it pulsing inside her mouth, wondering what it'd be like to have it inside her.
Right after she came, the reality of what she had done hit. She started crying, tossing the dildo across the room, the tears flowing, while she lay on the bed. After regaining her composure, she put the dildo back to its hiding spot, put on some pajamas, and proceeded to cry herself to sleep; only waking when John stumbled into bed around one am from the job.
Chapter 4
Torrie attempted to rid herself of guilt the following week. She spent as much time with her son as she could, having no interest in John, feeling that her son was the more important figure in her life. Every night they sat on the couch together. Eddie asked her if she was ok, Torrie simply responded she was going to miss him when he goes off to college. Eddie shrugged, happy at the extra attention from this pretty woman, putting his arm around her holding her against him while watching TV.
By the following Friday, Torrie felt a little better, looking forward to her son's football game. Eddie was already at school; John was working late, so Torrie drove herself.
At a stop light she looked at her purse, the same purse from the previous weekend. "No," she told herself, the images and feeling of Ronnie's cock spewing cum in her mouth, popping into her head. She again shook the image from her head at the next stop light. It was so tasty, so naughty of her, so exhilarating to suck his black cock.
At the third stop light she fished his number out her purse and called it, angrily slamming her purse down, "It's about time you called," Ronnie answered.
Torrie's mind spinning, thinking of excuses, knowing her son wouldn't be playing that much in the game anyway, spun the car around and headed toward the hotel driving as fast as she safely could.
********************
Ronnie took her, dominated her, controlled her, impaled her deeper than her husband. She felt helpless in his arms, flailing around after the countless orgasms she had. She knew it would happen when she turned the car around. He answered the door naked with a smug grin on his face. He made her service his cock, he made her kiss and lick every inch of his muscular body, and he made her pleasure him - something she never experienced, with her husband, huffing and puffing for a few minutes on top of her once a week
Gripping her blond hair tightly, after he pulled her on top of him, "You were made for this. You were made for black cock," he grunted, pulling her head back, kissing on her neck, sucking her tits. He didn't just suck the nipples like John occasionally did, he devoured as much of her tit flesh as he could, making her shake with orgasms as his cock banged against her cervix. She was owned by Ronnie that night.



On all fours a little later, Ronnie behind her, slapping her ass, "Yes, good white pussy!" He tore into her, leaving her a whimpering, moaning mess. When Ronnie was ready to finish, he pulled out, slapped her butt one more time, spun her around and awarded her with a huge dose of semen to her throat.
"Clean me," Ronnie said, sitting in the chair next to the bed. Torrie went to her knees, sucking and cleaning his cock with her mouth.
Ronnie looked her in the eyes, fifteen minutes later, "One more time then you can leave."
Guiding her to her feet, Ronnie bent down, picking her up, throwing her feet around him. While standing, he guided his cock into her once more. "Does your husband go more than once in a night with you?"
Torrie giggled and shook her head no. Ronnie lifted her off his cock and then lowered her, over and over. "Cum for me," he ordered.
Torrie couldn't help but comply. She had more orgasms those two and half hours with Ronnie than she had in two and half years. When she was a shaking, quivering mess, Ronnie slammed her down on the mattress of his hotel bed, and bucking wildly. Grunting as he slammed his hips into her.
"Ahh! Yes!" Torrie cried out again, looking at Ronnie sweat and work above her. She trailed her hand over his chest, gathering up sweat.
"Lick it. Lick that sweat off your hand," Ronnie commanded during a pause.
Torrie complied once more, moaning at his taste. Ronnie continued his assault, ending it by spraying cum over Torrie's exhausted, sweaty body. She moaned, rubbing her hands over her belly and tits, rubbing his seed into her skin.
The only chatting they did was when she was shyly putting her clothes back on. Ronnie suggested she come to Miami to visit him before he moved to Charleston the following year. Torrie nodded politely, not sure if she would, but already thinking of excuses. She had family there she could tell John she was visiting them.
Torrie missed Eddie's game. Standing outside of her car, waving to him approaching in the distance, she called to him, still tasting Ronnie's cum on her mouth, her pussy already starting to become sore, "Hi honey!"
"Where were you?" Eddie asked, hugging his mother.
"Oh, I was running late, so I had to sit in a different spot than normal," Torrie lied.
"Well you didn't miss much. Darrell and Marcus sure played a lot though," Eddie frowned.
"Who?" Torrie asked. Just then the same two black teammates from the previous week rushed by, saying hello to their friend Eddie.
"Them," Eddied nodded dejectedly in their direction as they passed.
Eddie kept talking about the game, but Torrie's eyes were fixated on the black students, watching them look over to her, checking her out, grabbing their crotch. She could see they didn't think too highly of Eddie, in the way they looked at his mother, with such disrespect - like horny teenagers. Torrie's trance was broken, when her son told her was ready.
"It's ok. Let's leave then," She said, giving Eddie a hug, turning her head to the side, watching the black students once more, a small smile forming. She let out a soft moan.
"Hmm?" Eddie asked, ending the hug.
"Nothing, honey. Let's head home!"
Later that evening she was lying in bed, John snoring softly next to her, thinking about masturbating, but deciding against it. She was thinking about Ronnie along with Darrell and Marcus. Ronnie would be back in Miami next weekend. Torrie, not having any plans, decided she would tell John she was going out with friends. She had no intention of finding another black man to sleep with, but as the guilt slowly washed away, her pussy having been mercilessly fucked in a variety of positions she had never done before, she started wondering that perhaps she might. She started wondering what had she been missing.
The next night there was no sex with John, because Torrie had forgotten it was Saturday, making plans with Eddie instead. They went to dinner and a movie, mommy's treat, in order to appease any guilt she may have had for missing his game due to sex with a black man at his hotel room. Torrie rested her head on Eddie's shoulder during the movie, knowing it felt like a date to her son, but didn't care.
Chapter 5
"How do I look, honey?" Torrie smiled at her son, twirling around for him in another dress. It wasn't too sexy or revealing, but it was better than what she wore to the party two weeks prior. It a black dress, coming down to her knees, thick straps, a hint of cleavage.
"You look great, mom," Eddie complimented her, clearing his throat, attempting not to stare. Even though her dress was by no means very revealing, he was not accustomed to seeing her dressed like this. Torrie smiled back at him, sitting on his lap, she truly liked that he had an innocent crush on her. She thought it was sweet.
"Thank you," She said kissing his forehead. "Remember, mommy is going out with some friends," Torrie lied. "I'll see you in the morning!"
Torrie peeped in on her husband. John was watching baseball in the living room. She told him something similar, except there was no hug or kiss goodbye.
Torrie knew what she was doing was dangerous, she knew it could turn out badly. Sitting at traffic lights, getting closer and closer to her destination, taking in the changing surroundings, she began to get nervous. She was driving to a nightclub in an area that was predominately black. She was alone and fought pangs of foolishness for making this choice. She drove on, the thoughts and thrills of meeting another black man kept her going.
Torrie stood along at the bar, shyly observing her surroundings, trying to remain calm. After a few minutes, she started feeling a bit self-conscious, mixed with relief. There were many white women there in varying ages from college age to 40s. She saw no black women. She saw no white men. This brought about relief that she wasn't alone. The self-conscious feelings kicked in when she saw what the other white women were wearing. Their dresses were, short, tight, sexy, risqué, and nothing like what she was wearing. Just as she was about to order a drink, she was interrupted.
Turning around to see who tapped her on her shoulder, her eyes once again widened in shock, her neck arching to look up at a tall, very wide and bulky, black man. Torrie didn't know what to say, instead opting to smile awkwardly. His shoulders were extremely broad, he was wearing a black suit, red shirt with black tie; rings adorned his fingers, a gold watch on his wrist, and he smelled amazing.
"Hi," he leaned down to whisper in her ear.
Torrie cleared her throat, "Hi."
"Care to dance?" He asked.
Torrie nodded, gulping nervously, taking his huge arm out onto the dance floor. Her heart was racing, "Wow, I've been here less than 10 minutes," she thought to herself, following the mountainous man.
The club was crowded, humid, loud, but something about it Torrie found sexy. She was shy at first, dancing conservatively with this man, whose name she hadn't yet learned. She peered around the dance floor, her nervousness and feelings of being out of place finding their way to her brain once more. One black man near her had picked up his white dance partner. She was straddling him, her feet locked behind him as he thrust upward. Another couple featured the woman bending all the way over, rubbing her butt against her man's crotch. Torrie looked around again and saw two women, a blonde and a brunette, making out, their hands squeezing the black man's crotch while they kissed. Torrie shook the image from her head, turning in the other direction to see a young looking brunette with short hair, bobbing her head up and down to the beat of the music. Torrie saw bits and pieces here and there as the crowd moved about; eventually catching a glimpse of the long black cock the young woman was sucking on in the middle of the dance floor.
Torrie's jaw dropped and before she could fully process what she was seeing, her dance partner tipped her chin to face him, "What's your name?"
"Torrie. I'm Torrie," She quickly said.
"Nice to meet you," He spinned her around. Torrie knew what to do. She began gyrating against his crotch, nothing like what some of the other women in the club were doing, but she did her best. She wondered why, out of all the scantily clad white women, this man chose her to dance with.
"I'm Fat Rob," He bent down, speaking directly into her ear. Torrie thought that was an odd name. The man was huge, but not obese.
"You look sexy tonight Miss Torrie," Fat Rob said, sliding his hands up and down her waist, pulling her tightly back against his crotch.
Torrie gasped, feeling a large mass against her back. She knew what it was and from what she could tell, it was larger than Ronnie's.
She turned around, pushing herself, gathering courage "Is that why they call you Fat Rob?" Torrie nodded at the direction of his bulge. He responded with a sly nod.
********************
He was so wide, Torrie's mouth stretching to the maximum, trying to suck him off in Fat Rob's escalade in the parking lot 10 minutes later. It actually hurt her lips trying to slide them over his bulbous head. Fat Rob's fingers were sifting through Torrie's blonde locks, moaning as she tried to fit as much of him in her mouth as possible.
"I see you're married," Fat Rob pointed out, looking to her wedding ring. "Husband doesn't know you're here doing this, does he?" Torrie only shook her head in return, her mouth full of cockhead.
"It doesn't look like you are used to working a cock this big. Husband probably doesn't measure up does he?" Fat Rob asked.
Torrie giggled and shook her head once more, saliva hanging off her chin.
Fat Rob nodded, grabbing his cock by the base, taking it out of Torrie's mouth. "Work my nuts now," he commanded.
Torrie obeyed, sliding closer to the floor in the back seat of Fat Rob's car, looking to his large, round testicles. She had never sucked any before; her only experience was with the shaft. Just like his cock, they too were huge. Torrie went to work on his balls, licking at them first, coating them in saliva before trying to take one in her mouth. She wanted to eat them. She wanted to swallow them along with all the semen they contained. She listened to Fat Rob moan while she sucked on one of his massive balls before switching to the other.
A few minutes later, Fat Rob tapped Torrie on the head, causing her to release a testicle from her mouth with a loud pop.
"Get that cum," Fat Rob told her, letting her know he was ready. As if she knew what to do, she engulfed his cock head once more, closing her eyes and moaning as his big dick filled her mouth with semen. She swallowed every bit of it, sucking his tip, searching for and consuming all the semen she could find.
Fat Rob moaned again, satisfied by her work, "When does your husband want you home?"
Torrie wiped her mouth with her fingers and licked them clean, "I told him I'd be out late."
********************
Her dress was lying on the floor next to Fat Rob's bed. He was clutching her ass cheeks tightly, squeezing them while she rode him. It had taken a long time for him to finally fit inside her. His girth stretching her pussy lips further than anyone. She laughed to herself about being glad she had given birth before taking this cock. Throwing her head back, Torrie's mouth hung open, Fat Rob sucking her tits, squeezing her butt, meeting her grinds with his fat cock.
Her eyes rolled into the back of her head, her body began shaking, she began whimpering, and Torrie was cumming again. It was 3am and they had been at it for three hours.
"I'm gonna fill this pussy," Fat Rob grunted, finally ready to end his pussy battering. He threw her back onto the bed, flipped her over effortlessly, and mounted her from behind.
Torrie cried out in ecstasy with each powerful slam into her. Fat Rob slapping her ass with one hand, the other clutching her waist, impaling her over and over.
He was ready to cum. Torrie climaxed again when she felt his cock pulsate within her, spewing semen into her womb, overflowing out onto the mattress.
Later than night, Torrie lay awake, scratching the dried semen off her thigh, while her husband snored next to her. "I'm going on the pill," she thought to herself. There was no going back now.
Chapter 6
"No underwear, no bra. Every Sunday morning, my place, suck me off, cook me breakfast, and then let me have that pussy," Torrie replayed Fat Rob's rules in her head over and over again. It made her smile. Telling her family she was going to church as usual, she instead had been going to Fat Rob's for the past month.
They would also spend time together occasionally during the week. Torrie's lying increased, telling her family she had an issue to deal with at the store, or was going out with friends again. Her mood improved, happily giving her son a kiss on the lips before she went out with Fat Rob, coming home late and exhausted - John snoring in the bed.
It was difficult at first. Torrie was sloppy, careless, making mistakes. Three times her son saw something on her that made him ask - semen on a dark dress, semen on her shirt, and a small amount of semen in her hair. Torrie laughed it off, giving her son a big kiss on the cheek, claiming she was a messy eater, which was a half-truth. She loved slurping and licking all over Fat Rob's fat cock, often having to wipe her face of saliva after sucking on it for an hour - his seed in her belly.
Over time, the changes were clear; Torrie would go shopping, buying more provocative dresses and clothing, showing them off to her son, teasing him.
"Ahh yeah!" Fat Rob's hands on Torrie's shoulder, pounding her from behind one Sunday morning. "Your hubby don't have a dick like this."
"Uhn, no!" Torrie grunted back.
"He doesn't know how to work this pussy does he?" Fat Rob, grunting from behind, asked.
"Ahh! No!" Torrie cried out.
"Ah shit!" Fat Rob pulled out, pumping his cock for Torrie, to gather up his seed. "Get that cum."
Torrie dutifully sucked his sperm down her throat, moaning at his taste. "Husband got a small load?" Fat Rob asked.
"Uh huh," Torrie said, sucking the last of his semen from the tip.
"Were you surprised he got you pregnant?" Fat Rob asked.
Torrie chuckled, nodding her head.
"You like my cum better don't you?"
"Yes," Torrie replied.
"Yes what?"
"I like your cum better," She said, crawling up on the bed once more. "Not that I've ever tasted John's."
Fat Rob chuckled, "He's probably too ashamed of his little cock to ask you to suck it."
Torrie giggled once more, "Probably so. But then again, as a man, he shouldn't ask." She rolled over on top of Fat Rob, kissing at his neck, grinding her hips into him.
"Your son got a little dick too?" He brazenly asked.
"Probably," Torrie chuckled, in between licks.
"I bet he gets hard for his mom, seeing you go out with your new dresses, new makeup, so you can go service some black cock," Fat Rob suggested.
"Mmmm," Torrie moaned, kissing as his belly, making her way down his body.
"Jacking off to you," He continued. "I dare you to find out. Rub that ass against him, see what happens. I bet most boys have crushes on their moms," Fat Rob said.
Torrie kept working, licking his cock clean, and sucking on his balls. In the back of her mind, she knew she was going to do just that. Tease him, flirt with him, and find out just out hard he gets for her.
Torrie had become a sexual fiend.
********************
"Ok, mommy is going to hang out with friends again," Torrie peeped into Eddie's room one night in mid-November.
"Ok, see you later then," Eddie nodded at her, sitting on his bed.
Torrie smiled, entering his room, standing in front of him wearing a dark blue, short, tight, cocktail dress, "What do you think?"
Eddie was speechless. Torrie moved closer to him, turning in a circle, "I take your silence to mean that you like this?"
"Uh, yeah, mom. You look great," Eddie managed to say.
"Thank you. I'm going dancing tonight," Torrie said, thinking about Fat Rob's comments. She lowered herself to her son's lap, prying his legs further apart, and her hands resting on his knees. She began moving her butt back and forth across his crotch.
"Going to be out late again, having a great time," She said, flexing her butt around, what she thought was an erection.
"Mmmm," she unintentionally moaned. "So don't wait up for me," Torrie stood, turning around, grabbing his face to plant a hard kiss on his mouth. "Good night, honey."
"I'm so naughty," she thought, driving to Fat Rob's.
********************
"Was he hard?" Fat Rob asked, once again, behind Torrie, slamming into her.
"Yes! Yes!" She was cumming again, but managed to answer.
"What about husband?" Fat Rob asked, slapping her ass.
Torrie settled down after that last orgasm coursed through her. "He'd probably be limp," she joked, smiling back at Fat Rob.
"Little cock," Fat Rob shook his head.
"Tiny cock," Torrie laughed.
"You need to dance at one of my clubs - stripping, getting that money and getting that cum if you want." Fat Rob said.
"I don't know," Torrie rose to her hands once more, ready for another assault. This was the second time Fat Rob has asked her, she thought about it, but hadn't worked out the details in her mind yet.
"Listen," Fat Rob said, flipping her over, guiding his cock back in. "You're going to have choose to let them go and become what you truly are, or go back to being mom and wife. You understand?" He asked, thrusting in hard for emphasis.
Torrie nodded, looking up at him, realizing what he was asking, and realizing what she truly wanted deep down but was unable to say it out loud.
Chapter 7
It was the last football game for Eddie's team the weekend before thanksgiving - they weren't the best team in county. Torrie sat with happy smile on her face watching the game, chatting with the ladies from church.
Just as in the other games she attended, or said she attended, John waited at the car for Eddie to arrive as Torrie stood closer to the field. Eddie again hadn't played much and was further disappointed to see his mother talking to Darrell and Marcus. They were smiling and laughing about something. When Eddie approached her, slightly confused, Torrie hugged him, kissed his cheek and asked, "Benched again huh?"
This question brought a chuckle from the other two boys and a devious grin in their direction from Torrie. Darrell looked at Marcus and said crudely, "I gotta hit the pisser."
Torrie reacted almost instantly, "Hey, I need to use the bathroom before we leave too! I'll be right back!" Torrie told Eddie to let his father know and headed in the direction of the two black boys.
********************
The men's restroom on the side of the concessions building was dirty, smelly, and had a leaking toilet. "Mmmm," Torrie moaned, her mouth full of not one but two cocks. The two 18 year old black kids moaned as Torrie worked. She sucked one cockhead, switched to another and then went back to the original, licking it thoroughly before sticking both teenage cocks in her mouth, furiously jacking their powerful shafts. She loved it.
Darrell and Marcus came like a flash flood, filled her mouth, overflowing it with semen, dripping down her chin, landing a few drops on her sweater.
"What took you so long?" Eddie asked his mother, upon seeing her approached their car with a huge grin on her face. He was standing against the side of the car waiting for her.
"Aww did my baby boy miss me?" Torrie joked.
Eddie shrugged, asking, "What's that on your sweater?"
"Oops, must be soap!" Torrie smiled, pulling her son in for cock-hardening kiss, moaning and looking to the side, in the direction of Darrell and Marcus. Torrie ended the kiss, winking at the two black teens, getting into the car.



Eddie wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, face scrunching up, sitting down in the back seat. "What did you eat?" he asked, noticing an unusual taste to her kiss.
"I had a couple hot dogs," his mother answered. "They were foot longs."
********************
"Come get that cum," Torrie read the late night text on her phone from Fat Rob on Christmas Eve. She was preparing to put presents under the tree for everyone. Eddie was in his room playing video games, and John was asleep.
"I'm in driveway," was the next text. Torrie got a mischievous grin on her face. "The presents can wait," she thought. She paused at the hallway, thinking a bit, she went to her bedroom, took off her pajamas, grabbed her long, white bathrobe and slippers, and headed to the front door. She peeped out the window, seeing Fat Rob's escalade parked in the driveway, the driver seat empty. She assumed he was in the back seat waiting for her.
Indeed he was. Opening the door for her, loud hip-hop music playing, Torrie glanced to her son's window seeing his light was still on. She disrobed and then turned her attention to Fat Rob in the back seat.
The Escalade was rocking back and forth in the driveway, Torrie straddling Fat Rob in the back seat, bouncing up and down to the beat of the music. When she came, she leaned back on the center console, her eyes looking through the front windshield, upside down, seeing a silhouette of her son standing in his room.
"Mommy is being bad for Christmas," she said out loud.
"Yes you are. That boy of yours is probably jacking off in there," Fat Rob added, pulling Torrie up. "He's working that little dick, thinking about you."
Torrie began bouncing again, kissing Fat Rob, "Uh huh."
"You like that don't you?" Fat Rob asked, breaking the kiss.
"Uh huh," Torrie replied again, sticking her tongue in his mouth, swirling it around his. "My little drummer boy, beating away at his cock."
Fat Rob moaned, sliding a finger up and down Torrie's buttcrack.
"Little Dick Boy," Torrie giggled, changing the name of the 'Little Drummer Boy' Christmas carol, sucking Fat Rob's tongue.
"Tis the season. Now get that cum," Fat Rob ordered her.
When they finished, Torrie went back inside after gathering up her bathrobe, never bothering to put it on. She wrapped a few presents and put them under the tree, all while naked, and her pussy dripping semen on the floor.
She went to bed, nude, with a smile on her face.
********************
It was New Year's Eve. Torrie lied to her husband, telling him she was going to Miami to visit some family during her time off from work. She was Indeed in Miami, but not with her family.
As Torrie put on makeup, looking into the mirror of her hotel's bathroom, she paused, looking in her own eyes. She began speaking to her reflection.
"I have learned about myself that I am insanely attracted to black men, I am much more sexually adventurous than I used to think, I would have been much more sexually active if I didn't marry young, I love to suck black cock and that I actually like to cheat. I like to live two lives."
Torrie grabbed her purse, adjusted her tight, short dress, and went to meet Ronnie at a club. A couple hours she was back in her hotel room, Ronnie slapping her ass, "I told you this was some good white pussy."
His brother, Rodney, agreed, pulling his cock out of her mouth, slapping her face with it several times, "Yeah she is." Rodney used his black cock to gather a string of saliva hanging from Torrie's chin before pushing his cock back into her mouth.
The two men spoke about her as if she were not in the room as they ravaged her repeatedly all night, long after the clock stuck midnight. The countdown to midnight hitting one, fireworks exploding outside, over downtown Miami, in the very same moment Ronnie's and Rodney's cocks exploded their semen onto Torrie's face - the first of several facials she received that night.
A few hours passed, Torrie was naked and asleep between the two huge black men. She stirred slightly, remembering where she was, a smile forming on her lips. She reached over Rodney to grab her phone. Checking it, she saw she had missed a few Happy New Year texts from both John and Eddie. She didn't reply.
"Checking on momma?" Rodney asked, starting to stir himself.
"Mmhmm," Torrie smiled, laying herself on top of Rodney, kissing him, delighting at the touch of her breasts against his body.
"Well momma was busy," Ronnie said, stirring as well, casually stroking his cock.
"I've been servicing these black cocks," Torrie grinned, sliding off Rodney. Ronnie slid closer to his brother. Torrie was in between their legs, kissing, licking, slurping all over their cocks.
"They probably watched the ball drop on TV and went to bed," Rodney said.
"Yep, that's what we usually do. This year I've been getting fucked all night," Torrie replied, bringing them both back to full strength for another round. She paused for a moment and thought about how she almost said "that's what we USED to do".
Chapter 8
In late January, Fat Rob had to go out of town on business, leaving Torrie to fend for herself. It'd had been months since she and her husband had sex, and she had no desire to do so any more. She went to another club, one closer to home, and saw another black man. He was with a blonde woman and they were both talking and looking around the room as if they were trying to find someone.
Torrie introduced herself. The woman said her name was Devin and the black man was Ulysses. Torrie asked if they were looking for someone.
Devin, leaning in, whispered in Torrie's ear, "We're looking for a third person to join us tonight." Devin kissed her cheek, "interested?"
Ulysses cock was amazing, his stamina was incredible. Devin was amazing, her pussy tasted incredible. The night was a blur of sweaty nakedness, swirling tongues, and one gorgeous, cum spurting, black cock.
Torrie chuckled at herself walking back to her car in the early morning hours, "Wow," she thought to herself. "There's a first time for everything.
On Valentine's Day, Torrie was running late to dinner with her husband. Fat Rob was purposely holding back on cumming for her. She knew he was messing with her, finally injecting semen down her throat, slapping her ass as she left for dinner.
Speeding to get there in time, Torrie was stopped by a patrol car. She was already late and didn't really care about going to dinner to begin with. When she noticed the officer was black she attempted to have a little fun. She would flirt with him, suggesting he didn't have to give her a ticket, much to officer's annoyance. Finally Torrie undid the first few buttons of her top.
"Ma'am, please," The officer pleaded looking away. Torrie smiled up at him once more, pulling her shirt apart.
"I can't ma'am, let me just write your ticket and - " The officer said before being interrupted.
"What's your name? Your first name?" Torrie asked.
The office sighed, shaking his head, "It's TJ." He continued writing the ticket.
"TJ, look at me," Torrie seductively said. When TJ did, she was smiling softly, tweaking her bare nipples.
TJ sighed once more, "You know what? This is my last week on the job."
Five minutes later, TJ's patrol car was rocking back and forth, just like Fat Rob's Escalade on Christmas Eve.
Torrie finally arrived for dinner, smiling politely at her husband sat across from her, explaining about how bad traffic was. TJ's semen was oozing out of her pussy onto the chair. Torrie hadn't been wearing underwear since October.
********************
Torrie was cooking breakfast for Fat Rob in March. She was naked except for an apron to prevent potential bacon grease from splashing back onto her skin; it was during Eddie's spring break. It was a typical Sunday, just like most Sundays in the past several months. She sucked Fat Rob awake and then off. She cooked breakfast for him, they had sex, and then she left.
While she was scrambling the eggs, a nude Fat Rob slid his hands over her shoulders, "When are you going to come to one of my clubs and dance? You'd probably make more money that your limp-dick husband."
"Oh yeah?" Torrie smiled, scrambling the eggs, arching her butt into his crotch.
"You would. Sometimes my customers pay a little more for something extra. Something a little more than just a private dance," Fat Rob kissed her neck.
"You want me to be a hooker?" Torrie asked.
"No, just provide more than just a lap dance for those paying customers if you want."
Torrie thought about it, finishing his breakfast, eating with him at the table. Afterward, her pussy was stretched again, Fat Rob clutching her hair, thrusting upward, bouncing her on and off his cock.
She collapsed on top of him, out of breath, "I'll do it. Next weekend. I'll give it a try."
Chapter 9
"Why did I ever get married?" Torrie asked herself, adjusting her now platinum blonde dyed hair. She had just done her first dance. She felt at home, sliding around the pole, humping it like it was Fat Rob's cock.
She picked up money when his customers placed it on the stage, dancing for a few moments before moving on. Fat Rob complimented her natural skills, suggested she had this inside her all along. She agreed with him, telling him that he brought it to the surface.
For the next three hours, she danced twice more on stage, sold 20 lap dances, five of which involved a little extra pay to provide a hand job while dancing in the private room, or allowing the patron to suck on her tits a little. Torrie loved it.
She arrived back at Fat Rob's placed, immediately removing her clothing, grunting and moaning as Fat Rob slammed in to her pussy over and over again. After her first orgasm, Fat Rob rolled over, taking her with him. "Ride that dick," he said, slapping her ass a few times.
"Ah yes!" Torrie came within minutes, resting her head on his shoulder. "Why did I ever get married?" She whispered, recalling the events of this amazing night.
Fat Rob pinched her butt, signaling her to get ready, as it was his turn. A few minutes later his seed spilled out of her vagina, coating his balls. Knowing what to do, Torrie went to her knees and began cleaning Fat Rob's cock of semen and vaginal fluids. When she was done Fat Rob tipped her chin with his index finger, her eyes staring into his now.
"Say it again?" He asked.
Torrie knew what he was referring to and replied, "Why did I ever get married?" She meant it. It wasn't just because she was getting plowed regularly by black cock; she meant it because she truly, deep down, wanted this kind of sexual lifestyle.
********************
At first, Torrie just quit working at the jewelry store and started working during the day at Fat Rob's club. She earned far more money and gained a bit of a following. She was able to hide her increased earnings from John.
Soon, Torrie added stripping and dancing on weekends. Lying to her family, saying she was hanging out with a new church friend. Over the next couple weeks, Torrie found herself being paid a little extra for something more than just a private lap dance. By late April she was providing oral services or sex to nearly every single black man that bought a private dance from her. She loved every second of it. She loved crawling in bed with the semen on her breath and semen oozing out of her pussy, while John snored away, blissfully ignorant of her double life.
"Ugh, you're a good dancer," Fat Rob told Torrie the last Sunday morning in April after their weekly breakfast, in between powerful thrusts from behind.
"I be your boy wouldn't mind seeing you dance," Fat Rob taunted. Torrie, nearly forgot about her son, agreed, grunting as Fat Rob slammed into her from behind.
"I bet you make his little white cock hard," Fat Rob said.
"Uh! Yes!" Torrie agreed, cumming once more.
"Make his little cock hard!" Fat Rob slapping her ass again; he knew how to push her buttons. "Little white boy of yours jacking off to you!"
"Ahh! Yes! Yes!" Torrie screamed out. Eddie's 18th birthday was the day before. Torrie was gone most of the day, stripping, dancing, and fucking most of the night. She thought she wished him a happy birthday, but couldn't remember for sure. After the night she had experienced, she didn't care.
********************
Torrie forgot his name. He was one of Fat Rob's friends from out of town. It was 3am. Torrie was sucking his black cock in her living room. They had gone out for dinner and drinks, Torrie feeling slightly tipsy and brave, invited the man into her home. She was happily sucking away at his cock, kneeling in the middle of the room, not truly caring if she got caught.
Eddie's eye's shot open in horror. He had been standing there unable to move, paralyzed with fear and curiosity, watching his affectionate darling mother, suck on a long, black cock on the couch in the living room. His pajama pants were bulging, his hand slowly squeezing his erection. She was amazing; his mouth dropping in shock, but in wonder, watching her work that dick all the way into her throat. Just as the black man leaned his head back, ejecting cum into the air, Eddie too, came in his pajama pants. He snuck back to his room, embarrassed, angry, and ashamed. He avoided his mother the next day, too angry at her, but also angry at himself for being aroused by her display.
Things began to crumble. Torrie was having sex with Fat Rob, and sometimes his close friends, in the driveway, in the house late at night, and out on the back deck. She took risks many nights and on one early May weekend, she was caught again by her son.
John was on call, working late, at midnight Eddie heard moans coming from his parent's room. The sting of catching his mother giving oral sex still burned, but that unmistakable moan that he imagined her making, in his darkest of fantasies was heard in real life.
Sneaking down the hall, Eddie peered into his mother's bedroom, his eyes once again shooting open with shock. There she was in all her glory, doing what she does best. Her back was glistening with sweat, her head was thrown back in ecstasy, and a black man, perhaps the same one from before, was pumping fiercely upward meeting her downward squats on his cock.
Torrie climaxed again, her head looking back, seeing her son standing in the doorway upside down. She slowly rose back up, "Excuse me a moment," she calmly said to her man as she leaned into him and kissed his lips.
She climbed off his slick cock, hopped off the bed, and walked seductively to her son. "Hey baby," she said, placing her hand on his shoulders, not bothering to cover her nakedness and giving him a full frontal view.
"Looks like you caught mommy being very naughty tonight, didn't you?" Torrie asked her son, his shocked expression frozen on his face.
"Aww, it's ok. I know you won't tell dad. I would hate for him to know about this," she said, smiling sweetly, caressing Eddie's face. She leaned in close to whisper.
"I'd hate for him to know about this too," she said in his ear, her hand gently grabbing the hard bulge in Eddie's pajama pants.
"Mmmm," she moaned. "I'd hate for dad to know you get excited about me," Torrie whispered, kissing his cheek as she continued to rub his hard bulge. "So you'll keep this night between us yes?"
Eddie blinked rapidly, slowly nodding his head. He was torn between wanting to stand there and let her finish him and wanting to run away and never be seen again. "Good boy," Torrie caressed his cheek once more, before climbing back on the bed, guiding the black man's cock back inside her. She turned around to smile at Eddie and blew him a kiss. He ran out of the room, speeding to his own.
"That your boy?" the man asked Torrie.
"Yep," She answered. "Now then, where were we?"
Trying to go to sleep, trying not to masturbate, trying to not salivate over seeing his mother in such a sexual way, Eddie tossed and turned in agony. He wouldn't and couldn't tell his father, he bought into her manipulations.
An hour later and Torrie knocked on his door. She was wearing one of Fat Rob's t-shirts. It was black and had a rap or hip-hop artist on it. The shirt came down to her upper thigh. She was wearing nothing underneath; the fit of the shirt making that obvious.
"Hey Eddie," Torrie said, slinking around to his bed. "You ok?"
"Mom," He said, sitting up.
"No, no, lay back down," Torrie smiled sexily, climbing onto his bed, coming to a rest on top of a very confused teenager. Her head rested on his shoulder as she straddled him.
"Thank you for keeping this between us. I'm going through some changes right now and I appreciate you keeping things, like what you saw tonight, a secret."
"Besides," Torrie ground her hips down onto Eddie's erection, "you have a secret too, remember? It looks, and feels, like you like these changes." She slowly kissed his cheek. Eddie quickly nodded his head.
"Good," Torrie sat up, her hands running through her hair. The motion of her arms caused the t-shirt to come up slightly, exposing the bottom of her butt, her bare crotch resting on top of Eddie's.
"Ok, I'm going to go shower," She said, shifting her weight, pressing down harder on his bulge. She let out a brief moan before climbing off his bed. For a brief moment, Eddie wanted to ask her to stay.
Making her way to his door, Torrie paused, "Good night. Sleep well." She blew him another kiss, removed the large t-shirt, and then walked out of room.
Eddie's heart was pounding, his mouth agape. He touched his penis through his pajamas with his index finger and he ejaculated.
Chapter 10
Darrell and Marcus groaned simultaneously as their cocks flooded Torrie's mouth with cum. It was the day of their high school graduation and they were once again back in the same bathroom from November's football game.
Popping their cocks out of her mouth, Torrie spoke up, "You two should come see me dance. The club allows 18 year olds in."
"Oh yeah? Maybe we will," One of them said, wincing as Torrie sucked the last remaining drops of semen from them.
"Also, come by the house after graduation. Eddie is going to a cookout. My husband will be working. He traded shifts so he could attend this," Torrie explained.
"We were going to the same cookout, but I'd rather have some of this white pussy instead," Marcus said. Torrie licked her lip and grinned devilishly at them.
Torrie arrived in the stands to an oblivious John, moments before her son's named was called. She watched him accept his diploma, observing his now nervous expression, when he smiled politely and shook the principle's hand.
Later that day, Torrie was on Eddie's bed being taken at the same time by Darrell and Marcus. They were all grunting, slamming Eddie's headboard against the wall. Darrell slammed into her anus from behind and Marcus sucked her tits from below while thrusting upward into her pussy.
"When you're ready," Torrie moaned, "pull out and cum on his bed!"
"Ah shit!" one of the high school graduates said. That comment sent them over the edge; they pulled out of Torrie, jacked their cocks a few times and sprayed Eddie's bed sheets with semen.
Eddie arrived an hour later, wondering why they were there, putting two and two together. They weren't at the cookout as they had promised to be. He peeped in his bedroom, finding his bed a disheveled mess, doing a double take at seeing some kind of stains on the sheet. He heard his mother laughing in the kitchen with Darrell and Marcus and made his way there. She was loosely wearing a bathrobe, serving them dinner. She sat on Darrell's lap, after filling his plate, waving to Eddie.
Eddie said nothing, nodding politely, realizing what had been going on that afternoon. His mother offered him food; Eddie shook his head no, since he had just eaten at the cookout.



He went back to his room, staring at his soiled sheets, fists clenched with anger. His erection betrayed him as he pictured his sexy mother having sex on his bed. Eddie was so confused and aroused.
"Hey, honey," his mother said, startling him out of his trance. Eddie said nothing to her. Torrie waltz into his room, standing in front of Eddie, looking to the bed.
"Yeah, sorry about that. They came over and wanted to have some fun," Torrie shrugged. "Your bed was suggested, hope you don't mind."
Eddie didn't respond once more. "We'll keep this a secret too, right?" his mother asked.
"Mmmm," she moaned. "So much fun for an afternoon," she said, reaching behind her and running her fingers through Eddie's hair.
"Ooh, I'll tell you another secret," Torrie said, bending over slightly at the hips, pulling her bathrobe up, revealing her naked butt, pressing it against Eddie's crotch. "They took me here too."
Eddie's mouth dropped, looking down at her naked ass against him. "Our little secret though," Torrie reminded him, sliding her butt to and fro across his erection.
"Clean sheets are in the closet," She said, pulling her robe down, leaving Eddie alone in his room.
Eddie had to escape. He had no idea what he would do if he stayed. Leaving the house, he stayed out until 11pm, getting home after his father had arrived. He snuck into his bedroom and fell slept on the floor, doing the same the next few nights before he went to the beach for a week with another classmate's family.
********************
More unraveling began when John came home earlier than expected. Hearing a moan he headed to the bed room, "Torrie?"
No response. John's eye shot open when he saw a large, naked black man asleep on his bed.
"What the - " He heard another moan. It was coming from Eddie's room down the hall.
Running to the room, he stopped in the open door way. He saw his wife on all fours on the floor. She was straddling Darrell and Marcus was mounting her from behind. John said nothing, only standing in shock.
Torrie didn't notice him standing there yet. "Yeah, right there, I'm a bad mommy!" She cried out, urging the two black teens on. "Mmm, playing in Eddie's room!"
Torrie noticed John, smiling at him standing in the door way. A second large, black man walked past John into Eddie's room. "Excuse me," He politely said. John watched him go to his knees to Torrie's side. She took his cock in her mouth, winking at John while she bobbed her head back and forth on the man's dick. The two older men were Darrell and Marcus' fathers.
********************
The divorce was speedy and Torrie found herself living with Fat Rob by the time Eddie went off to college. It all happened so fast, she was elated.
She found herself sitting at a restaurant waiting for Eddie to arrive. John urged him to visit his mother at some point during his fall break from college. He initially didn't want to, but decided to maybe it'd be ok, hoping that they could get along.
Torrie was wearing a sequined, sparkling short dress, with a good amount of cleavage - something a woman wouldn't normally wear to a franchise, family, restaurant.
She was extremely friendly and sweet to Eddie. It was as though nothing had happened between them. She held his hand as he talked about college, about classes, about new friends. Eddie did his best to be as friendly to her as possible, trying not to burn bridges, even though the amount of hurt was immense. He too, struggled with guilt and shame, choosing to let those feelings go. He felt awkward and his mother picked up on that.
Torrie caressed his hand and played footsy with him under the table, causing him to stumble on his words.
About an hour into the meal, the mother and child getting along great as they could, given the situation, there was a lull in the conversation. Eddie glanced once more into Torrie's eyes, she was smiling at him. Suddenly she did a double take, looking behind Eddie. Her eyes widened with happiness.
Fat Rob approached the table, saying nothing to Eddie. He was there to pick up Torrie. "Hey baby!" Torrie said as she stood to greet him.
Fat Rob tipped her chin with his index finger, bending down to kiss her. Torrie moaned as she open mouth kissed Fat Rob in front of Eddie, her tongue swirling around his, finally ending the kiss with a long suck of Fat Rob's tongue.
Torrie turned to Eddie and said, "This is my boss, Fat Rob," leaving Eddie to stand politely and say "Um, I'm Eddie, her son". Fat Rob chuckled a bit as he shook Eddie's hand.
Then just like that, Torrie said, "Gotta go, honey!" and said goodbye to her son. Fat Rob nodded at Eddie, placing his hand on the small of Torrie's back while escorting her out of the restaurant. His hand slipped down to her butt before they left. Before she exited the door, Torrie turned, blowing her son a kiss.
Eddie glanced out of the window, waiting for the bill that he apparently was paying, and watched Fat Rob open the back door of his Escalade for his mother. Inside he saw several black men sitting in the back.
Later that evening, Torrie was starting to tire. She had a black cock in her pussy, one in her ass, jacking off two cocks, while she sucked on another. Closing her eyes while the one cock ejaculated in her mouth, she knew she was where she always belonged, doing what she does best.
It was October 1st at 11:54 pm. One year had passed she first saw a black cock.
********Epilogue***********
Two years later, "We are bringing your boy to see you at work Friday night," Marcus groaned, while slamming into Torrie from behind.
"You're going to dance for him," Darrell said, his cock lodged into her throat.
"We've been tearing up this pussy for awhile now, since high school and since we started coming to watch you at the club. You owe some more fun," Marcus said shortly before filling her pussy with cum.
"Loyal customers," Darrell said, before spraying semen on Torrie's face.
Eddie naively accepted the apology Darrell and Marcus had given him, believing they had matured since high school, changing their ways. They decided to go to a strip club that permitted persons under 21 to enter, along with a host of other illegal activities. It was a way for them to reconcile.
When they arrived, they saw Torrie a few minutes later, making her rounds. All three of them pretended not to know her, Eddie obviously not wanting them to know his mother was a stripper there. He had barely spoke to her since seeing her two years prior, only loosely knowing she was working for Fat Rob.
Darrell approached her, buying a lap dance from Torrie first. He came back to their table, all smiles, proclaiming how amazing that blonde was, suggesting she took his cock out and played with it.
Marcus piped up, "We're buying you a lap dance next. Get her over here." Eddie immediately started blushing, unsure of what to say, deciding to play it off like it was nothing, all while pretending he didn't know the woman. He figured it'd be a nice opportunity to at least chat with her some.
Marcus nodded in Torrie's direction. She made her way over to their table, sitting on Marcus' lap. He handed her some money, whispered in her hear, and slapped her ass when she got off his lap. Torrie turned to Eddie, smiling seductively, "Ready?"
Eddie was happy, aroused, and ashamed to see her. But he went along with it anyway; his mother guiding him to the private dance area. Eddie couldn't believe how hot she looked. Her platinum blonde hair was much longer, falling down to her lower back, her body was sexy and toned, and her breasts looked as though she had nice sized implants - she looked like a porn star.
"I'm not used to giving dances to white boys. So bear with me!" Torrie joked, guiding Eddie to sitting position.
"Hey, listen, mom you don't have to do this," He said, Torrie started to grind her butt against his crotch, looking over her shoulder.
"Are you doing ok? Are you happy?" Eddie asked.
"I am," Torrie smiled, resting her hands on his knees, feeling his growing erection between her thong-covered butt.
"We all miss you," Eddie said. He wanted her to come back to be the mother he remembered before everything happen, but at the same time he enjoyed seeing this sexual goddess, knowing it may all fade away if she came back home.
"Do you? I miss you too," Torrie replied, grinding harder into his crotch to the beat of the music. She leaned back on him, taking his hands, placing them on her sexy, flat tummy. She moaned lightly. Eddie dismissed any thoughts of her returning to her old life after seeing how much she loved this.
"I just wanted you to know that I love you," Eddie said, trying to control his breathing.
"And I love you," his mother said, turning around, straddling him. She removed her bikini top, revealing her bigger, new, fake breasts.
"Mom," Eddie whispered. Torrie grabbed his hands, placing them on her nearly bare ass.
"Mom," he whispered once more, squeezing her butt cheek lightly. Torrie prevented him from speaking, grabbing his face, kissing him hard.
"Take your cock out," she ordered.
"What?" Eddie asked.
He was frozen with a mixture of shock and desire. "Do it," she whispered in his ear.
His heart pounding, his erection throbbing, Eddie knowing he may never see her again, he may never touch her again, and he would most certainly never have her back as a mom, complied, unzipping his pants when she slid off his lap, taking his cock out for her.
Torrie went to her knees, dragging her long hair across his erect penis, lowering herself in front of it.
Eddie grabbed it by the base, moaning, looking at her blue eyes peering back into his. It was the light exhale she directed towards his cockhead that did it. He began ejaculating, splattering his pants and bottom of his shirt with cum.
Torrie smirked up at her son. She gave his cock a quick suck to the root, tasting his seed, laughing as she stood.
"Too bad it isn't black. Otherwise it'd be inside me." Eddie was slack jawed as he looked at her. He didn't want to leave as this was something he had fantasized about since puberty.
In essence a new relationship was born that moment. She was no longer his mother, but a sex fiend, pornstar-looking, black cock queen.
Torrie sat back down on his lap, bringing her mouth to his ear, "You should come back and visit me here some time. Maybe I can make an exception to my rule of dancing for blacks only...for my son that is." Eddie nodded, in total disbelief as she smiled sexily at him.
Torrie escorted Eddie back out to the table. He and his friends decided to leave the club, Darrell and Marcus getting their laughs at his expense. Just as Eddie was about to walk out of the door, he turned, looking back at Torrie. She smiled and blew him a kiss.
Torrie was happy to see her son the next night, and the next night, and the next. Eddie was the only white man Torrie slept with ever again.
The End.
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Chapter 1
Stephanie closed her eyes in the candlelit bathroom, lying slowly back in the bathtub and resting her arms on its edges. The 48 year old moaned slightly as Jules, a 19 year old college student, squeezed warm water from a wash cloth all over Stephanie's huge breasts, rinsing them of sudsy bubbles. Jules grabbed a giant breast, running both hands around it in circular motions, smiling softly at the relaxed, shoulder-length blonde-haired vixen she was sharing a bath with again. Jules leaned down, like she's done on many previous evenings with Stephanie, bringing a nipple to her mouth, flicking her tongue across it before taking it into her mouth.
Stephanie moaned again, running a hand through Jules' short brown bob-style cut hair, as the girl hungrily sucked at one of her breasts. She loved the way it felt. Not having been touched by a man in four years, mostly due to a busy schedule - which morphed into a lack of desire and satisfaction with her collection of toys. Stephanie was perfectly content to have this college girl she met at a book store, "play" with her, as they referred to it.
Jules did just that and more. Several nights over the past year or so Jules would come over to spend the night with Stephanie, kissing, licking, caressing, and exploring every inch of her spectacular body, while she lay there in the bed soaking in the attention. Jules would bathe her, massage her, pamper her - Stephanie loved it.
"I'm not gay," she thought to herself after that first orgasm many months ago, "I just know this feels amazing." They never once asked each about their sexuality. Jules would simply come over and worship the older woman's body.
Summer break, while Jules went home to Los Angeles, was a little boring for Stephanie. She was able to cope with help from her reliable toys. She didn't need a man. It'd been four years since she had a man inside her. Four years since her divorce and one last goodbye session of sex with her future ex-husband. Not long after that she moved to Atlanta from Minnesota, leaving her adult children, and starting a new chapter. However, during her time away, she realized she didn't need to move to begin with.
Tonight was special. It was the last night Stephanie and Jules would "play."
Jules released a nipple, sitting up in the tub, prompting Stephanie to open her eyes, "You ok sweetie?"
Jules sighed, looking down into the bubble-filled water, "I'm really going to miss you."
"Aww, sweetie, it's ok," Stephanie said, pulling the girl onto her chest, letting her use a breast like a pillow.
"I get why you're moving back to Minnesota, but I'm just going to miss you so much," Jules said, sniffing.
"I'm going to miss you too. You're such a sweet girl. I'm so glad we've become friends," Stephanie replied, caressing Jules' arm and holding her against her chest.
"I'm thankful for you," Stephanie said, grabbing Jules face, bring her mouth to her own and kissing her softly. "It's Thanksgiving after all right?" She asked with a smile.
"Yeah, it is. I'm thankful for you too," Jules replied, kissing her back. Stephanie had spent most of the day at her younger sister's house, eating with Tiffany, her son, along with a nearby cousin and her son. She left after dinner and met Jules at home for a nice, quiet, final evening together.
"I love you," Jules told Stephanie. "I wished you were my mom."
"Oh sweetie, I love you too. Come here," Stephanie replied, pulling Jules in for another kiss and embrace. "Just remember what I told you. When you go home for Christmas break next month, be as nice as you can to your mother and I guarantee she won't seem as grumpy or annoying."
Jules nodded, sitting back up, looking into Stephanie's eyes. She smiled, getting into her favorite position; interlocking her legs around Stephanie's, smiling as their clitorises found each other under the warm bath water.
The mirror steamed up due to their heavy breathing, the water splashed slightly out of the tub; Stephanie and Jules went at it until they were exhausted, cuddling each other nude on Stephanie's bed afterwards.
They said goodbye the next morning in the shower, then again on the bed, and then again after breakfast. Stephanie wiped a tear as Jules drove off in a car her roommate let her use while she was home for Thanksgiving break. Stephanie sighed, seeing Jules drive out of sight, her clit still tingling from their wonderful time together. It was time to get a little packing done before she went to lunch with her friend Janet.
Chapter 2
"Oh good, you're here. Hurry up!" Janet motioned for Stephanie to pick up the pace as she walked toward her desk.
"What? What is it?" Stephanie asked her friend.
"Cover for me," Janet said, standing up to head to the restroom down the hall.
"Wait, what?" Stephanie asked dumbfounded. Janet was an executive assistant, mostly sitting at a desk all day, but Stephanie wasn't too sure what to say if the phone rang.
"Five minutes. I'll be right back. Thanks!" Janet said heading to the restroom.
Stephanie shrugged and sat down, putting her purse on the desk. After a few moments passed she heard an interesting sound. It was a sound she's heard before, mostly recently from her own mouth. It was a moan, a woman's moan coming from behind the large closed doors to her left. It got louder and louder. Stephanie started to giggle, thinking maybe Janet's boss, Bob, was having some fun. She got up and approached the doors, putting her ear against it.
The woman moaned again, much louder this time, "Ohhhhhhh!" Stephanie blushed, thinking the woman must be enjoying herself. She heard another moan and muffled talking.
Stephanie covered her mouth to prevent her giggle from being heard, as if it could over the woman moaning, "She's not faking, that's for sure." Stephanie heard Janet approaching and rushed back over to her desk, attempting to hide the sneaky smile.
"Whew, thanks. Ready?" Janet asked.
*******************************************************************
After a nice lunch, spent discussing Stephanie's upcoming plans, including her daughter Carrie and son-in-law Patrick traveling from Minnesota to help her move, the two friends headed back to Janet's office. She enjoyed the lunch, thanking Janet for it on way back to her office. However, Stephanie's curiosity got the best of her. She couldn't help but tell her of what she heard, "So was that really what I think it was?"
"Oh yeah, it happens often. That was Fernanda and Fat Rob in there. They had an emergency meeting scheduled with Bob today on the status of this new shopping center they are developing. They are all work-a-holics. You'd think they'd be home with their families this week. The meeting is why I was dragged in today, answer phones and other boring things, blah blah blah. Anyway, Fernanda is Bob's main project manager for various things and Fat Rob is, well, he 'finds talent' for lack of a better term - talent for some of the magazines the company publishes and well, some of the adult entertainment too," Janet explained.
"Uh what?" Stephanie asked.
"Yep, they are building a new strip club in the shopping center," Janet replied. "I'm guessing Fernanda and Fat Rob were updating my boss on its status. Fernanda sleeps with everything that walks, plus my boss is a bit of a naughty old man, plus Fat Rob is well, Fat Rob. So I'm sure the three of them had a great time!"
Stephanie quietly wondered why they called him "Fat Rob" as they pulled into the parking lot.
"Can you cover for me again for a few minutes? I'm not in the mood to deal with Fat Rob hitting on me again. Their meeting should be over soon and I'm hoping to avoid seeing him as they leave." Janet asked.
"Um, well ok, sure," Stephanie replied.
Taking her seat at Janet's desk, she was slightly startled when the two double doors opened a moment later, followed by a very tall, light-brown skinned woman of some sort of Latin decent and a very tall, African-American man, who she presumed was Fat Rob seeing as how Janet's boss was an older white gentleman.
The woman, Fernanda, seemed flustered and exhausted. Her hair was slightly messed up, her skin looked sweaty, and her business suit looked as though it had clumsily been put on. She had that tell-tale smile on her face of a woman who had just been royally fucked. Fernanda quickly nodded to Fat Rob and made her way down the hallway. Stephanie thought she noticed a slight limp to Fernanda's walk, causing her smile, coughing to mask a giggle.
Her cough caused Fat Rob to turn from watching Fernanda walk down the hall and to divert his attention to the blue-eyed blonde, with large breasts that her jacket could barely hide, smiling politely, sitting in the place of Janet.
There was a slight pause before Fat Rob spoke. "And just who are you? And where is Miss Janet?" he asked, pretending to be upset by finding the mystery woman in her place.
Stephanie giggled once more, "I'm uh, I'm Miss Stephanie."
"Mister Bob didn't tell me he hired an absolutely gorgeous blonde as his new assistant! My goodness..." Fat Rob trailed off, cocking his head to get a better look at Stephanie.
"No, no, Janet is still here. She's in the restroom!" Stephanie explained while blushing. It was the first time she noticed a man checking her out in a very long time, not to mention, one doing it so blatantly.
"Ah, I see, I see. Well I must say Janet has some lovely friends. She must hang around many young ladies like you. You a college student?" Fat Rob asked.
Stephanie burst into laughter, "No! I'm an old lady!"
"Old lady? What are you, 28, 29, 30? That's not old Miss Stephanie!" Fat Rob said, a knowing smile coming across his face.
Stephanie cleared her throat, "I'm 48 Mister, what should I call you?"
"I don't give my name to liars. I don't like being lied to," He said with another smile, knowing she wasn't lying about her age. Fat Rob sat on the edge of Janet's desk, smiling down to Stephanie. She stole several glances at the large black man sitting near her.
He was wearing a very nice black suite, with a solid red tie, on a darker red shirt. His fingers were adorned with rings, and he was wearing a gold wrist watch on his right arm, he also smelled amazing. His cologne caused Stephanie's eyes to flutter. She also noticed how wide his shoulders were. He had a slight belly, but this man didn't appear fat, just large and bulky. He was eyeing her, not even attempting to conceal the fact he was staring at her chest with a smile on his face. It excited Stephanie.
Stephanie cleared her throat and shook herself out of her trance, "Well my driver's license says I was born 48 years ago, so perhaps I've been lied to," she said quietly.
"Well either way, 48, 30, you are stunning. I go by Fat Rob," He answered.
"Well that's not very nice," Stephanie replied with a playful pout. "You aren't fat. You're," She paused looking over his hulking frame once more, "mountainous if anything."
Fat Rob chuckled, "Thanks." Their eyes met once more and for a second they said nothing. They were interrupted by the sound of his cell phone ringing. Fat Rob glanced at it and declined the call.
"Listen, I have to go, but I would love to take you to dinner tonight."
"Oh, I uh, I'm not sure," Stephanie replied.
"A nice dinner at a nice restaurant, that's all."
"Well," Stephanie looked to the side, thinking about her moving situation. She was leaving in a few weeks. She wondered what harm it could be to go out to dinner with someone who seemed nice, though a bit sleazy. She recalled Fernanda moaning in ecstasy earlier, blushing inwardly at the thought of herself receiving a little of that before she moved. She pushed thoughts aside and shrugged.
"A woman as lovely as you deserves a nice night out every once in awhile. That's all," Fat Rob smiled warmly and shrugged, as if it was all just a nice, innocent meal.
Stephanie agreed with him. She couldn't remember the last time a man took her out. "I, uh," she paused, "sure!"
"Great," Fat Rob extended his hand and pulled her to her feet. He glanced over her body once more as he dug in his pockets for a pen to write down her address with. Stephanie gave him her information, they agreed on a time, and that he would pick her up. Fat Rob took her hand, kissing it gentlemanly and then took his leave.
Stephanie sat back down at Janet's desk, chuckling at herself, wondering what the harm was. Janet returned a moment later. "Oh good, I missed them. I wasn't in the mood to deal with that."
"He asked me out to dinner," Stephanie said, an excited smile on her face.
"What?!? Oh no," Janet frowned.
"What? It's just for dinner. I'm leaving in a few weeks, it's no big deal."
"I know, but just be careful with him. He's kinda shady. Not that he'd hurt you, but still, just be very careful and don't do anything you aren't comfortable with," Janet explained.
Stephanie cocked her head to the side, wondering if Janet had a history with Fat Rob that she wasn't disclosing. Janet looked fairly concerned. "Do you think I should cancel?"
"Yes. I mean, no, I mean," Janet paused and sighed. "Just keep things surface level. He may try to sell you on various things or convince to go here and there with him. He loves women. He loves them like decorative items."
"Well in a few weeks -" Stephanie said.
"I know, you'll be moving," Janet interrupted her. "So maybe I'm being paranoid," she said with a weak smile.
Stephanie stood and hugged her friend goodbye, assuring her she'd be fine, telling her she'd call her again before she moved and afterward when she arrived in Minnesota. They parted ways and Stephanie headed home to resume packing smaller items.
Chapter 3
"Hi Patrick!" Stephanie answered her cell phone. Her son-in-law, Patrick, was calling to say hello like he occasionally does, but to also finalize the moving plans. He seemed more excited that she was moving back to Minnesota than her own daughter, his wife, Carrie, did.
"Hi, lovely lady. What are you up to?" He asked. Stephanie smiled at his perpetual flirtatious ways. He always hugged her, sat next to her, chatted with her during visits; he has always been so very sweet to her. Patrick was similar to her own son, Dan, except more attentive and affectionate due to his obvious innocent crush on her.
"Well, if you must know I'm getting ready to go on a date," Stephanie said holding a black top up against her large naked breasts, turning to the side to examine it in the mirror.
"What?!? A date? Awwww," Patrick feigned heartbreak.
"Yes! Hard to believe isn't it?"
Stephanie chuckled as she heard Patrick sigh heavily on the other end of the phone. "You're breaking my heart!"
"Now, now, you'll always be special to me!" Stephanie said tossing the top on the bed, moving to her closet to find another, slightly more revealing one.
"Ok, I guess I can live with that," He replied, pretending to be sad. "We can't wait to see you soon and get you back up here."
"I know! I can't wait either. Thanks again for your help with the move," She held up a long red dress against her trim, toned hourglass body, shaking her head, the sound of Fernanda's moans in her ear. She decided for something shorter.
Stephanie tossed the dress aside and sat on her bed, still naked, as Patrick went over the plans for their arrival. They had a moving truck reserved and would drive it down and then back. They talked about how it would be a nice road trip for the three of them.
She laid back, running her hands over her toned midsection, "You should take Carrie out tonight."
"Nah, she doesn't seem interested in doing much lately. Not sure if she's upset at me or what," Patrick replied, the slight hurt in his voice apparent. Stephanie sighed, knowing her daughter was still very moody, even at the age of 27.
Patrick changed the subject, "Ok well, I guess I'll let you finish getting ready for your big date." Another exaggerated sigh was heard by Stephanie over the phone.
"Hey, when you get here, you and I can go out on a date. How's that?" Stephanie asked.
"Really?!? I mean, sure, whatever," Patrick said, still messing with his mother-in-law. "I guess I can find some time to take you out."
They laughed and chatted another minute before ending their call. Stephanie returned to her closet and found a light blue two piece dress - a very short skirt and a halter-top styled top. She admired her body in the mirror when her phone rang again. She picked it up and smiled from ear-to-ear.
"Hey there," She answered in a playfully sultry voice.
"Hey yourself," the voice answered.
"I can't wait to see you soon," Stephanie replied, always being sure to be extra nice to this caller, knowing his girlfriend, Alice, recently dumped him.
"I can't wait either, it'll be great," The man said. "So, uh," there was a slight pause with laughter, "what are you wearing?" followed by a snort and a chuckle.
"Mmmm, wouldn't you like to know?" She replied, their playful banter might be considered inappropriate, but it was all in good fun.
"I'm wearing a short blue skirt, with a matching top that's showing a pretty good amount of cleavage," Stephanie answered.
"Um, why?" the voice asked.
"Because I have a date tonight," She answered.
"What? No way! Really? Are you serious, mom?" her son, Dan, asked in amazement.
"I'm serious!"
"But you're moving in a few weeks, I mean - "
"I know! It's just dinner, that's all."
Dan sighed, "Alright. Well listen just be careful ok? You haven't dated since you and dad. You're a very nice looking woman and," he trailed off. "Just make sure he behaves himself."
Stephanie laughed, "I will! It'll be fine. It's just dinner, no big deal." She looked at her dress again in the mirror, pulling the skirt down a bit. "Gosh, it's so short."
"Huh?" Dan asked.
"Nothing darling. I gotta go, Mommy loves you, can't wait to see you in Fargo for Christmas," she rushed her son off the phone, in the process subtlety reminding him to start getting ready for the holidays since he volunteered to have Christmas at his new house in Fargo, North Dakota.
"Ok, I think this will work," Stephanie said, tossing her cell phone on her bed, turning in place a few times admiring her outfit and body. She gave her butt one hard playful slap, laughing at herself, grabbing her purse and coat, and heading downstairs. She wasn't wearing underwear.
Chapter 4
Stephanie and Fat Rob exited his white Escalade at the restaurant. He had opened the door for her, complimented her dress, held his arm out for her, and rested his hand on the small of her back as they walked into be seated. He was wearing another suit. It was dark gray, with a black shirt, and white tie underneath the coat. She smiled inwardly at his large hand on her back. She was 5'7" normally, but in high heels, she was at least two inches taller, still dwarfed by his six feet frame.
"So you're moving to Minnesota? Why is that?" Fat Rob asked, pouring her another glass of wine.
"Well I moved here to Atlanta around four years ago from there to start fresh with a new job and new life after my divorce. It turns out I could've started fresh and not moved away from my kids."
"I see. How many do you have?" he asked.
"Three."
"There you go with those lies again. There's no way a woman with a body like yours has had three kids."



"I'm not lying!" Stephanie laughed.
"Well, whatever you're eating or doing in the gym, is working wonders."
"Thank you," Stephanie blushed again, seeing Fat Rob glance at her cleavage.
"You ever do any modeling in your younger days?"
Stephanie blushed again, "Well, actually, I um," she trailed off, thinking of how to word it. She looked to Fat Rob's face to see him waiting. "I posed in Playboy a couple times about 20 years ago."
"Mmhmm, right." Fat Rob replied, as if he already knew this information.
"Did you already know that?" Stephanie asked.
"No. I'm just not surprised by it. And I bet," he said, leaning closer to Stephanie, placing his large dark hand on hers, "you look even better now than you did back then. Just like fine wine, aged to perfection."
Stephanie blushed, "Thank you," she said again. "My family has good genes. My sisters posed too," she said quietly.
"I can believe that as well. I'm sure they are all gorgeous specimens like you," Fat Rob said, lightly circling her hand at the table.
That chatted for another couple hours about their lives. Stephanie explained she was born in Tampa Bay, Florida and spent most of her younger years there before moving to Minnesota. Fat Rob explained a little more of what he did. Talent search and relations for a few magazines was included in his description. He also mentioned, running a few high-class, gentleman's clubs in the Atlanta area. "We're always looking for beautiful women of all ages," he told Stephanie, winking suggestively, making her blush again.
*******************************************************************
Fat Rob put the Escalade in park in Stephanie's driveway. She smiled softly at him, "Would you like to come in?"
"I'd love to," He answered, getting out of the vehicle on his side, walking over to hers to open her door. He placed his hand on the small of her back, slightly lower this time, causing shivers to run up Stephanie's spine.
A few minutes later, they were sitting on the couch, Fat Rob's arm around her, his hand caressing her shoulder. Stephanie took a large gulp of her wine, "Would you like to see?"
"See what, Miss Stephanie?"
"My pictures," she answered.
"Ah, those pictures, I'd be honored."
Stephanie smiled, hurriedly hopping off the couch, heading down the nearby hallway to a small office room she had, and returning with a photo album.
Fat Rob pulled her in close, his arm around her torso, his hand resting on her thigh. Stephanie flipped through the book, displaying several nude photos of her in various poses, eliciting soft moans from Fat Rob's mouth as he saw them. The collection wasn't huge, but impressive nonetheless.
"Beautiful," he said, when she showed him the last photo, closing the book. "But I was right."
"Right about what?" Stephanie said, turning to face him.
"Like fine wine. Better now than 20 years ago," He replied, tipping her chin with his index finger, placing a soft kiss on her lips. "Have you ever considered dancing?"
"Like at one of your strip clubs?" She asked, an eye brow raised.
"Gentleman's club, and yes."
"My older sister did that for awhile, but I never have."
Fat Rob leaned into her ear, while caressing her arm nearest him, trailing it with his fingers all the way down to hers. He guided her hand to his thigh, where Stephanie thought she felt the tip of something large. "Would you dance for me, right here and now?"
Stephanie's fingers slowly moved over large mass within Fat Rob's dress slacks. She gulped, realizing what it was, and then slowly nodded her head. Moving without thinking, she rose from the couch, standing before him, slowly moving her hips from side to side. He nodded and watched her every move. She wasn't a trained dancer by any means, but she was unable to say no, attempting to dance as sexy and as seductively as she could. Fat Rob seemed enjoy it, motioning her with index finger to turn around. Stephanie complied, moving her hips back and forth, weaving her butt to and fro in front of Fat Rob.
"Come back, on my lap," He instructed her. Stephanie did without question, slowly grinding and gyrating her ass against his crotch, feeling that hard, large mass in his pants, smiling and knowing what it was and what she wanted it to do to her. She loved this feeling. It was just the two of them and he made her feel so sexy.
Suddenly she stood up, turning around to look down at Fat Rob relaxing on the couch. Looking at the bulge in his pants, the grin on his face, she undid her halter top, letting it fall revealing her huge breasts. She unzipped her skirt, sliding it down, stepping out of it. She went to her knees in front of him, not taking her eyes off his. She unzipped his pants, reaching for her prize, reaching for something she hasn't had inside her in years, reaching for that big black cock of his. Finally fishing it out, her eyes widened part in amazement and part in fear as she stared at the huge, thick mass that her hand couldn't fully wrap around before her. Her mouth watered.
"Well, I think I see why you're called Fat Rob," Stephanie said, unable to look away from it, both afraid and desiring for it to be inside her.
Fat Rob gently ran his fingers through her hair, gripping the back of her head, slowly pulling her toward it. Stephanie found her mouth instinctually opening, Fat Rob guiding her to it. Stephanie felt the tip on her tongue, her mouth kept stretching, opening wider and wider as Fat Rob guided her head on to it. Finally it was in the back of her fully stretch mouth, unable to go any further. It was too thick.
Fat Rob slowly moved her head up and down, gripping her hair, his fat cock making her mouth hurt. "That's it, just like that. Now work the tip," he commanded.
It seemingly filled her mouth. It was so delicious, so thick, larger than her ex's, larger than the three other people she's been with in her lifetime so far. She didn't care if it stretched her mouth out to an unattractive proportion. She simply kept bobbing her head over it, weaving back and forth, attempting to suck its massive girth.
Perhaps Fat Rob had run into issues like this in the past - a cock so fat that it's difficult to pleasure orally. Perhaps he knew that her mouth on it for a few minutes was enough to get him 100% ready to destroy her vagina. Either way, he smiled, and politely stopped her. Stephanie nodded and scooted back on the floor. Fat Rob stood, pulling his pants down, stepping out them, placing them neatly over the couch and sliding his shoes aside. He undid his jacket, carefully removing and folding it in the same manner. He took off his watch, his rings, and guided Stephanie to her feet. He squeezed her tit, checking its ripeness like the melon it was. He bent downward, bringing it to his mouth, his sucks sending tingles down her spine. Releasing the nipple from his mouth, he guided Stephanie to the couch, moving behind her.
"Ready?" he asked, slapping his heavy member against her butt cheeks a few times. Stephanie looked over her shoulder and nodded. Her dripping wet pussy needed no further stimulus. With a hand on her waist and the other guiding his massive meat to its intended destination, Fat Rob slowly attempted to enter her.
Stephanie almost yelled in a mixture of agony and pleasure. He was so thick, so huge; she'd never been stretched like this before. As Fat Rob gingerly guided himself in, pulling her back on his fat dick, Stephanie moaned loudly, just like she heard Fernanda earlier in the day. When Fat Rob was all the way in, all the way to the hilt, Stephanie's body began tightening up and shaking, she was cumming. Fat Rob moaned behind her, his hand yanking her head back, while her pussy convulsed and massaged the huge cock which stretched and stuffed her to the brim.
When her orgasm subsided, Fat Rob began his true assault. Holding her in place from behind, he began his powerful thrusts, sliding his cock in and out, causing Stephanie to moan with each direct hit of his cockhead against her g-spot. It was so huge and thick; it couldn't help but hit all the right places. It felt like a fist was pummeling her pussy.
The next hour went by incredibly fast. Stephanie had lost track of time. She was gripping the couch in the living room, straddling Fat Rob while he buried his face in her chest, kissing, licking, coating her tits in saliva. She lost track of how many times she climaxed.
Wildly bouncing up and down, Stephanie feared they may break the couch, until Fat Rob finally spoke, "Get that cum."
Stephanie knew just what to do, moaning as his cock slid out of her, she went to her knees again, plopping her big tits on his lap, engulfing his cock. "Those tits are perfect for big dicks," Fat Rob noted. Stephanie nodded, her mouth slurping and sliding all over the cockhead as best it could. When the semen erupted from the tip, she felt his cock swell and pulse in between her tits before her mouth stretched and covered it. She moaned at the taste of semen. It had been too long.
Another hour passed, they had moved to the bed room. The mountainous man Stephanie had met earlier that day was renewing his assault on her pussy, shaking the bed, dripping sweat down on the middle-aged, former Playboy Playmate as he worked.
*******************************************************************
Stephanie limped to the bathtub the next morning after saying goodbye to Fat Rob. She was sore and exhausted. He said he'll call her. She reminded him she's moving. He told her he knows but there was no harm in spending a little more time together. Stephanie agreed, sliding into the warm bath, letting the water sooth her stretched out pussy. She pinched a nipple, sliding deeper into the warmth. She couldn't wait to see him again.
Chapter 5
"Ahh yess!" Stephanie cried out a week later. Fat Rob was behind her, holding her down by her neck with one hand, the other on her hip, holding her in place while he tore her to pieces. She felt defeated, helpless, taken, and she loved it.
They had been meeting up every evening for the last week. Fat Rob would show up, ask her to dance for him, compliment her moves, her body, have sex for a couple hours, then leave. After every session he would say how wonderfully she moved and suggest she think about dancing at one of his clubs for one night only. Stephanie would always shrug and say "maybe." She knew she might give it a try, anything to keep that cock of his embedded in her until she moved. Her pussy was used to his girth now, allowing her to ride him with less discomfort.
On this Friday night, she agreed to accompany him to a club. They showered, Fat Rob picked out a short black dress for her to wear, and the headed out around 10pm.
"Dance for me," He told her, taking her out to the dance floor. Stephanie was shy at first, having never been to a club before. Fat Rob told her to pretend it was just the two of them. She did just that, dancing for him, moving and shaking her hips against his bulging crotch to the fast dance music. He loved it.
"You gotta come dance at one of the clubs I manage. They would love you," He said.
"I don't know. I'd be nervous," She replied, shouting over the loud music.
"Please? I'll pay you with this," Fat Rob said, glancing downward. Stephanie's eyes widened as she saw his cock hanging out the crotch of his pants. He had taken it out while they were dancing.
"Rob!" she exclaimed.
"Look around you. You could bend over right here and let me have that pussy and no one would notice. Have some fun before you leave." Fat Rob said.
Stephanie looked around the crowded dance floor. No one was paying attention to anyone else. Every single couple was in their own little worlds, grinding, dry humping, and dancing. She slowly turned around, looking from side to side, and slid up her dress. Once more she wasn't wearing underwear.
Then she felt it. That wonderful stretch. Fat Rob was guiding himself into her from behind. They started dancing to the music once more, except this time his cock was embedded into her pussy. Lights flashed, hip hop beats played, and Stephanie pushed thoughts of what her daughters and son would think of her as the 48 year old had sex on the dance floor with a black man.
*******************************************************************
"We're here," Fat Rob said, putting his Escalade in park. It was the next evening and Stephanie agreed to do a quick, simple, dance on stage for Fat Rob at one of his clubs. He told her to pretend it was just her and him once more. Pretend all the men watching her weren't there.
Stephanie took the cock she had been sucking the entire way there out of her mouth and sat up in the passenger side. "Ok, I'm ready," she sighed.
Fat Rob escorted her into the club. She felt and looked slutty in a new short, light green, mini dress he had purchased for her. Somewhere in the back of her mind she liked feeling that way.
She waited back stage, making small talk with a few of the girls, after she had changed into a gimmicky, red sequined bikini. She was the oldest woman there, noticing many of the girls were in their 20s or maybe younger. It didn't bother her that much as they were all very friendly. Probably because they knew it was her first time and it was a one-night only thing. She wondered if Fat Rob brought in guests on more than one occasion.
Stephanie checked and adjusted her bangs in the mirror one last time and adjusted her bikini top, making sure her breasts wouldn't fall out too soon. She was getting very excited.
Just before she was ready to go on stage, she thought about her sister, Diane, who had done this for years. One of Diane's daughters, her niece, Sandee, became a stripper. She wasn't sure if she still danced though. It was time to go on, time for her to focus. She was ready and was actually looking forward to it.
The light was so bright, yet she found it comforting. She could barely see the audience. The music was so loud, but it didn't bother her. She couldn't hear their cat calls or comments. When her eyes finally adjusted to the light, she could see most of the men were indeed black. Swinging around the pole in a manner nowhere near as skilled as some of the other dancers, she pretended they were all hard for her, she pretended their cocks were all as big as Fat Rob's. This made her hornier and hornier by the second. She wanted to see and feel them. She wanted to confirm she was the woman causing their arousal. She started moving more and more seductively to the slow music.
Fat Rob had given her a few pointers for if she saw money land on the stage. Watching, waiting, constantly moving, she looked for money to appear - a five there, a dollar here, maybe an occasional ten, every time she saw one, she'd position herself in front of the man that planted it. Closing her eyes, getting lost in her own world, envisioning the man's erect cock waiting for her pussy to engulf it, she would dance just for him for a few moments, inches from his face.
She was naked, rolling around, sliding around, and squatting down in front of the men sitting around the stage. It was liberating. She could see why her sister loved doing it for years.
Her song was over in a few minutes. She collected her money and went back stage to find Fat Rob waiting for her. He hugged her tightly, saying how proud he was of her.
"You gotta stay in Atlanta. You're a natural at this. I need a sexy middle-age woman at a new club my employer is building. Please stay," he pleaded. She smiled and shook her head. Fat Rob led her to where her dress was.
"Ok, listen I'm going to be back here tending to some business. Go out and walk around, if you want to give private lap dance, please feel free. The only rule is that you keep whatever money you get on stage, but the private lap dances, well, the club gets a cut. Think of it as a product we sell. Alright?" Fat Rob explained.
Stephanie nodded, unable to take the smile off her face as she changed into her dress, and headed out to the floor near the bar.
*******************************************************************
Stephanie was having an amazing time. Three hours passed since her dance on stage and she had lost count of how many men asked her for a private lap dance. Some were young, some were old, some were gentlemen, and some didn't keep them hands to their selves. Stephanie didn't care. She grinded and dry humped herself across their bulging, concealed, hard ons nearly to orgasm each time. She felt so wild and naughty.
She wondered what her recently dumped son would think of her. Of the few white people there, one happened to resemble him; she couldn't help but think of Dan as she pulled her dress up, revealing her massive tits to the guy, straddling and grinding on him. "My poor baby. Heartbroken and alone. Maybe mommy can dance for him!" She thought to herself, laughing out loud, confusing the poor guy she was grinding on.
"Oh sorry, you look a little like my son," Stephanie told him. "It's kinda funny."
"He's a lucky son then. You're really hot," he said.
"Thank you. You're sweet." Stephanie dumped her huge tits in the young guys face. She thought about taking his cock out right there and sucking it, but she didn't want to get in trouble.
*******************************************************************
Later she was counting her money from private lap dances - $2000. She did the math. They were $40 a song, so she did 50. Fat Rob's club gets half of that. She smiled happily at earning $1000 in one evening and went off to search for Fat Rob.
She walked around backstage, but never found him. She even asked some of the dancers, the security guy, and some other employees if they had seen him - they all answered no. Stephanie started getting nervous. He was her ride home. She called him several times but no answer. She then did something very stupid - she left the club to go look for him.
Panic was overtaking her as she made her way to the Escalade. Fat Rob wasn't there. She thought about calling her son, she wasn't sure why, so she dismissed that. She thought about calling the police, but why? He was still around, but she couldn't find him. She decided to head back inside and look again.
On her way back, she passed a group of men that she didn't recognize from the club. They looked grungy, and might have been homeless, but she had no way of knowing. They followed her and when she turned around to see them slowly trailing her, the idiocy of her choice to leave the club to look for Fat Rob fully kicked in. She was wearing a tight, revealing, slutty dress - she wondered if they thought she was a prostitute. She started walking faster and faster, they matched her speed. She thought she heard one of them say "hey" or "come here" but she wasn't sure. She was panicking, cursing Fat Rob, as she walked as fast as she could, and then breaking into a light jog.
They followed her still. She looked around; one of them blew smoke into the night air and started jogging after her. Her heart racing, she rounded a corner, illuminated by street lights. In the distance she saw hope, she saw help, she saw a parked police car with an officer's silhouette inside it. The window was down. Stephanie was running toward it.
"I'm not a prostitute! I'm not a prostitute! I'm not a prostitute!" she yelled as she ran toward the officer parked inside.
"Ma'am?" He got out of his car. Stephanie nearly ran into his arms.
"Those men are chasing me," She said frantically looking over her shoulder. "I lost my ride home - "
"It's ok, it's fine," The officer said, watching the men slow their pace, some pretending to change direction and back off. "Go ahead and get in with me. I can get you home."
Stephanie nodded, making her way to the side of his car. There was something about this officer that was familiar. He was black and very tall, taller than Fat Rob, not as bulky, but appeared to be very muscular - probably spending his free time in the gym. She glanced over at his direction, watching him put on his seat belt. She smiled politely. She knew him.



*******************************************************************
Back at the gentleman's club, Fat Rob was waiting in the back alley in the backseat of one his employee's own Escalade. "Here she is FR," his associates said, opening the back door. He gently nudged a young, dark haired, woman toward Fat Rob.
"Ah, hello. Glad you made it. Turn around and let me look at you," Fat Rob instructed the girl. "Mmmm, you look great. Get in."
"So you want to apply for a job here?" Fat Rob asked.
"Yes sir," the girl replied, climbing into the back seat, while Fat Rob's associate closed the car door.
"Well then," Fat Rob unzipped his pants, fishing out his massive member, jiggling it in the girl's direction, "if you're going to work here, you gotta be able to handle a lot of black dick - seeing as how that's mostly my customer base. Thank you can do it?"
"Absolutely," the girl licked her lips, her eyes widening, going to her knees in front of him, grabbing the base of his cock, swirling her tongue around the tip.
"Good, I gotta stretch that pussy of yours out first. Understand?" Fat Rob asked. The girl nodded and smiled devilishly up at him.
"Get to work then. What's your name by the way?" He asked.
Pulling up her, short, black dress to furiously rub her clit while she slobbered over his thick cockhead, she paused and replied, "Jules."
Chapter 6
Riding with the police officer, she was fairly talkative. Stephanie explained that she was there with a friend, whom she lost, she panicked, headed outside and those men were following her, thinking perhaps she was a prostitute. She chastised herself playfully for her foolishness.
The officer understood and said he was glad to get her home safe. Stephanie still couldn't place why she thought he looked familiar but she knew she knew him from somewhere.
"I'm so sorry for rambling like this, but you look really familiar. I know it sounds silly, but I know I've seen you before somewhere," Stephanie said.
"Well, you look somewhat familiar too. But I see a lot of people every day."
"Yeah, maybe, but it seems like I saw you many years ago, when you were much younger," she said, glancing at his huge bicep while he drove. If she did know him when he was younger, he was much smaller then.
"I was born and raised down in Tampa, lived there until I was an adult," The officer said.
"Tampa," Stephanie said. "I used to live there too! My sisters and I were there for many years. I have a sister that still lives there in the house we grew up in."
"Hmm, ok," the officer kept driving, glancing over the Stephanie as she studied him. He smiled awkwardly. "My father and grandfather live there still. They've been there for many years."
Stephanie thought more about this man, who looked to be in his 30s, driving her home. "Well the only black men from Tampa that I know personally, was a man name Tony and his son named TJ," Stephanie said, turning her gaze to the front of the car. She felt a little silly. The odds of this being that young man that lived next door were rare, she thought. She did hear through her sister that the TJ kid from next door became a police officer somewhere, but this probably wasn't him.
The officer cleared his throat, "Ma'am, my name is TJ and my father's name is Tony." Stephanie's eyes widened and a smile came across her face as she turned back toward him.
"Well, TJ, I think I can recall where I've seen you before!" She smiled warmly to him, then immediately feeling embarrassment at her situation. "Oh wow, look at me."
TJ laughed, "It's ok ma'am, I mean, I'm not sure I recall your first name. I want to say it's Tiffany."
Stephanie laughed, "Close! That's my sister's name. She also lives in this area. I'm Stephanie."
"Ah yes, I remember now. You were the next one down from the oldest, Diane, right?" TJ asked.
"That's right!" She excitedly smiled.
"I remember Diane's two kids." TJ said.
"Yep, you went to school with them, you three were around the same age." She replied.
TJ nodded, "Yep, Valerie and Sandee. Your nieces and I were friends at school." TJ said, immediately his thoughts going back to his teenage years, relentlessly pounding Sandee from behind, her moans, her screams of pleasure matched only by her sister Valerie, whom he'd take next on their many nights of pleasure in high school. They loved his cock.
Stephanie smiled, "What a small world. Please don't think poorly of my, um, attire. I was with a friend and we - "
"Steph, it's fine, really," TJ chuckled. "I've seen far, far worse things. Besides, you look great. I guess that's why I confused you with your youngest sister," he admitted.
She blushed, looking downward, the patrol car coming to stop at her house, "Will you have a look around?"
"Sure," He smiled warmly, humoring the woman, knowing whoever was following her on the street miles back at the strip club wasn't out here in her neighborhood.
TJ walked around the outside of her home, while Stephanie waited on the front steps, "Looks good, no forced entry, it's fine."
"Good. Care to come in for coffee?" She asked.
"Well, my shift is almost over. I have paperwork waiting for me. But, It was nice running into you, so why not?" He shrugged and headed inside.
Stephanie started a pot for him and they chatted more about her upcoming move, her children, and general information about her life. He did the same, stating he's been in Atlanta for a few years, but wanted to move back to Tampa soon. Stephanie watched him as he spoke, her eyes trailing his frame, soaking him in; he was so tall, so muscular. She was in awe. She wasn't even paying attention to what he was talking about - something about his stepmom and his dad.
"And so, yeah, I don't always get along with my father," TJ said, looking down to his coffee as he stirred it. When he looked up, his eyes shot open, his mouth dropped along with the spoon into the coffee cup. Stephanie stood there naked, smiling softly at him.
"Thank you for helping me tonight," She said.
Chapter 7
She knew why she did it. She knew why she quickly slid her dress off while TJ was distracted and offered herself to him. Perhaps it was a combination of the fact she moving away soon and would probably never see this guy again. Perhaps it was the thorough pummeling she had received all week from Fat Rob that made her feel extra confident and horny. Perhaps there was one reason and one reason only to why Stephanie undressed for this police officer and offered her body to him - she did it because she could.
She didn't care if her family knew his. They weren't extremely close anymore. Even if he told his father and word got around to Stephanie's sisters that she did this, it wouldn't matter. Diane would praise her and ask her how it was. Her other sisters would act shocked and playfully scold her. "I only live once," she thought to herself, taking a step forward toward a nervous TJ.
"Uh ma'am, Stephanie, I don't think - " TJ tried to say, nervously looking to the side to her nakedness.
"Can you keep a secret?" Stephanie asked.
"I should go, I could get in trouble," TJ replied, moving to the side a little.
"Can you keep a secret?" Stephanie asked once more, placing her hands gently on his large shoulders, her breasts squishing against his uniform.
"I, uh - "
"Are you married, do you have a girlfriend?" she asked, slowly undoing the top button of his uniform.
"No I don't, but I'm on duty, I - "
"If you can keep a secret it's ok," Stephanie said, undoing another two buttons. TJ nodded, his hands slowly moving to her wrists to remove them from his shirt. He undid the rest of the buttons while looking into her eyes. She began working his belt.
"Wait, I should do that," TJ stopped her, carefully removing his belt which contained his gun, flashlight, and baton. He placed it on the kitchen counter and resumed removing his shirt. He was left with a bullet-proof vest that he removed as well, leaving only a tank-top undershirt. He grabbed Stephanie, pulling her in tight against his body, running his hands through her blonde hair, he kissed her hard. She moaned as his tongue entered her mouth. She unbuttoned his pants, pulling his tank top out of it, and began running her hands over his abs, slowly pulling his shirt up while he kissed her.
Once he removed his shirt, letting it fall to the grounded, the rollercoaster peaked over that first drop and sped downward. Kicking off his shoes, picking her so she was straddling him, he whispered to her, asking her were her bedroom was. She directed him, holding on tight, her hands gripping his dark flesh around his shoulders.
TJ gently placed Stephanie on her bed and stood up, unzipping his pants, sliding them down. Stephanie watched as his boxer shorts came off next. Her heart fluttered, she nearly gasped, when she saw the sight of his impressive cock. It wasn't nearly as thick as Fat Rob's, but it was longer, and darker in color.
"We have to be quick, I have to clock out soon and I'm not authorized for overtime tonight," TJ said softly, moving on to the bed above her, his cock dragging across her tummy. Stephanie nodded, accepting another kiss from TJ, before he lowered himself and began to enter her.
Stephanie's legs opened as wide as they could, wrapping around his muscular body, her feet interlocking at his butt. Stephanie groaned when TJ entered her. He pushed slowly all the way in. He was in further than Fat Rob, pressing and pushing against her cervix. Once he was all the way in, it began; the slow, methodical thrusts, the dragging of his lower abs against her engorged clitoris, the moaning as he kissed her neck - she was cumming within a minute. Her fingernails dug into his dark brown skin as her pussy convulsed around his shaft and her core shook. Her eyes rolled in the back of her head and she let out a deep soulful moan.
TJ began picking up the pace, pumping his hips harder and faster - it was his turn. It was so much better than Fat Rob, so much more loving and gentle. Stephanie felt another orgasm building as TJ's own approached. Within another minute she was clinching her teeth and shaking again. "Ahhh yesssss!" She moaned.
TJ was cumming too; he pulled out just as his cock began to erupt, spraying semen on Stephanie's breasts and stomach. She pushed her tits together to catch as much as she could, writhing in pleasure as rope after rope of his cum landed on her. When he was done, his head thrown back, looking upward, she sat up on the bed and began to clean him. Licking and sucking his cock of every last bit of sperm she could find.
"I'll," he was out of breath, "I'll call you tomorrow when my shift is over. I'd like to see you again before you move."
"Please do, TJ," Stephanie smiled, giving his cockhead one final kiss before she walked downstairs with TJ to see him off, her body still covered with his semen splatter. He kissed her goodbye, got her number, and headed off to clock out.
Stephanie didn't bother bathing. She went straight to bed with a smile on her face, letting the air dry the cum on her body. She thought about the wild and crazy night, and to some degree, the week she had had. She was enjoying herself and letting whatever happened in the next couple weeks before she leaves, happen. She never assumed she'd see TJ again.
Stephanie was wrong, when an hour and a half later her cell phone rang, waking her from her light slumber. It was TJ. Within ten minutes he was at her home again. They had sex for the rest of the evening until they fell asleep at dawn.
Chapter 8
Stephanie stood looking down at her purse. It was the next evening, TJ would be over soon after his shift, and she decided to straighten up her home a bit. She was naked, never bothering to put on clothes after her late morning shower sex session with TJ. She casually lounged around the house nude, thinking about TJ's dark chocolate body above hers, licking every inch of his glorious cock in the shower as the water trailed down his body that morning.
Stephanie was looking at the $2000 in various bills at the bottom of her purse. She hadn't given Fat Rob his cut. "It's only a $1000; I'm sure his gentlemen clubs make that much in 5 minutes." While she was annoyed at Fat Rob for the night before, she didn't want to steal from the guy. She decided to call him tomorrow.
*******************************************************************
Stephanie collapsed on top of TJ a few hours later. She was exhausted. Her hair was a sweaty, slicked back mess. TJ's body glistened with sweat in the low lit room. She was heaving on his chest, her sensitive nipples causing her to wince when they came to rest on his chest. If there was milk in them, TJ would've sucked them dry long ago.
After they caught their breath, she smiled softly and climbed off him. A small flashing light catches her eye. She recognizes it as her cell phone. She had silenced it, but the light flashing indicated she had some missed calls. Her heart tinged with slight sadness when she saw she missed a call from her son. "Mommy was being bad," She laughed to herself. She had a different reaction when she saw she missed not one, but five calls from Fat Rob. "Oh no. I forgot to call him," she thought to herself, just as she felt TJ's rock hard cock rest against the small of her back. She put her phone down, thinking "I call him back first thing in the morning." Stephanie turned around, grabbed TJ by the cock and led him back to her bed.
*******************************************************************
Stephanie forgot to call Fat Rob again the next day. She had errands to run with her sister, Tiffany, lost track of time and was riding TJ to climax over and over late that night before she remembered to call Fat Rob.
The next morning TJ said his goodbyes, reminding her he can't come over that night, but will the following. Stephanie decided she needed to get some packing done and happily went about her work, humming and thinking about TJs body as she did, pausing to speak to her son on the phone for awhile - all while remaining nude for the fun of it.
That night just before she fell asleep, she remembered she forgot to call Fat Rob again. "I will tomorrow," she said out loud, before rolling over under the covers.
A couple hours later her eyes shot open in the dark room. There was a loud banging on the door. She heard it again and got out of bed. Creeping to her bedroom door, she slowly opened it and made her way down the hall. She heard the loud banging and the voice of two or three men talking. She started to panic. Peeping around the corner of the hallway, she saw one of them turn on a flash light to shine in the house. She wondered if they were Fat Rob's employees. She wondered if he was really that upset about the $1000.
"She's not here or not answering," one man said. "Ok, we will." Stephanie reasoned he must on the phone with someone.
"What'd he say?" The other man asked.
"To leave her a message," the first man replied, raising her arm back. Stephanie saw from around the corner an object in his hand. She gasped and tried not to scream when the object crashed into one of the side window panes of the front door, breaking it. She ran back to her room, closed the door and called TJ.
She could hear the men leave, muttering about how Fat Rob was angry. "He doesn't like missing money. A penny, a dollar, or a grand," one man said, causing the other man to chuckle. They got in their car and left.
"Please answer, please answer," Stephanie pleaded into her phone.
*******************************************************************
Nicole was TJ's partner. She was just getting back from vacation and was spending time with TJ. She was bent over on the bed, her huge, muscular ass illuminated by the moonlight. TJ groaned as he pulled his cock out, allowing it to rest on her butt. Nicole flexed it against his cock, see-sawing his long rod in between her cheeks.
TJ moaned again, feeling his shaft tightened and pulsate, in between her cheeks. In a moment semen erupted from the tip, the moonlight shining off the slick, dark cockhead. Nicole moaned as it landed on her back. He slapped her cheek playfully and made his way to the bathroom. His phone was on counter and rang as soon as he was washing his hands after flushing.
"Steph, hey, how are you?" TJ answered.
"TJ there were some men at my house and they smashed a window. I don't know if they were trying to get in or what, but there were two of them and - " Stephanie frantically explained.
"Steph wait, wait, are they gone now?"
"Yes, the left after they smashed a window. I was giving lap dances and I forgot to give a portion of the money to the club owner and - "
"Ok, ok, it's alright now they're gone. Let me come get you, I'll check things out. Call 911 though alright? They'll send an on duty officer by. You'll have to make a police report," TJ said, attempting to calm Stephanie.
He hung up and started getting dressed. "Who was that?" Nicole asked.
"It was a friend. She said some guy smashed in her window and left," He said, putting his jacket on. "I'm going to go and check on her, she seemed scared. Feel free to hang out here if you want."
"Nah, I gotta go. I need to check in on my son. It was good seeing you again, like this, I mean," Nicole smiled, sitting up on the bed.
"Feel free to shower if you want," TJ said, bending down to kiss her.
"I will and I'll lock up when I leave," she returned his kiss. TJ smiled and said goodbye, he loved having a white partner whose body was built for black cock.
Chapter 9
"Ok it's fine, you just forgot to call the guy. Tomorrow I want you to call him first thing," TJ told Stephanie shortly after they arrived at his apartment, had sex, showered, and now lay in his bed.
"I will. I guess he's serious about his money. I bet he's difficult to work for," Stephanie pondered out loud.
"I'll ride over to your house tomorrow and check on things. Stay here for as long as you want, ok?" TJ said, holding her gently against his body. She smiled, kissed his chest, and went off to sleep.
The next day TJ rode by her house as promised. The broken window pane was taped up, but there was no new activity and no new damage to the home.
"I'll be home soon, ok?" TJ told her. Stephanie smiled, curled back up in his bed, still nude, and flipped through the channels on his TV.
When he arrived later that evening, Stephanie was waiting for him on the couch. TJ smiled, unzipped his pants after taking his belt off, sat down and enjoyed Stephanie's wonderful oral skills. She was moaning and slurping loudly on TJ's cock. TJ's head was rested back on the couch cushion. The two didn't even notice TJ's temporary roommate arrive. He had been gone for a few days to Los Angeles.
He cleared his throat, causing Stephanie to rise up with a look of shock on her face. TJ's eyes widen and stared at his roommate. There was several seconds of silence as the nude Stephanie looked to his roommate and the roommate looked back to both of them. She was paralyzed with embarrassment.
Finally TJ spoke, "Uh, Steph, this is my roommate and half-brother, Ulysses. He was in LA for awhile and I thought he'd be back tomorrow, otherwise we should've taken this to the bedroom." TJ said, laughing awkwardly, slightly embarrassed as well. Stephanie's hand was still frozen to the base of TJ's cock.
Ulysses smiled and nodded. TJ continued, "So yes, Stephanie meet Ulysses. Ulysses meet Stephanie. She's a friend of my family that I hadn't seen in a long time. It's a long story."
"Hi," Ulysses said, nodding politely. He wasn't as tall as TJ, but was just as dark. He had a long ponytail of dreads behind him. He looked like he could be a wide-receiver or perhaps a track star - very toned and very muscular.



Stephanie cleared her throat and nodded back. She slowly turned to TJ, then down to the cock in her hand, then back to Ulysses, smiling awkwardly as well.
"Um..." Stephanie said, trailing off.
*******************************************************************
Stephanie gripped the back cushion of the couch. TJ was sitting in the middle and he was gripping her hips. Ulysses was behind Stephanie, steadily pumping back and forth. Both men were in her vagina, sliding back and forth, stretching her beyond belief. She had never had two men at the same time, much less two in the same access point. The three of them were quiet, occasionally huffing and puffing as they worked. Stephanie could feel the sweat trailing down her back. TJ's face was buried in her chest. Stephanie looked over her shoulder, bringing her hand behind Ulysses' head, pulling in him for a kiss while her other hand firmly head TJ's head in between her tits. "I only live once," she thought to herself as her tongue swirled around Ulysses'.
"You're beautiful," Ulysses said, looking into her eyes after the kiss.
"So are you two," Stephanie replied.
*******************************************************************
"Still fine, Steph. Your house looks fine and secure," TJ informed her the next evening when he patrolled by her home.
"Thank you so much, TJ. It means a lot to me," Stephanie replied back at his apartment. Her hand was resting on Ulysses' chest below her. She ended the call, lowering herself to kiss him. He grabbed her hips, rolling on top of her. His style of love-making was virtually identical to TJ's.
Later that night the three of them rolled around in bed, writhing, moaning, slithering and sweating, as the two men worshipped Stephanie's body. Having spent the day getting to know Ulysses, in bed, she had forgotten to call Fat Rob again.
The next morning, as sunlight illuminated Stephanie's nude body as it lay in between two black men, her phone rang. It was Fat Rob. "I want my money now! Do you understand me? I know it's not much, but I want it now," He demanded.
"Yes! It's yours, all of it. I'm so sorry I wasn't trying to avoid you, I just - " Stephanie tried to explain the previous weekend, how she lost him at the club.
"I don't care bitch. Meet me at noon at the front door of the club. I want all of it, you don't get a cut from those dances you sold," he demanded, hanging up on her.
With a feeling of dread, she told TJ of what Fat Rob demanded. He offered to take her to the location and keep her safe if need be. For the first time in a few days she put clothes on and left TJ's apartment.
Besides Fat Rob yanking Stephanie's purse out of her hand, calling her a few a few more bad names, while searching through it to make sure she wasn't lying the meeting was actually not as scary as Stephanie thought. She sighed, getting back in the police cruiser with TJ.
"I'd hate it if I WAS a prostitute and he was my pimp," She joked, trying to make light of her situation. TJ drove her back to his apartment and headed back to his patrol route. Stephanie spent the rest of the day with Ulysses embedded balls deep in her.
That night after their threesome, Stephanie spoke up, sighing, "I think I want to go somewhere this weekend. I have a sister in Tampa Bay I should visit before I move to Minnesota. I just want to clear my head too. You know?" She asked the two men in bed with her.
TJ sat up, "I understand, how long will you stay? Will we see you once more before you leave?"
"Only for the weekend really and of course you'll see me before I leave. I'm recruiting you two to help me load the moving truck my daughter and son-in-law and driving down!" She joked.
"We'll be glad to," Ulysses said. "I have to go to Miami this weekend. The modeling agency is calling me down again. If you are ok with staying a couple extra days in Tampa, I'll be glad to drop you off and pick you back up."
"Oh I don't know, are you sure you don't mind taking me to my sister's?"
"Not at all," Ulysses smiled, lying back on the bed. Stephanie joined him, her left hand around Ulysses' cock, slowly stroking it; her right hand around TJ's doing the same.
"I can't take you, I'm on duty," TJ piped in, moaning lightly as Stephanie stroked them both. They were both rock hard now and Stephanie rose up to face them, guiding them to lay side-by-side so she could orally service their cocks at the same time.
"That'd be really sweet of you, Ulysses," she said, kissing the tip of his cock. She loved these black cocks.
"Ahhhh," he moaned, "my pleasure. I like driving instead of flying down there anyway."
Stephanie sucked one cock vigorously before switching to the other one. She was looking forward to this. She felt bad about not seeing her sister Julianne for Thanksgiving a couple weeks back. Now she'd be able to before she moved plus get out of town a bit after the situation with Fat Rob. Her sister in Tampa had gone through some rough times with her ex-husband. It would be nice check in on her in a surprise visit. The night ended a few hours later when the three of them collapsed on the bed in a sweaty mess.
Early the next morning, shortly before the sun rose, Ulysses took Stephanie to her house to gather some clothes and a few things for the trip. She gave him the address to enter into his GPS device. Ulysses did so, backing out of her drive way. Stephanie leaned over the middle console of the car, unbuttoned and unzipped Ulysses' shorts, pulling his cock out and went to work. She had a seven hour trip before them, plenty of time to service his dick.
Chapter 10
The ride down to Tampa was fairly quiet. Ulysses drove the whole way while Stephanie serviced his cock. They stopped for lunch about halfway. It was the only time something other than a penis was in Stephanie's mouth.
The conversation was great. She learned a lot about Ulysses. They talked about his fitness model career. He mentioned there was a woman he works with often that he feels he could easily marry but she's already married, so he doesn't try to pursue it.
Patrick called to check in on her. She informed him things are looking good for next weekend. Ulysses raised an eyebrow when he heard Stephanie banter back and forth playfully with the caller. She informed him it was her son-in-law and that their flirtatious ways were all in good fun.
Ulysses glanced at Stephanie's cleavage, "I bet he has a thing for you."
"Oh I'm sure he does," she replied.
"Have you ever thought about, you know, you and him?" Ulysses asked, taking a bite of food.
"Ha! He is very sweet, but I couldn't hurt my daughter like that, unless it was a very strange situation or if there was alcohol involved and poor Patrick was heartbroken. Who knows?"
Ulysses chuckled and nodded, finishing his meal. He paid the check and the two continued their journey. When Stephanie got back in the car's passenger side, she resumed her cock-sucking position.
"Mmmm, you're really good at that. You like it huh?" Ulysses asked as he drove.
Taking his cock out of her mouth with a loud pop, Stephanie said, "I first had sex with a black man a couple weeks ago. I think I'm hooked!"
"There's probably not a lot of black men in Minnesota," Ulysses said.
"I'll just have to find a substitute," Stephanie said, lowering herself, engulfing his cock once more.
*******************************************************************
"We're here," Ulysses said, putting the car in park in Stephanie's sister's driveway.
Stephanie took the cock she had been sucking the entire way there out of her mouth and sat up in the passenger side. "Ok, let's head inside," she said.
Julianne's face lit up briefly when she saw her sister. She asked why she was visiting. Stephanie explained about her move and wanted to make sure she saw her before she left. She didn't mention the strip club or the past couple weeks filled with sex. Julianne nodded to Ulysses, unsure of who he was. Stephanie explained he was a good friend that she hitched a ride with.
Ulysses used the restroom, politely thanking Julianne, giving her a brief hug. He did the same to Stephanie, telling her he would see her on Tuesday, and then he left.
"He seemed nice," Julianne sighed, pouring a glass of water. Stephanie moved behind her and rested her chin on her younger sister's shoulder. She had been through so much heartbreak, the sadness was apparent.
"I missed you at Thanksgiving. I feel like we should've come here, but it didn't work out that way," Stephanie said, still holding her sister. Julianne was 44, a couple inches taller, had similar blond hair and bangs, and breasts that were impressive, although not as huge as Stephanie's. She like all her sisters had an amazing figure still.
They chatted a bit, about nothing important, and then decided to go out to dinner - Stephanie's treat. Julianne confessed it had been months since she left the house. Stephanie asked her if she was on any medication for depression. Julianne said she was.
The conversation got fairly sad pretty quick. Julianne said she doesn't talk to her children much, as she doesn't want to bring them down. Her daughter Gisele, a recent college graduate, didn't come home for Thanksgiving and her son, who lives in Tampa, doesn't stop by much.
Stephanie couldn't help but feel for her younger sister. Knowing how horrible divorce is, she could empathize what Julianne was going through; though what Stephanie experienced was nothing compared to the betrayal and heartbreak her sister did. "A nice, big cock would make you feel better," Stephanie said to herself, making herself chuckle softly.
"What?"Julianne laugh.
"Oh nothing, I was just thinking about pretty your hair looks. In fact, how pretty you look as a whole," She replied, patting her sister's hand from across the table, attempting to make her feel better. Julianne faked a smile, probably assuming her sister was trying to be nice.
That evening they watched a few movies and Julianne fell asleep on the couch. Stephanie woke her and helped her to her bed. She stood in the door watching her sister go back to sleep. She felt so bad for her.
Chapter 11
The next day Stephanie woke early and made breakfast. Julianne thanked her and slowly ate. Afterward, Stephanie began cleaning her sister's house. It was very sparse, as her ex-husband took almost everything, but was very dusty and needed cleaning.
"Yours look great, sis," Stephanie said, flipping through an old Playboy magazine. It was the issue Julianne posed in.
"Not as nice as yours," She muttered, grabbing the magazine from her hands and tossing it on a nearby book shelf.
After a few hours of cleaning, dusting, arranging boxes and furniture, Stephanie took her sister shopping. She bought her a couple of dresses and other outfits. The clothes were a vast improvement on the dreary and frumpy clothes she seemed to wear around the house. Maybe a change in look would give her a slight injection of happiness. "An injection of something else, might work too," Stephanie thought, the image of a glorious, sperm-spurting, black cock popped into her head.
Stephanie cooked dinner that night. Julianne thanked her and found her usual spot on the couch. About midnight, Stephanie had dozed off on the couch next to Julianne. She was awoken about an hour later by a car door slamming shut in the driveway next door.
Getting off the couch to peer through the blinds, she saw a very tall, older black man get out of the car. "That must be Tony, TJ's dad," She thought, as she watched him enter the home. She had nearly forgotten he still lived next door. She raised an eyebrow when she saw him undo his belt and unbutton his pants as he was walking up the driveway to the front door, illuminated by a street light.
Stephanie moved to the kitchen in order to follow the movements in the house next door. The houses in the neighborhood were pretty close together. Some windows matched up with similar windows on the houses next to them. If a neighbor had modesty they would keep their blinds closed at night. Luckily, for Stephanie, this man named Tony did not have modesty.
She watched the kitchen light come on from Julianne's own darkened kitchen. What Stephanie saw made her pussy start to leak. Tony had entered the kitchen, apparently fully nude, and was standing at the refrigerator's open door. She could see his bare back, her hand sliding into her shorts, admiring his large muscular frame - just like TJ's.
She watched Tony prepare a drink of some sort and head out the back door of the house. Stephanie had to change to another window to afford a good view of his back yard. She watched the nude black man make his way to a lounge chair near the swimming pool and hot tub that was facing away from Stephanie's view. She watched him take a sip of his drink every few seconds.
Stephanie's peripheral vision picked up some movement coming from house. She gasped when she saw two more naked people head to the back yard where Tony was lounging by the pool. When she turned to see who they were, she saw two, young, white girls, holding hands, walking slowly toward Tony. They were both the same height and had the same long, brown hair. From what Stephanie could tell, the two girl's breasts weren't very large, but their asses were perfect little bubble butts.
Stephanie was furiously rubbing her clit, as she watched the two girls sit with Tony, running their hands over his naked body, and appear to lean down and pepper it with kisses. She gasped again when one of the girls brought Tony's long, black rod into view and licked one side while the other girl licked the other side. Stephanie let out a soft moan when she saw its impressive size - just like TJ's.
What transpired over the next several minutes was each girl taking turn riding him to hushed orgasm. They appeared to try their best to be quiet. Stephanie knew Tony was still married, at least she thought he was.
Tony lay motionless for most of this. When it was his turn to cum, the two girls pressed their butts together, trapping his cock in between them, and began sliding their asses up and down his dark rod. When he ejaculated it was like a fountain erupting, spewing semen on both the girl's lower backs. Stephanie's mouth hung open as she watched.
Frantically searching through her sister's top dresser drawer for sex toy, she found nothing. Instead Stephanie settled for rubbing herself to several orgasms before falling asleep in the guest bedroom.
Chapter 12
"So does Tony still live next door?" Stephanie asked Julianne the next morning at breakfast.
"Yeah," Was her solemn reply.
"Ah. Do you ever see him?" she asked.
"Not really," Julianne shrugged, eating her eggs.
"He was married right?" Stephanie prodded.
"Yeah. Still is I think. Her name is Joanne."
"Do they have children?"
"Yeah one between them. She lives across town. Joanne had a few kids from her previous marriage. Not sure where they are. I know the twins still live there in the house. They're in high school by now," Julianne explained.
Stephanie nodded slowly, taking it in. Those must've been Tony's stepdaughters servicing his cock last night in the back yard. She decided to change the subject. She also decided on something else, but needed Ulysses' help. He would be there in a couple days.
The rest of the day dragged on. Stephanie took Julianne shopping again. This time it was for a couple of lingerie items and much to Julianne's reluctance, an adult store. Stephanie bought Julianne a modestly size dildo, telling her it's just for fun, and to use it if she ever felt like it. Stephanie knew deep down that it may not get much use. She knew when someone is depressed, their libido can suffer. She also bought a dildo for herself. It wasn't so modestly sized. Julianne just rolled her eyes, watching Stephanie pay for the toys.
She also spoke with TJ, who had checked on her house daily. No one was there, no more forced entry. Stephanie assumed since Fat Rob got his money he was done with her.
The next two nights were a repeat except with one minor difference. Stephanie watched from the kitchen window, late at night, the twin girl's suck, lick, and ride that delicious cock of Tony's. The only difference was that her own delicious dildo was lodged into her pussy, slowly going in and out, as she stood there watching the show. The girl's erect nipples in the cool night air being pinched by Tony as they slid their bubble butts up and down his shaft. She came with them and she came with him. She wanted to join so badly, she wanted him inside her. It had been a few days since she had any cock and she was getting very restless. Ulysses would be there tomorrow.
*******************************************************************
Stephanie dug her nails into Ulysses' back, trying her best to be quiet as he pumped his hips manically into her after he slammed her onto the guest bed. She nearly dragged him into that room so she could use him to take the edge off before the three of them went out to dinner.
"Hi there, I love that new dress I got you," Stephanie told Julianne a few moments later after her quickie with Ulysses. He was in the shower and the two ladies chatted about where to eat.
Dinner was pleasant, though a bit rushed. Stephanie jacked Ulysses' cock under the table while sitting on the opposite side from her sister. Julianne had a few glasses of wine, following Stephanie's suggestion. The wine was working too. Julianne seemed far more upbeat and friendly while she chatted with Ulysses. Stephanie was happy to see her smile more.
Back at Julianne's house after dinner, all three were enjoying more wine Stephanie had picked up from the store. Ulysses sat in between them on the couch.
"No, Steph don't!" Julianne begged her sister not to bring out Julianne's Playboy issue. Stephanie didn't listen and plopped the magazine on Ulysses' lap.
"Check her out. She was 35 when she posed. So gorgeous," Stephanie said, sitting back down next to Ulysses. They looked at her photos, much to Julianne's embarrassment. Stephanie complimented her in each photo, admiring her breasts, her legs, and her face, much to Julianne's continued dismay.
"Ok that's enough," Julianne grabbed the magazine, standing, walking back to put it on the shelf where it belonged. She sat next to Ulysses on the couch and downed her wine. Stephanie happily poured her more and checked the time. It was almost midnight.
The three sat, talked, and drank for the next hour. The two sisters told funny stories on each other. Stephanie told stories on her nephew, Julianne's son, taking a Playboy Playmate to the prom - his mother.
"He didn't seem to care," Julianne slurred.
"What did you two do afterward?" Ulysses asked, observing Julianne's increased intoxication.
"Came home, had sex, the usual," She laughed, causing Ulysses to attempt to hide a giggle.
"Ha! I bet!" Stephanie exclaimed.
"No we didn't do that. That'd be weird," Julianne replied with a glazed look and lazy smile on her face. "He's probably across town getting some action right now. He's a little bit of a ladies' man," Julianne said, leaning in to whisper into Ulysses' ear. "Like you, right?"
"Well, I uh, I don't know," Ulysses replied awkwardly.
Stephanie looked for opportunities and this was it. She excused herself to the restroom. Instead of heading there she went to the kitchen. She peeped out the back window and saw the two twin girls walking back inside, holding hands, leaving Tony there to sip more of his drink. Apparently they were done with him for the night.
Stephanie started getting aroused. She peeped back into the living room and a mischievous grin came across her face when she saw her sister's head bobbing up and down in Ulysses' lap. He was laying his head back looking forward the ceiling. Stephanie went back to look into Tony's backyard. He was still there, still naked, still sipping a drink. Now was her chance.



She peeped in on the living room once more. This time she saw Julianne go into straddling position, remove her shirt and bra for Ulysses, and begin kissing him madly.
*******************************************************************
The grass was damp, sliding in between her toes. The night air was cool, causing her to shiver slightly. The moon was bright, providing enough light to see her target destination. She was nude, walking across the yard to the fence that bordered Tony's property, having quickly shed her clothes. Her t-shirt and shorts lying in a pile on the kitchen floor, no underwear; she hadn't worn underwear since her first date with Fat Rob.
Slowly entering Tony's backyard through the door on the chain link fence, she traipsed over to him silently. As she got closer she could see his physique much better. He had the musculature of a body builder - just like TJ.
Tony turned his head when his peripheral vision picked up on her movements. He watched this naked, blonde woman, with huge breasts and an amazing body come into view, standing in front of him.
"Hi," Stephanie said. Tony nodded in return, setting his drink on the small table next to the lounge chair.
Stephanie went to her knees, not saying another word, massaging his feet, his calves, his thighs, trailing her breasts along his legs as she traveled up his body. Kissing and licking her way up his thighs, she made her way to his weakened cock. She licked it slowly, listening to Tony moan as she did, watching it gradually regain its strength.
When it was fully hard again, Stephanie straddled him, guiding it into her dripping wet pussy. She lowered herself all the way down on it and moaned. She took one final look at Tony, smiling softly at him, grabbing his hands, guiding them to her breasts. She rose upward, her feet still on the grass, the cockhead barely inside her. She counted to three, thinking to herself, "I only live once."
Stephanie then slammed down hard on Tony, impaling herself deeply with his cock. She rose up and did it again and again and again. She ran her hands through her hair as she squatted up and down on his cock. Tony was still holding her tits in place and gritting his teeth as she rode him, bouncing wildly, stabbing herself on TJ's father's equally impressive member.
After a few moments, her thighs began to tire, her eyes rolled into the back of her head, and she was cumming. She shook and convulsed when she slammed down on his cock one last time. She did it, she was done, but he wasn't.
Collapsing on his chest, kissing and licking his neck, face, and shoulder, she whispered to him in between breaths and kisses, "I'm Stephanie. Not sure if you remember me, but I'm Julianne's older sister. I'm visiting her for a few days."
"Thought you looked familiar. How long are you in town?" Tony asked.
"We're leaving early in the morning."
"That's a pity," Tony said, sitting up, taking her with him. Stephanie held on tight as he took her to the hot tub.
The next hour was a total blur. Stephanie rode him in the hot tub to several climaxes. Tony picked her up, fucking her while standing in it, spinning her around, savagely taking her from behind as water and sweat dripped from her body into the tub. He slammed her gently onto the grass. They rolled around over and over in an out-of-control fuckfest; ending with Tony spraying semen all over her face.
No other words were said except, "Have a safe trip back," arrogantly by Tony as he headed inside, leaving her with a drunken smile on her face, covered in water, sweat, grass, dirt, and semen. She crawled through the fence door, feeling sluttier than she's ever had before, but at the same time, relief. It was over. She'd go home tomorrow. Say goodbye to TJ and Ulysses via a couple more threeways, then welcome her daughter and son-in-law into her home to help her pack and move. She'd be in Minnesota in a week's time, leaving all this behind her. She'd be seeing her favorite man in the world, her son, for Christmas. She would be back to middle-aged mom mode. She was ok with that.
Crawling into Julianne's house, she stood, gathered her clothes and headed to the shower. Stephanie stopped by Julianne's closed bedroom door and listened for a moment as her sister and Ulysses made love. She envisioned his back slick with sweat as he worked, imaging Julianne's fingers trailing his back, as she climaxed over and over again.
The shower was warm and wonderful. Stephanie felt at peace when she dried herself off. She climbed into bed, still nude, and went to sleep with a smile on her face.
Chapter 13
"We're here," Ulysses said the next evening. Stephanie sat up in the passenger side, his cock sliding out of her mouth. It had been another wonderful car ride. It had been a wonderful day. She listened as Julianne and Ulysses said goodbye in the shower that morning, smiling to herself as she packed her things, wondering if those two would see each other again. She couldn't help but feel good about bringing her sister a little happiness.
Stephanie was home now. She looked at the busted, taped over window and sighed. She entered her home without fear though. She and Ulysses made love in shower just as he did that morning with Julianne. They fell asleep in each other's arms.
The next day TJ showed up. Stephanie greeted him at her front door, naked, riding him to climax on the floor.
The three of them spent the next few days in Stephanie's bed. TJ only left to go to work. Stephanie only put clothes on to oversee the window-fixing project. Once that was complete, she was nude again, riding and cumming with her two friends until the next morning.
*******************************************************************
The next evening Patrick grabbed and hugged Stephanie with all his might when she answered the door. He twirled his mother-in-law around, extremely happy to see her. Carrie, her daughter, smiled softly, hugging her mom. Stephanie was so happy to see them both. She had a nice meal prepared and the three of them sat to discuss the next day's packing plans. Stephanie told them she recruited two friends to help.
After a couple hours of chatting about Carrie's siblings, Christmas plans, various odds and ends about the move, her date with Patrick tomorrow night, Patrick and Carrie headed to bed in the guest room leaving Stephanie alone.
She reflected on the past several weeks. She looked forward to an actual new chapter, one that involved her being close to her family, not moving away. Stephanie called her son, Dan, letting him know she loved him and couldn't wait to be there closer to everyone. He still sounded sad over his breakup. "I really need you," he told his mother.
"I'll be there soon. I can't wait to see you," She replied. A brief image of Stephanie dancing for him popped into her head. She smiled at herself and shook from her thoughts. She ended the phone call and headed to bed. Tomorrow would be a tiring day.
Carrie's eyes widened with surprise as she greeted two black men at her mother's door the next morning, letting them in, calling to her mom. They dwarfed her 5'3" height. Stephanie rushed past her, hugging the two men, telling Carrie these were the friends that had come to help. Carrie nodded slowly, still skeptical of the situation.
The rest of the day was filled with hard labor as the five moved boxes and furniture from Stephanie's house into the large moving truck. They left only two mattresses for that evening and a few other items they would load into the morning.
TJ and Ulysses got most of the heavy items. Carrie would help when needed. Both she and Patrick seemed to get along with them very well. Stephanie smiled looking out the window later in the day as Carrie was chatting and laughing with TJ and Ulysses near the moving truck.
Patrick, as predicted, was by her side, helping his mother-in-law with boxing, moving, and lifting heavier items.
By dinner time, they were done. Stephanie gave TJ and Ulysses some money for supper, winking at Patrick, reminding him he was taking her out to dinner. Stephanie looked at the two men she had come to be great friends with. She thought about their trysts together, accepting that the phase was done, not regretting a second. She hugged them both goodbye, exchanged numbers, and emails and saw them off.
Chapter 14
"Wow, mom, you look incredible," Carrie noted when Stephanie walked down the stairs to meet an eager Patrick. She was wearing a long, black dress with ample cleavage.
"She sure does," he chimed in.
"Thank you, both," Stephanie replied, grabbing her coat, and Patrick's arm. They were headed to dinner for their "date."
"You'll be ok alone?" Stephanie asked Carrie, the window incident still in the back of her mind.
"Sure, I'll be fine. I'll probably do some cleaning up and head to bed early," Carrie said. They said their goodbyes; Patrick opened the door for Stephanie and they headed off.
Dinner was a jovial occasion filled with laughter. They didn't talk about Carrie much, they mainly talked about Stephanie. Patrick reiterated how nice it'll be to have her around. Stephanie sensed more sadness in his eyes. He wanted someone to talk to, to be friends with, qualities that perhaps Carrie didn't provide him. Stephanie was happy to fill that void, though was concerned her daughter might not be. They held hands after the meal, enjoying more wine, Patrick telling her how lucky he was to have such a great in-law.
Patrick had a little too much wine, so Stephanie drove from the restaurant. When they arrived back home, she had to help him inside. She wondered if he was pretending so it'd be an excuse for him to wrap his arm around her for balance. If he was, she didn't care.
Stephanie smiled, watching Patrick head up the stairs to the guest room, thinking how sweet he had been that evening. She set her purse down, slipping off her high heels, stepping onto the carpet and heading toward the small office area for one last look at her Playboy scrapbook before packing it. Her walk down memory lane wasn't going to be long; they were driving to Minnesota tomorrow.
Getting closer to the room, Stephanie noticed light from the small lamp in the room emanating from it, piquing her curiosity. "Maybe I left it on by accident earlier," she thought to herself.
The soft smile faded when she turned the corner of the small office. Her mouth dropped as she stood just past the doorway, bringing her hand slowly to cover it as she watched the scene before her with a mixture of rage and sadness. She was unable to look away.
Carrie gripped the back cushion of the small loveseat left in the room. TJ was sitting in the loveseat and he was gripping her hips. Ulysses was behind Carrie, steadily pumping back and forth. Stephanie was unable to tell which access point Ulysses was using, her daughter's anus or perhaps both men were using her vagina. It didn't matter. The three of them were quiet, occasionally huffing and puffing as they worked. Stephanie could see the sweat glistening on Ulysses' back. TJ's face was buried in Carrie's chest. Carrie looked over her shoulder, bringing her hand behind Ulysses' head, pulling in him for a kiss while her other hand firmly head TJ's head in between her tits.
Stephanie had seen enough. Patrick was her first thought. The pain he could go through if he saw them doing this. She wasn't as angry at the two men, she wasn't dating them - she was angrier at her daughter for hurting her husband like this. Stephanie reasoned that Patrick could never know.
Stephanie paced around the house for a moment to gather her thoughts. She glanced out the back window and saw TJ's police cruiser parked on a side street adjacent to the house. She assumed Carrie contacted them and arranged them to park and hide their vehicle there. They would slip out when they were done with her and head home.
Her thoughts went back to Patrick, his smile, his laughter, his thoughtfulness to organize this moving event and to come all the way from Minnesota made Stephanie feel even worse. Her heart was breaking for him, for something he would hopefully never know, unless Carrie admitted it. In that moment Stephanie made a choice. She knew that two wrongs didn't make a right, but she didn't care.
"Come in," Patrick answered the soft knock at the guest room door a few moments later. Stephanie entered with an awkward smile on her face.
"Hey, you seen Carrie?" Patrick asked, sitting on the edge of the mattress, taking his shoes off.
Stephanie didn't answer him, immediately moving to his side, clearing her throat. "Patrick, can you keep a secret?"
"Huh?"
"A secret. As in, something you would never, ever, share with anyone," Stephanie replied, her voice somewhat frantic, looking back to the door.
"Yeah, Steph, what's wrong? You ok?"
"I'm fine," she lied, "I need to know for sure if you can keep a secret."
"I can! It's ok. What's going on?" Patrick asked, his eyebrows furling with concern.
"Can you never, ever, ever, repeat to anyone what is about to happen here tonight? Never tell a soul about what is getting ready to take place?" Stephanie asked her son-in-law, shaking while she grabbed his face, turning it to her own for emphasis.
"Steph, please, it's ok. I promise I would never tell anyone a secret you share with me. Now, what's going to happen?" Patrick asked, legitimately concerned by Stephanie urgency.
She released his face, slowly looking to her feet before she rose off the mattress to stand in front of Patrick.
"Steph, I," Patrick shook his head, unsure of what was happening.
Stephanie took a deep break and exhaled slowly. Thoughts of her daughter being double teamed in the other room downstairs coursed through her head. She thought about poor Patrick and the pain and suffering he could go through. Stephanie slowly slid a strap from her dress over her shoulder.
Patrick looked on, his eyes widening as he watched Stephanie slid the other strap over the other shoulder. Then their eyes met. Stephanie slowly started nodding her head with Patrick as he caught on.
Stephanie slid the rest of her dress down past her stomach, over her hips, over her thighs and down to her feet, stepping out of it and kicking it lightly to the side. She wasn't wearing underwear.
Patrick's mouth was hanging open, "C-C-Carrie," he stuttered.
"Shhhhh," Stephanie replied, taking a step further toward him, running her fingers through his thinning hair. In her mind she was going to make things right, she was going to make herself feel better, knowing someone was going to be with this sweet man tonight. "Our little secret."
Patrick nodded, a small smile coming over his face, placing his hands on Stephanie's bare waist, guiding her to straddle him. They looked into each other's eyes for moment and then began kissing passionately.
*****
There will be a second story with Steph. It will feature her son. What happens after this first story will be touched on as a plot device in the second story along with other few interesting tidbits.
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The Challenge 4: Origins and Revelations
Chapter 1
He was going to take her. After weeks of watching her, studying her, memorizing her daily routine, Robby was going to hunt her down and take her. He didn't want to do it, deep down, but his animal urges of being stranded with her, had become too much to resist. He hated the island, he hated how long they've been stuck there, he hated himself for even entertaining the idea of doing what he was about to do.
Robby watched her undress from his vantage point behind a cluster of palm trees. It was a full moon. The pale light was bouncing off her sweaty skin. She placed what was left of her clothing in a small pile. They were all but tattered rags now, her panties full of holes, her top shredded by a knife to use scraps of it as strings and ties. Robby watched her slowly enter the small pool of water at the base of a small waterfall.
He chastised himself for being turned on; he hated himself when he'd watch her work on the beach during the day, her tanned skin accentuating her musculature that was now visible due to massive weight loss. He would stare at the underside of her breasts and bare tummy while she carried coconuts. He would watch her hips sway when she surfaced from the ocean water with a fresh haul of clams, her light-brown hair slicked back, remnants of her shirt sticking to her skin. After weeks, Robby watched her, each day bringing him closer to taking her.
Masturbation only worked for so long. Robby would sneak off away from camp at night, jerking his cock behind a tree, or in the same pool area he just now watched her wade into. He felt more shame for cumming to thoughts of her. Over time, that shame faded, the desire for a real pussy milking his shaft instead of a hand coming to the forefront of his mind.
Robby's desires multiplied tenfold when he caught her pleasuring herself one night. She had wandered off from camp and was gone for quite a while. There were no animals on the island that could hunt, kill, and eat a human but Robby thought there might be snakes or, in his most paranoid thoughts, a rat could bite her and infection could follow. He didn't know for sure. He was concerned and told Cori he'd be back in a little bit.
Robby stopped dead in his tracks when he saw her, naked, in the pool, the small waterfall behind her, furiously rubbing her clit, moaning into the night. She was beautiful. Robby nearly came in his own tattered shorts, when he watched her turn around, thrust her hips forward, allowing the surging water to crash down on her pussy. It was nature's own high-powered shower nozzle. He watched her shake and buck her hips, while holding on to vines on each side of the waterfall as the flowing water lapped at her pussy, causing her to scream out in orgasmic bliss, becoming one with nature.
The instant his hand grabbed his throbbing bulge, he ejaculated. After seeing that beautiful display, he started watching, planning and deciding when to take her. Robby considered the risks, thinking that maybe she'd understand given their situation on the island.
Watching her bathe, running the water through her hair, over her medium-sized breasts, and over her hips, he began getting aroused. Robby watched her turn to the waterfall, her lover, and smile, extending her hand to it, considering on making love to it once more. So many nights on their three months on the island, the flowing water of that little waterfall, unknowingly brought her so many orgasms. Tonight though, she decided not to treat it to her body. Slinking out of the water, as clean as a soap-free bath could get a person, he made his move.
It was his 18th birthday and this would be his present to himself.
****
Robby looked back toward camp and then around him to make sure Cori wasn't near. He pulled off his tattered shirt and shorts and rushed to her, grabbing her tightly from behind, and as gently as possible guided her to the sandy ground.
She cried out, startled by him, "Robby!"
The side of her face in the sand, she tried pushing herself up and him off her, but he was too strong. He flipped her over on her back, "Robby! What are you doing?!?" Her were arms flailing, attempting to push him away, his face wrought with hunger and desperation.
As soon as she figured out what he was doing, feeling a hard cock against her tummy, as he struggled to move downward to enter her, she relaxed slightly. "Robby, no. No. Don't do this," she pleaded in a stern manner, her legs attempting to push him off at his hips.
"Robby, no!" She said again sternly. Robby managed to push her legs apart and slam himself down. "Robby, you don't need to do this," she said, almost calmly.
His head was resting on her shoulder, his hips thrusting away, trying to find a way in to her, "Robby please."
She was struggling, moving from side to side, her legs unable to push his weight off her. Robby found his way in; finally, he pushed in all the way, listening to her groan. "No!" she cried out.
Robby pinned her hands down, and was thrusting away manically with no order or pattern. He peered into her eyes, his own eyes apologizing for doing this, for taking her. She looked at his eyes, her face wincing from discomfort, her eyes not showing anger but sadness and empathy.
When it was done, Robby filled her with semen, collapsing on top of her. They began crying. He was crying because they were still stuck on the island with no idea of when, or if, rescue would arrive. He was also crying because of the overwhelming guilt that now flooded him.
"I'm sorry, I'm so sorry," He pleaded in between sobs.
She sniffed, her body relaxing, her hands running through his blonde hair. "Shhh, it's ok," she sighed. She let him do this; she could've resisted more, but chose to allow it to happen.
Robby sobbed uncontrollably at his actions, he did not suspect the guilt would be this bad, "Please forgive me."
"Robby, just stop, it's ok. Alright, just relax," She comforted him, her hands trailing down his back.
Robby sniffed a few more times, propping himself up on his elbows, looking down into her loving eyes, "It just came over me, and we've been here so long, and I -- "
"Robby, enough, it's fine," She said, caressing his face. "It's over and done with."
"I'm sorry mom," Robby said, calming down, his breathing returning to normal.
Chapter 2
Robby's Aunt Cori greeted them when they returned to camp, "Where'd you two go?"
"Went for a walk," Robby's mother, Karen, answered before Robby could say anything.
"Ok, well there's some of that fish left if you two want to split it," Cori nodded in the direction of the large fish they had captured. It was rare, but a beautiful thing. In the three months they've been there, they've managed to catch maybe five good sized fish to cook up. Coconuts, clams, oysters, and an occasional trapped lizard usually consisted of their meals.
Karen sat next to Robby on the log by the fire, her arms entwined in his. He took a couple bites and offered it to her. Opening her mouth, he slid a piece in, her lips tracing his finger. Sitting by the fire, stoking it, putting more wood on it, Robby calmed down. He shook his head at their situation.
"Mom, I'm -- " he whispered before being interrupted. Cori had fallen asleep.
"Robby, I said forget it. It happened, it's done. Alright?" Karen whispered back, leaning her head on his shoulder.
"I'm sorry if I hurt you," Robby sighed.
"It was a little uncomfortable," Karen said, patting his forearm. "Don't worry about it."
Robby's risk paid off, his mother wasn't too angry, she understood, knowing his teenage hormones pushed him over the edge.
A couple hours later, Robby began getting sleepy, his eyes heavy. He felt his mother slip out from under his arm. He lowered his head to his knee, resting it on his forearm. He a few moments later, just before sleep began to take him, he heard his mother clear her throat from somewhere behind him.
Robby turned to the direction of the sound behind to see his mother nude, the light from the fire illuminating her skin. "Robby, let's go back to the pool."
They became one with the water, one with each other, mother and son giving everything to each other. Robby stood in the shallow pool, his mother's legs wrapped around his waist, the waterfall behind them. He pumped upward, slamming into her, grunting as he worked. Karen moaned, her mouth hanging open, her hands clasped behind Robby's neck. Peering into each other's eyes, they climaxed together this time.
Karen slowly turned to her former lover, the waterfall; as if to tell it she had a new lover, a human this time. Her orgasm built up, surging through her spine, her arms wrapping around Robby, pulling herself against him.
Night after night, they met after Cori went to sleep. Night after night, in the pool, making love, the jealous pussy-licking waterfall, watching on silently. After a week, their love making sessions included a morning bath, another week, and Robby mounted her from behind while she held on tightly to a coconut tree, both shaded from the burning noon sun.
It was only a matter of time on that little deserted island that Aunt Cori would discover them.
****
Cori and Karen slammed Robby against the waterfall, attacking him with kisses, licks, and sucks. It had been three days since Cori found her sister and nephew in the throes of passion. Getting back to camp before they did, she waited. When they finally arrived, Cori stood, removed her ragged clothing and presented herself to them, silently asking them to be part of their new relationship. Karen and Robby stood, not saying a word, and removed their own clothes. The three of them had been naked ever since.
Robby was exhausted, pleasuring both women every chance he got. Gathering wood, coconuts, and clams took longer due to having to stop to tend to one of the women's needs. He loved it.
A few weeks passed, Robbie sat at the camp one night, watching his mother and aunt. They stood facing each other, holding hands, their bodies nearly silhouettes due to the fire behind them.
Robbie watched them become one that night. He moaned as their first kiss ended, their tongues recoiling slowly back into their mouths, leaving a string of sparkling, fire lit saliva between them.
The two sisters went at it for hours, exploring each other's bodies, grinding their pussies together, ending their session by swallowing Robby's seed after a lengthy blow job. Robby smiled, looking to the starry sky, while his mother and aunt, kissed once more, sharing his semen.
Robby was the king of that island, his mother and aunt, his queens. He hoped they would never get rescued.
Chapter 3
Six months since the pilot in one of Robby's father's private planes had a heart attack during flight, his arm banging the control wheel, changing its course during his death throes, inadvertently guiding them into a south Pacific storm. Robbie, recalling flight lessons his wealthy father purchased for him was able to crash the plane on a nearby island, without causing any injuries or death.
The three lone survivors walked along the beach, watching the sun set in the distance. They were naked as usual, holding hands, and chatting about old times before the crash. The feeling of euphoria Robbie was feeling by holding his mother's hand to his right, and his aunt's to his left, was brought to a deep low when his mother spoke next after a pause in the conversation.
"You know Robby," She sighed, turning to face him, "If we ever leave this place, we can't continue what we've been doing."
"What?" Robby asked.
"I think you know what I'm talking about. The three of us, here, alone, this relationship we've had. It can't continue if we are found. I'm married. Your father, he could never know about this."
"I thought we liked it," Robby said, turning to his aunt, "right?" Cori smiled and nodded politely.
"We do like it. But it's wrong, it's not natural. We're just scratching an itch by doing this," his mother explained.
"Well can't we keep it a secret? We don't have to stop, let's just keep it a secret you know?" Robby pleaded, his voice trembling.
"No, Robby," his mother sternly said. Cori slowly nodded in agreement.
"But -- "
"Don't make this difficult. I know you know it's wrong. We all do. It's fun for here, but it can't continue back home," Karen said.
"Robby, we may not ever get off this island, so who knows. It could be years. You might be sick of us by then," Cori laughed, Karen's younger sister attempting to dispel the tension.
"Yeah, I guess," Robby sighed once more. His mother took his hand, his aunt never letting the other go, and they continued their walk.
****
A week later, Robby's worst nightmare came to fruition. He had been ferociously feasting upon their pussies, when, after their climaxes, they pushed him down on the beach, mutually jacking off his cock, while their tongues entered his mouth. Karen heard the plane first. She ended her kiss, her saliva hanging off her chin into Robby's mouth, Cori sucking it off her sister's chin.
"What is it?" Robby asked, sitting up, his aunt kissing her way down his body.
Karen said nothing, immediately standing, sprinting back to camp, searching through the salvaged survivor kit. "What is it?" Robby yelled.
Cori was moaning, slobbering all over his cock, Robby watching his mother sprint back to him, handing him a flare.
"Get off him!" She yelled at Cori, pushing her away, her drool covered chin dripping saliva onto her breasts.
Karen pointing to the distance, "Go!"
Robby hesitated, knowing what was happening, but not wanting to follow their plans. He wanted it to fail. Shaking his head he listened to his mother and sprinted off to the other direction, 50 yards away at the end of their section of beach. Karen sprinted back to camp and shot off her flare, waiting for Robby to do this same for his.
"Do it!" She yelled, waving her arms at her son. "Now!"
Cori was with Karen now. She didn't want their time to end either. Robby looked to the flare, shaking his head, he wanted to stay a king forever. He couldn't do it.
"Robby! Now!" Karen screamed at him from the camp. Cori looked on, tears filling her eyes.
The plane got closer, Robby wasn't sure it saw the original flare; hence their back up plan to shoot them off in two different locations not far from each other, in hopes it would cover more visual ground. He thought about his 35 year old island queen, his mother, his time with her ending. He looked at his 30 year old, younger queen, his aunt. She was on her knees, crying, not wanting this to end either, but knew it had too.
"Do it!" Karen screamed, starting to sprint toward him. Robby looked to the sky, the plan much closer now, and decided to the right thing.
****
Cori rested her head on her nephew's shoulder, sitting across from Karen. They were in their tattered clothes once more. Karen and Robby stared at each other from across the loud plane, angry at each other, but each for different reasons; Robby, because their erotic lifestyle was over, and his mother because Robby nearly failed to follow through with their flare plan. In Karen's eagerness, she fired her flare too early; Robbie fired his just in time. If he had hesitated the plane might've flown by, leaving them both as failures.
In the decades that followed, he knew that if he did fail to act and they were stranded longer, their sexual escapades might've ended due to resentment on his mother's part. On the plane ride back home, young Robby, accepted his fate, but it didn't mean he wouldn't try to take her again.
Chapter 4
She slapped him hard. Robby was shocked. It was two weeks upon their return, Robby tried to hug her from behind, placing his hands on her stomach, over her dress.
"Mom, I -- "
"Don't touch me!" she sneered.
"I was just going -- "
"I'm pregnant," Karen started tearing up. "You piece of shit," She pushed by him, disgusted at herself and by him. She was very angry; perhaps assuming her age and malnutrition on the island would prevent her from becoming pregnant. Those few fish they ate must have provided enough protein to sustain her monthly cycles.
Later that night Robby heard his mother and father making love. Shaking his head, he realized it was so she could trick his father into thinking the child was his.
Due to some bribery by his father, Robby was able to go to college on time. He excelled at Harvard Business School, several hundred miles away. When he came home for Christmas Break, he found a very pregnant mother.
He avoided his parents as best he could, his heart hurting from desire, obsessing over his mother's pregnant belly. They hardly spoke.
The night before Robby was to return to school, he stood at the side of his parent's bed, watching his mother sleep. Thinking about their time together on the island, wishing he could feel her, caress her, make love to her once more. He slowly slid her bed sheet down her body. Her pajama top was too small and her large belly was revealed. Robby gritted his teeth in anger, knowing that was his child in there, not his father's. He reached into his pants, fished out his cock, and slowly began pumping it, angrily slamming his fist to the base of shaft. He thought about how good she felt, how sweet she was to let him have her on the island, but at the same time, how cold she's been since their return. Decades later he realized she felt guilt and pushing Robby away was how she dealt with it.
"Ahhh," Robby moaned in his parent's bedroom, spraying her pregnant tummy with semen. He shook his head, buttoned his pants, and went to bed.
Karen sat up, her fingers touching Robby's cum on her belly. She took her fingers to her mouth, licking them clean. She cried herself to sleep that night.
****
During his spring break of his freshman year, the 19 year old Robby arrived to another cold reception at home. His father didn't notice or care. Robby tried to be pleasant around his mother, hoping that maybe she would snap out of this funk she was in.
The begging and pleading began a couple days before class was starting back up.
"Robby, I said no," Karen was trying to be nice, having felt guilt for her harsh words shortly after their return from the island.
"Please? Dad won't be home till later," Robby pleaded.
"No!" Karen firmly said, pushing Robby off her and waddling away. Before she waddled to her bedroom, Robby grabbed her, spinning her around and slamming her against the wall. He kissed her hard, taking her by surprise.
"No Robby," She pushed him away, he grabbed her face, staring into her eyes.
"Please, I need you," He begged.
"No! Get away!" Karen was able to push him and waddle a few steps, her huge belly slowing her down.
Robby lunged at her, picking her up, and slamming her on the bed, not caring that it could disturb her huge pregnant mass.
Karen slapped him again, angrily looking into his face. Robby pulled her dress up, pinning her down as best he could with one arm. She remained still, slapping him once more, when he slid off her panties and began to guide himself in.



"You want to do it? Do it!" She yelled at him.
Robby thrusting into her, "Why couldn't we continue?"
"Just shut up and get it over with!" his mother glared at him.
"You will never know this child, I will keep this baby from you, it will never know you are the father," She slapped him once more.
Robby got angrier, releasing her arm, he pulled her skirt up and leaned down to hungrily kiss and lick her pregnant belly before sliding in once more. She felt amazing; her tight pussy, clamping down on his shaft while he worked.
"Ah!" his mother moaned. "Do it!"
Robby kept going, slamming into her until he reached his climax. He felt her legs wrapping around his waist, trapping him there. His mother was moaning as her own climax approached.
"Yes! Yes!" she screamed, as Robby arched his back and groaned, filling her with his seed. He looked on as her body shook and fluid erupted from her vagina, spray on his clothing, drenching his pubic hair.
"Ah, uhn, yes. My water broke," she moaned.
He lowered himself, kissing her neck and working his way to her stomach. He stood up, letting his oozing cock slide out and come to a rest on her pregnant mass. He chuckled when he felt the baby move around inside Karen, kicking against his cock, as if to thank its father for freeing it.
They said nothing to each other on the way to the hospital or in the hospital room while waiting for Robby's father. Once he did arrive, Karen wanted Robby to leave.
"Get out!" Karen angrily glared at her son. "You don't belong here," she sneered.
"Hey, it's ok, relax Karen. Robby, go a wait outside, I'll take over," His father said, giving Karen a stern look for her harshness.
Robby's first child was a daughter named Diane. Karen did everything in her power to keep Robby away from her, often making excuses to not be around when Robby was home, manipulating Robby's father to send Robby to summer school programs or to study abroad. The only real information he learned of her was from his Aunt Cori. She visited him several times at school, lying to her husband about her whereabouts so she could spend a long weekend in bed with her nephew. Through Cori, he learned that his mother had an affair; he learned the Diane looked a lot like him as she grew older, and he learned that Cori did not want their incestuous relationship from the island to end either. They made love, a few times a year, for the next ten years. Finally, shortly after Diane's eleventh birthday, Karen left Robby's father, divorcing him. Karen took the two other children she had by Robby's father, Robby's siblings, with her to start a new life in Charleston, South Carolina.
Chapter 5
It was inevitable that Robby would impregnate his Aunt Cori. Shortly after Karen left his father, 29 year old Robby sought comfort from his Aunt, spending a night her in a hotel room, making love until the sun rose, impregnating the now 40 year old. The baby girl was named Julie.
Aunt Cori must have dealt with similar feelings as Robby's mother. Guilt, embarrassment, and secrecy, she cut ties with Robby, gently caressing his face, apologizing, kissing him one last time, and moving on. She headed to Charleston to raise her child away from Robby, with her oblivious husband. They had a house near Karen's, Cori's husband being one of the founding members of the business empire Robby would soon take over.
A year later, Robby showed up in Charleston, knocking on his mother's door while Diane and Karen's other children were at school. She shook her head and let him in.
"What do you want, Robby?" Karen rolled her eyes, letting him follow her into the living room.
"I just wanted to say hello. You look great," Robby said.
"Really? You just wanted to say hello?" Karen asked. "Why can't you just stay away?"
"I can't. I need you, I love you too much," Robby replied.
Karen rolled her eyes again, standing to head to the kitchen. "Please mom, let's talk."
"I don't have anything to say to you! Please, just go, Robby. Just go," Karen pleaded.
Robby looked to the floor and nodded. His mother was at the kitchen sink doing dishes. He slowly approached her from behind, placing his hands gently on her waist.
Karen sighed, "Robby, please go."
Robby began kissing at her neck, eliciting a moan, "Robby, no." He kept going, guiding his hands to cup her breasts.
"Please. I love you so much," Robby whispered in her ear. Karen moaned, reaching behind him to grip his hair with one hand, while the other began to unzip her bell-bottom pants. Robby, still kissing her neck and groping a breast, began unbuttoning his pants as well.
"You're so perfect," he whispered, relishing her moans. Karen released her grip on his hair and began to slide her pants down to her knees, followed by her panties. Robby did the same with his own pants.
"Do it," Karen whispered, turning her head to kiss at Robby's face.
"I love you," Robby said when he buried himself all the way from behind.
"I love you too," Karen said, thrusting back into him, meeting his forward thrusts.
Robby looked into her eyes when he came, her face contorted with pleasure, like so many nights on the island together; Karen's hot breath bathing his face while she climaxed. His cock spurted semen, deep inside her, during their mutual climax that day at the kitchen sink. Robby impregnated his mother a second time. After they collapsed on the bed later that afternoon, kissing each other, loving each other after hours of making love, Robby asked her once more if they could continue in secret.
"I don't know. You live far away; I have children, a husband. I just don't know," his mother replied. Robby left it at that not wanting to press things further and push her away like she had done to him. He left before the children got home from school, agreeing to just let it go.
Months later Robby, received a call from his mother's new husband. He was in tears, struggling to speak, Robby immediately thought the worse. His stepfather couldn't even get the words out. Robby heard, "she was 47 years old," "complications with delivery," and "doctors couldn't do anything," and knew exactly what the man was trying to tell him. He heard him utter a name. It was the name of his third daughter: Tiffanie.
Robby took out a Smith & Wesson from his bed side table in his New York City condo. Looking down the barrel after the phone call from his stepfather, he wanted to pull the trigger. His Aunt cut him out of her life, his mother cut him out of her life, and now, his mother was deceased, dying in labor with his child. He had three children with them and would never know them. What happened on the island 12 years prior changed them for the worst.
He kept saying his daughter's names: Diane, Julie, Tiffanie. He repeated them over and over, tears streaming down his face. After several minutes Robby pulled himself together, put the gun back in the drawer and paced around his condo.
Saying their names over and over, making a mental list: Diane, Julie, Tiffanie. He would find them one day, he would do something special for them, and he would make sure their lives were set. He couldn't do this now; it would have to be in decades.
Robby worked and worked and worked. Building an empire, buying and selling businesses and land, investing money in the company his grandfather and father started. He became a workaholic.
In the mid-70s a man from Austria named Arnold was growing in popularity in the body building world. Robby and a few of his friends felt inspired by the European and started working out in his spare time, finding it helped him focus on growing his companies. It also helped him attract women.
Robby married and divorced. His ex-leaving him, taking his two young daughters after the second one was born, the older child was three. They argued about him working constantly. He was never around, he was building his future, a future for who he considered his true daughters: Diane, Julie, Tiffanie.
Robby kept going, kept persevering, and kept working.
Chapter 6
Twenty-five years passed. Sam sat at his desk in his office with a huge grin on his face. He was a 56 year old African-American former police detective turned private investigator based in Atlanta. He was grinning at 25 year old blonde lovingly sucking his cock. She was a secretary whose last day was in a week. She gladly served her two weeks' notice on her knees, and sometimes, on her back.
"Mmm, good girl, good girl," Sam ran his fingers through her long locks. "Your husband is black too, right?"
"Mmhmm," she moaned, weaving her head back and forth.
"Does he have a son, Devin?" Sam asked.
Devin popped his cockhead out of her mouth, "He does."
"You going to fuck him when he gets older?"
"He's 15, and he's old enough," Devin winked at Sam, before resuming her cock servicing session. Devin finished up; swallowing her soon-to-be former employer's seed down her throat, letting him know his 2 o'clock meeting would be there soon.
Sam straightened up his desk, adjusted his tie, ran his fingers over his graying mustache and waited.
A few minutes later, a man in very good shape wearing a business suit, carrying a briefcase and looking around the same age as Sam entered.
"Hi sir! You must be -- "
"Bob. Call me Bob," Bob extended his hand to shake Sam's and sat across from him at his desk.
"Good to meet you, Bob. Let's talk about what I can do to help you," Sam smiled, sitting down now.
"Yes likewise. I'm hoping you can find someone for me, three people actually, but for now just one. I can give you her name, any and all information I have on her, and where I think she may be living."
"That sounds great. Sounds like you know what I would need to get started," Sam said.
"Yes," Bob opened his brief case, pulling out various papers and information collected, including a few very old photos that were no doubt obsolete now.
"Her name is Diane. She was in Charleston the last time I," Bob paused, thinking of the second time he impregnated his mother. "She may still be there, but I don't truly know."
They looked over her photos and identity information Bob had managed to obtain. The parted ways 45 minutes later, Sam assuring Bob he'd keep him posted of any updates he has for him.
A week later, Bob got a package in the mail. Walking down his long driveway in his mansion in an upscale area of Atlanta, he smiled pulling the contents out of the envelope. It was from Sam. He had mailed Bob a copy of a ten year old Playboy magazine. Diane was on the cover.
They spoke on the phone a few minutes later; Sam telling Bob that Diane and her family moved to Tampa Bay, Florida when she was 13 -- shortly after her mother died in childbirth with Diane's youngest sibling, Tiffanie. A pang of hurt stabbed at Bob's heart, but he continued listening.
Sam informed Bob that Sam's son Tony is the same age as her and still lives Tampa. Sam wasn't around much for Tony's younger years, constantly working, a divorce, and so on, but he told Bob he'll reach out to Tony to see if he might've known her. They figured it was worth a shot.
****
"Ahh! Yes! Harder!" 37 year old Diane screamed out, her fingers gripping Sam's sweaty back.
"Come on! Come on!" Sam was gritting his teeth, slamming into her bringing her to another climax, causing the bed to bang against the wall behind it.
Sam was done and exhausted, Diane moaning in approval. He got off her, wiped his forehead clean, and stepped out into the living room.
Sam nodded at his son Tony who was sitting on the couch waiting.
"I told you she was a good lay, dad," Tony told his father when he sat on the couch.
"She is. You've been hitting that since you two were teens?" Sam asked.
"I have. I figured it would be nice to come with you on this trip, to get another fuck out of her," Tony said.
"Well get in there and get to it. I have to make a phone call," Sam, catching his breath, gestured for Tony to head to Diane's bedroom.
Sam picked up the phone that was sitting on the coffee table and dialed Bob. "I found her," Sam said as soon as Bob answered.
"You did? That's excellent. Where is she?" Bob asked.
"She's back in Charleston. She recently moved here. After she posed for Playboy she stayed in Tampa Bay for a while, built up her family," Sam stood, walking around her living room nude, looking at photos of Diane's children, photos of her husband.
"Yeah, she got married, has some kids," Sam said. Bob nearly choked up, he was a grandfather.
"I'm not too sure if she's happy though," Sam added, Diane moaning in the background as Tony pounded her senselessly.
"She's not? What's wrong?" Bob was concerned; hoping that Sam hadn't picked up on the fact Diane was his daughter.
"Well, her profession isn't something a happily married woman would typically do," Sam smiled, thinking about the amazing weekend he and Tony had there in Charleston.
Chapter 7
Bob stood in the parking lot of a strip club in Charleston one week later. He checked his map and the scribbled down address he got from Sam one last time before sighing and heading in. She wouldn't know him and he was ok with that. He had to see her, he had to meet her, and he had to talk to her.
Bob sat at the bar, glancing around the room, watching the various ladies chat with the patrons. Several women danced on the stage causing Bob to wonder if Sam got the nights wrong. Sam told him she worked during weekends. Then he saw her.
Bob's mouth hung open as he watched her. She was tall, leggy, had long dirty blonde hair the same color as Bob's in his younger years, and had a magnificent set of breasts. He had seen them many times in the Playboy magazine he repeatedly looked over, but seeing them in person was something totally different. They were huge, tear drop shaped, orbs that she slid the pole in between when she squatted up and down during her dance routine. The rest of her body was amazing too, but Bob kept going back to those tits of hers -- he thought they were so big and juicy. He was blown away by her.
After several tries, due to other men beating Bob to her, Bob finally got a private lap dance from her. Her eyes were the same color as his, looking into his while straddling him in the back private room, the music blaring. "How are you hon?" She spoke into his ear, loud enough for him to hear her. Her voice deeper, not nasally or high pitched; it reminded Bob of his mother's voice.
"I'm great. What's your name?" Bob asked.
"Dee," she smiled, sliding her top over her shoulders, rubbing her massive tits in Bob's face. He was in heaven.
"That your real name?" Bob asked, after a nipple trailed his lips. She shook her head and turned around, slowly grinding her butt into his crotch.
"What is it?"
She chuckled, laying herself back against him, "It's Diane, but keep it a secret ok?"
"Alright, Diane. Will you reach into my left pocket please?"
"Mmmm, I'm not sure I can do that at this club, but I'll be quick," Diane slid to her knees, her huge tits trailing over Bob's crotch, pretending she was dancing for him, flipping her long blonde hair around, she quickly reached into his pocket and withdrew a rolled up wad of cash.
Straddling him once more, she looked at it confused, "They only charge $10 for a song here."
"That's a thousand times more than $10 rolled up in there and I'm not buying a song," Bob winked at Diane.
"What are you buying?" She asked him skeptically.
"You, for the night, and maybe some of the day tomorrow," Bob smiled at her. Diane smiled back, slowly nodding her head.
****
Bob guided her to the bed, their mouths entwined, moaning as they kissed. He rolled over on this back, taking Diane with him, bringing a huge tit to his mouth. She moaned and offered him the other.
Diane began squatting up and down on Bob's cock. "You feel so good," he said.
"So do you," she said breathlessly as she worked, her tits bouncing with her.
Gripping her breasts tightly, Bob nursed from her hungrily when she stopped bouncing. Diane began grinding into him, working toward her orgasm, "Cum for me, Diane!"
"Ah yes! Yes!" Diane shook, as her orgasms rippled through her, her nipples numb from Bob's mouth. He watched her climax, feeling her body tense up, smiling as her pussy clamped around his shaft.
It would go all night, rolling around onto the floor, up against the wall. He surprised Diane with his stamina, but he didn't want it to end. Finally, the next morning, after a shower together, it did.
Diane sat in the passenger side seat of Bob's rental car. She happily showed him around town. She showed him various restaurants, places she remembers from her childhood, and the elementary school she went to before moving to Tampa Bay.
They stopped for lunch after their sight-seeing tour, Bob asking her to pick some place nice. Sitting across from he couldn't believe how gorgeous was. "So, your husband; you and him aren't -- "
"I've never been faithful, if you were wondering," Diane blurted out, after taking a sip of tea. "It's just one of those things," she shrugged. Bob decided not to press the subject further, deep down not really caring.
"How many children do you have? I'm sorry, I'm not trying to be too personal," Bob said.
"No, no, it's fine. You just paid me $10,000 to spend the night and day with me. You can ask me anything you want. I have three kids. I got pregnant at age 17, 19, and finally at 22. That was my first husband. We married after high school. It didn't last long. I remarried shortly after. We stayed in Tampa Bay up until last year."
Bob listened for the next hour as Diane talked about her three children, Bob's grandkids. The oldest, Sandee, moved out to Los Angeles when she turned 18 and dances at a few clubs there. The other two are still in Charleston with Diane and their stepfather. Bob asked about their interests, schooling, and general appearance. He treaded dangerously close to the line between a wealthy stranger paying for a night of sex and a relative wanting to know about his kin. So he backed off, talking more about the area, avoiding questions about her personal life and family.
Bob learned she did stripping on the side, lying to her husband about it, and thoroughly enjoyed it. Diane informed him that some clubs she worked at in the past allowed patrons to pay extra for sex, it was all illegal of course, but it excited Diane. Bob never asked about Playboy, thinking that maybe she may find it an odd coincident that he brought it up.
Seeing where she grew up brought about more sadness in his heart. The house was a decent size, but nothing compared to what he could provide now. He imagined living there, raising her and her siblings, making love to their mother, his mother, Karen. Bob imagined Aunt Cori stopping by to say hello and to make love. He was shaken from his daydream when Diane pointed out the undeveloped land near the beach. She informed him several land developers were bidding for it, wanting to turn it into a neighborhood. Bob nodded, an idea forming in his head.
On the way back to Diane's house, she sucked his cock while he drove. Sitting in her driveway, he thanked her for a lovely night and day, asking her if it'd be ok to check in on her and say hello every once in a while. Diane caressed his face and nodded, before giving him a soft kiss on the lips.
After dropping her off, Bob rushed to find out more about the property. His heart was racing, wanting to buy it, wanting to build a compound or a neighborhood for his children, and perhaps other families too.
He drove back the beach area. It was marshland, with the occasional clump of palm trees. He envisioned streets filled with massive homes, in each one, families living together, caring for each other, making love, living the life he never got to with his mother and aunt. He thanked Diane, in his head, for showing him this land.



He decided he was going to bid on that land and win it. The next several months consisted of Bob ensuring that land was his. He outbid everyone. He had won. Returning to Charleston to sign papers and go through legal information, he set foot on his land for the first time. Nothing was there, no houses, no streets, but in time he would build a neighborhood; a community.
Bob slid his arm around Diane's waist. She was standing next to him, looking on with him. He turned, smiling at her, thinking about their previous night in which they reconnected. They were rolling around in bed, on top, on bottom, moaning and shaking with pleasure in each other's arms, moonlight bouncing off her breasts. Bob crossed her name off his mental list. Julie and Tiffanie remained.
Chapter 8
Sam had a difficult time finding Julie. However, Tiffanie was easy. Three years later, when Bob approached him again, Sam got to work, calling his son, Tony, to ask him if he might know where Diane's younger sister was.
Tony knew exactly where she was in Tampa Bay. They had been sleeping together for a few years.
****
"Ahh! Yes! Harder!" 28-year-old Tiffanie screamed out, her fingers gripping Tony's sweaty back.
"Come on! Come on!" Tony was gritting his teeth, slamming into her bringing her to another climax, causing the bed to bang against the wall behind it.
The door to the bedroom opened; a shocked, hysterical husband stood yelling at what he saw before him. Tony pulled out, stroked his cock a few times, spraying semen onto Tiffanie's stomach. Nodding politely as he walked past her irate husband, Tony headed to the kitchen to use the phone.
"Hi, Bob? Yeah it's me Tony, Sam's son. Just wanted to let you know Tiffanie is in Tampa. That's all I know so far, but I'll do a little digging and see what I can find," he explained. "Yeah my dad is ok, getting a little older, so I figured I'd help him out some, since I knew the family a little better than him."
A few weeks later Bob nearly collapsed with laughter in his long driveway after opening a package from Sam. Tony had obtained information for his father. Bob pulled out yet another Playboy magazine with his daughter Tiffanie on the cover this time.
"Fantastic!" Bob exclaimed flipping through the pages of her spread. She had gorgeous breasts just like her older sister.
A few months passed, a few more phone calls from Tony or Sam. Bob learned Tiffanie was getting a divorce because her husband caught her sleeping with another man. The two men were able to determine she was moving to Atlanta, where Bob lived, and was looking for a job in marketing, based on conversations she had with Tony in between sex sessions. Bob started brainstorming.
****
Krista, a young, brunette sexpot, slept her way to the top in Bob's company. She was a manager in his marketing department. She worked primarily in Jacksonville, FL, but occasionally headed to Atlanta for meetings and sex with Bob. She was so very good and so very gorgeous, just like her mother, Robin, who Bob joked about meeting one day.
"Whew, that was good," Bob said, out of breath, rolling off Krista, slapping her ass when she got up. They were in bed most of the weekend during her trip to Atlanta.
"Yes it was, now can we please talk about these applicants?" She asked, walking to the table in his bedroom, cum dripping out of her pussy, to retrieve a stack of resumes.
"Sure, sure, I almost forgot, sorry," Bob said, hoping his attempts at fishing for Tiffanie via job postings, and suggestions from Tony, who she still met and slept with the last several months, would work out.
Krista crawled back into bed with him, Bob putting his arm around her, flipping through a few dozen applicants.
Bob was barely paying attention to the naked beauty in his arm while she went over each resume and applicants skills. Bob was looking for a name, frowning with disappointment when it didn't appear. His eyes brightened with excitement when Krista got to the very last resume in the stack. It was Tiffanie's.
Bob impatiently listened to Krista drone on about her experience, her lack of skills, and lack of outstanding references. Bob didn't care.
"Hire her," he said getting off the bed, pouring more wine.
"Wait. But there are others that are better qualified," Krista pleaded.
"Just do it. We can train her and mold her to how we want her. Plus, we don't have to pay her as much due to her lack of experience," Bob explained.
Krista sighed and shook her head, "Alright, fine."
****
Bob watch from afar, never crossing a line, and hardly seeing her in person. He kept tabs on Tiffanie by having phone calls and meetings with her manager, Krista. He learned Tiffanie was an outstanding employee. She was learning the job very fast, her marketing ideas were great, her attitude was even better, and she was quick -- not taking her sweet time to do things.
Three years into Tiffanie's tenure with Bob's company, Bob had met her a few times, noticing they had the same eye color. Her thicker, fuller lips looked more like his Aunt Cori's than his and her mother's. He always remained courteous and polite to her, observing she felt nervous around the big CEO. He would crack jokes on himself and on Krista in an attempt to show Tiffanie she had no reason to be nervous around him.
The company had purchased a publishing company and all its assets. One of those including a magazine marketed toward African-American males between the ages of 18-35 call Elite Magazine. Tiffanie had an idea that her manager Krista loved, which was throwing an annual "Elite Mag" party in Atlanta. All of the staff would be invited including: models, photographers, writers, ad execs and of course Bob.
Krista and Tiffanie worked very close on ensuring its success. Bob watched from the sidelines, ideas forming in his head, the brunette Krista and blonde Tiffanie were gorgeous.
Chapter 9
"You're going to let me come to this event without a date?" Bob jokingly asked Tiffanie and Krista, who appeared to be together, their arms entwined with each other.
"Sorry!" Krista shrugged.
"You could have at least brought Robin and let her be my date," Bob joked, referring to Krista's mother.
"You can share us tonight. We can take turns dancing," Tiffanie suggested, to the smiling, retirement age Bob.
The two women introduced Bob to a younger model named Rodney. He was tall, black, and just started posing in the magazine. He shook Bob's hand, thanking him for building the magazine up to a more successful publication. Bob laughed blaming its success on Krista and Tiffanie.
After a few hours of mingling with each woman, Bob looked around for Krista, not finding her. Eventually he saw Krista on the arm of Rodney while he escorted her out of the large hotel banquet hall. About 15 minutes later, she returned, a devilish grin her face. Thirty minutes later whilst he danced with Krista he watched Tiffanie do the same; leaving the building on Rodney's arm.
"Excuse me for a moment," He told Krista, rushing to follow after Tiffanie and Rodney. He hung back a bit, watching them go into an alley next to the hotel.
When Bob snuck behind a nearby dumpster, the two of them were already going at it. Tiffanie pulled her tight, cocktail dress up, exposing her bare ass, and Rodney was hurriedly pumping into her from behind.
Bob smiled watching her moan, arching her back, Rodney grabbing her hair with one hand, her waist with the other.
"You two were having sex with him in the alley," Bob said, returning to Krista inside a few minutes later, careful not to get caught spying.
"Mmhmm, and after this event, her and I will have sex with you," Krista explained.
"Is that right?" Bob asked, pulling her in close to him.
"Well I'm turning in my two week notice tonight, so a wonderful three-way to get you accustomed to my replacement seemed appropriate," Krista grinned.
"Tiffanie is your replacement?"
"Yes," Krista leaned in closer to whisper in Bob's ear, "and she's wanted to sleep with you for a while now."
****
Bob sipped his wine watching Krista and Tiffanie tenderly kiss at the foot of his bed as a fire blazed on behind them in his master bedroom. He smiled when he watched Tiffanie glance at him while Krista slid Tiffanie's dress straps over each shoulder. Tiffanie closed her eyes while Krista moved in slowly kissing and licking one of Tiffanie's nipples. Her breasts were huge, just like Diane's. Krista held them up as if testing their weight, moving to each nipple, gingerly sucking them.
Krista stood and slid her dress down, stepping out of it, tossing it to the side. Tiffanie did the same, kissing Krista once more before the two woman turned to smile at Bob. They crawled onto the bed, making their way to Bob, taking his wine glass and began kissing the older man. He lay there motionless, a perpetual smile on his face as the two women removed this clothing for him, kissed over his stomach, and began licking up and down his shaft, occasionally smiling up at him.
Tiffanie went first. Guided by Krista, she mounted Bob, sliding his cock in and slowly rocked her hips back and forth on him. Bob ran his fingers through her blonde hair, smiling at her, his other hand gently squeezing her breast. He watched her cum - amazed at her beauty, her smell, and her insides. She felt amazing. When she was done shaking and moaning, he kissed her, savoring her full lips.
Krista went next, Tiffanie taking her position behind Krista, rubbing her back, kissing her shoulder while she rode Bob -- just like Tiffanie had done minutes before. They took several turns that's night, enjoying each other, climaxing for each other.
Bob was in the shower a little later, thinking about his wonderful evening, while Krista and Tiffanie slept in his bed naked, holding each other. He was startled when Tiffanie entered the shower.
"Hi," she said, running her hands over his shoulders.
"Hi," He said back, kissing her softly.
"I guess this was a good way for Krista to resign, right?" Tiffanie joked.
"It sure was. I'm going to miss her great work, but her goodbye was even better!"
"Indeed it was," Tiffanie said, kissing Bob once more.
"I'm sure you'll do great in her role at my company. I have no doubts," Bob said.
They kissed in the shower for several more minutes, before Bob entered her from behind. He wanted to tell her so badly that he was her father. He wanted to let her know that he would take care of her long after he was gone. He wanted to see if she'd move to Charleston, but he chickened out. He wondered if it would damage their working relationship -- or relationship period -- if she knew her employer, the man she's sleeping with, was her father. He kept quiet, enjoying her over and over.
Tiffanie worked for and slept with Bob for three years before turning in her notice, resigning and moving on, claiming she needed to focus on her son and settle her wild ways down. Bob completely understood, making love to her one last time, before she left. Bob crossed Tiffanie off his mental list, leaving one left -- Julie.
Chapter 10
Another five years past, Bob, nearing 70 years old, found himself at his Aunt Cori's funeral. He sat in the back, not being seen by Diane, Tiffanie, and the other relatives -- most of them blonde women. He almost forgotten about Julie, attempting to figure out which one was her among the hugging women near the casket.
After the funeral in Charleston he went to his property, still untouched, still not developed. He thought about his 81 year old deceased Aunt, picturing her old and frail, but surrounded by her children, grandchildren, and lovers all together in one imaginary home.
"I'm going to build a haven for families," Bob said out loud, before heading home. Over the next several months, massive amounts of money and resources were put into building houses, building a community, building the special haven he envisioned.
Bob needed to test things. He wanted to test people, seeing if they would ever move into this neighborhood, filling it with incestuous love. He started thinking and formulating more plans. He wondered if other people existed that had special relationships with their family members like he briefly did. He wondered if his new fiancée Robin, would ever cross that line, perhaps with a sister, or child, or grandchild. He wondered if she would cross that line with her daughter Krista.
Thankful that Krista introduced Robin to Bob, he dismissed that thought, and kept thinking of his mental list and the final name on it -- Julie -- appeared in his thoughts. He almost forgot about finding her, blaming it on continuously working and old age. He would find her and somehow issue her a challenge to see if she was anything like her father, him.
On the way back to Atlanta he thought about finding more test subjects, more people that he could, perhaps, bring out incestuous desires via massive amounts of money in the form of challenges.
The next few months were busy for Bob. A large scale surveillance system in several of his office buildings were installed in secret. Video cameras were hidden in bathrooms, offices, and so on. Bob was looking, searching for potential test subjects.
He was also working with a man named Fat Rob to build a new strip club. Tiffanie's replacement, a 6 foot tall, Puerto Rican beauty named Fernanda was hungrily sucking Bob's cock, updating him on the construction of the shopping center and the club that would be within it.
"Yes, almost done," Fernanda said, popping Bob's cock out of her mouth. "Elite Mag models will be there."
"Do you think Fat Rob would charge extra for, well, sex with the strippers?" Bob asked.
"Ooh great idea, I can ask him!" Fernanda said, resuming her slurping of Bob's dick.
"No, no, I'll do it," Bob said, reaching down to tweak a dark brown nipple from one of Fernanda's large breasts.
****
Fat Rob was managing this club along with several others he owned. He agreed to charge extra for sex, loving the idea Bob gained from Diane nearly 15 years earlier. It was the opening night and strippers all over Atlanta and the south were there. Everything was going great and got even better when Bob saw her.
Bob invited Diane to the event. She looked incredible. Her hair was shorter, she had more wrinkles, but at 52, she was a knockout. He looked forward to having sex with her later that night.
Tony was invited too, sadly his father, Sam had passed away recently. Tony introduced Bob to his son, TJ, informing Bob that TJ was a police officer in the Atlanta area.
"Is that right? Well that's great, TJ," Bob said, shaking the 30-something's hand. "This may sound weird, but do you think if I gave you a name, you could find someone?"
"Sure, absolutely. I have software I can use to lookup individuals," TJ said.
"He'll be glad to do it, won't you," Tony shot his son a look, as if to remind him Bob paid his father and grandfather handsomely for some past private investigation work.
"Heh, yes, it's not a problem," TJ smiled.
Later that evening, Bob was behind Diane in the shower, thrusting slowly in and out of her.
"Diane, listen," Bob said, after his cock slinked out of her cum-dripping pussy.
"I want you to move out of your house in Charleston. I'm building a neighborhood there and I'd like you to move into it at some point. It's not finished yet."
Bob sighed, looking over her large breasts, "Diane, I -- "
"Shhh," Diane hushed him. "I know you're my father. I look like a female version of you!" she laughed. Diane caressed his face, and then pulled him close for a hug.
"I'm going to take care of you when I pass away," Bob said.
Diane nodded, wiping away tears, the steam from the shower enveloping then. He took a risk in telling her, regretting that he didn't tell Tiffanie, but in due time, he knew she would find out. Bob and Diane made love until the sun came up.
They would meet again at the annual Elite Mag annual event the following month. Bob invited her as his date.
****
Spring had arrived. Construction was going well at Bob's Charleston haven. He sat at his desk, watching the high school student mowing his yard. Vernon had been doing yard work for Bob three years now. He was a great kid. His mother, Nicole, posed in Elite Magazine several times. Bob momentarily thought about how good she'd be in bed and wondered if her son ever masturbated to her.
Bob got up, leaving his office, heading to a large room, beyond his bedroom. It was his secret room. He's the only one that had the key. Upon entering and looking to the many monitors plastered on the wall, he looked for several minutes for the footage he was hoping to find. It was of the model, Nicole, whose kid was mowing his yard. She was getting fucked from behind in a bathroom stall. Bob nodded, thinking, "Perhaps one day I'll see if her son out there would be a willing test subject."
Just then Bob's cell phone rang.
****
"Ahh! Yes! Harder!" the 40 year old Julie screamed out, her fingers gripping TJ's sweaty back.
"Come on! Come on!" TJ was gritting his teeth, slamming into her bringing her to another climax, causing the bed to bang against the wall behind it.
After he filled her pussy with semen, he kissed her lips slowly, "Thank you."
"Mmm, anytime," Julie smiled up at him.
TJ had forgotten about his promise to Bob, having met Julie and had been sleeping with her for a couple months. His father, Tony reminded him to follow up on that promise. He went to the kitchen and made a phone call.
"Hi, Bob? Yeah it's me TJ, Tony's son."
"Hey TJ, how you found Julie yet?"
"I have. She's a nurse at a hospital not far from you actually. She seems to be doing well," TJ said, glancing back toward Julie's bedroom.
"Good, this is great! Which hospital?"
"The one near Buckhead, Piedmont I think," TJ answered.
Chapter 11
Spring turned to Summer, Summer turned to Autumn. Bob had no idea how to find and talk to her. He had her address, but was too scared to simply show up. He knew where she worked, but couldn't just show up at a hospital wanting to talk to a nurse there.
Fortunately, and at the same time, unfortunately in October Bob started having chest pains and needed it checked out. He gambled, taking a risk, and told his driver to take him to the hospital in Buckhead.
The doctor said he wanted to keep him there for a few days for observation and to run some tests. Bob shrugged, looking around and down at the IV unit. Then he saw her.
The room's aroma improved with her perfume when she entered. She had dark blonde hair, bangs, and a toothy smile -- nothing freakish, but enough to be considered sexy. Her name tag had Julie on it. Bob started shaking when she approached him. She had the same eyes as her mother, Bob's Aunt Cori, the same slightly darker skin complexion, the same hair type, same nose, and a similar mouth as Tiffanie -- her half sister.
****
Nine months later, Bob moaned, Julie smiling down at him. He brought a nipple to his mouth, sucking lightly at it. She ran her hands through his white hair, his cock still spurting cum inside her. She was moving to Charleston in a couple weeks, taking the $40 million Bob had given her and her son, Ray, to one of the completed homes in the haven Bob created. She was the first successful test subject. A little money awakened the incestuous desire, causing Julie and her son to become one.
"How much did that home cost?" Bob asked her, releasing a nipple.
"Two million."
"That's way too much; I need to talk to a realtor. I want these homes to be far more affordable for the various families that move in there."
Julie smiled, kissing his forehead, "Thank you again, not just for the money, but for bringing me and Ray together."



"No, thank you Julie."
"Is there anything else I can do?"
"Yes, check on some families for me. There's a young man who mowed my lawn, his mother Nicole. Check on them and see if they are together now. They should be. Convince them to move to Charleston," Bob asked.
"I will. Anything else?" Julie asked, moaning as Bob ran his hands up her back, kissing on her neck while she straddled him.
"There's one family I never heard back from after I issued a challenge to the daughter. Her name is Elle and the mother is Marcia. I'll give you all the info I have. I know Elle will be attending college near Charleston. She won a scholarship I sponsored. Perhaps you could find them and them see if they are there or would be willing to move there."
Bob shrugged, "You may find that are not lovers at all."
"Well not everyone will agree to do these challenges you issue," Julie said.
They dressed and ate dinner together in Bob's large dining room. When Julie was getting ready to leave, Bob grabbed her hand, kissing the top of it, "I really loved your mother."
"You knew her?" Julie asked.
"I did, yes."
"I love you too," Bob added.
"Bob, that's sweet, but I'm not looking -- "
"No, I don't mean like that, Julie," Bob said, caressing her hand, smiling softly. "I mean, I love you."
Julie blinked rapidly several times, possibly putting two and two together; looking at Bob look upon her like the man she thought was her father did.
"Are you my -- "
Bob interrupted her. "You have some half-sisters from my first marriage. I don't know where they or what they are doing, but I can get you all the information I have on them and mail it to you at your new home. Who knows perhaps they are unique like us."
Julie, paused a moment, her eyes tearing up. She cleared her throat, "Will you visit?"
Bob shrugged, "Perhaps, but I want to stay out of the way. There's no need for me to interfere. They'll be others arriving at the haven I'm sure, and you will work with your neighbors and build a wonderful community."
Julie nodded and gave her father one final hug before leaving. Bob smiled, watching her car pull out of his long driveway. He crossed her name off his mental list.
The End.

***End note: Feel free to read "The Long Absence: Allen's Story" to learn what became of Krista several years after working for Bob in this story.***
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Chapter 1
Diane sat next to a hospital bed in Tampa Bay, Florida, gently caressing the hand of a 71 year old African-American. His name was Sam and they have been sleeping together, when they got a chance, for the last 15 years. Diane was in Tampa to visit her sister, Julianne before traveling to Atlanta for an event an old friend invited her to attend.
Sam's son, Tony, would be there soon. Diane was looking forward to seeing him; they have been sleeping together, when they got a chance, since they were 18 or so. Diane, now 52, chatted with the older Sam about various things, knowing it would probably be the last time she saw him.
"I still have that old Playboy issue you posed in," Sam told Diane.
"Oh you do? Did you like it?" She asked, smiling softly at him.
"Very much so. It brought me some happy moments," Sam joked.
"Uh huh, I'm sure it did," Diane said, kissing his hand.
"Tony will be here soon, maybe you two can go to lunch."
"Maybe, but I'm having fun talking to you right now."
"We had some happy moments didn't we?" Sam asked.
"We sure did, quite a few. You, your son, and me," Diane answered.
"You know Tony and I weren't that close in his younger years. I'm glad he brought me here."
"You just want to be closer to him so you could try to hit on his pretty white wife," Diane joked.
"Well maybe, but she's not a pretty as you," Sam replied, resting his other hand on hers. He looked at, studying her blonde hair that stopped just above her shoulders, her full lips, blue eyes. "At 52 you still look amazing."
"Thank you, Sam," Diane smiled, getting up to kiss his forehead, unintentionally causing her massive breasts to come into view, Sam staring down at her cleavage.
"No, thank you," He joked, winking at her. Diane giggled and adjusted her top, jiggling her breasts some.
They stared at each other for a moment before Diane stood, walking to close his hospital room door, "I think it's time Nurse Diane checked on her patient."
"Yes ma'am," Sam smiled, sitting up more in his bed. He watched Diane pull his bed sheets off his legs, slowly sliding her hands up his gown, over his knee, his thigh, and listened to her moan when her hands reached his testicles.
"Everything is still there," Diane joked, squeezing his balls. "Let's have a look at you," She said, pulling his gown up further, revealing his large black cock, not fully erect yet.
"Good, very good. Now let's see if it still works," Diane winked at Sam, lowering herself to pepper his growing cock with kisses. "Mmm, seems like it still does," she noticed, licking the shaft several times.
"Oh it still works, only for you though," Sam said.
"I take that as a compliment," Diane thanked him, continuing her licks and kisses to his now very erect cock. "Blood flow is working fine, girth and length are still amazing," Diane, pretending to be a nurse, noted.
The old black man smiled watching this younger blonde give him, what would most likely be his last blowjob. She took him in her mouth, sucking away at the tip, moaning as she bobbed her head back and forth on it. She began unbuttoning her blouse, her mouth remaining on the cockhead, and slid her top down, revealing her huge, bra covered breasts. She glanced up at Sam who was smiling and nodding, enjoying every moment of this.
Reaching around to her back, her head still bobbing her head up and down, she unclasped her bra, letting her gorgeous breast meat out of their cage.
"Mmm, best set of tits I've ever seen," Sam said, recounting the years he spent visiting her in Charleston. "You're husband never knew did he?"
Diane shook her head "no" while inching his cock back into her throat, taking Sam's nearest hand and bringing it to a breast.
Sam moaned again, her heavy breast filling his hand. He was getting close to climaxing, the heart rate monitor speeding up. He was getting closer and closer to releasing his load down her hungry throat. After a few minutes the heart rate monitor was beeping louder and faster, a nurse would be in soon to check on him. Sam gritted his teeth, wincing in pleasure, gripping the back of her head as the monitor was beeping very fast now.
"Ahhh," he moaned, cumming, shaking, and injecting semen down a woman's throat for the last time. "Thank you," he said, calming down a bit, catching his breath, watching Diane dislodge his cock out of her throat. She wiped the back of her mouth, smiling, quickly fixing his gown and bed sheets.
"I was thinking of climbing on this bed and riding you, but it would it feel so good, I'd get so into it and loud, that a nurse would catch us for sure!" Diane laughed, making the old man smile.
She was buttoning up her shirt when a nurse finally did enter; checking on Sam's vitals, making sure his heart rate was fine. At this point it had settled down. The nurse nodded suspiciously to Diane and exited the room. Sam's son, Tony, entered about 30 seconds later.
Chapter 2
After a few minutes of chatting, Tony took Diane to lunch at a nearby restaurant. They sat and chatted for awhile.
"I suspect he won't make it past the weekend," Tony said.
"I'm so sorry," Diane added.
"It's ok. We weren't that close in my younger years, but now things are fine. I'll miss him but am thankful we reconnected in the last 20 years."
Diane nodded, holding Tony's hand from across the table. "If he passes while I'm here, I'll be around for you if you want to talk or need some company."
"Thank you," Tony patted her hand with his other.
Diane was enjoying her dessert in Tony's car on the way back to the hospital. Nodding her head while Tony talked, his cock stuffed down her throat, a mess of saliva and drool all around its base.
"You know, I haven't seen much of your sister lately. I know she went through a rough divorce," Tony mentioned while driving, Diane working on his cock. "Julianne is the one sister I have yet to fuck."
"Oh?" Diane said, taking his cock out of her mouth for a moment. "When did you sleep with Stephanie?" she asked, referring to her other younger sister.
"A few months ago. She came to visit Julianne. I was in the backyard, enjoying a drink and she came on over, naked as can be, and we rolled around all over the back yard."
"Wow! That does not seem like her at all!" Diane laughed before resuming her task.
"Oh yeah, I kid you not. It was great too. I slept with Tiffanie, causing her marriage to end, Stephanie, that one night in my back yard, your half sister Alyssa, and of course you since we were teens."
"That leaves Julianne," Diane said.
"It does, maybe one day I'll have her."
"She's going through some bad times, maybe when she get through the rough patch she'll be more open to dating or," Diane said, kissing his cock head, sitting up, "She'll sneak on over to your backyard." She winked before continuing to suck his cock on the way back to the hospital.
They pulled into the parking garage, "We're here," Tony said. Diane sat up wiping her mouth dry. Tony had cum a few moments before, but she was hungrily sucking as much seed out of him as possible.
"So you said you're going to Atlanta soon? I am too." Tony said.
"You are? That's great! Yeah I'll leave here in a few days to go there. It's a shame we aren't going at the same time, we could ride together and I could suck this cock the whole way!"
"That would be nice, but yes I'll be going up there a day or so after you. I'm going to an opening of a strip club a friend of the family is inviting me to," Tony explained.
Diane arched her eye brow, "I wonder if we're going to the same place. I have an old friend that invited me. Bob. He's the land developer that owns the club and shopping center it's in."
"I know Bob. He's a good guy, he paid me and my father handsomely for a few tasks to complete."
"Hah, that's great you know him too. What sort of tasks though?" Diane asked.
"My dad was a private investigator and he was paid to find you. I was paid as well a few years later to help find your sister, Tiffanie," Tony explained.
"Why would Bob want you to find us?" Diane asked.
Tony shrugged, "No idea."
"Huh, interesting," Diane noted.
Her and Tony parted ways and she headed back to her sister's house. She took Julianne shopping, buying her some jewelry for the upcoming Valentine's Day, joking with her sister that she's just pretending to be sad so she could get presents. Julianne didn't find it funny and started crying. Diane hugged her depressed sister, apologizing, telling her she loved her, attempting not to tear up herself.
Chapter 3
Sam's funeral was a few days later. Diane quietly sat in the back, giving Tony a brief hug, nodding to his wife and made her way back to Julianne's house, next door to Tony's.
2am that evening and Diane's tits were bouncing up and down in the hot tub in Tony's back yard. He was gripping her waist with one hand and chugging on vodka with the other. She was fucking him senselessly, not caring if his wife awakened or not.
When Tony came inside her, she held him close, kissing his cheek, "It's ok."
Diane took a sip of vodka, wiping a tear from her eye, caressing Tony's face. She helped the hugely muscular black man out of the tub, her arms around his waist, leading him quietly inside the house. She got him a towel from the hall closet to dry him off; drying up the water they tracked into the home, and escorted him to bed where his wife appeared to still be sleeping.
Diane left his home, traversing nude across the short gap between Tony's and Julianne's house and took a shower, heading to bed shortly after.
**************
The next day she arrived at her friend Bob's huge house in Atlanta; hungry and tired from long day of driving. Bob greeted her, smiling warmly at her, hugging her. Diane thought about why Tony and his father were hired by Bob to find her and Tiffanie but decided she'd ask another time.
Bob had dinner prepared for her and they ate together in his large dining room area. They talked about the strip club opening, Bob thanking her again for coming to the event. He suggested if she wanted to dance she could.
"Oh no, my dancing days are over," Diane said. Bob laughed understandably, thinking about the day he met her as an adult 15 years prior, the lap dance, and the night of sex. They had remained close friends ever since then.
"Well if you want to do private dances in the back room, you certainly can. Maybe a private dance for me here tonight?" Bob winked. Diane laughed at the 70 year old multi-millionaire.
"I'll be glad to," Diane rose to her feet, walking seductively across the table. She went to her knees, allowing her large breasts to slide across Bob's crotch a few times before rising to her feet and turning around to gyrate her butt across his lap. She turned once more and straddled Bob, running her hands through his white hair, kissing him slowly.
Diane knew not staying with her sister Tiffanie in Atlanta while she was there was a good idea. Bob took Diane to bed, kissing her neck, bare breasts, and tummy, before arriving at her trimmed bush. Moaning, while holding his head there, Diane knew Tiffanie had settled down in her wild ways and that Diane had not. She knew this time here in Atlanta would be filled with sex with Bob, and maybe other men at the strip club. She was so looking forward to it.
As Bob climbed on top after her climax, entering her and thrusting, Diane looked lovingly up at her friend, "Perhaps he knew my mother," she thought to herself, trying to reason why Bob hired private investigators to find her and Tiffanie.
Diane noticed his lovely blue eyes, smiling up at him while he slammed into her, shaking the bed. She was getting close to climaxing again. Her long legs wrapping around Bob's waist, holding him there, wanting him to fill her with cum.
They came simultaneously a few minutes later, looking into Diane's eyes, rolling off to her side. She turned to face him, her fingers trailing through his trimmed white beard, smiling at each other as they drifted off to sleep.
Chapter 4
"How do I look?" Diane asked Bob the next night before the opening of the strip club. She was wearing a short, sequined, red cocktail dress that hugged her curves and came down mid thigh.
"You look incredible," Bob said, fixing his tie.
"Here let me help," Diane said, standing before Bob helping with his tie, looking into his eyes once more when she finished. She kissed him on his lips and the two left his home for the event.
**************
"Nice to meet you Miss Diane," Fat Rob, a mountainous black man shook Diane's hand after Bob introduced them at the strip club's opening event.
"If it's ok with you, can she sell some private lap dances?" Fat Rob's employer, Bob asked.
"Of course!"
"Thanks," Diane replied, "My 'on stage' dancing days are long gone!"
Fat Rob leaned in close, whispering in Diane's ear, "Miss Diane, I'd love to pay you, but perhaps with something other than money?"
Diane looked confused, but caught on when Fat Rob gently guided her hand to the large bulge in his crotch. She glanced at Bob who was chatting with another associate. "Absolutely," She grinned.
Tony arrived a little later, receiving a hug from Diane. He presented her to his son, TJ, a tall, muscular police officer in the Atlanta area. Tony informed Diane TJ was moving back to Tampa Bay soon and this was a final night out. Tony suggested he and his friends come to this event. Diane smiled, noticing how amazing TJ looked; she hadn't seen him since he was 18 or so. She thought fondly back to having sex with TJ's dad before he got home from high school.
"Which reminds me, Diane, care to give him a private dance?" Tony asked.
"Oh no, dad that's fine," TJ embarrassingly said.
"I'd love to," Diane grinned, accepting some cash from Tony. She led TJ to the back room, giggling at his awkwardness.
TJ sat in slight shock, watching Diane work before him. "Not bad for an old lady, am I?" she asked the 30-something.
"No ma'am. But you aren't old, maybe in your 40s?" TJ asked.
"Ha! No, try early 50s," Diane answered.
Moving and dancing slowly to the music on TJ, Diane leaned in close, "Did you know that I've had sex with your grandfather and your father?"
"Um, wow, no I did not," TJ shifted his weight in his seat in the back private rooms.
"I bet you are just as endowed as they are."
"I wouldn't know," TJ answered.
Diane paused, looking around the room into the other stalls. She saw only black men in them. The dancers were all white of varying ages. Some of the strippers were on their knees, their head bobbing up and down in the men's laps; some were straddling their patrons, their breasts being hungrily sucked on. Diane smiled, thinking that this was a great club.
She pulled her dress up, revealing her braless breasts, sat on TJ's lap and brought his head to in between her tits. TJ tried to speak by he was muffled by their mass.
The song ended a few minutes later, Diane loving TJ's bulging erection pressing against her bare crotch. "Ok, looks like that's it," TJ, trying to maintain his manners, said.
"Oh no, I'm not done with you. One more song," Diane winked at him, a new song blaring through the speakers. She went to her knees, unzipped his pants, giggling when his eyes widened. Diane fished his cock out, peppering it with kisses.
"You are the one family member of Sam's I have yet to fuck. I'm going to do it right now," She grinned climbing onto his lap, guiding his massive erection into her.
"Oh wow," TJ stammered. "This probably isn't legal and I'm off duty."
"Don't be nervous, look around," She said.
TJ did so, looking beyond Diane into another stall, noticing a short haired brunette squatting up and down on a black cock. He nodded to Diane and loosened up a bit.
She smiled and began squatting up and down on TJ as well, just like the brunette. "So big, just like your dad and grandpa." TJ winced, nodding his head.
"Grab my tits," Diane ordered her, TJ complying, moaning lightly at their weight in his hands. "That's it, just like that, enjoy yourself. I am," she said.
TJ opened wide and began sucking a huge tit, grabbing it with both hands, sucking hungrily at its nipple. Diane moaned and began squatting fast and faster, milking his cock. "Yes!" she cried out.
The song was almost over and her orgasm was near. TJ's face was contorting with pleasure; she knew he was close too.
"Cum inside me baby, it's ok," She said, out of breath. TJ gripped her ass tightly, gritting his teeth and began bucking his hips upward to meet her downward squats. He was cumming, filling her with his potent seed.
"Ahhh yes," He moaned, Diane shaking and convulsing on his cock, collapsing in his arms, holding him.
"Thank you," She said, happy at her accomplishment, hoping Tony would achieve his own goal of sleeping with all her sisters -- only Julianne remained.
She put her dress back on while he put his cock back into his pants after she cleaned it with her mouth. Diane took TJ by the hand and led him back out to meet up with his friends. She kissed his check, wished him good luck on his move to Tampa, and went to find Bob.
Chapter 5
After mingling more with Bob and Fat Rob and providing a few more special lap dances for the black customers, it was time to head back to Bob's.
Fat Rob paid her first, taking her to the back office of his, revealing the fattest cock she ever saw and offering it to her. Diane's mouth attacked it with gusto, stretching her lips as wide as they ever have been.
"I guess this is why they call you Fat Rob," She said looking up to him. Fat Rob nodded and smiled.
Her other set of lips were stretched out next. Fat Rob laid her on her back on his desk, pulling her legs apart and entering her. He held her by her outstretched legs and pounded her pussy mercilessly, making her cum in seconds with his very fat cock. After he sprayed semen onto her tits and tummy, Diane moaning as she rubbed her "payment" into her skin.
**************
Later that evening, Bob was behind Diane in the shower, thrusting slowly in and out of her.
"Diane, listen," Bob said, after his cock slinked out of her cum-dripping pussy.
"I want you to move out of your house in Charleston. I'm building a neighborhood there and I'd like you to move into it at some point. It's not finished yet." Diane was taken aback by his kindness. This rich old man really cared for her. She began putting two and two together.
Bob sighed, looking over her large breasts, "Diane, I -- "
"Shhh," Diane hushed him. "I know you're my father. I look like a female version of you!" she laughed. Diane caressed his face, pulling him close for a hug.
"I'm going to take care of you when I pass away," Bob said.
Diane nodded, wiping away tears, the steam from the shower enveloping then. He took a risk in telling her. Diane figured it out though. The private investigators, the look in his eyes, their resemblance, it made sense now.
She promised Bob not to tell her sister, Tiffanie, letting him be the one to do so. The next morning they made love once more before she left, heading back to Charleston.
When she returned home, she saw the divorce papers were signed by her husband, causing her to smile -- a nice little present for her return home, not wanting to be there around him The smile turned to tears when she thought about the man whom she assumed was her real father. Wiping her eyes, she knew that he would still be her dad, and Bob would be her father -- knowing there was a difference.



Diane thought about her own son, Elliot, shaking her head the second a thought about him in bed entered it. She assumed he'd never want someone as old as she was. She thought about all the black cocks she's serviced in her life time, wondering if it was all just a ploy to make herself feel wild, young, and sexy.
She thought about never being faithful to her husband. She couldn't remember one time where she wasn't lying, cheating, and hiding her actions form him. All the men were black, except one -- Bob. Diane shook her head in slight shock at the fact Bob turned out to be her biological father. Disgust, anger, and sadness did not trickle into her thoughts. She almost had to laugh at the situation.
She thought about her son once more before bed time, thinking about how much she loved him, briefly entertaining an incestuous thought about her relationship with Bob possibly becoming a catalyst, for something similar for her son. Her thought's slowed down before going to sleep, aided by wine, hoping his son's wife was making love to him at that moment in their house across town.
Chapter 6
Bob invited her back to attend another event with him in March. It was an annual event his publishing company threw each year for employees and models of a magazine that was marketed toward African-American males age 18-35, called Elite Magazine. Diane happily agreed to be his date.
Their reunion wasn't awkward. She hugged him, kissed him, and led him to bed -- not caring about anything. Diane attended the Elite Mag event with her father the next night, always on his arm, smiling as he introduced her as his date, not his daughter. She was fine with that too.
There were a ton of models there, many coming from Miami for the event. The women were all white and the men, except for Bob and a few photographers, where all black.
Diane couldn't help but notice two very large, hulking, bodybuilder-like black men sticking close to one another. Bob must've caught on to her ogling and spoke up," That's Rodney on the left. I'm not sure who the other one is, maybe his friend or brother? They do look similar. Rodney had been modeling for the magazine since before my company bought the company that published it."
"Ah I see, interesting," Diane smiled.
"You can go talk to them if you like. You like dark meat, don't you?" Bob grinned, poking the side of her black cocktail dress.
"I do. Very much so," Diane smiled back at Bob, kissing his cheek slowly, her tongue lightly pressing against it.
"Then go play, sweetie," Bob said.
Diane kissed him once more and made her way to the two men. As she got closer she noticed they were talking to five women. One of them was a 6 foot tall, Puerto Rican named Fernanda that worked for Bob. Diane was introduced to her earlier in the evening. When Fernanda saw Diane looking over at her group she waved, making her way to her.
"Hello again!" She said in her thick accent. "Saw you standing here alone."
"Oh yeah, I was just going to say hey to, um, well, them," Diane nodded in the direction of the two black men.
"Ah yes they are quite large aren't they?" Fernanda asked.
"Yes, they are," Diane moaned inwardly.
"Let's dance," Fernanda grabbed Diane pulling her to the dance floor. "That is Rodney and his brother Ronnie. They are here to have a great time!"
"Now watch," Fernanda nodded in the direction of the black men. As she danced, Diane noticed Rodney and Ronnie escort one of the white women outside the hotel banquet hall.
"They'll return with her soon," Fernanda explained. "Her name is Taylor, she's a model too, and she has a very big booty! You know black men love that!" Diane nodded in agreement.
"They also love big boobs too!" Fernanda said, grabbing and shaking Diane's breasts, causing her to laugh.
The two women danced for several more hip-hop songs, finally noticing Rodney and Ronnie return with Taylor. She was smiling. Next they took another woman.
"That is my younger sister, Claudia. She is also a model and she got the booty, while I got the boobies," Fernanda explained, watching the two men leave with her sister in the distance. Diane couldn't help but laugh at the woman, grabbing and shaking Fernanda's breasts in return.
A short while later the men reentered the room with Claudia smiling, her hands combing through her disheveled hair.
"Looks like she had fun," Fernanda pointed out. The two ladies chatted a bit more about Bob, Fernanda saying how great he was to work with, when the two black men took another women outside with them.
"Ah yes, that is Angela," Fernanda said. The two dancing women watching the dark haired beauty leave with Rodney and Ronnie, "Her big butt is very nice."
Diane chuckled, starting to realize what was happening.
Angela returned minutes later and began talking to the final woman. She was tall and had nearly black hair. Diane watched her arguing with Angela from afar.
"That is Angela's sister, Alice. I just met her today, like you, but it does not seem like she is interested in leaving with them," Fernanda observed.
"Hmm," she said, watching Alice push her sister away and march off. "Follow me!" Fernanda pulled Diane with her, through the crowd, to meet up with Rodney and Ronnie.
Fernanda introduced Diane to the two men, suggesting they chat a bit. Fernanda whispered into her ear to be a substitute for Alice.
Fifteen minutes later, Diane found herself outside in the alley next the hotel with two very large black cocks in her face. She was squatting in front of them, a hand on the base of each one, slurping and sucking on them. She switched from one and then went to the other, covering them both in drool. They were delicious; her pussy was nearly dripping on the concrete with desire.
Having sufficiently coated both of them in her saliva, Diane stood, completely removing her dress, revealing her hourglass, braless, pantyless body for them. Rodney and Ronnie's eyes lit up and they both said, in unison, "Oh shit."
Ronnie picked her up, spun her upside down, planting his tongue in her pussy. Diane arched her back, upside down, looking forward to Rodney's rod. Reaching for it, grabbing it, guiding it to her mouth, she sucked away on it. Within moments she was ready to cum from Ronnie's tongue work.
"Your tongue is bigger than my soon to be ex's dick!" Diane exclaimed.
"Yep," Ronnie said, flipping her back around, guiding her legs behind him. He slowly guided his cock all the way in, lifting her briefly for his brother.
"You want the back end?" Ronnie asked.
"I'll be glad to take that ass," Rodney snickered. He guided his big cockhead to her anus, gliding it in, noticing how easy it was to do so, if he only knew how many men had taken her anally. Her drool acting as lubrication helped.
Within several minutes Rodney was situated deep inside her, to the base of his cock, in her colon. He and his brother began working together, sliding in and out of her in synchronization. Ronnie would push in and pull out, while Rodney pulled out and pushed in. It was like a seesaw of cocks going in and out of Diane in each hole. She was in paradise, cumming nonstop at the full feeling. She had never had two at the same time. Her screams of ecstasy were echoing off the buildings next to the alley.
Both men timed their orgasms at the same time, Ronnie providing a countdown from five. They had done this many times with many different white women. Both their cocks erupted inside Diane simultaneously - Ronnie filling her pussy and Rodney her rectum with semen. Diane nearly passed out.
Ronnie sat her gently on the ground, pulling their dress slacks back up, chatting with her while she put her dress back on. Diane learned Ronnie was moving to Charleston soon and she promised him that they could hook up every once in awhile.
They parted ways and Diane found Bob, dancing with him, for a few more songs before they left.
Chapter 7
Bob entered her shower later that evening. Soaping up her back, running his hands down her sides, over her hips, butt, and back up again, bringing them to a rest on her breasts. Bob kissed her neck, whispering in her ear.
"I loved your mother so much. She was my mother too," Bob said.
Diane turned around, a confused look on her face, "So you and your mother got together and I'm a product of that?"
"You are."
"So what does that make us? Siblings and parent and child?" Diane asked, a silly grin coming over her.
"I suppose?" Bob shrugged.
Diane laughed, turning around, presenting herself to Bob. He entered her from behind, running his hands over her back as he slammed into her in the shower.
**************
After lunch the next day with her sister Tiffanie, talking about their sister's Stephanie recent move to Minnesota, and deciding not to tell Tiffanie about their biological father, Bob, Diane drove home to Charleston. She wondered what Bob would give her upon his death, feeling slightly bad about it afterward.
She called her son, Elliot, asking him to meet for lunch. He declined, causing a bit of sadness in Diane. She wanted to hug him, hold him, and talk to him. They were somewhat close, but not like best friends, she wanted to change that.
A few weeks went by, her ex husband moved out; one of her daughters spent time with her. Her son stopped by offering help to move furniture. Diane was so happy to see him, insisting he let her take him to dinner. He obliged, going to a nice restaurant with his mother. Diane kissed him slowly on the cheek, taking him a bit off guard, seeing him off as he went home across town to his wife, wishing he could've stayed with his mother a little longer.
Diane was left home alone, sitting on the couch, feeling old and tired.
**************
A couple weeks later, Ronnie was at her home, relentlessly fucking her in every single way in every single room. Books were knocked off the shelf, the mail and magazines were flung off the counter, a lamp was knocked over, her bedroom was a mess. Everywhere Ronnie and her went in a hurricane of sex, that part of the house was left in a mess.
Finally, after screaming, cumming, slamming the bed against the wall so hard the 52 year old Diane thought it would break; she collapsed on top of the muscle bound black man, sweaty and exhausted. It was mid-afternoon; she finally got him to cum. He had been holding out on her for fun, enjoying her and him tearing the house apart in her attempts to milk his cock.
Rolling off Ronnie, catching her breath, she thought about her father, Bob, who she planned on calling to say hello to the next day. She thought her son, attempting to figure out how to improve their relationship, wondering if her experience with Bob was a catalyst for that.
"Give me 15 minutes," Ronnie grunted. Diane nodded.
Sure enough 15 minutes later, Ronnie was sucking away at one of her breasts, his index finger embedded into her ass, and his cock embedded balls deep into her pussy. They went at it like animals the rest of the day.
Diane felt wild, young, and sexy.
***There will be a second story with Diane. It will feature her son. It will most likely be much longer than this one.***
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Chapter 1
Ulysses stood nude in front of his full-length mirror thinking about what to wear that evening. He was tired and didn't feel like going out, but his half-brother TJ was moving to Tampa Bay, Florida soon and this was his last weekend in town. Much to Ulysses' chagrin they had decided to go to a new strip club that was opening. TJ's father, Tony was in town to help him move, and suggested it. Nicole was going too, since the magazine she occasionally models for, Elite Magazine, was sending several models to attend the big opening. Her sister, Taylor, another model for the magazine, was arriving from Miami to attend the opening as well.
He would rather go to gym as he had missed a few days. As a fitness model, this made him feel quite guilty. Plus, he didn't like strip clubs. He felt they were trashy and dirty, and felt sorry for the girls working there. But he was a good sport and went along anyway.
He smiled softly as Nicole's hand slid around his torso. He watched her hand trail his abs in the mirror, her white skin contrasting with his dark-chocolate tone. The short blonde peaked around him and smiled at his reflection in the mirror. She was TJ's soon-to-be former police partner. The two police officers crashed at Ulysses' apartment the previous night.
"I'm going to grab a shower, want to join me?" Nicole asked. Ulysses smiled and nodded, following her past his bed, glancing over to a still sleeping TJ as they made their way to the shower.
Her ass was amazing. Ulysses often wondered how many squats and lunges she did a day. Out of the few times they've slept together, Ulysses always had trouble with his stamina while with her. The steam from the shower rose to envelop them both. Nicole moaned loud enough to wake TJ. He would no doubt want to join them.
Ulysses was right. TJ knocked on the glass door of the shower a few minutes later, "Can I come in?"
"No," Ulysses told his best friend and half-brother. "Let me finish and I'll come out. 30 seconds." He didn't want to share a shower with both Nicole and TJ, since TJ was much taller and larger than him. Fitting two people in his shower was difficult enough, adding a massively muscular black man like TJ, was near impossible.
Nicole went to her knees like she normally does when receives cum. She gobbled up as much as she could from Ulysses' spurting cock. He smiled at her and made his way out of the shower, stepping aside so TJ could enter, grabbing his towel and heading to his closet. He looked through some shirts, not really wanting to dress up, as the orgasmic moans of Nicole in the showered filled the apartment.
Ulysses decided on a simple t-shirt and cargo shorts. It wasn't anything special, but he didn't care.
Later that day he groaned inwardly when Nicole's sister, Taylor, showed up with not one, but two friends. A Puerto Rican named Claudia, whose sister, Fernanda, was organizing the opening event, and a gorgeous brunette named Angela - all three women had big, muscular, backsides, just like Nicole. They were all models for the magazine, which catered to African-American males between the ages of 18 and 35, and were all wearing short cocktail dresses of varying solid colors. He tried to hide his sigh of annoyance. He knew he wouldn't be getting any sleep tonight.
The four women split up. Two went to each to TJ's arms; the remaining two went to Ulysses'. Nicole and her sister were on the arm of TJ, Ulysses was stuck with the other two. He knew Claudia somewhat but didn't know Angela. He was polite enough, attempting to make chit chat through dinner.
When they arrived at the strip club, Ulysses begrudgingly made his way in with the two women on his arm. It was very crowded, but at the same time, very nice and upscale. The six of them found a table and ordered drinks.
Ulysses sighed again, taking in his surroundings, thinking that it was one night only and that it was no big deal. He took a sip of his drink when he felt a tap on his shoulder. He stood and smiled, instantly recognizing the woman. It was Fernanda. She was a six feet tall Puerto Rican goddess. He knew, through his step-mother, Devin, that Fernanda worked for and with the developers of this shopping center, which contained the strip club. She oversaw its construction for her boss. Claudia stood and greeted her sister as well.
Fernanda introduced her associate, a very wide and muscular black man named, Fat Rob, and the four of them chatted for a few moments. Fernanda had to go backstage to check on things with Fat Rob, but told Ulysses to please stop by and see her next time he was in Miami. He agreed and told the family friend goodbye.
TJ's father, Tony, came by the table a few minutes later to join them. He was with an older white woman. Ulysses didn't catch her name, but within a few moments she dragged TJ off for a private dance. Tony, watching his son head to the private area, asked which one of the ladies was his son's partner. Nicole smiled and raised her hand. Taylor added that she was her sister. Tony slipped to the empty chair left by TJ and put his arm around the two blondes. Ulysses watched them giggle and flirt with the older black man.
After a few minutes of flirting and whispering, Tony nodded to the door, "We can get back in," Ulysses heard him say. Taylor told Angela and Claudia they'll be right back. The two blondes nodded to Tony and followed him as he stood, leading them out of the club. Ulysses watched Tony place his hands on each one of the woman's asses as they left.
It was just Ulysses and the remaining two women at the table. They were sitting, idly chatting with each other, with Ulysses in the middle. He was bored out of his mind. Their hands caressing his thighs under the table didn't even excite him much. He just wanted to go home.
Then she took the stage. She was tall, maybe Ulysses' height, around 5'10." She had short, pageboy style, blonde hair that curved her face, a beautiful hourglass figure, fairly large breasts, and even through all the makeup, Ulysses could tell she was young. She was younger than all the other women he'd seen there. He couldn't take his eyes off her. There was something about her, something that made him feel sadness but attraction at the same time. He wondered how old she was as she worked the pole like a pro. He wondered if her parents knew she was there. He wondered if she even had parents. He watched her move and gyrate, slowly removing her sequined bikini, revealing those lovely breasts. He was mesmerized and he wanted to talk to her, to find out more about her.
"Want me to buy you a private dance from her?" Claudia whispered into his right ear. "My sister may be able to see that I get a discount."
"Huh?" Ulysses was shaken from his trance as he turned to face her.
Claudia glanced down at his crotch, "Looks like you like her. It feels like you like her," Claudia grinned, her hands squeezing and rubbing an erection that had grown down the length of his thigh, the cockhead nearly extending from the bottom of his cargo shorts.
"I, uh, sure," he replied, watching the girl exit the stage to change outfits and make her way to the large room like the rest of the strippers did.
At this point, Ulysses noted that Nicole and Taylor had returned from wherever they went with TJ's father. They both had tale-tale smiles on their face. The kind of smile Nicole had last night and today when she exited the shower with TJ. Claudia had gotten up to go find the dancer. Angela took over cock squeezing and rubbing duties. Ulysses smiled politely at her and looked around the room. He saw TJ talking to his dad and the woman that dragged him off. They finished their conversation and headed back toward the table.
Ulysses was annoyed and was hoping Claudia would return soon as he was looking for an excuse to leave the table. Angela had pulled his cock out from under his cargo shorts and began jacking it under the table as she went on and on about much she loves black cock. She said she's glad she's not staying with her Aunt Emily in town, complaining about her seven children in her crowded home.
"You have an aunt named Emily?" Ulysses said, starting to see some resemblance.
"I do. Do you know her?" Angela asked.
Ulysses thought back to about to a year prior when he sprayed semen all over Emily's pregnant belly, and then a few months following that event, grabbing her pregnant belly tightly in his arms as he pounded her relentlessly, hoping to induce labor.
"I just used to be a yoga instructor, and there was an Emily in one class. Probably wasn't her though," He said, turning his gaze away from Angela and gulping.
Finally, after about 15 minutes, Claudia returned. She wasn't alone, the stripper was with her. Angela put Ulysses' cock back where it belonged, pulling his cargo shorts down to conceal it. "Here she is," Claudia presented the stripper to Ulysses.
"Hi," he awkwardly said to her.
"Ready for a private dance? Follow me," She said, smiling energetically, holding out her hand. Even her voice sounded young. Ulysses stood, grabbing her hand, following her to the rooms to the side. He turned around back to his table, to see TJ talking with Nicole and Taylor, and Tony leaving the strip club with Angela and Claudia just like he did with the other two women earlier in the night.
Chapter 2
Ulysses couldn't take his eyes off the stripper's gorgeous blue ones. The music started and she started swaying back and forth for him. She turned around, rubbing her thong-covered butt against Ulysses' crotch, causing him to groan.
The dancer moaned, feeling Ulysses' erect cock against her butt through his shorts. She turned around and straddled him, "What's your name?" she asked.
"Ulysses. What's yours?"
"Penny," she answered, grinding back and forth on his lap. "Feels like you got a nice dick."
Ulysses nodded awkwardly,"Is that your real name? Or a fake one you use when dancing?"
"It's my real name," She said, arching her back, unclasping her bikini top, pulling it down, exposing her large breasts. Ulysses looked on in wonder. She was so young looking in the face, but her body was not young looking at all.
"How old are you?" Ulysses asked. Penny moved to her knees in front of him, rubbing her breasts all around his lap.
"I turned 18 yesterday," She replied, looking at him seductively, rolling her shoulders, her tits dragging across Ulysses' hidden erection. His eyes shot open, he couldn't believe she was 18.
"Really? How long have you been doing this?"
Penny rose to his lap again, moaning, running her hands all over his chest, dipping them under his shirt, and running them over his toned stomach. "Almost three years," she replied, dry humping him, moaning in his ear.
"What?!? Are you serious?" He asked, jerking his head back, breaking her of her concentration.
"Yeah, I ran away and came here. Now then, where was it?" She ran her hands up over her breasts as she grinded against Ulysses.
"Wait, you don't have a place to go? Where do you live?"
"Baby, I wouldn't worry about that if I were you. Since you're curious, I live with one of the older strippers and sometimes stay with Fat Rob," Penny explained then continued her lap dance.
"Have you been to high school?"
Penny was getting frustrated. "Stop talking! No, no school. I ran away from home, I lived in Miami. I'm here now, doing this. Alright? Can we continue this now? The song is almost over."
Ulysses shut up, seeing he annoyed the dancer who was simply trying to do her job. He was visibly concerned for the girl, watching her gorgeous ass grind against him. He sighed when the song was over, watched her dress, and followed her back out. She thanked and went on her way.
"Wait!" He called out to her. Penny turned around, still slightly annoyed at him. Ulysses was pulling out a card from his wallet. It had his cell phone number and his work phone number the modeling agency assigned him, along with an email address.
"Here, Take this. If you ever need a place to crash or just want to go get some food, give me a call," he told her.
Penny nodded, taking the card, smiling softly, and went to the backstage area. Ulysses headed back to his table. A few moments later, Claudia and Angela returned with Tony, goofy looks plastering their faces.
The rest of the evening was incredibly boring for him. Penny hadn't taken the stage again. For the next couple ours, he watched TJ's dad chat with Fat Rob, Angela, Claudia, Nicole, Taylor, each woman taking turns following Fat Rob into his office most likely to have sex.
When the last of the four women went back to Fat Rob's, Penny danced again, finally. Ulysses watched her with sadness and sympathy. He felt her pitiful life could've been better. She had no high school education, no college, no real job, and wasn't homeless, though didn't have her own place.
"Everyone ready to go? I'm sore!" Nicole joked, back from Fat Rob's office, straightening her hair. They all nodded and stood to leave.
"Hey give me a minute, I'll catch up," Ulysses said, following Penny as she left the stage. He was able to watch her going into, what he presumed to be, Fat Rob's office. Ulysses carefully snuck down the dim hallway, seeing Penny in the distance dash into the office. Someone walked by Ulysses causing him to pretend he was either working there or waiting for someone. After the moment passed he continued down the hallway.
He heard her. He heard her moaning. "Uh, Uh, Ahh, yess!"
When Ulysses peeped into the door's window, he saw Penny bouncing up and down on the fattest cock he had ever seen. Her head was thrown back, Fat Rob was clutching her waist, and his black cock was covered in creamy, white, pussy juices.
Ulysses shook his head, leaving to go catch up with his friends.
********************
Nicole and her sister, Taylor, were riding TJ and Ulysses respectively while Claudia and Angela waited their turns. The two men lay side-by-side in bed and the two sisters held hands, bouncing up and down, climaxing together.
"Ok our turn," Claudia said, spanking Taylor, Ulysses' cock slurping out of her when she moved off him. Claudia began moaning and riding him to her own climax. The four women did this most of the night, all four taking turns riding the two black men to orgasm. Ulysses was right; he would hardly sleep at all. Thoughts of Penny ran through his head. He couldn't believe she had been doing this occupation, and who knows what else, for so long. She was just a kid.
Chapter 3
A few months later, it was mid-May, and Devin, Ulysses' former stepmother was having dinner at his apartment. Ulysses hugged her from behind, smelling her thick blonde hair, kissing her shoulders while she cleaned some of the dishes. They were both naked and had been for most of the day.
"Mmmm, Michelle doesn't know what she's missing," Devin moaned, referring to a coworker Ulysses occasionally alluded he had feelings for, leaning her head back on his shoulder.
"Desert time," She said playfully, going to her knees. Ulysses loved this woman. Devin and her sisters had been servicing him since he was a teenager. He often thought, now that she was divorced from his dad that he could be with her, thinking maybe she could be the woman that makes him forget all about his coworker, Michelle. Ulysses had all but forgotten about meeting that poor girl at the strip club.
They made love for most of the evening, his bed slamming against the wall, Devin urging him on to finish. He took a break around midnight, standing on his apartment balcony, nude, checking his cell phone when it rang. He didn't recognize the number. He wondered in the back of his mind if it might just be that young girl he saw earlier in the year.
It was. Penny was crying, asking him if he remembered her, to which Ulysses assured her he never forgot. She asked if she could come by for a few days. She said she was running away from Fat Rob, explaining that he's getting too demanding, too aggressive, and too rough with the girls.
Ulysses couldn't say no. He quickly informed Devin of the situation, hearing her remark about how he was too nice. Ulysses moaned, watching her perfectly toned 40 year old body, slide out of bed and put on a bathrobe.
"I'll be naked again soon," Devin promised, heading to the kitchen to warm up leftovers for the visitor.
Penny arrived in about an hour. Someone had given her a ride. She looked haggard, tired, and hungry. Ulysses smiled warmly to her, welcoming her in, introducing her to his stepmother, showing her around. She inhaled the leftover food from dinner, devouring every last morsel, smiling awkwardly when she finished.
"It's fine, I have plenty more," Ulysses chuckled. He showed her to her bedroom, letting her know she could stay as long as she needed. Devin shot him a questioning look as she headed back to his bedroom.
He grabbed her some towels and made sure she had enough blankets if she needed them. "Thanks," Penny said, looking to the floor.
"It's not a problem, I told you, I'm here to help."
"I really appreciate it. I'll only be here for a few days," Penny said.
"However long you need. I'm going to head to bed, don't hesitate to wake me if you need anything." Ulysses nodded and left the guest room.
Right as he got to his door, he paused, thinking he forgot to show her where the laundry room was. He figured she could find it, but wanted to be sure. As he went back to the guest room, he peeped through the door, before opening it all the way. Penny was lying on her side, facing the door, still in her clothes, her eyes shut. Ulysses smiled, entered the room and turned off the light.
Ulysses headed back to his bedroom to find Devin out on the balcony, nude, watching the city lights in the distance. Ulysses stripped down and joined her. Holding her breasts from behind, kissing her neck, she asked him if Penny was ok.
"I think she's asleep," he replied.
"Please be careful. You don't know if people are after her or not," Devin warned.
"I think it'll be fine," Ulysses assured her, bending slightly at the knees, guiding his cock into her from behind.
Chapter 4
After Devin and Ulysses showered together the next morning, she prepared breakfast for him and Penny. Penny, again, devoured it hungrily. Devin flashed Ulysses a concerned look, said goodbye to them both, and headed to work.
"Ok, I have some work to do today at the gym. I teach yoga every once and awhile and I'm a personal trainer. So I'll be gone for several hours. Please just relax and make yourself at home," He told Penny as he tied his tennis shoes.
"I will. Thanks so much for everything," she said softly.
Ulysses patted her knee and stood, smiling down at her, "Please call me if you need anything ok?"
Penny nodded, curling up on the couch, having showered after breakfast.
Ulysses left, wondering if she might be gone by the time he returned later in the day. He wondered if she might steal something, thinking that he didn't have any cash hidden around or weapons, admonishing himself for not completely trusting the girl. He called TJ, who was in Tampa Bay now, briefing him of the situation. He also warned Ulysses to be careful.



"I think it'll be fine," He said into the phone, pulling into a nice suburb a few hours after leaving his apartment. He had been to the gym and taught two yoga classes. He needed a shower.
"I hope so. You can't always trust people," His half-brother, TJ, added.
"I know, I know," Ulysses said, making a right turn, getting closer to the house he was driving to.
"Alright well, just, hide valuables, be ready to change the lock on your apartment if need be, and consider locking your bedroom at night."
"Heh, right. Gotcha, I'll do that," Ulysses said, putting his car in park in a driveway. "Alright well I'm going to go shower and I'll talk to you later."
********************
"Ahh! Yes! Yes!" Jennifer cried out. The single, red headed, mom was climaxing again in the shower with Ulysses. She was straddling him, while he stood, pumping his hips upward, pinning her against the wall.
"Ohhh, yes!" She moaned, clutching Ulysses tightly.
A couple hours later, Ulysses was putting on a clean set of gym clothes, "It was nice seeing you again Jennifer."
"Likewise. I always enjoy a good fuck when Alex is out," She said, referring to her son working at his part-time summer job.
"Great, I'll call you again sometime, and we'll have more fun." Ulysses said, grabbing his bag, kissing his friend clothed in only her bathrobe.
Ulysses headed home, wondering if Penny was still there, expecting her to not be. He found that his apartment was locked, nothing out of the ordinary there, he entered and what he did find was out of the ordinary. Penny had cleaned it from top to bottom.
She was on all fours in the kitchen wearing a sports bra and gray yoga shorts, strenuously scrubbing the floor.
"Penny?" Ulysses asked, setting his bag down.
"Oh hi!" Penny piped up, quickly standing. "I thought I'd clean it for you," she said, looking around, showing off her work.
"Yeah, it looks amazing. Thank you!" Ulysses went to hug her, but she backed away.
"Ugh, I'm all sweaty and nasty. Let me shower," Penny explained.
"Sure," he chuckled, looking around the kitchen. He caught a glimpse of Penny as she entered the bathroom, pulling her sports bra over her head, noticing her glistening back.
Ulysses looked around, attempting to see if anything was out of order, noticing that everything appeared fine. His bedroom was perfect. Clean sheets, clean bed spread and no dirty clothes. His bathroom was spotless. He always cleaned the bathroom first, due to his frequent female visitors, such as his stepmother, her sisters, and a host of other sexual partners. He noted that Penny did a far better job that he ever could - he was genuinely impressed with everything she had done.
The living room area looked great as well. The carpet was vacuumed and everything was tidy. Ulysses sat on the couch in awe. Several minutes later, Penny exited the guest bedroom, wearing a large white towel, brushing her hair. "You like?" she asked, sitting down right next to Ulysses.
"Yes, thank you so much. This is a clean as it was when I moved in," He said.
"See, having a stripper living with you isn't all bad. Fat Rob always had me clean his house too," She said, looking down slightly saddened.
"Hey, let's go out to dinner tonight. My treat," Ulysses suggested.
Penny looked up; her face filled joy, as if she hadn't been taken to a restaurant before. "Really? That'd be awesome!" She smiled widely, throwing her arms around Ulysses, catching him off guard. He had no choice but to gently hug her back.
A few hours later they were sitting in a nice restaurant. Penny was wearing a fairly mild dress, much to Ulysses surprise, coming down to her knees, not displaying very much cleavage. Her blonde hair molded her face perfectly, highlighting her young looking face.
They chatted for a few hours, Penny mostly asking questions about Ulysses' life, his modeling work, his family and so on.
He was taken aback by how different she seemed out of the strip club. Thinking back to that night where Penny gave him a private dance, Ulysses realized he was seeing the real Penny. She was sweet, easy to talk to, mixed with a child-like naivety that could only be explained by her not being in school and around kids her own age. Perhaps this Fat Rob man never let her leave his house, maybe servicing him and working at the strip club was all she's known for the past couple years.
Ulysses wanted to ask Penny about her family and her life, but didn't want to invade her privacy, recalling that night he asked her questions while she danced. He figured maybe it was because she was working, but let it go, hoping that she would open up to him when she was ready.
Ulysses opened the passenger side door again for Penny after their meal. He again, like a gentlemen, opened his door for her upon arrival at his apartment. He got her some water and joined her back on the couch.
"I had a really great time with you tonight," Ulysses said, smiling and facing her. "You're a really sweet girl."
Penny blushed, looking to her lap, "Thanks."
The chatted a few more minutes before Ulysses stood and made his way to the kitchen. He took some vitamins, gulping water to wash them down, and turned back to Penny, "Alright I'm going to head to bed."
"Oh," Penny stood, smiling politely. "Alright."
Ulysses smiled back, walking slowly toward Penny, putting his arms around her, holding her tightly. "I'll see you tomorrow."
Penny nodded and they parted ways for the evening.
Chapter 5
Penny fixed dinner the next night. It was spaghetti and it was delicious. She said it was the only meal she was any good at cooking. Ulysses ate it up, moaning thankfully as he ate. "This was really sweet of you to fix dinner."
"My pleasure. You're helping much so much by letting me stay," Penny said.
After dinner they cleaned the kitchen together and headed to the couch. Ulysses smiled when Penny snuggled up next to him. He put his arm around her, his hand resting on her hip, while he watched a little TV. After the first show, he noticed she was asleep. A little later, he slowly got off couch, squatted, sliding his arms under her, and lifted her off it, carrying her to the guest room. He tucked her in. She seemed so comfortable and happy.
********************
"Ah shit!" Devin exclaimed while riding Ulysses' cock an hour later. She was straddling him in her bed, her hands running through her thick blonde mane. Ulysses grabbed her tits, holding them as she bounced on him. He had left Penny a note, sticking it to his door, stating he'd be back soon in the event she woke up.
He headed to his stepmother's for sex and to chat. After Devin climaxed again she collapsed on Ulysses, peppering his dark chocolate chest with kisses while he ran his hand through her hair.
"So she's still there huh?" Devin asked.
"Yep, she's been great. She cleaned the apartment. She fixed dinner. She really is a nice girl," Ulysses explained.
"Maybe you should see if she could go home. Perhaps find her parents," Devin suggested.
"Yeah, I could. I just don't want to pry. I want her to feel comfortable around me," Ulysses said.
"I understand," She said, rising up to kiss his nipple.
"I have to go to Miami soon for work. Maybe I'll ask if she wants to come with me, since she said she was from there," Ulysses suggested. Devin agreed she could pop in on the girl when he was out of town for work if she refused his offer.
********************
The next evening they were on the couch again, watching TV after dinner, Ulysses' arm was around her. When she show went off, Ulysses spoke up, "So you said you were from Miami right? I go there pretty often for photo shoots."
"Oh, yeah. I was born there."
"I see. Well I have to go there a couple times next month. If you want to hitch a ride with me, you can. I sometimes drive down there. I prefer it over flying."
"Oh," Penny sat up, nodding.
"Yeah I just figured if you want, it might be kinda nice to get away, maybe see some friends or family you had there. Just stuff like that," Ulysses shrugged.
"Yeah," Penny said, slowly turning back to the TV.
"Alright, well I'm going to shower and head to bed. Goodnight!" Ulysses, said, giving her a brief hug, not wanting to press matters and let her think about his offer. He hoped he came across friendly enough and didn't seem like he was trying to get rid of her.
In the shower, Ulysses was casually stroking his cock, thinking about Michelle. He felt bad for lusting after her, he wanted to make love to her, not fuck her senselessly like he did Jennifer. He had to admit he loved red heads. There were no strings attached to sex with Jennifer. She was in her early 40s and knew just what she wanted. Stroking his now erect cock, Ulysses thought to himself, "I guess what she wants is black dick. I don't blame her."
Ulysses, using his incredible, yoga-powered flexibility, coupled with a long cock, bent forward as far as he could, kissing his own bulbous cockhead several times. He wrapped his lips just around the tip, sucking gently. He was happy to be able to pleasure himself if Devin wasn't available. She was always the woman he slept with when no others were around. From time-to-time, he felt like changing that, but wanted to wait to see how things go with Michelle. He stopped sucking the tip of his own glorious member and washed off, deciding against performing full on auto-fellatio, he stood back up, smiling, reminiscing about some of the fun times he and TJ had together. He was startled out of his walk down memory lane when his shower door opened. Penny was standing there in his bathroom completely naked.
Chapter 6
"Penny! What are you doing?!?" A startled Ulysses exclaimed.
Penny said nothing, entering his shower, pushing the matching height Ulysses back against the shower stall. She grabbed his face, pulling it to her own, and began kissing him madly. Ulysses tried to speak, but her tongue flowed into his mouth, swirling around his. She ended the kiss by sucking on his bottom lip and looking into his eyes.
"If you're taking me home to Miami, I wanted to do this before I leave," Penny said, smiling softly.
Ulysses said nothing, grabbing her face, pulling it toward his own. Their mouth entwined once more, the hot water pouring down on them, her arms wrapping around his shoulders. Ulysses bent at the knees, picked her up, moving her to straddle him, never taking his mouth off hers. He fumbled his way with his eyes closed to turn off the shower and open the door.
In the bathroom he sat her down on the counter, breaking the kiss momentarily, to slowly guide his cock in. Sliding it in all the way, Penny moaned, gripping the back of his head, pulling him in for more kissing. Ulysses began pumping in and out of her, slamming against her cervix, relishing her loud moans of pleasure. He kept thrusting, sliding her wet body across the bathroom counter, closer to the door.
"You're beautiful," He said, in between breaths.
"So are you," Penny whispered, touching his face.
Ulysses picked her up, impaling her deeper, opened the door, waddled out to his bedroom and slammed Penny down on his bed. Her feet locked him place. He broke their kiss and moved to her neck, kissing, licking, and sucking on it while he continuously slammed his hips into her.
"Ah! Yes! Fuck me!" Penny moaned as Ulysses worked.
Several minutes later, Ulysses had pushed her all the way to the head board of his bed, Penny stopping their backward movement with her hand. Her mouth hung open, her breathing picked up, her body was tense, and she was cumming. The 18 year old let out loud moan, shutting her eyes, gripping at Ulysses' dark flesh. He didn't stop though; he kept thrusting through her climax, sucking and nibbling her neck.
Ulysses sat up, going to his knees, bringing her with him. Her legs still wrapped around his waist. Ulysses grabbed her rib cage, just below her breasts, continuing his assault. "Cum! Cum for me!" he gritted his teeth, ordering her to climax again, loving the way her pussy convulsed around his cock.
Penny rested her hands on his shoulders, throwing her head back, arching her back, "Ahh! Yes! Yes! Harder!"
Ulysses turned into a beast, slamming her back down on the bed, taking her legs from around his waist, rolling her over onto her stomach, grabbing and bringing her hips back, and then plunging his cock back in balls deep.
Thirty minutes later, Penny was whimpering after several orgasms, both their bodies now wet from sweat, Ulysses still slamming into her from behind. He rubbed the sweat into her skin, taking a moment to catch his breath, "You feel so good," he said, rubbing her back.
He grabbed her hair, bringing her back up against his chest. He held her large breasts, gently kneading them in his grasp, kissing along her neck. Penny turned around. She kissing Ulysses once more, moaning as their tongues wrestled. She pulled him down on top of her, rolling him over, kissing him. She was on top now, pinning his hands down to the mattress, dangling her breasts in front of his face, his tongue flicking at a nipple before he freed one hand to grab her tit flesh. He moaned as he sucked her breast like a starving baby.
Penny guided him back in and began slowly grinding herself against him while he sucked her tits, switching to one, feeling Penny's body tense up, listening for her cry of pleasure, then switching to the other and repeating the process.
Penny ground and rode him for another thirty minutes. Her nipples were numb, her clit was numb, and she lost count of how many orgasms she had.
"I don't have any condoms. If I'm going to cum I should - " Ulysses started to say.
"Cum in me," Penny interrupted him. "Fat Rob had my tubes tied."
Ulysses released a tit from his mouth in shock. He simply looked up to Penny not sure of what to say. He started to ask questions, but Penny placed her index finger on his mouth, "Shhh. Just cum in me. Please?"
Ulysses nodded, resuming his tit sucking, working his way up her neck, and into a seating position. Penny was bouncing up and down in his lap, her head being held by Ulysses' left hand, her neck being sucked on, and her ass cheek being gripped by Ulysses' right and. "I'm cumming," Ulysses whispered.
Penny didn't stop; she kept bouncing up and down on him. Ulysses' mouth hung open, moaning, feeling his balls tense up, staring into her blue eyes. "Ahhh, yes, here it is," he whispered, not looking away from her as his cock erupted inside her body, filling her to the brim, overflowing out of her pussy, semen trickling down to his balls. "Yes!"
Ulysses collapsed back onto the mattress. Penny followed him, lying on top of his chest, while he grabbed and massaged her butt. They said nothing, lying there sweaty, recovering from their first of many sessions. Fifteen minutes later, Ulysses was ready to go again, thrusting up into her, his cock filling her pussy over and over again.
They were on the bed, rolling off it onto the floor, up against the wall, and out on the balcony with Penny crying out into the hot night, her sounds of pleasure echoing against other buildings.
Slamming her back down on the bed an hour later, Ulysses climbed on top of her once more, slowly going in and out. He was tired; she was tired, they wanted to cum in unison once more. As his semen started spurting out of his pulsing cock deep inside her, he thought about how he'd miss her, he thought about how he was doing the right thing by taking her home, he felt like this would be getting her reunited with her family and possibly getting on the right track - finishing high school, working on a degree, and getting a better job.
He filled her with cum once more and collapsed next to her. Penny turned her head, kissing him slowly, lapping at his mouth, even their tongues showing signs of fatigue. She rolled over, facing away from him, Ulysses putting his arm around her, holding her tight against his body.
They awoke a few hours later, showered, ate breakfast nude, and continued. Licking and kissing her butt and puckered hole before he guided his cock into her anus, Ulysses took her repeatedly in every way until that evening when they finally collapsed once again. He had work to do the next day and needed rest.
Chapter 7
A few days later, Ulysses was napping, lying naked, face down on his bed. His eyes slowly opened when he felt something tickle his calf muscle. It was wet, slippery, and traveled up his leg. Penny was licking him. She licked over his muscular buttocks, up the crevasse of his spine, and finally, to his neck, whispering in his ear, "Time to wake up. Get on your hands and knees for me."
Ulysses smiled, doing as requested, looking over his shoulder at Penny. She stared seductively into his eyes while kissing her way back to his ass. Running her tongue over his cheek, she reached through his legs, gently pulling on his strengthening cock. "Time to milk you," she said, stroking his cock, peppering his ass crack with kisses which evolved into slow, long licks.
Ulysses eyes rolled into the back of his head. He was amazed at this girl. She was incredible. He moaned when her tongue clicked across his anus. She was practically French-kissing his butthole. It felt so very good. Ulysses knew he wouldn't last long.
"Mmmmm," she moaned, jacking him off, his cock pointing down to the mattress, her tongue slithering around his dark brown puckered hole. She moaned once more and inserted the tip of her invading tongue into him, sending shivers up Ulysses' spine. "Yes," he whispered, thinking about how experienced she was for someone who recently turned 18 a few months prior.
With her tongue slurping in and out of his anus, saliva dripping down to his balls and shaft providing more lubrication for Penny to use, Ulysses blew his load, a powerful orgasm flowing through him. He sprayed semen on to the mattress. Penny took her tongue out of his ass, bent down, and began gobbling as much cum up as she could from the sheets, and then turned around to squeeze a few more drips out of Ulysses' dangling cock.
********************
Penny's bag was packed, sitting by the door next to Ulysses'. Earlier in the day he got an oil change, checked the tire pressure, and took his car through a car wash. He was late on the evening before they were to leave at 5am.
Ulysses was lying naked in bed, sipping on a drink his stepmother made him. He was watching Devin and Penny kiss each other, both their hands gripping his cock, their tongues twirling around each other, occasionally lapping at his cockhead. Ulysses wasn't too fond of threeways with two women, as they tended to shift their focus to each other, but he enjoyed watching these two blonde beauties service him and each other.
A little later Devin was sitting on his face, while Penny was riding his cock. The two women were holding hands to balance themselves and kissing frantically. Ulysses assumed that Devin would initiate a threeway, she always loved them.
An hour passed, Ulysses drifted off to sleep, still nude, with Penny on his left side, Devin on his right. He was looking forward to the drive down in the morning. It'd be a long one he'd have to make on his own, since Penny didn't have a driver's license, but he was fine with that. They would stop in Tampa Bay and stay the night with TJ, before heading to Miami the following morning.
********************
It noon the next day and Ulysses pulled into a gas station to refill his tank, buy some snacks, and use the bathroom. "We're here," he said, tapping Penny on her head. She took the cock she had been sucking on the whole ride, out of her mouth, and smiled up at him.
Ulysses filled up his tank and went inside. Penny followed closely behind him. They picked out some snacks and Ulysses made his way to the men's restroom. "I'll be right back," He told Penny. She smiled mischievously at him, looking toward the cashier, and then pushed him into the bathroom.



Ulysses couldn't help but chuckle, standing there in the stall, while Penny held his cock for him, letting the urine flow into the toilet. When he was done, Penny moved in front of him, sitting on the toilet herself, holding his cock at the base and began sucking it, cleaning it. "I'm really going to miss this thing," she said, her shorts down around her ankles, as her own urine flowed into the toilet. Ulysses was going to miss her too, but he knew this was the right thing to do.
Later that evening after having dinner with TJ at his apartment, the two men sat at the swimming pool, watching Penny play in the pool. There was a young kid there in the pool with her, he was probably 10 or 11, and Penny had gotten into a water splashing fight with him. Ulysses assumed his parents would be there to call him inside soon.
They watched her play with the kid, smiling at her silliness. "She's a sweet girl," TJ said, "I'm glad you taking her home."
"Yeah me too. I hope she can get her life on track," Ulysses sighed watching Penny play. "So how have things been here with you? Seeing any women?"
"Yeah a few, but to be honest, none are as good as Nicole," TJ answered, referring to his former police partner.
"Yeah she's got an incredible body."
"Have you seen her any since I left?" TJ asked.
"A few times yeah, last saw her back in April or so. We had sex, but it wasn't the same without you there."
"Yeah I know what you mean. There's the one Venezuelan woman that lives on the floor above me. I'd love if we have time and she's around for you and me to take her," TJ said.
"Maybe," Ulysses shrugged, "we do make a good team."
"Yep. So what are your plans? Leave in the morning, go to Miami for a few days, then drive home from there?" TJ asked.
Penny pushed the kid in the water, and then jumped in next to him, splashing him. "Well," Ulysses said, "yes, but I was thinking of coming back here for a few days first. If that's ok with you."
"Ah, you want to double team the Venezuelan?"
"Nah, I was thinking we could hit the gym, go to dinner, and," Ulysses paused, watching the kid's parents tell their son to come in and Penny wave goodbye to him. "Then maybe we spend some time together. It's been awhile since you and I have been alone."
TJ nodded, his cock stirring, "Sounds like a great idea."
Just then Penny climbed out of the pool, made her way to Ulysses, playfully standing above him, dripping water on him. He looked up and smiled, shaking his head at her silliness.
********************
"Ahhh!" Penny screamed out in pleasure, throwing her head back on Ulysses' shoulder. He was behind her sliding his cock in and out of her in unison with TJ. TJ was on the mattress, sucking away on Penny's tits, pumping his hips upward in unison with Ulysses.
Her body was going numb. They had been double stuffing her for an hour. "You ready?" Ulysses grunted at TJ.
"Yep," he replied, gritting his teeth, clutching her ribcage. "Let's do it."
The two men began pumping into her Penny harder and faster, grunting as they worked toward their climax. In a few minutes their cocks started twitching against each other's and they simultaneously impaled Penny once more, burying themselves all the way to the base in her stretched out pussy. Their cocks erupted and bathed her insides and their own shafts in semen. They cried out in pleasure as the mutual orgasm subsided.
Penny lifted herself off and away from TJ and Ulysses. Semen flowed from her, dribbling down her leg, dripping onto the bed sheets. She collapsed on the bed next to TJ. Ulysses followed suit. The men turned to their side, Penny cradling them against her, and began sucking lightly on her nipples. After several minutes, they held on to the girl, drifting off to sleep.
Chapter 8
"We're here," Ulysses told Penny the next afternoon after they arrived in Miami. They were at the house Penny grew up in. She took Ulysses' cock out of her mouth and sat up, wiping her mouth with the back of her forearm, looking around at her surroundings.
"Looks the same," She noticed, opening the car door. Ulysses followed her to the door, where she rang the door bell.
A woman opened it, glancing at both of them, not totally sure who they were at first. Then it set in. She recognized one of them as her daughter, her eyes lighting up, her mouth dropping, "P-Penny?"
Penny nodded, smiling weakly at the woman. "What, what are you, I didn't know," the woman tried to say. "Please come in," She finally settled on saying. Ulysses followed Penny into her home.
There was a quiet awkwardness in the air. Penny introduced the woman as Holly, her mother. She was a few inches shorter than Penny, in her early 40's, had long blonde hair. "It's good to see you, sweetie. I knew you were up in Atlanta, but I didn't have your address." Holly said.
"I know, I should've at least given that to you, but I was sort of not in a good spot," Penny said.
"Well, you're here now, and you can stay for as long as you want." Holly added. There was tension and Ulysses could tell Holly wasn't trying to be too overbearing or emotional with Penny. He had no idea why she left in the first place, but it sounds like her choice to run away wasn't objected to very much by her mother.
The three of them chatted a bit; Penny explaining Ulysses was a good friend and offered to give her a ride to Miami since he had work here to do. Holly was very polite, thanking him several times, offering him some water. He watched Holly give Penny a light hug. It was awkward but he could tell by the way Holly closed her eyes that she was glad her estranged daughter was safe. They ended the hug, Holly rubbing Penny's shoulders, "It's good to have you back."
Ulysses cleared his throat, "It was nice meeting you Holly. But I should probably get going." Penny turned to face him, watching him stand, her eyes full of sadness.
"Will I see you again?" She asked.
"Sure, I'll be back in Miami at the end of this month, I'll come by and say hello if that's ok," Ulysses looking to a nodding and smiling Holly.
Penny rose to hug him. Ulysses held her tightly against him, genuinely missing her already. He pushed her away, only to be hugged tightly by Holly. "Thank you," she whispered in her ear.
Ulysses watched Penny out of the rear view mirror of his car, confused, wondering why she left, wondering why Holly didn't break down in tears when she saw her daughter. He had no idea, but it was done now. Penny was home where she belonged.
Ulysses checked into his hotel, went to his room, took a brief nap, and then called a friend.
********************
Fernanda opened her door, smiling warmly at Ulysses, "I told you I'd stop by when I was in town next," he told her.
"Yes, yes you did," Fernanda said, removing her fluffy pink bathrobe, letting it fall to the floor. Another naked woman appeared next to her, sliding her arm around Fernanda's waist.
"Who is this?" Ulysses asked, confused.
"It is my sister Sandrah," Fernanda answered.
"Sandrah?" Ulysses asked, looking to his hands, counting on his fingers, thinking about Claudia. "How many sisters do you have?"
"Just get in here silly!" Fernanda grabbed him by his shirt, pulling him into her house.
********************
Several days later, Ulysses found himself in Tampa Bay once more, showering in TJ's apartment, preparing to head home to Atlanta.
TJ entered the shower a moment later, the much larger, taller, muscular black man sliding his arms around Ulysses. "This was a good idea. It had been awhile with just you and me," TJ told his half-brother Ulysses.
"Yeah it has," he closed his eyes.
"Tell your stepmom I said hello when you see her. She was always so good at servicing cock."
"I bet your stepmom is as well," Ulysses joked.
"Maybe I'll find out, if my Dad ever screws up and she runs into my arms," TJ chuckled.
Ulysses turned around in the shower, going to his knees in front of TJ, "I'm good at it too." He smiled up at his best friend and half-brother.
********************
Devin collapsed on Ulysses' chest, whimpering once more from another orgasm. "Have a safe flight tomorrow," She said breathlessly.
"I will," Ulysses replied, opting to fly to Miami for his second visit in June instead of driving. The last two weeks or so was spent having sex with Devin and Jennifer, occasionally at the same time, but usually not.
"I want you to go there and not worry about Penny. You can check on her, see how she is, but please go out, have fun, take your mind off her and even Michelle."
"I've been trying to. You have helped with that," Ulysses replied.
"Good, it's what I'm here for. Go out one night while there, find the prettiest girl you can, and just have fun with her. Got it?" Devin asked.
"Got it," He answered.
Chapter 9
Ulysses pulled his rental car into the driveway of Penny's house. She greeted him warmly at the door, throwing her arms around him. It was later in the day. Holly and her husband, Jon, greeted Ulysses as well. There was something odd about Penny; her embrace seemed to indicate sadness and relief to be seeing Ulysses. He shrugged it off, attempting to no longer concern himself, and headed to the living room.
The four of them chatted for about an hour or so. Holly and Jon seemed very friendly and personable. Penny sat next to Ulysses, quiet, and holding his arm. After a little while, they all looked to the driveway after hearing a car honk.
"That must be Scott, Penny," Holly said. "Scott is Penny's older brother. He offered to take her to dinner tonight and go for a nice ride around Miami to see new sites she hadn't seen yet," Holly explained.
They all stood, Penny nodding to Ulysses, smiling weakly. They hugged each other once more, "Well, have a good evening Penny," Ulysses said holding her tightly.
She nodded back and made her way out the door to the honking car. "Ulysses, please, stay for dinner. We'd love to sit and chat more with you," Holly pleaded.
"Sure," he smiled warmly at her invitation.
Dinner was wonderful. It was a chicken pasta dish, garlic bread, sweet tea, and chocolate pie. Conversation was even better. Ulysses found Holly and Jon extremely outgoing, funny, and entertaining. He was perplexed as to why any child would want to run away from them. He discarded those thoughts; sipping more of his tea, while listening to Jon explain how he met Holly after dinner.
They told a few more embarrassing stories on each other, Ulysses wanted to, but never brought up Penny, opting to let them go into details about her life if they chose to. What Holly did next shocked but amazed Ulysses at the same time.
After a quiet pause in the conversation, she looked to her husband, he nodded to her, and she stood, pulling her white spaghetti-strapped tank top off over her head, unclasped her bra, releasing gorgeously large tits, and smiled at a baffled Ulysses.
"Uh," he looked to Jon.
"Ulysses, I'll cut straight to the point, my husband enjoys filming me having sex with other men - mainly black men. Would care to have some fun?"
"Uh," Ulysses replied, glancing at Jon once more.
"Yep, I have my own private collection of her. She's amazing. We're swingers you see, so we have a lot of wild, fun times together. Don't worry I don't post the videos to the internet," Jon assured him.
********************
Ulysses groaned, pulling his cock out her pussy, waiting for Holly to get on her knees in front of him, just as Jon, the "director" instructed him. He stroked his cock a few times before splattering Holly's face with semen.
"Awesome! Great job you two!" Jon complimented them. Ulysses felt silly, weird, and foolish for agreeing to do this, but her breasts were amazing, and it had been since Devin the previous day since he had sex - far too long without cumming.
He left later than evening with thoughts of Penny running through his head. "What kind of people did I leave her with? What's happening here?" He asked himself.
Devin's request to let things go, focus on himself some instead of others, and to have a wonderful time found their way back into his thoughts.
Lying awake in bed that night he planned his next evening. He'd go to a nearby night club and do what Devin suggested, find the prettiest girl there, and simply have fun. He was working in the morning - an all day photo shoot with Michelle. He was dreading that, knowing the sexual tension he felt with her would be there, knowing how he felt for her not wanting to cause her any grief or guilt by making a move on the married woman - he had learned to let them make the move first.
After an agonizing day on the set with Michelle, Ulysses stripped, climbed on to bed, threw his legs back over his head and proceeded to suck his own cock dry. He loved yoga, he loved having a big, long cock, he loved sucking it has his preferred method of masturbation. He moaned as his seed filled his mouth. Sighing while he laid back on the bed, he thought about the evening, not once worrying about Penny and the odd situation with Holly and Jon.
********************
"After you," Ulysses said, opening the door of his hotel room for Denise. He met her at the club he went to. It was her 38th birthday. She was one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen. Gorgeous thick, brown hair, perfect hour glass body, huge breasts; she was the prettiest girl there.
She entered, smiling as she put her purse on the chair nearest to the door. She looked around the large penthouse suite, noticing the track lighting in the small kitchen area. Ulysses adjusted the dimmer switch and headed to retrieve the wine. Denise trailed her fingers along the soft, velvet sofa. She walked toward the large window, with the shades pulled back.
"Oh wow, you have a great view," she said, coming to a stop at the window, looking over the city of Miami.
"I certainly do," Ulysses said, approaching her from behind. "The view from the window is nice too."
Denise smiled, shaking her head a bit. Standing behind her, Ulysses sniffed her hair, "You smell amazing, Denise."
"Thank you," She smiled, still looking out the window. She could feel Ulysses' breath on her neck and slightly turned her head to the side. She could feel something else too. It was hard, large, and budging against her butt. She smiled a knowing smile to herself and very subtly moved her hips to the left then right, causing her butt cheek to slide across it.
"I almost forgot," Ulysses said, moving to stand next to her at the window, "your wine." Denise took her glass, turning to stare into Ulysses' eyes.
"Shall I make a toast?" he asked. "To a wonderful birthday and to making new friends."
Denise nodded as they touched glasses, and then took a sip, never taking their eyes off each other.
Her pussy was delicious, he ate it for hours. Her tits were amazing, he sucked them for hours. She was incredible in bed, they had sex for hours. They were rolling, moaning, slamming, kissing, licking, sucking, fucking, and cumming all the way until morning.
He was following his stepmother's advice.
Chapter 10
It was the first of September. Ulysses was back in Miami staying at Denise's house instead of a hotel. He went to work, he took her to dinner, and then he fucked her all weekend. Oh how he loved making and watching this goddess cum. He had forgotten about Penny.
On his way back to the airport, his eyes shot open as he drove passed the exit he recognized that would take him into Penny's neighborhood. Ulysses checked the time, he'd be arriving at the airport earlier than planned, he had time to stop by and see her. He spun the car around, speeding off back in the other direction.
"Oh hi, Ulysses," Holly greeted him, a solemn look on her face. She adjusted her silk robe to cover up a nipple. She didn't invite him in.
"Hi, I just wanted to say hello to Penny before I flew out this morning."
"Yeah, well, she's not here," Holly quickly informed him.
"Oh, will she back soon?" Ulysses asked.
Holly shook her head, "She went back to Atlanta."
"What?" Ulysses couldn't believe it. He looked to the grounded, his heart pounding, looking back he saw a huge naked black man walking around Holly's house behind her.
"When did she leave?"
"Around the end of July," Holly said. She had only been in Miami about a month.
"I don't understand. Why?"
Holly shrugged, "We caught her having sex with her brother, she played it off like she was being raped by him, but we know that's not the case. She got upset and left. Simple as that."
Ulysses blinked rapidly and nodded. "Al-alright," he stuttered, slowly turning around. Holly closed the door behind him.
Sitting on the plane, Ulysses was miserable. He felt like he failed her, he felt like it was his fault, he felt sad and angry that she didn't try to reach out to him when she returned to Atlanta. He just didn't understand.
********************
"I'm sorry sweety," Devin, lying naked in his arms, running her fingers up and down his chest, told him a few days later upon his return. "I know this is cliché, but things happen for a reason."
"Yeah, I guess you're right." Ulysses replied. "I just don't know why she did that?"
"What? Sleep with her brother?" Devin asked. "Yeah incest is very disturbing," she said, raising to her elbows, kissing her stepson, her tongue slithering around his chest.
Ulysses chuckled, pushing her away, "No, I mean why did she come back to Atlanta and not contact me or come by? I could've helped her."
"You're going to have to let it go. Some people are troubled and it would take a miracle for them to change. Sadly, you're just an amazing, wonderful man, not a miracle worker," Devin explained.
Ulysses smiled, running his arms over her pale, naked body. "Just try to forget about her," Devin urged him.
"I'll try," He replied.
The following week Ulysses was back at the very same strip club. He couldn't forget, he had to see Penny again, he had to check on her to see if she was there, if his suspicions were correct, and he had to try talking to her.
He waited and waited, but she never came out to dance. He asked one of the strippers if Penny was there. She assured him she was. But she never came out on stage. Ulysses decided to sneak around back to the office areas. He crept down the hall, looking in each room, seeing no one.
There was on room near the end of the hallway. Ulysses remembered it was Fat Rob's, the owner of the club; he made his way to the closed door.
He heard her. He heard her moaning. "Uh, Uh, Ahh, yess!"
Ulysses peeped into the glass window of the door and he saw Penny bouncing up and down on the fattest cock he had ever seen. Her head was thrown back, Fat Rob was clutching her waist, and his black cock was covered in creamy, white, pussy juices.
Penny turned to the door, as if she knew someone was watching her. She kept bouncing, unflinching when she saw Ulysses come into a clearer view. He stood watching her fuck. Her mouth was hanging open; her eyes were half closed, their gaze meeting Ulysses' eyes. They stared at each other for a few moments. Ulysses sighed and walked away.
On his way out the same stripper he asked earlier regarding Penny, stopped him, "Hi. Did you find her?" she asked in her thick southern accent.
"Yeah, I did. Thanks," He said, moving to the side to leave the club.
"Hey wait, why you don't stay for a few minutes. I'll dance for you," She asked.
"No thanks, I'm going home," Ulysses replied.
"Well, why don't you wait a few minutes? I'm clocking out soon," She replied. Ulysses looked her over. She was a brunette, thick long hair, large breasts; she slightly resembled Denise from Miami.
"My name is Crystal," she informed him.
"I'm Ulysses. Nice to meet you," He shook her hand.
********************



"Ah yes! Fuck!" Crystal screamed in pleasure back at Ulysses' apartment an hour later. He watched her big tits bounce with her, shaking the bed. There was no expression on his face.
When the slutty stripper climaxed again, a slight smile came over his face. He was trying to follow his stepmother's advice, letting go of Penny. He was fucking to forget.
The end.
*****
End note: This story happens during the same time as another story. Ulysses meeting Denise is also in her incest story: Denise's year. TJ's police partner, Nicole, is featured in her own incest story: The Challenge Part 2 - which takes place several months after this story.
This story also takes place before Self Fulfilling Fantasy. Feel free to read that to learn what became of Ulysses and his coworker Michelle.
You can also read Emily's Story, which took place before this one, to learn of Ulysses' trysts with a pregnant woman.
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Chapter 1
There it was again. A faint, yet clearly recognizable "whoop" sound followed by three quick knocks against wood. It sounded like someone hit a large tree trunk with a baseball bat. But it wasn't a person, it couldn't be. Why would it be? It was 2 am on a Saturday morning in northern Oregon near Mt Hood National Forest. Rich sat on his back porch; wide awake on his small, secluded, home and farm he inherited three years ago shortly after graduating from college. He just completed a huge project for the software engineering firm he works for remotely and decided to have a few beers and enjoy the cool August night air.
Rich had been hearing these sounds with increasing frequency. He didn't know how far away they were, but he guessed within a range of a quarter mile to one mile. The three wood knocks he just heard sounded pretty close.
Several times within the past few months Rich would be woken in the middle of the night by "whoops," knocks, and the always eerie, howls. He'd lay awake in bed listening and trying to figure out the source. It wasn't a moose, or a deer, and there's no way a bear would make a "whoop" sound or howl out like that. He thought it might be a coyote or a barred owl. However, some of the howls were long, labored moans out into the night air. They sounded slightly deeper in pitch than a coyote howl and lasted longer too. Then one evening he heard the knocks after a howl.
It sounded like something was banging against a tree with another piece of wood. To hold an object and do that, one would need hands and opposable thumbs. Rich thought about campers - people out there in the nature preserve. Camping wasn't allowed there and why would a person bang a limb up against a tree in the middle of the night after making a howling or "whoop" sound? Over the next few weeks he'd often go out on his back porch, sitting there in the darkness staring out into the forest that bordered his property, listening carefully.
In August the activity really picked up. Four times a week he'd hear sounds that he couldn't explain, coming from something he was unfamiliar with. This particular night in August, the "whoop" sound seemed very close -- 300 yards. He'd heard it before and could easily imitate it, but never this close to his property. He took a swig of beer and decided to be brave. After the third knock Rich whooped back. It wasn't as loud or as powerful as whatever made the sound, but it sounded almost the same. "Maybe it is a person out there. But why?" he thought.
After about 30 seconds Rich heard it again. It was slightly closer this time. Rich paused then whooped back. No response. He waited several minutes and after he took one last swallow of his beer he got up to go inside. Just as he turned to enter his home he heard another whoop call. It was much closer this time, maybe 100 yards. With his eyes open wide and any sort of buzz his beer may have given him extinguished, he crept down on the floor, peeking over the railing of the porch. He whooped again and giggled a bit at the excitement. "Was it some dumb, drunk, teenager out there screwing around? If so, I'll have a little fun," he thought.
Rich, peering out to his dark backyard, with only the light of the full moon and stars to illuminate the tree line where the forest began about 20 yards away, watched and waited. After several minutes, he chuckled at himself and started to stand, when he heard a whistle. It wasn't a bird, or coyote, but it sounded like a whistle a person can make. "Ok, I see, some dumb kid or homeless person out there, maybe high on meth or shrooms," he smirked and thought to himself. He decided to whistle back. It was exactly like the one he heard; a simple, quick whistle one might use to tell their dog to come as they patted their leg.
"I wonder if I should call the police? I'm pretty sure this person is trespassing on nature reserve property," he thought as he watched the tree line and listened for a response. "Any second he'll stumble out of the woods there and I'll see him in the moon light."
He was picturing a young guy, maybe a drifter, limping and stumbling out of the woods high on who knows what. Rich shook his head at the image in his mind and rolled his eyes. He watched and waited and waited. Nothing. It was at this point that he noticed the insects were quiet. No crickets were chirping; there wasn't any night time sounds at all for some reason. He wondered how long it had been quiet. Perhaps in his slightly buzzed state he didn't noticed the lack of night time noises. He reached down to grab his flash light.
"Might as well let him know I'm here and he's not scaring me," he thought, reaching for the large flash light he had set on the table earlier in case whatever it was making the sounds showed up in his yard.
Rich stood, shinning the light toward the tree line, adding to the light from the moon. He scanned from the left to the right. "I know you're out there pal. If you're gonna trespass, you better be careful, there's a lot of trigger happy residents in this county. Including me." he said fairly loudly, his voice echoing off the tree line; the only sound he was hearing in the cool night air. He scanned back and forth, and saw nothing in the flashlight.
"Alright? Got it?" he asked once more as he made another pass of his flash light to the right. Then he saw something that made his heart stop.
"Oh shit!" he exclaimed as he saw a pair of large, yellow, glowing eyes move behind one of the larger trees. It seemed like a split second. He shone his light on them and they must've reflected it.
"Nope, not a person, not a person!" Rich quickly turned off the flashlight and moved back inside, locking the door behind him. He went to his bedroom and grabbed his 9mm from the top drawer in his bedside table. He sat on his bed in his darkened room, looking out the window to the tree line, using only the moon light shining on his yard to try to see something -- or it, whatever "it" was.
"Was it a bear? Was it a moose? It was watching me, it was peeping around that tree," he thought. There was something in the woods. After an hour and no visuals, he was struggling to stay awake. Finally sleep overtook him. He fell asleep in his clothes, loosely clutching his 9mm.
Chapter 2
Several hours later Rich woke up. He placed his gun gently back into the drawer on his bedside table and got up. He showered, shaved, and ate some breakfast. He kept thinking about the early morning hours and decided to go outside and have a look around.
Rich went to the tree that he thought he saw the eyes dart behind. He also went to a few of the trees around that one. He looked on the ground for signs of scat or maybe foot or paw prints. He looked on the tree's bark to see if any fur had rubbed off or any scratch marks were made, thinking it was a bear; but he saw nothing. If there were signs of whatever that was, they were not easily found. Rich then tried to guess how far the eyes were off the ground. This would help him rule out certain possibilities. He focused on the split second from the early morning hours and tried to recall how far off the ground the glowing eyes appeared. With his 12 foot tape measure, he was able to deduce the eyes height from the ground was at around 6 feet -- his height. He immediately thought of a human again, but human eyes don't have eye shine like that.
Rich shook his head and sighed as he walked back into his house. He spent the next few hours online researching various topics like: strange howls, eye shine, whoops, and wood knocks. To his amusement all these topics led to information websites and testimonial websites about Bigfoot -- or Sasquatch. He laughed a little in an attempt to hide his anxiety. "No way; no way that's a Bigfoot. That crap can't be real."
Rich kept researching and reading stories of supposed encounters. These were stories about hunters all across the nation claiming they heard bone-chilling howls or saw large biped creatures out in the woods. He listened to recorded audio from Ohio that sounded almost exactly like the howls he's heard. He watched a few episodes of a certain TV show where a team goes out in the woods to attempt to find a Bigfoot. Realizing the show was probably scripted and just for entertainment, he searched for other, seemingly more legit researchers. He found a show online which featured one person in the woods, alone, with an audio recorder. The various episodes consisted of this person digitally enhancing the audio with software to make it easier to hear. Rich could hear the "whoops" and wood knocks clearly. He also heard faint voices in this guy's videos, but shook his head thinking that it was probably some sort of electronic voice phenomena (EVP). The creator of the video insists that they are "people" and not animals, and they talk to him. He had considered buying an audio recorder to record the sounds but figured that was pointless -- he did not want to share them with some "researcher" or website. Frustrated and annoyed Rich closed his laptop and stood outside on his back porch.
"This is dumb," he said aloud looking into his backyard at the tree line.
During Rich's routine Sunday afternoon grocery shopping, he found himself staring at the produce section. He rolled his eyes and grabbed three packages of a dozen apples.
Later that evening, he ate a light dinner, and ate three apples for a desert of sorts. He threw the leftover apple cores out into the woods, watching them bounce off trees. He retrieved three more apples and instead of eating them, he threw them as hard as he could out into the woods. Unsatisfied, he hurriedly retrieved one of the dozen apple plastic bags he bought and went outside to his backyard near, what he thought, was the tree he saw the eye shine. He chucked a few apples in the woods from that location, and then decided to just dump the remaining six right there on the ground at the edge of his yard. "There, we'll see how this goes tonight."
Rich barely slept at all that night. He thought he heard rustling outside his window and got up to look several times and saw nothing. Then on the edge of sleep he thought he heard a whistle or knock, but again, he looked and saw nothing in the moon lit backyard. He finally went to sleep for good around 3 am. The next morning he woke and check his emails, ate some breakfast, then walked around his backyard to inspect the area. He found no apples.
"They could've been eaten by deer, or a raccoon, or rats, or rabbits," he thought to himself.
That evening Rich did the same thing, except this time he dumped some apples in the yard a bit further away from the edge of the woods; closer to his house. The next day they were gone as well. He kept repeating this every night for weeks. The cashier at the grocery store in town must've thought he was some sort of apple addict. On a few occasions he threw out leftovers from dinner directly into his back yard. Various things like: small of amounts of pasta, pieces of bread, half eaten corn on the cob, a few green beans that were left, and so on. Every morning all food he had thrown out was gone. For the next month he did this, only occasionally hearing the eerie sounds. Maybe whatever was making the noise stopped because they didn't want to draw attention to this food source that was found -- they wanted the food all to themselves.
In September, Rich would leave apples right near the steps of his back porch. He also started leaving dirty clothes out there at night. He would take them in and wash them the next day. He also started spraying small amounts of his cologne on a few trees at the tree line and on the steps of his porch. Whatever it was, bear, deer, moose, or something else, might get used to his scent. "Maybe," he thought, "I can get a good look at it during the day. Who knows."
Every morning for the next month, all the food was gone. He also noticed some of the dirty underwear and shirts he had left out were slightly moved. They weren't hanging off the railing of his porch, but were on the ground in front of it or moved a few feet away from the porch entirely. Rich thought that either an animal took the clothes in its mouth and moved it, maybe tasting it, or something picked it up and sniffed it and then casually dropped it on the ground. He wanted to get a thermal imager and record it whatever was approaching his house at night to take the food, but he was almost too scared to do this. It's like he knew, deep down, what it was. Plus he found they were fairly expensive. He was already spending more on groceries as it is.
During his lunch breaks Rich took more walks than usual. He would walk in the woods leaving apples, his dirty clothes, or various leftovers from the previous night. He would look for signs of something, anything, but never found evidence of any kind. On one particularly cold day in October, he was standing next to a creek bed looking down at a small sandy area. He saw something that could've been a foot print, but he wasn't sure. As he crouched down to study it a little more he heard a twig snap. All the birds and insects in the area had gone quiet. He felt his heart rate pick up. He slowly took a deep breath. There was something behind him about 15 feet to his right, up on a small embankment near the creek. He didn't know what it was, but didn't turn around to look either. Instead, he slowly stood to his feet, turning to his right just slightly so that whatever was there could see the apple in his hand. He leaned down and placed the apple on the ground in the sand and calmly walked away back toward the house. He didn't hear anything else after the initial twig snap. The next morning he went back to the creek to find the apple was gone and the depression in the sand that might've been a foot print had been covered up. It was as if something deliberately moved sand over top of it with the side of their hand or forearm. Similar looking patterns of pushed sand were all around the area where the apple was. Something was covering its tracks, literally.
Chapter 3
Rich made it back to his home a quarter mile away. He decided to try a new experiment. He would put food out during the day. He'd leave apples around his back yard and a few on the steps of his porch. Rich knew what was watching him in the woods; he knew it had to be a Bigfoot. He wanted to see the creature for himself, but felt as though he should take a more respectable approach. He wasn't going to buy a bunch of surveillance cameras and mount them all around his property. He figured that the creature would catch on and not feel comfortable with him anymore. The fact that it covered its foot print indicated it was intelligent and didn't want to be seen. Rich wanted to seem as least threatening as possible. So putting apples and leftover food out during the day was his next plan.
Rich got up the next morning and after breakfast he put a few leftovers out in the back yard. He went to work in his office he had set up in the basement. There are no windows there so he couldn't exactly see what was going on in the backyard. This didn't bother him because he felt the Bigfoot would know if he was sitting at a window looking out into the backyard. All he would do is occasionally look out the back porch every few hours to see if the food was still scattered in his yard. He saw no change for most of the day. However, at 6pm, as it was starting to get dark, he looked out into the backyard and didn't see the few apples he had randomly scattered in his yard. He walked outside to make sure the setting sun wasn't playing tricks with shadows. He saw no apples or leftover bits of food from the night before. He looked around for hoof prints or scat that may indicate deer or some other animal, but saw nothing. Rich repeated this process every day until Halloween. He would leave food in the yard during the day and it would be gone by night fall. He would leave food out at night and it would be gone by morning.
On the afternoon of October 31st, he was outside in his backyard casually throwing a few grapes and pieces of bread. After a few moments he had a feeling he was being watched. He tried to ignore it and continued to toss pieces of food on the ground. When he got to the steps of his back porch he paused and slowly turned around toward the woods. He didn't see anything. He took a deep breath, inhaling the cool autumn air and looked upward and to the left slightly. That's when his peripheral vision picked something up. It was maybe 15 feet away at the corner of the house. Rich didn't look directly at whatever it was, but could tell something was there, and it was a dark, tall shape. He took a deep breath, turning his head in that direction as naturally as possible. His eyes widened as he saw a large, furry, black mass quickly dart around the corner of his home. He gulped and slowly walked to that corner, his eyes not moving from the part of the wall where the mass was. When he got to the corner he stopped and held his breath. He slowly inched forward so that his toes were peeping around the corner, then he leaned forward, exposing his nose, then his eyes. In his peripheral vision of his left eye he saw the same black mass, except this time it was around the corner leading to the front of his house. He remained still, darting his eyes to its direction. There was definitely something there. It was large and unmoving. He stepped forward, watching it as best he could without turning his head to face it.
Rich slowly continued to take small steps so that he was several feet away from the corner. He looked forward and kept moving his eyes in its direction. He dropped several pieces of bread on the ground. He walked to all the way to his truck parked in the gravel driveway. It was about 20 feet away. Rich stood, looking into the passenger side window. He saw his slightly distorted reflection on the glass, along with the side of his home, and trees in the distance. He saw something else too. Something in the lower left corner of the reflection. It was tall, black, and watching him. He could make out a hand resting on the siding of the wall. He couldn't make out any facial details in the reflection, but he could see a nose and mouth area. The coloring wasn't as dark as the rest of it; he wondered if there was no fur there.
Rich didn't know what to do so he just stood there watching it watch him. It was crouched down slightly with its left hand holding on the corner of the wall to its right. He took a deep breath and let out a short, sharp, whistle. He waited and watched. He few seconds later the figure in the reflection let out a whistle that was nearly identical to his. He whistled again, and it whistled back. Rich slowly moved his hand to his car. He watched the creature in the reflection crouch down lower as if it was expecting Rich to turn around, but he didn't. Instead, he knocked on the roof of his car three times. To his surprise the figure in the reflecting knocked on the side paneling of his home exactly three times in response.
"Ok this is enough for today," he thought, not wanting to push his luck. He slowly turned to his right and walked down to the edge of the woods where he threw the remaining grapes. Turning around to walk indoors, he never saw anything peep around that corner. He sat on his sofa looking out window facing the front yard. He saw nothing out there. "Whatever it was, Bigfoot, or something else, it's not going to hurt me and knows I leave out the food scraps. I have to keep building trust," he thought.



Chapter 4
The first week in November, Rich purchased and assembled a small shed that he put near the end of his gravel driveway. He had an idea; he was going to stock the shed with all his food scraps and food he purchased from his weekly grocery shopping in town. He would create a little place for this creature to come and eat and maybe even sleep. It was starting to get colder now and he figured this thing in the woods would like some kind of shelter. He'd even set up a little generator in there to keep it heated. Perhaps he'd leave the door to the plastic shed slightly cracked so the Bigfoot could feel there was heat inside.
For two months this worked perfectly. He could see a large trail in the snow coming from the woods to the shed, he saw that all his food scraps were gone, and he even inspected the inside of the shed for clues to further confirm his suspicions of the creature's identity. The only thing he saw was black fur. It was mostly like hair if anything. It wasn't too long, or too short. It felt somewhat like a horse's mane and tail, course and not soft like feline, canine, or human hair. Rich contemplated going into the woods and following the tracks, but felt that may cause issues of trust with the creature. He decided not to interfere other than providing it with a shelter and scraps of food.
Near the end of January Rich started to get impatient. He wanted to see it. On the last Saturday in January he checked the shed for signs of activity and saw nothing. Going inside for the rest of the wintery day, he went to his bed room to read or watch TV, intermittently studying the backyard. He saw nothing, no signs of movement or activity. He assumed it arrived at the shed late at night.
The next day Rich headed to town for groceries. Just as he was about to close his backdoor and head to his truck, he paused, staring down at his key. He glanced over to the open shed, thinking of a new experiment. He was going to leave the door to his house open. He turned off the heater and headed back out to his truck.
While at the grocery store, slowly moving down each isle, he realized he was growing tired of buying extra food for the creature and still not having made contact with it. So he didn't. He only bought enough for himself. "Screw it," he thought. He left his door open, perhaps it would figure out that meant he wasn't home or perhaps it would assume it was safe to enter the house. He didn't know for sure.
Upon his arrival back at his remote home, he didn't notice anything out of the ordinary. There were no new foot print tracks, the door was still open, and there was no snow tracked inside the house. Rich was in the kitchen, casually putting away the groceries when he felt it; the slight feeling that something was in the house with him and that he was being watched. Slowly closing the refrigerator door, taking a deep breath, he went perfectly still. He heard sniffing. It sounded canine. Then the odor pierced his nostrils. It smelled somewhat like a zoo exhibit. The smell wasn't too disgusting, but it was certainly strong. He backed away from the refrigerator, walking slowly around the counter. When he turned the corner of the counter his peripheral vision saw something tall and dark. It was hunched over slightly, swaying back and forth. Rich remained still, looking out the back window. He counted to three to himself and quickly turned his head to the dark object. He barely saw it. It was like a dark blur speeding out of his home's back door. He gave chase, running to his back porch, but saw nothing.
Trembling, with his heart racing, he reentered his home. He closed the door, and then made his way to his bedroom. Glancing out the window for a sight of anything, he sat at on the edge of the mattress.
"This is getting silly," thinking to himself as he lay on his back. "I'll leave the door open once more, and that'll be it. If it doesn't come inside again, so be it. It's time to stop this foolishness."
He woke the next morning, opened his back door, grabbed some toast, turned off the heat, and headed to his basement office. It was cozy and warm down there due to the small space heater he had. He went to work and thought nothing else of it. He assumed nothing would enter his home because his truck was still in the driveway. He took a lunch break, walking around his property, looking for signs of activity. He saw only his own tracks and what might have been other foot prints interlaced with his in the snow. But he wasn't sure.
When Rich finished his work for the day he closed his back door, and fixed himself a sandwich for dinner. There were no leftovers and nothing set aside for what may be in the woods or the shed. He watched a little TV, took a shower, slowly jacking his cock to thoughts of that new horse trainer at the ranch he passed by on the way to town. He stopped his truck, saying hello to her, learning her name was Denise. That chatted for a few moments; he smiled, and continued on down the gravel road that led to the paved highway.
Sleep came easy for him. He was done with playing games. There was something out there and that was that.
Around 2 am Rich woke up to a loud crashing sound. Shaking the grogginess from his head, laying back down on the mattress, he drifted back to sleep, assuming it was just a dream. He heard another similar sound about an hour later, but again, he assumed it was his mind playing tricks on him in his light sleep state.
Rich overslept, waking up at around 8:45. It wasn't too late, but later than he liked. He sighed, throwing the covers off, cursing to himself; he climbed out of bed and headed toward the bathroom down the hall. The sun was shining brightly through the windows on that side of the house. Sunbeams came through the bathroom window, illuminating the tile flooring in the hall way. He was shaking his eyes free of morning crust, when he thought he saw a shadow move within the sunbeam emerging from the bathroom door.
Rich crept closer to the bathroom, lightly gliding on floor with his socks, not making a sound. He saw a shadow move again, to the left and right. He paused at the door, stretching up against the wall. He thought he should go grab his gun, but something told him not to. Perhaps it was laziness, or the gut feeling it wasn't an intruder -- at least a human intruder. He peeped around the corner and saw it.
Chapter 5
A tall, dark furred, humanoid shaped creature was silently moving back and forth. It was taking turns shifting its weigh on its left and right feet. Its head was moving with each weight shift, as it was inspecting his bathroom. Rich guessed it was around 6 feet tall, but it was hunched over, with its arms and hands held up close to its body. He could only see the elbows from behind, not its entire arm. Not taking his eyes off the tall, muscular, mass, he quickly reached to the bathroom door, slamming it shut. He saw it turn around and face him, just as he reached for the door. He heard it make a grunting sound as if to yell "no!"
It was trapped in his bathroom, there was no way out. Rich wasn't sure it could break a window, much less figure out that the window was breakable to begin with. He went to his knees and at the bottom of the door; he saw movement through the crack. It was moving back and forth, sniffing, trying to figure a way out. It must've placed a hand on the door as Rich could hear what sound like a person moving their hand quickly across a wooden door. Rich scurried to the kitchen to find food to slide under the door.
Rich returned with a few pieces of turkey and some grapes. He slid them under the small crack between the door and tile flooring. He heard more sniffs and then saw shadowy movement. He also heard what could have been chewing.
His heart was racing, with sweat began to bead up on his forehead, knowing he was going to open that door.
"H-Hello?" Rich struggled to say, not receiving a response. "I'm just going to, uh, open the door. I'm not going to hurt you." Rolling his eyes at himself, he took a deep breath and slowly turned the door knob.
The creature was terrified. It was crouching down next to the toilet in the corner of the bathroom. Rich saw it heaving, panting, and trembling as it attempted to hide its face. It reminded Rich of a child trying to hide or shield itself from an abusive parent. Rich slowly made his way toward it, speaking soft, gentle tones.
"Hey there. Hi. It's ok, I'm not going to hurt you. It's alright." He said, approaching the poor thing. He held out a piece of turkey. "I'm just going to leave this right here. Ok?" he said, placing the turkey directly in front of the crouching creature. The zoo exhibit odor filled the room. Rich observed its hands as he backed away. The reminded him of chimpanzee hands. In fact so did the fur. He thought it was interesting that it could crouch down like that. This thing wasn't a super-huge, furry hulk that he had heard about on the internet. It appeared shorter and leaner.
Rich backed out of the bathroom and left the door open. He closed all other doors in the house, including his bedroom. He grabbed his laptop and sat down at the kitchen table. He casually went about his work, pretending that he didn't have, what must be a Sasquatch in his bathroom. The entire time his heart was pounding, his breathing was difficult to control. But he sat there at his table, pretending like there was nothing out of the ordinary happening in his house. He casually whistled a tune as he worked, ignoring everything he just saw. Hoping this plan would work.
An hour passed with no sounds or movement. Another hour passed with the same results. On the third Rich got up to stretch his legs and placed some turkey in the hallway near the bathroom, then resumed his work.
After lunch Rich sat, continuing on with his day, pretending to be totally oblivious to anything going on around him. It was a slight movement at first; a dark shape darting in and out of his field of vision. Not looking away from his laptop monitor on the kitchen table, he ignored it for awhile. Then he saw it again. It was very brief. Rich could tell something was peeping at him around the corner. After several minutes of acting casual as if he didn't notice, he saw it once more. The dark shape held its position, unmoving, watching him as he sat at the table.
Looking down to his hands, looking to his keyboard, his monitor, and then turning to his left to look out the kitchen window, Rich ignored it. The dark shape roughly six feet off the ground stay there, peeping around the corner to watch him. Rich took a deep breath and counted to three. On three he glanced at it, then back down to his work in front of him. He saw half a face looking back at him, peeping around the wall. He saw an eye, rounded and not too large, resembling a chimpanzee's eye. It was black where a human's is white, and the colored part was light brown. He saw an ear that was lighter in color; it was human-like, but slightly larger. He saw part of a face, cheeks, flattened nose, jaw, and half a mouth with thin or no lips at all. All were lighter in color, a dark tan. The hair was black and somewhat short, framing the face, covering the neck.
Rich almost screamed at the sight. But he remained calm, controlling his breathing, trying not to panic. He had never seen anything like that before. While not scary looking, it was out of the ordinary. He knew this was a special event and wanted to remain as calm as possible. Since all the doors were closed, he knew it wasn't leaving. He stood, seeing the face withdraw behind the wall. Rich went to the refrigerator, grabbing another piece of turkey, he casually threw it on the floor as he sat down back at the table. It landed in the kitchen a few feet away from the wall.
About three minutes later, he saw a hairy arm reach out and grab the turkey, followed by sniffing sounds. Rich had no idea what to do next. So he got another piece of turkey and repeated this. After a half hour of placing small pieces of leftover turkey every several minutes, Rich had enough, catching up on emails and work, deciding shut his laptop down and relax -- or at least try to.
He heard large foot falls in the hallway when he started doing the dishes, not bothering to feed it more scraps. His ears followed the sounds back to that hallway bathroom. Rich assumed the creature felt safe there. Later on he was watching TV and heard nothing, never once feeling a presence behind him or in the living room, never once hearing noise in the kitchen. He shrugged, guessing it was resting in the bathroom.
A few hours later Rich decided to head to bed. He double checked the locks on all the doors, decided not to shower, went to his room, closing and locking the door behind him, and attempted to sleep. It must've taken hours. He lay there listening and waiting, hearing nothing. Finally the battle to stay awake was lost, his eyes closing and staying closed a little longer each time they shut. "It's ok," was his last thought before he fell asleep.
Chapter 6
A few hours passed and Rich's eyes shot open in the dark. He instinctually reached for his 9mm next to his bed. He heard movement. It was heavy foot falls down the hallway, followed by a banging sound in the kitchen. He knew exactly what the cause of the sound was. He slowly put his gun back in the drawer, getting out of bed, heading to his door. He unlocked it, turning the knob as slowly and as quietly as possible, hoping to peer out of the cracked door discreetly.
Rich's bedroom being diagonal to the kitchen afforded him a view into it. He saw the counter, the corner of the table he was sitting at most of the day, a few cabinets, all illuminated by moonlight. Suddenly a bright light, the refrigerator door opening, took him by surprise. What the light shown took him even more by surprise.
Rich saw a tall, dark figure standing in the shadowy kitchen, light from the refrigerator silhouetting it. He gasped when he saw it. Glancing away to control his composure, taking a deep breath, he looked again. He studied it, observing its long arm, and large hand resting on the door handle. Rich shrugged, guessing that kind of door was pretty easy to open -- no knobs to turn. He watched it open the door all the way. Something interesting caught his eye. Not only did he see the creature standing at full height, not crouched over, guessing it was close to 7 feet tall, but he saw curvature.
Watching it casually shift its weight, looking into the refrigerator, he saw slight curves in the waist and hip area. Leaving the door open, it opened the freezer, backing away after opening that door, apparently feeling the cold air come out of it. Closing it once more, it looked on top of the refrigerator, easily seeing what nothing was there. Then something else happened that made Rich gasp.
The hairy Sasquatch left the door open and turned to its side, walking toward Rich, looking to the ceiling as if inspecting the room. Rich's eye's shot open even wider, seeing the creature's body silhouetted by the light -- it was hourglass shaped with feminine curves.
Rich's mouth dropped open when he observed it turn to its side once more, raising its hand in the air above its head, touching the 10 foot tall ceiling with ease. The light from the open door showed more curves, this time what appeared to be breasts viewed from the side. Rich gulped, seeing they were quite large. He closed his door silently and sat on the edge of his bed. "Wow," he thought, thinking the Sasquatch looked like a tall, somewhat muscular woman wearing a skin tight hairy costume of some sort.
"I guess I should give her a name," he thought to himself, lying back on his bed, a slight smile on his face. His nerves and anxieties of having a Bigfoot trapped in his home fading away. Perhaps it was because he didn't have a potentially aggressive male in his home. Perhaps it was because his house guest didn't seem as large or ominous as some of the stories he read about online. Perhaps somewhere in the back of his mind he found that curved silhouette in his kitchen appealing to the eye.
"I wonder if she has a Bigfoot boyfriend somewhere out there in the woods," Rich chuckled quietly in his bed before falling asleep.
*****
The next morning Rich woke and began his daily work routine, not attempting to find the where she may be hiding or sleeping, not trying to interact with her, not setting any food out for her -- since she cleaned out most of the kitchen for him. He sighed, shaking his head, setting out some bread she had not found on the kitchen counter for her to eat.
Opening up his laptop he found a few more videos online. They were clips from documentaries about a famous Bigfoot encounter that was filmed in the late 60s - the Patterson--Gimlin film. He had seen it before several times, but one detail of it stuck out, especially after seeing his guest in better detail the previous night. Analysts, who believe the film wasn't a hoax, suspect that the Bigfoot in the Patterson-Gimlin footage was a female.
Rich watched several clips of recreations, sculptures, drawings and so on, that show breasts hanging down. If that footage from decades ago wasn't a hoax and if the Bigfoot was a female, it was much larger than the one in his home. Perhaps his Bigfoot was younger. Some analysts claimed that "Patty" as she was named, was over seven feet tall. Rich's house guest was just at seven feet, he guessed. Patty was also larger and more muscular, again, making Rich think the one in his home was younger.
He stared blankly at his laptop, unaware he was being watched. She was peeping around the wall at him once again, waiting for him get food for her. Rich didn't notice this, closing his laptop, grabbing his keys, locking the door behind him and leaving, thinking about what to name her.
He rolled his eyes at yet another large grocery bill. Rich bought more food than he ever had, hoping it would be enough for her. He would keep most of it in his room, so she wouldn't raid his kitchen every night.
Sitting back at his laptop after throwing a few pieces of ham and bologna on the floor, he resumed working, not noticing the food being snatched away by something hiding out of view. Rich continued thinking about names for her, causally tossing a couple pieces of meat toward the hallway. One piece landed out of her reach.
Rich was typing on his laptop, feeling at ease, still unsure of what to call her when a large dark shape caught his eye.
His held his breath, his eyes looking straight ahead at her. She was crouching down, slowly reaching toward the meat, their eyes locked on one another. Rich saw her face looked ape-like, but definitely having a familiar human appearance. Her face was almost pleasant looking, not scary at all. He gulped and attempted to say "hi" but only a whisper came out.
She reached for the meat, slowly backing away from it, her eyes never leaving his. A slight smile came over Rich's face, watching her retreat back into the hallway.
"Sally," he said aloud, just before she backed out of sight. She stopped, watching Rich, frozen, not with fear, but curiosity. "Sally?" he asked her. He nodded his head, agreeing with himself that the name was perfect for her.
"I'll get you another piece," Rich looked to his side, taking his eyes off her, grabbing another piece of lunch meat from the package next to him. He tossed it to Sally, surprised that she was still there in a crouching position.
*****
The rest of the day followed a similar pattern. Sally moved to a corner, keeping her distance, crouching on the floor, but remaining in Rich's presence -- not hiding. He acted natural, non-threatening, no sudden movements, pretending as if Sally was a pet dog. He felt a little guilty for that, since she displayed more intelligence than an animal, but he figured the less threatening he was, the better.



After dinner a horrifying thought entered his mind. How would Sally use the bathroom? He assumed that her species crapped in the woods, but Rich didn't want that in his house. He walked past her in the corner of the kitchen, making his way to the hall bathroom. He felt relief upon seeing there was no feces or urine anywhere in her hiding spot. The only thing he noticed was some water from the toilet on the floor, assuming she must have drank from it.
"Ok, maybe I should let her go. This is silly. I don't want Sasquatch shit in my house," he chuckled. Deep down he knew Sally would return. He was right. Opening the door for her, letting the cold air rush in, he went about his business, cleaning some dishes, occasionally glancing over his shoulder toward the back door. He saw her dark shape quickly zoom outside about fifteen minutes after he opened the door for her. Leaving it open, he put some pieces of lunch meat in the hallway once more and left to watch TV. He smiled hearing heavy foot fall making its way down the hallway. She was back, hopefully after taking a crap somewhere behind a tree.
Rich closed and locked the door, smiling, thinking that Sally liked the nice warm house of his. He went to bed only to be woken a few hours later by the same sounds from the previous night.
Chapter 7
Rich stood there, peering into the kitchen from his cracked bedroom door, his mouth agape. "Wow," he thought once more, watching Sally move in the kitchen, studying things, eating some food he purposely left in the refrigerator. Her body, her movements, was so human like at night. It's if she was a human woman, home alone, wondering around her kitchen, nude, enjoying herself. Rich was amazed.
"Maybe her species are related to humans after all," he thought, watching the tall, dark figure, trail her fingers across the counter top. His imagination started wondering. "Go on, get comfortable, maybe pour a glass of wine, answer a text on your phone from your boyfriend, invite him over. Sit him on the couch and start riding him." Rich thought, completely floored at how human her movements looked when she was at ease -- not cautious or protecting herself. Her body was gorgeous in the dimly lit kitchen.
Sally, of course, poured no wine and texted no imaginary boyfriend. She walked over to the table where Rich sat earlier. He lost view of her entire body, but was able to tell she was squatting at his seat. He could barely hear loud sniffing sounds.
Rich watched her stand, the side of her body in his view, the light from the refrigerator shining on a muscular, shapely butt. Sally walked to the light source, closing the door, and made her way down the hall, Rich closing his door just in time for her to pass by. He chuckled, thinking that she was using the open refrigerator door as light instead of turning on a light switch. He wondered why she was sniffing his seat, thinking back to all those clothes he left outside, assuming it was to confirm the scent belonged to him.
*****
The next several days featured more of the same; Rich working at his kitchen table, throwing bits of lunch meat or other food to a crouching Sally in the corner of the kitchen. Sometimes he would watch her eat, noticing it wasn't anything all that different than what he's seen before. She chewed normally, her fingers manipulating the food; everything looked ape-like, but not unfamiliar. He would smile at her during breaks, hoping she understood what it meant to smile.
During the night, he'd watch her from his cracked bedroom door move about the kitchen for her late night snack. She was unafraid, standing tall, moving around like a human - a gorgeous, seven foot tall, muscular woman. Rich wondered how old she was.
As the days passed, he found he didn't have to be so careful in his movements; being more and more natural in the kitchen - doing dishes, cleaning counters, sweeping the floor, all while Sally crouched in the corner, watching him, chewing on a snack. When she wasn't eating, Rich caught her looking at him while he worked. He smiled at her, looking for a smile in return.
He got bold one day. He hadn't thrown Sally a slice of lunch meat in a few hours. He was watching her peak out of the window at the snowy landscape, towards the woods. Rich stood, making his way to the kitchen, grabbed a small piece of ham, walking directly to Sally and extended his hand to her. She turned, looking up at him, slowly taking the meat from his hand. Rich sat back down, smiling at her, watching her eat.
He repeated this the next day, opting only to feed her directly instead of tossing her some food. He also let her outside each day. She would be gone for around 15 to 20 minutes but would always return. Rich started noticing she wasn't crouching as much, but walking slightly more upright around him during the day. He was cutting up some bread when he watched her walk into the kitchen to resume her spot in the corner. He saw her breasts, covered in black hair, but still very visible and large, tan nipples poking through the hair. They were the same color as her nose, mouth, and other parts of her face that weren't covered in hair. Rich also saw no external reproductive organs. A quick glance in between her legs confirmed there was no scrotum or penis.
"Nice tits, Sally," Rich said aloud, causing her to turn to face him. Reaching up to him from her crouched position, she took a piece of bread from his hand.
The next day, Rich decided to try an experiment. "Sally, want to watch me take shit?" he asked, standing and walking to the hallway. He offered her a piece of food to entice her to follow him to the hall bathroom.
She peeped around the corner, watching Rich do his bathroom business. When he was done he didn't flush, instead leaving his excrement there, hoping Sally would figure out that's where it went. He watched her walk into the bathroom, moving right past him, causing him to look up at her. She was so tall, a foot taller than Rich. Sally looked into the toilet, sniffing from above. Rich slowly moved to her, bringing his hand on the flusher, making sure she watched what he was doing. He flushed the toilet, startling her slightly. She watched his waste go down to be replaced with fresh water.
"I really don't feel like wiping your butt," Rich said softly, peering around Sally, looking to her ass, thinking how it reminded him of Olympic level sprinters he had seen on TV. "It's actually a nice one. Hairy, but nice. "
Rich chuckled, making his way back to the kitchen, "You do a lot of squats and lunges out there in the woods?" He jokingly asked Sally, taking a seat, not expecting a reply.
That night while watching TV, Sally joined him, crouching in the corner of the living room. After about an hour, Rich tapped the cushion next to him, placing a tiny piece of bread there. Sally crawled across the floor, not sure what to make of the TV, and snatched the bread. She remained, sitting at Rich's feet close enough to where he could feel her warmth against his pants. She was looking at the television.
Rich thought for a moment, tore off another piece of bread, and gently placed his right hand on her shoulder. She jerked slightly, but didn't move from her position. She turned to face him, seeing his other hand with the bread, taking it from him. Rich left his hand there, eventually caressing her shoulder, just as he would a dog. The caresses morphed into scratches and gentle massages. Sally remained still, facing the flashing lights of the TV. Rich bent forward slightly, noticing her eyes were closed. As if she sensed a change in the air around her face, she turned, looking into Rich's eyes. He smiled and nodded at her, hoping she felt at ease.
Removing his right hand from her shoulder, he slowly moved it to her face, the back of his fingers grazing the hair on her jaw line. His index finger moved up, lightly caressing the hairless part of her cheek, their eyes not looking away from the other. "it's ok," he whispered to her.
Shortly after that exchange, Rich turned off the lamp in the living room, the TV, rechecked the doors, filled a small bowl with water for Sally, leaving it on the kitchen counter and went to bed. He decided to leave his bedroom door open.
He was awakened hours later, light from the kitchen streaming into his room, the refrigerator door open. In the dim light, he saw the silhouette of a seven foot tall woman, standing in his kitchen, pouring the bowl of water down her throat. Barely being able to make out her breasts swaying with each step, Rich wondered if she would try to come in his bedroom, he wondered if she'd sleep in his bed.
Dozing in and out of sleep for the next hour, he thought he saw her. He thought he saw a dark shape peep into his bedroom, initially causing him to shake his head from what he thought was an eerie dream. The shape went away.
Shortly before dawn, Rich thought he saw a large dark figure standing at the foot of his bed. It was scary. He was half asleep, not sure if he was dreaming once more, turning to his side, closing his eyes tightly.
Chapter 8
As the weeks went by; things became easier for Sally.
She had figured out how to use the toilet. After a few observational sessions with Rich, she even wiped herself, though maybe not a thorough as a human. He wanted her to sleep in his bed with him. He wondered if she understood the concept of snuggling or cuddling. He had no idea of her kind did that sort of thing. The only issue was her hygiene. She still smelled a bit like a zoo exhibit. Rich wanted to bathe her.
Sally squatted on Rich's bedroom floor, watching him shower, the glass stall steaming up around him. He had led her in there, quite easily since she pretty much followed him wherever he went in the house, sometimes even outside to get firewood. She watched him strip and proceed to lather up with shampoo. Rich hoped she would join him in the shower, glancing at her breasts, pushing perverse thoughts away, so he could bathe her thoroughly.
Finally after a couple days of seeing that the water flowing out of the little thing above Rich's head and that the white, bubbly stuff he was rubbing over his body was not harmful, Sally joined him.
Extending her hand toward the falling water, testing its temperature, Sally entered the shower. Rich had never seen or heard an ape laugh before, especially a creature that was ape-like, as was the case with Sally. He noticed her toothy grin seemed so human. He watched her play in the water, splashing her face, listening to her deep grunts, assuming they were her form of laughter.
She loved the shower. She had no issue with Rich lathering up her back with soap. Rich was enjoying it as well. He noticed how densely muscular her back was, her wet hair sticking to and highlighting her musculature. Then Rich made his way further down her back and saw her ass.
His eyes lit up, watching the streams of water trail down her back and into her crack. Sally's butt did indeed resemble some of those Olympic sprinters. Rich imagined Sally posing on the cover of one of those body building magazines. He chuckled to himself, his fingers combing the shampoo through her fur. Then something else happened.
He couldn't take his eyes off her ass. At this point she was slightly bent over, as if she figured out it would be easier for him to clean her back, causing her back to arch and butt to stick out more. Rich stared at it, watching the muscles flex when Sally would occasionally shift her weight. He had an erection.
Rich slowly brought his hands to rest on her hips, pulling her back to him just enough to where his cockhead poked into one of her muscular glutes. Moving himself to the side a few inches, his cockhead was now poking directly below where her anus would be.
Sally felt this, standing up straight, turning around to look at Rich. He got scared, thinking maybe she would attack him, but she didn't. Sally's eyes trailed down Rich's comparatively hairless body until they found his erect cock. Sally looked at it, studying it, as if in deep thought. She glanced back at Rich's eyes, then back down at his throbbing erection. She was putting two and two together. After a few moments, she turned to her side, letting the water wash away debris from the front of her body and then to her back to rinse off her soap. Rich was embarrassed, hoping he didn't offend her, not sure if he could offend her. He looked down in the shower, seeing all the dirt that had washed off her body. He spent the next 30 minutes cleaning up the mess Sally unintentionally made.
Apparently he didn't offend her at all. Later that evening she was laying flat on the bed, her feet hanging over the end of it, grunting softly, realizing that a mattress was far more comfortable than the ground. Rich was next to her looking up to the ceiling, in his pajamas, feeling slightly awkward. He fell asleep later when he heard her slow, methodical breathing, assuming she was asleep.
The next several days were more of the same. They would shower, Rich would get aroused, Sally would look almost knowingly at his erection for a moment -- as though she understood what was happening, why he was erect, and maybe, wanting to cross an interspecies line with Rich. Rich bathed her, running his hands over her large breasts, his erection harder than ever, not minding if he had sex with this creature. He laughed inwardly at himself, wondering if she would be into that with a human, telling himself he would never want to initiate it for fear of scaring her away.
After a few days in bed, Sally turned to her side, resting her head on Rich's shoulder. He smiled, wrapping his arm around her large frame, pulling her in close. He rested his hand on her ass, gently kneading it, thinking that if she was a human he may not be able to brazenly touch her there. Sally didn't seem to mind the next day when Rich squeezed her breasts after showing her how to turn a door knob.
As the weeks went by he found himself thinking of her more often in a sexual way. He almost couldn't help it. Rich also talked to Denise more often - occasionally flirting with her after stopping to chat on the way to the grocery store each week. She was 5'5", long, dark brown hair, and a curvy, hourglass body. After one Sunday of brief chit chat about the horses she was grooming, Rich said goodbye, thinking about how nice it'd be to take Denise to bed. His thoughts were interrupted by Sally. He sighed, pulling into his driveway, realizing he'd rather have sex with a seven foot tall Sasquatch than a human. He cursed himself for his idiotic thoughts. Sally didn't help matters by being more human-like. She learned to sit at the table, she walked upright all the time, she snuggled in the bed with him, and she learned to bathe herself. She also seemed to like affection Rich gave her. He would hug her, his head resting against her breasts; she would rest her chin on the top of his head. Sometimes they would stand there in the kitchen for a few moments; Rich occasionally sliding his hands down to her butt, grabbing it before sliding them up to her waist.
One day, after a long embrace, Rich told her he loved her. He wasn't sure how he loved her though. She wasn't a person, so it wasn't entirely romantic love, but she wasn't completely an animal, so it wasn't the type of love a person has for their dog. But he did love her. He loved having her around, he loved snuggling in bed, keeping each other warm, and he loved teaching her to be more human-like. Rich never crossed any sexual lines, assuming that may hurt her feelings somehow -- or worse, he could end up in the hospital. Rich had read stories about chimpanzees tearing fingers, hands, noses, lips off a person with ease. A Bigfoot could no doubt easily do that and more.
"Sally if you want to have sex, just let me know ok? It may be weird, but I wouldn't mind doing that with you," Rich told her, smiling, handing her a ham sandwich one day. He, of course, received no response from the Bigfoot in his kitchen, his joking words falling on non-English speaking or comprehending ears.
Rich sat across from her at the table, watching her eat, smiling at her, "I love you." He patted her hand and went about cleaning the kitchen. Later that evening she fell asleep with her head in his lap, while he watched TV, scratching her furry head.
Chapter 9
In the Spring, Sally started changing. She became more restless, almost anxious about something. She also started looking at Rich's erection in the shower a little longer than usual with a hint of what he thought could be desire in her eyes. Rich wasn't sure, so he continued bathing her, hugging her, and copping a feel every once in awhile. He wondered if she wanted to leave, to find her own kind. Thoughts of her leaving made him sad; he wanted her to stay with him.
One night in early May, Rich was awakened by the most unearthly, horrifying sound he had ever heard. He groaned in pain, rolling off the bed, covering his ears. He looked around dark room, seeing no signs of Sally; all while the monstrously loud howl on his back porch shook him to the core. Once it stopped, he stumbled to his feet, pushing his back door open, finding Sally crouched down at the foot of the steps.
"Sally! What are you doing!?!" He asked, catching his breath. Sally looked to him and then back to the woods, cocking her head to the side.
"Sally?" Rich asked. She grunted at him, as if to tell him to keep quiet. She listened, waiting, watching the tree line. There was no howl in return.
Sally sniffed the air, looking around frantically; she scurried off toward the tree line, "Sally wait!" Rich called out to her. She stopped at a pine tree. Looking up to the branches above her, she squatted and jumped upward to reach the nearest one. Twelve feet above her head, she grabbed onto it, hanging for a few seconds before pulling and breaking the large branch. Rich watched amazed by her strength, gasping when the branch broke in half.
He watched Sally's torso twist back, her arms clutching the branch, and brought it forward, slamming it against the tree. It made a loud wood knocking sound, like a gun firing. She did the several times and stopped. She released the branch and waited, listening for a response. There was none.
Rich watched this display, figuring that she was attempting to find one of her own kind. He was unsure why at first. Sally dejectedly walked inside his home. Rich almost felt bad for her, none of her own species were nearby for her be with. Then it hit him. Her restlessness, her anxious behavior, the howling calls; Rich realized she may be reaching sexual maturity and was either looking for a mate or letting one know she was nearby.
She snuggled against Rich that evening, but he could see she was distant, not making her heavy sleeping sounds. The next day Sally was distant again, often sitting on the back porch alone, looking out into the woods. She was lonely.
"Here you go," Rich said, sitting next to her, giving her some turkey. "I love you Sally, and I'm sorry there's no males of your kind around out there. You got a really nice body; some lucky Sasquatch is missing out. I'll be a substitute if you like." Rich, joking once again, patted her forearm, taking a few bites of his sandwich.
He stood to head inside, kissing the top of her head, smelling the new shampoo he purchased, one with a more feminine aroma.
*****
A couple days later, Rich was drying his hair after his shower. He genuinely felt bad for Sally. She had been moping around for a while now. He would joke and make comments to her about helping her find a male Bigfoot, or offering his services, all in good fun. He often wondered if she presented herself to him, if he would actually go through with it and have sex with her.
When he exited his bathroom, his towel wrapped around his waist, to see Sally on his bed, on all fours looking over her shoulder at him, Rich's was faced with the reality of having to make that decision right there.



His mouth dropped open; he stared at her for a few moments. "Sally, I don't know," He managed to say before gulping. He approached her slowly. She was huffing and grunting, her eyes focused on Rich.
"Can I do this? Can I go through with it?" He asked, slowly placing a hand on her hip, her glute muscles slowly flexing against his towel covered crotch.
Sally grunted again, as if to answer his rhetorical question. Rich trailed his hands over her back and butt. He bent down to inspect in between her legs. He never saw anything resembling a vagina, since her hair covered any outer lips she may have. His eyes shot open when he saw, illuminated by the bathroom light behind him, clear, thick liquid, oozing off of her hair where he surmised her vaginal opening would be.
"You are in heat," Rich said, taking his index finger, moving some of the hair aside, seeing what he thought to be dark tan labia lips. Sally grunted once more.
"You are in heat," He repeated, standing straight up. "Can I do this? Can I help you?"
Rich held his hand to her crotch feeling the heat emanating from it. He ran his other hand over her muscular butt cheeks.
"Yes I can," He said, dropping the towel around his waist, grabbing her hips with one hand, his other guiding his erection to her dripping, oozing crotch, stabbing against the dark fur, hoping to find its opening.
As soon as his cockhead felt her outer lips caress it he knew he was close to finding the entry point in all her hair. Rich groaned with his achievement, sliding himself in, wincing at how extremely tight she was.
"Are you a virgin, Sally?" he asked. He kept sliding in, listening to her grunt, feeling her very human-like pussy squelch and spasm around him, her butt flexing against his hips. He was all the way in. It was so tight, yet so familiar. It had been awhile since Rich had gotten laid, but Sally felt no different than a human. Rich looked down at her large body on all fours before him. Sally looked back at him over her shoulders, her mouth opened, making a slight grunting sound. Rich nodded at her and got to work.
All logic, reason, and sense left him. Rich was embedded into the tightest pussy on the largest female he ever encountered. She was grunting, either from pain or pleasure or both, as Rich slammed into her as hard as he could, her large muscular buttocks providing a landing pad for his hips. She felt amazing.
"Ahh yes," Rich cried out when her pussy started making what seemed like slurping sounds around his cock every time he slid himself in.
"Come on Sally! Come on!" He grunted, biting his lower lip, slamming into her. She only increased her deep, animalistic grunts.
Sally suddenly fell to her chest, her arms laying flat on the bed, before her. She started to eerily moan, throwing Rich off his rhythm, slightly weirding him out. He kept gripping her hips, slamming into her as hard as he could, watching her moan. Then she started shaking; her butt tensing up, her large hands gripping the sheets -- she was having an orgasm. Rich watched with amazement at her jerk and convulse before him. She let out a final long grunt -- almost like a sigh. She was done, but Rich wasn't.
Perhaps his curiosity had kept him going for so long. His desire to study this creature he had come to love as a cross between a pet, a friend, and a child while he had sex with her, kept his focus away from how pleasurable it felt. Rich pulled out of Sally, his cock covered in a white, creamy substance. Sally rolled over onto her back, her eyes looking tired, yet satisfied. Rich looked down at her body and slowly began to push her knees apart. He wasn't done with her.
"Can't believe I'm doing this. You ready Sally?" Rich asked, receiving no verbal response, only Sally's long legs opening wider.
Guiding his cock back inside, he came to rest on top of her, propping himself up with his hands at her side. He looked into her eyes, down to her breasts, further down to her muscular core, while he rolled his hips against her, hopefully grinding himself against a clitoris -- assuming she had one under all that hair.
Sally grunted again, her hands clasping around Rich's arms, gripping him tightly, almost painfully. She showed her teeth, somewhat in a flaunting manner, urging Rich on. He did the same, increasing his speed of thrusts, causing the bed to bang against the wall. He wondered if what he read about primates was true -- that humans have the largest penises. He figured she was definitely a virgin, a young Sasquatch coming of age, searching for a mate, but not truly wanting to leave Rich's property to return to the woods. She heard no calls in return to her own, and settled on a human to service her, to fill that primal need.
Rich kept at it, sweat forming on his forehead. He was getting close to climaxing, when he thought about pregnancy. He read various theories about how Bigfoot were cousins of humans, a human-hybrid, or a smaller, evolved descendent of a Gigantopithecus. Either way, he decided he didn't think he could get her pregnant since she was a different species -- related to humans or not.
He could feel her tight pussy spasming yet again around his shaft. Rich placed a hand on the head board for balance and leverage as be began fucking her harder than any human he ever had before. Sally's grunts egging him on to completion, telling him to go harder and faster.
"Yes!" Rich groaned, his eyes rolling in the back of his head, his cock erupting, flooding her with semen. He collapsed on top of her, sweaty, out of breath, feeling her large body jerk and twitch below him as her own orgasm subsided. He was done.
Chapter 10
There was no foreplay. There was no romance. There were only two animals, one of them a human and the other a Bigfoot, constantly going at it. Sally gave herself to Rich every day. Every morning the bed would bang violently against the wall. One time he was standing behind her thrusting upward as she held on to the open refrigerator, shaking its contents onto the floor, milk spilling everywhere. One night he was behind her in the shower, doing the same, and she accidentally pushed the shower door open, causing them to fall out on to the bathroom floor -- Rich continuously thrusting away at her, pushing her across the floor, gritting his teeth as he worked. They broke the back porch swing. Rich tackled her onto it from behind, inserting his cock, pounding away until the chains broke and the wooden swing collapsed. They broke part of the railing of the same back porch one night in June. Sally was bent over the rail with Rich behind her on his tip toes, slamming away into her, causing it to break away from the column it was attached to.
The house filled with grunts and moans one afternoon in July. Sally pulled Rich to the floor, causing the back door to break. They rolled around on the porch, down the steps and into the yard, their screams of pleasure echoing off the woods nearby.
Sally was insatiable. Rich was a machine. He had never been able to go this long with a human female. She would cream all over his cock and he would inject her with semen. He loved her taste, gathering up her creamy vaginal fluids with his index finger and licking it before plunging into her once more.
One evening the moon was bright, Rich was covered in sweat, and Sally was on all fours outside in the back yard. Rich was gripping her shoulders, cumming hard once again. Sally rolled over onto her back, Rich fell on top of her, his cum spurting cock, finding its home again as he mindlessly thrust into her, in a trance-like state. "I, I, love you," he said in between thrusts, out of breath.
Rich was nearing exhaustion. His was numb. He collapsed onto Sally, resting his head on her shoulder, grabbing a tit, gently sucking it when they heard it. It was far in the distance, but it was an unmistakable sound of a gunshot coming from the woods behind them.
Rich released her dark tan nipple and listened again. They heard another shot in the national forest that bordered his land. Rich pulled himself up to stand, Sally crouching next to him, her arms wrapped around his leg, looking and listening. They heard a third shot followed by something else. A sound Rich hadn't heard in a long time. The closest thing to it was the night time howl Sally had bellowed from his back porch that night in May when she was calling out to a potential mate -- nearly three months ago.
This howl was different, it sounded not like a search call, but a howl of agony. Something had been shot and was calling out for help. Sally glanced up to Rich with fear on her face. He led her inside, closed and locked the fixed back door and took her to the shower, bathing her, holding her in the enveloping steam.
The next day Sally was restless again. Not in the same way as the spring, but nervous, scared. She looked out the back window from her crouching position once more as if she were hoping to see something.
Rich put on some clothes and led her outside for her to peer into the woods, she was too afraid to enter them. He sat on the steps watching her. She would occasionally look back at him, then back into the woods. Rich could tell she was thinking about going. Then Sally froze.
Rich stood and moved out of the way after a few seconds. Sally bolted past him into the house. Rich went to the edge of the woods and heard the faint sound of men talking. He couldn't make out what they were saying, but could hear one of them giving orders. He thought he heard the words "over here." Rich sighed and went back inside to find Sally in her hiding spot behind the toilet of the hallway bathroom.
They made love a few more times, but it wasn't great. Sally was too preoccupied, giving herself to Rich only to satisfy him out of obligation, not because she truly wanted to. When Rich came inside her and rolled off her, she would squat in front of the bedroom window, peering out into the darkness for signs of activity.
*****
A couple days later, Rich wiped his sweaty forehead with a towel after a morning session with Sally. He headed to the laundry room to start the dryer. There was a knock at his front door, causing his eyes to shoot open. He hadn't a human visitor in many months.
The knock came again. Rich threw on some clothes from the dryer, glancing toward his bedroom where Sally was, and headed to the door to answer it.
There were three masked men at the door. Rich only saw two. They were looking away from him, pulling their mask down over their face when he answered the door. The third man was standing to the side of the door, out of view. The end of the baseball bat to Rich's gut was all he saw of the third man. One of the others kneed Rich in the head when he doubled over in pain, causing him to go to the floor. The other man kicked him in the side of the head with his boot, knocking him out. Just before Rich lost consciousness, his vision blurry, he thought he saw a large, dark, shape sprint into the woods behind his house through the open back door. The men were searching each room, their voices getting tinier and tinier "see it?" and "I'll check the basement," were the last words he heard before Rich went to sleep.
He came to about 30 minutes later, cursing himself for not grabbing his 9mm before answering the door. He felt foolish. Rich searched each room noticing that nothing looked out of the ordinary. No furniture was over turned or broken. No items, like his work computers and other good, were taken. The only thing was the back door was still open. Rich stood, wincing in pain looking out toward the woods. Sally had left undetected by those men. He shook his head, realizing they were the ones that shot one of her kind, they were the ones he heard faintly talking in the distance. They were the men that caused Sally to flee, leaving Rich alone.
Chapter 11
After a nightmarish, sleepless week, there was still no sign of Sally. Rich felt like a kid who lost their dog, but amplified tenfold. He loved her and missed her and wanted her home with him. Each day he would peer out into the woods, looking for her, leaving his dirty clothes at the edge, throwing bits of apples and leftover food scraps for her to find. There was no activity. The apples were still there the next day, his dirty clothes left undisturbed. She was gone.
On the tenth day since she left, he decided those jerks were gone, having moved on to another area to attempt to hunt a Bigfoot. He saw and heard no signs of them since they barged into his home. Rich went for a long walk in the woods, looking for any sign of activity he could find. He saw nothing. No scat, no covered up tracks, heard no whistles, knocks, or whoops. Sally had vanished. Heading back to his home, he recalled one supposed researcher's theory that their species' measurement for success was their ability to stay hidden and stealthy. Rich thought maybe she was still out there in the woods hiding until it was safe.
He got back to his home, showered, and watched a little TV. Blankly starting at the television, he decided she didn't belong in his world, she belonged in the woods.
Two weeks after she left, Rich found himself in a bar. He was sitting alone, nursing his drink, when he felt a tap on his shoulder. He turned around to find a smiling brunette.
"Hey Denise, how are you?" Rich asked.
"I'm great! I saw you sitting her alone and thought I'd come say hi," Denise replied.
"Ah, well have a seat."
The two chatted for an hour about various things, Rich's work, Denise work at the nearby ranch, and general information about their lives. He asked her out to dinner for the following evening and she happily agreed.
The next evening they had dinner and headed back to Rich's house. He showed her around, recounting in his mind each area of his home where he and Sally had sex. After he gave her a tour, they sat on the couch, enjoying some wine.
"You sure you're alright? You seem a little distant," Denise said.
"Yeah, I'm fine. Just kinda tired. The last couple weeks have been rough," Rich admitted, smiling weakly at her.
"Well I can leave if you want to get some sleep. We can always hang out again tomorrow," Denise suggested.
"No, no, stay," Rich reached over to her, resting his hand on hers.
Denise smiled, looking at his hand, then to his eyes, "You want me to stay?"
"I do," Rich replied.
*****
"Ahh yes!" Denise cried out. She was straddling Rich as he sat on his knees, holding her up, and bouncing her up and down on his cock. They had been going at it for hours on his bed.
"I'm, I'm cumming again!" She screamed out before another orgasm over took her. When she was done shaking in his arms, Rich guided her to her stomach, pulled her hips back and began thrusting as hard into her as he did with Sally.
Denise's mouth hung open; the bed shook violently, her large breasts jiggled back and forth with each powerful thrust. Rich watched her body before him. She looked great, but she wasn't Sally. She seemed so tiny as he slammed his hips into her butt.
"Please! Please cum!" Denise begged him. Rich's time with Sally turning him into some sort of sexual titan. "Ahh! Yes!" she cried out once more.
Rich nodded, pulling out, jacking his cock several times before spraying semen all over Denise's sweaty back. He collapsed next to her in bed, looking to the ceiling. Denise moaned, snuggling into his arms, running her hands up and down his body, her own body coming down off a multiple orgasm high. She was asleep minutes later, leaving Rich awake, thinking about Sally, hoping she was safe out in the woods.
The next morning they showered, Denise's cries of pleasure echoing in his bathroom. After they got dressed, they ate a little breakfast, Denise kissed him goodbye, and they made plans to see each other again that evening.
Several minutes later Rich was cleaning up the kitchen when he heard his back door open. Peering around the corner he saw her. The tall, dark mass slightly crouched over, shifting her weight from her left to her right foot. Sally had returned.
"Sally?" He asked, his mouth open. She grunted and scurried to his bedroom, looking out the window, making sure she wasn't followed. Rich stood in the doorway and watched her.
"Are you ok?" He asked, not expecting a verbal response. "Sally, I missed you," He watched her looking out the window.
She started sniffing the air in his room; her nose leading her to Rich's unmade bed. Bringing her nose to the sheets, she sniffed several more times. Lowering her eyes, realizing what she was smelling, she stood, slowly making her way past Rich.
"Wait Sally, don't go," Rich pleased, knowing it was futile.
"She was, I don't, it just happened," He had no idea what to say. Sally smelled another woman's scent in that room. She understood Rich found a new mate while she was gone.
"Sally, please," He grabbed her arm. She immediately pulled it away and sprinted out the back door. Rich followed.
He ran as fast as he could. His heart was racing, his lungs were burning, he screamed out for her to come back, but it was no use. He saw Sally jump over a 10 foot creek bed like it was nothing, landing on the other side. Rich continued on, his adrenaline making his attempt the jump as well, but of course, landing way short. He screamed out in pain when he landed on the side of a rock, causing his ankle to twist.
"Sally!" He grimaced in pain, rubbing his ankle, sitting in the shallow water of the stream. It was hopeless, she was gone. He lay his head in his lap, resting his throbbing ankle.
He heard a twig snap about 15 feet to his right. Rich turned and saw Sally crouching down up on the embankment. He saw concern in her eyes. "Please," he whispered.
She made her way to him, sniffing, looking him over, and crouching next to him. "One more time, please?" Rich quietly asked.
Rich began to remove his shirt, unzip his pants, going to his knees, sliding them down to reveal his erection. Sally looked around. She lay down, half her body in the flowing stream, the other half on the small sandy back. She slowly began to spread her legs. Rich looked into her face, propping himself up with one hand in the sand, the other guiding his cock into her. She wasn't as wet as before, but after several attempts, Rich was all the way in. His face was inches away from Sally's; staring into her eyes, knowing this would be their last time.
He didn't care that she was dirty and hadn't bathed in two weeks. Her musky odor filled his nostrils as he made love to her for the last time in that creek bed. Sally grunted with his thrust, her arms holding Rich in place above her. After several minutes, he had pushed her deeper into the sand and creek, water flowing into the depression her heavy body was making in the sand. Her orgasm was imminent. Rich felt her shake and convulse a final time.
When she was done, she sat up, bringing Rich with her. She pushed him off her, then went to her knees and pushed him down on his back in the muddy sand where she had been lying. Rich watched in awe as she grabbed his cock, squatted over him, and guided it in.
Sally began bouncing up and down on Rich's cock, impaling herself over and over again. His eyes widened, he held on to her bouncing breasts, and watched her fuck him. Up and down she would slam into him, her powerful thighs lifting her up, causing water from the stream to splash away each time she landed.
"Ah Sally!" Rich cried out, the force of her weight driving him deeper into the muddy bank. "Yes!"
Rich gripped her tits, his cock erupting inside her, Sally impaled to its base. He listened to her sigh heavily, as semen flooded her womb. She lay down in the sand next to him, her hand on his stomach.
"I love you, Sally," Rich whispered.
She nuzzled her head into his neck for a few moments, propping herself up with her elbow. Rich closed his eyes, his arm resting on her hip. His eyes shot open when he heard something he had never heard before.



"S-S-Sah Eee, ove, ooh," Sally said.
Rich blinked rapidly several times, turning to face her. She couldn't make the "L" sounds properly, or the "Y", but he could understand what she attempted to say. They stared at each other for a moment before she closed her eyes and touched her forehead against his. She rose, standing in the creek, turning to look at Rich one last time. He watched her jump up the embankment like it was nothing, leaving him there alone, naked, lying in a small stream, part of his body covered in muddy sand. He closed his eyes after the sounds of twigs snapping became quieter and the birds and insects started chirping once more. She was gone.
After a few minutes Rich stood, his ankle still sore, but able to support his weight. He looked around, seeing nothing. Bending down to pick up his wet clothes, he walked back to his home.
****Epilogue****
"Ahh yes," Denise rested her head on Rich's shoulder. They were out on the back porch, during a hot summer night, making love on one of the chairs. Rich held his shaking, sweaty, exhausted wife in his arms as her orgasm subsided.
She kissed his neck, and then stood from her straddling position, semen oozing out of her pussy, "I'll be in the shower. Don't keep me waiting."
"Alright, give me a few minutes to enjoy the night air," Rich replied. It had been a wonderful evening celebrating their 10 year anniversary. He watched her hips sway as she made her way back inside, smiling to himself, thinking how amazing she was in bed after all these years.
Rich peered out onto the moonlit woods that bordered his land, taking a moment to cool off and catch his breath. He smiled, turning around to head indoors.
Just as he opened the back door, he heard it - an unmistakable howl far off in the distance, something he hadn't heard in over a decade. He froze, his head turned to the side to listen, smiling when the howl ended. He thought of Sally, wondering whatever became of her. He entered his home to join his wife.
There was still something in the woods.
The End.
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Chapter 1
Elliot rolled his eyes, listening to his older sister Valerie, drone on and on about their mother. She was begging Elliot to spend more time with Diane, complaining about the man, Ronnie, she was seeing, explaining how she didn't like her mother's dating situation.
"Please? Look, the only reason she's seeing Ronnie is because he's younger and it makes her feel younger. But he's just using her, for uh, well - " Valerie paused.
"It's not my problem. It's her life, she can date who she wants. She always has," Elliot sighed, not wanting to hear so much personal information about his mother's sex life. He recounted several instances where he knew his mother was unfaithful to her now, ex-husband - Elliot's stepfather. She would go out on dates, attended events, and go out of town on short trips. During Elliot's 20s he was able to put two and two together. Now at 30 he shrugged off his mother, Diane's, dating life, realizing that she can do what she wants and if she was as unfaithful as he suspected, he turned out just fine.
"I just don't like this guy. He's smug, he's arrogant, he tries to be funny, he's -- " Valerie was interrupted by an annoyed Elliot.
"You just don't like the dude because he's black," He suggested, not totally sure if that was the case.
"No! I don't care about that," Valerie replied. "I just think he's bad news. It doesn't matter what his skin color is."
"Whatever," Elliot said. He checked the time on his phone. He had to pick up his wife, Cassie, from the nursing home she was a nurse at. Her car was in the shop getting repair work done.
"I have to go soon. I don't know what you want me to do. I can take her to dinner I guess," Elliot rolled his eyes.
Sensing that Elliot was becoming increasingly annoyed, Valerie decided to play another card, "Look she's been talking about you a lot the past few months. She wouldn't want me to say this, but she really wants to be closer to you."
"What do you mean?" Elliot asked. His mother had been acting different around him. She would call him more often, she would invite him over for dinner more, she would text him, send him cute emails and since she apparently confided in his sister that she wanted to have a closer relationship with him -- it made sense now.
"Yeah. She has mentioned to me several times about how you and her weren't super close and she wants to change that, so you need to go over to her house and spend more time with her. I want her to forget about this sleaze ball she's seeing!"
"Why would she dump some guy just because her son is around more often?" Elliot asked.
"Well they aren't boyfriend/girlfriend, so there would be no dumping. Trust me, if you spend more time with her, like taking her to the beach, or to dinner or whatever -- based on how she's talked about you, she'll forget all about Ronnie," Valerie explained.
"I don't know," Elliot trailed off. There was something else about his mother that made him feel uncomfortable. The silly texts, emails, and phone calls were fine, but when they did see each other every once in awhile, Diane seemed different. She was more affectionate, giving longer, stronger hugs, lingering kisses on the cheek, occasional pecks on the lips. It wasn't horrible, by any means, just not something Elliot was used to.
Stopping by her home a few weeks ago, Elliot was visibly uncomfortable sitting next to Diane on the couch. When Cassie was in the bathroom, Diane would chat with him about his weekend, rubbing his thigh slowly, almost seductively, abruptly stopping with Cassie entered the living room from the hallway. Little things like that caused him to feel weird. It didn't help matters that his mother, a 52 year old, blonde bombshell and former playboy playmate, still looked incredible. Yes she dyed her hair, constantly watched what she ate, exercised almost daily, but still looked amazing with only slight wrinkles around her mouth, eyes, and forehead. Elliot couldn't deny, if asked, that she was a beautiful older woman.
When he and his wife left her house that day to head home, Diane slapped Elliot's butt as he walking out her front door, causing him to smile awkwardly back at her beaming face. Getting into his car, he waved at her, glancing briefly at her huge breasts when he drove by, noticing the large amount of cleavage on display from her pink pajama tank top.
Shaking the memory from his head, Elliot drifted back to the present, where his sister was still going on and on about Ronnie. He hadn't been paying attention and when he tuned back into the conversation he immediately felt uncomfortable again.
"Her house was a mess. A total mess. Her bedroom was in shambles. There's no telling how long and hard her and Ronnie were going at it and I -- " Valerie was saying.
"Ok! Ok! I get the picture. Too much info!" Elliot said; he'd had enough of this. "Alright, I'll stop by and see her and we'll figure this out, ok? Satisfied?"
"Yes, I think this'll be great. For both of you," Valerie answered.
"I'll stop by later tonight. Cassie will no doubt go to bed early, so instead of being bored, I'll just go over there I suppose," Elliot told Valerie.
"Good! Spend a nice Friday evening with her. Maybe check in first to make sure she cancels any plans she may have with Ronnie, alright?" Valerie suggested.
"Ok I will," Elliot said. They ended their phone call, Elliot grabbed his keys and left to pick up Cassie from her work. She yawned on the way home, tired as usual, quiet as usual.
Elliot rolled his eyes at Cassie. He had been working out more, eating healthier, losing 20 pound and slimming down a bit. It seemed to have no effect on his wife. He doubted she even noticed. He recounted the last six years with her. She was never a sex fiend, but he wasn't either. She never gave many compliments early on in their relationship, other than that she liked his blue eyes and dirty blonde short hair. He almost started exploring questions about why they married when she coughed a few times shaking him from his trance.
At a stop light he remembered he needed to check with his mother before heading over there. He took out his phone and texted her a quick message to ask if she wanted to hang out that night.
********
"Yeah! Get that dick!" Ronnie yelled, slapping one of Diane's tits as she squatted up and down on his cock in her bed.
"Ah!" She cried out, another orgasm building up. She was nearing exhaustion. "Oh fuck!" she yelled, collapsing on the hugely, muscular Ronnie, shaking in pleasure.
"Mmmm, yeah," he moaned, pushing her off him, grabbing a tit to suckle. Diane smiled, looking down at him when her phone next to her bed jingled the tone she assigned to Elliot. Her eyes shot open, reaching to grab it, to read his text. Ronnie continued sucking away on her left breast, while texted her son back, in all caps, "YES!"
Putting her phone back on her bedside table, she looked to Ronnie, "You're going to have to leave soon I'm afraid."
"What? You can't take care of your big Ronnie tonight?" He asked.
"Sorry, not tonight! I have another man coming over," Diane smiled.
"How many men are you shacking up with?" Ronnie asked.
"Well, just you, this is my son that's coming over and sorry, but he's far more important than this," Diane said, sliding off Ronnie, squeezing his still erect rod with her hand.
"Aww," Ronnie playfully sulked.
"When my baby boy wants to spend time with his momma, I'm going to be available for him," She explained wiping sweat off her face with a t-shirt from the floor.
"Now off you go! I have to clean up our mess, I need to shower, and start some dinner," Diane said. Ronnie nodded, gathered his things and said goodbye.
In the shower Diane couldn't help but smile in anticipation for Elliot's arrival.
Chapter 2
"Mmmmwuah!" Diane said, giving Elliot a long kiss on the cheek when she sat next to him on the couch, curling into his side, grabbing and swinging his arm around her.
Elliot smiled softly. She had been like this all evening, affectionate and sweet. They watched a movie after dinner, her hand holding his, bringing it to rest on her hip, her head against his shoulder.
Elliot couldn't help but be somewhat amused by his mother's reaction when he suggested they hang out more often during dinner. She practically screamed "yes" in agreement. Diane went on to suggest dinner at some of the new restaurants, shopping for both of them, and he could accompany her to Atlanta should she decide to visit. Elliot simply nodded and politely agreed.
"Maybe tomorrow we could head down to the beach," Elliot said after a few minutes of cuddling on the couch, thinking to his sister's suggestion.
"Yes! I'd love that! I have a new bikini I haven't worn yet," Diane kissed his cheek once more, snuggling in close to him.
"Oh crap," He thought. "What if she starts acting flirty at the beach? I bet her bikini is pretty revealing. She has been acting strange lately, like she's trying to be younger."
The pleasant evening ended with a peck on the lips and a sweet smile. Elliot drove home feeling slightly nervous about the following day. He saw Cassie asleep in the bed when arrived. He tried not to feel anger toward her, realizing that she was on her feet most of the day at a demanding job. Still, he wished she had more energy or try to change shifts, hoping it could improve their sparse sex life.
Lying in bed wide awake, he thought about broaching the subject with Cassie, but decided not to. He worked eight hours a day, where she was usually there for 12. Elliot couldn't help but empathize with her. He rolled over, listening to her snore lightly, wishing that he could be having sex right now, and wishing she was awake for him.
His phone next to the bed vibrated, indicating he had a text message. Picking up the phone, he saw it was his mother saying she was awake, but was heading to bed soon, and that she had a wonderful night with him. He replied, saying he'll pick her up at noon for the beach tomorrow. "She's still awake," He thought, looking over his shoulder at his sleeping wife, "maybe spending more time with her will be good for me."
********
Elliot was right; the bikini was like something a 20 year old would wear. It was fairly small, pink with white strips, and he had to admit she looked great in it. He watched his mother saunter into the water, the small waves crashing against her toned thighs, looking away when she playfully bounced to avoid water splashing onto her face. He felt uncomfortable once more, seeing her sizable breasts bounce with her.
When she straddled him in the deeper water Elliot was standing in, her legs locking tightly around his waist, he felt even more uncomfortable.
"Hi," she smiled, kissing his cheek. "This was a great idea," Diane said, resting her arms around his shoulders.
"Yeah, it's nice out," He said, looking away from face.
"Hey. You don't think I look too old to be wearing this do you?" Diane asked.
"What? No, not at all," Elliot replied, glancing at her face briefly.
"Good. I feel old sometimes. Old and ugly," Diane said.
"Huh? No, that's silly. You look great mom," Elliot said.
"You think so?"
"Of course! You look really good," Elliot smiled.
"Thank you," Diane kissed his lips briefly again, causing Elliott to blush and look away.
"Gosh, I think this top is too small," Diane said. When Elliot looked to her, she was adjusting her top, moving her massive breasts from side to side, inches away from his chest. "My boobs are too big!"
"Heh, yeah," Elliot gulped looking away.
Satisfied with her adjustment of her top, Diane spoke up, "So are we going on another date tonight?"
"A date?" Elliot asked.
"Yes! I had a great time last night. Maybe we can go to dinner tonight. Unless of course, Cassie has plans for you," Diane said, running her fingers through Elliot's hair as he stood in the deeper water.
"No, she doesn't have plans," he shrugged.
"Good, then you and me will go to dinner. It'll be someplace nice. I think I have a dress that can contain these!" Diane said, grabbing her own breasts, squeezing them playfully, eliciting another blush from Elliot.
"Unless of course, you like big boobs," Diane winked.
"I, um, well, I -- " Elliot stammered.
"Ha! You do like big ones don't you!" Diane laughed. "Well good, because all my dresses are pretty revealing."
"Yeah," He sighed, looking to his side again, watching the water gently crash into the shore. He thought back to his younger days, recalling all the various dresses he'd seen her wear when she went out with who knows who.
"I love you. You know that right?" Diane asked, shaking Elliot out of his trance.
"Hmm? Yeah, I know. I love you too, mom," He smiled softly.
"Good. I'm really hoping you and I can be closer. Certain things have taken place in my life recently and it made realize I want to spend more time with you. I feel regret for us not being as close in your younger years. Anyway, I 'm just really happy we're spending more time together."
Elliot nodded, "Yeah, it's nice." He glanced down to her cleavage then back to her smiling face. They shared a brief gaze into each other's eyes, broken only by Elliot's blushing. He glanced once more at her cleavage, then away to his side.
"Yep, you like big ones," Diane whispered into his ear, pressing her breasts against his bare chest.
Elliot chuckled, "Ok well let's head back, I think a shark swam past my leg," he joked, trying to break the tension he couldn't help but notice. They held hands, walking back to their spot on the beach.
Back at his mother's house a few miles away, they discussed their evening plans, before Elliot left. He'd be back in a few hours to pick her up for dinner. His heart raced once more when Diane turned around, her back toward him, removed her bikini top and headed back to her bedroom to shower. He could see the sides of her large breasts from behind.
"Whoa," He thought on the way home. "This has got to be some sort of phase or something. She really seemed flirtatious and sexual today. Weird."
As soon as he arrived home, Cassie handed him a list of things to do. He had a few hours, but he figured he could get them done and shower in time to pick up his mother. He told Cassie of his plans and she didn't seem to have an issue with it. Elliot figured she'd be asleep by 9pm anyway. He watched her petite, small frame walk away from him down the hallway, leaving him with his list of chores, mainly moving furniture, taking stuff to the dump, and so on. The image of his mother's nearly nude body walking away from him, with her hourglass figure and large breasts visible from behind popped into his head in the place of Cassie. He cleared his throat and shook the image from his head, going about his chores.
Chapter 3
At dinner Elliot was a nervous wreck. He clumsily complemented his mother on her dress, a tight, dark red number, with breasts nearly spilling out of it. He gulped and eked out a "hair too" nervously glancing away. Her shoulder length blonde locks looked professionally styled. He felt embarrassed that he wasn't wearing a suit, looking to his shoes past his khaki pants and tucked in shirt.
Diane hugged her son, kissing his check, wiping away lipstick. "I'm glad to be having dinner with such a nice looking man."
Elliot couldn't believe he felt this way, this nervousness, and this awkwardness around her. He couldn't explain it. Yes she was attractive, yes she was acting differently around him, but the butterflies in his stomach couldn't yet be explained. As they chatted at dinner, he felt even more foolish when she started playing footsy with him.
"I'm a grown man, why is this affecting me so much?" He asked himself.
When his mother reached across the table, placing her hand on his and began to speak, he found his heart rate slowing a bit. "I wasn't always the best mother. I was out a lot, your step father and I had problems, but things are better now. The past few months I've been hoping you and I would become closer. We're both adults now, so I figured we could enjoy each other's company more often."
"Yes," Elliot agreed. "I'd like that."
"Good. I want you to come to Las Vegas with me in a few weeks. There's a Playboy reunion of sorts, for the girls that posed within a five year period that I did, and I'd love to go," Diane said.
"Um, well I have work, and -- " Elliot answered.
"I know, it's during Labor Day weekend. That's over a month away. Do you think you could ask off for a week and come out there with me? I'd really love it," Diane said, smiling sweetly at Elliot, her hand caressing his.
"Well, I suppose, I could ask off of work. That's not too short of notice for a week off request," He said.
"Great! We'll go out there for a week. We'll have so much fun! I can tell all the ladies that you are my boyfriend!" Diane laughed.
Elliot's mouth dropped causing more laughter. "It's ok! None of them know you, and plus, I'll feel young and sexy to have such a nice looking younger man there with me."
"Heh, yeah, I guess," Elliot chuckled. They once again shared a brief gaze to one another, before Elliot glanced at her generous cleavage, and then to his nearly finished meal.
"Your Aunt Stephanie may attend too. She mentioned that she'd like to go. I haven't seen her since before she moved back to Minnesota," Diane added, while sipping some wine. "She posed a few years after I did. I know you always had a crush on her."
"Mom, I -- " Elliot tried to say. He did have a crush on her in his younger years; he had a crush on all his Aunts.
"You probably had a crush on all your Aunts," Diane said, knowing him too well. "I know you wanted Alyssa to be your girlfriend when you were a kid," Diane laughed, referring to her youngest sister who was 7 years older than Elliot.
"Mom please," Elliot pleaded, blushing again.
"She had a pair of boobs. Big, round, areolas," Diane said.
Elliot shook his head, mortified.
"I miss her. I hope she's well, wherever she is," Diane said. She hadn't seen her youngest sister in several years.
They concluded their meal without too much more embarrassment.
********
She insisted he come inside when he took her home. Pouring a glass of wine, sitting next to him on the couch, Diane put her arm around her son, smiling warmly as she sipped from her glass.
"So your wife doesn't mind that you're out with another woman tonight?" She jokingly asked.
"Nah, she's probably asleep by now. She doesn't mind or care," Elliot pointed out.
"Awww. How is your sex life with her?" Diane asked.
"Mom!" Elliot cried.
"What? I'm just curious if that girl is properly taking care of her man," Diane said.
Elliot sighed, "It's, well, it could be better." He took another sip of his wine.
"That's a pity," Diane said, leaning over to kiss his cheek, "she should be making love to you every night. I would." Diane stroked her index finger across his chin, "If I were your wife I mean," she added, sensing that she may have made him feel even more uncomfortable than he already did.



Elliot nodded and smiled, sipping occasionally from his glass.
"Did you know," Diane said, placing her empty glass on the coffee table, "I used to be a stripper?"
"Sandee mentioned something about it a long time ago," Elliott replied, referring to his older sister, who left home at 18 to be a stripper in Los Angeles.
"I kept it a secret as best I could. But I really loved doing it. I met a wonderful older man who I became great friends with. I figured we could visit him on our way to Las Vegas. He's in Atlanta, so we'll drive there and stay a night or two there before we fly out. Is that ok?"
"Yeah that'd be ok."
"We can visit your Aunt Tiffanie while we're there too. Though to be honest, my friend, Bob, will probably want to take me out. Like I said we're great friends," Diane explained.
"I see, well then that's fine," Elliot downed the rest of his wine. "I can hang out with Tiffanie. She has big -- " Elliot stopped himself.
"Boobs like me?" Diane asked, assuming that's what he was going to say. Elliot chuckled and nodded his head.
"It's settled then. I'm looking forward to this!" Diane hugged Elliot pressing herself hard into him. Afterward she rested her hand on his thigh, just like she did that one night earlier in the summer. "You know what happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas," She winked at him, standing to head to the kitchen.
Elliot's heart rate increased again. Glancing over his shoulder, watching his mother in her tight red dress, stand on her tip toes in the kitchen; reaching to put the wine away in a top cabinet, he noticed her shapely backside too.
"What is going on here?" He asked himself. Suddenly his mother turned to face him, still in her tip toe position.
"You going to help me or keep checking me out?" She asked with a devilish smile.
Elliot gasped, "I, uh, I was just. Yeah, let me help." Diane slapped his butt playfully when he put the wine back where it belonged.
********
"Ok, boyfriend, tell your wife I said hello," Diane joked, hugging Elliot good night. He nodded, only to be met by a kiss on the lips. "Goodnight."
When he got home he took a cold shower, feeling idiotic, and shame for checking her out. He decided to call Valerie in the morning and relay a bit of what's been happening, careful to leave out certain parts that he felt might make him look creepy.
Elliot listened to Cassie sleeping next to him. His cell phone buzzed alerting him to a text. It was his mother saying she enjoyed the evening with him and would see him again soon - he smiled and texted her back, saying goodnight. A few moments later she did the same, adding an "I love you."
********
Back at Diane's house, she sat on her bed naked, talking on her cell phone. "Yes it was great. I think, I think it'll work out. I'll actually be able to go through with it. Yes, yes, I know I've sort of done something similar, but it was different with you. He will, it'll take a little time. But I think once it does happen, oh wow."
Stepping out into her moonlit backyard, still naked, she sat in a lounge chair still talking on her phone, "Mmhmm, next year? I think those houses will be done by then, yes. I can't wait to move into my new one. That neighborhood isn't far from here. Yes. I'm sure he'll come with me!"
Diane ended the call a few moments later with a smile on her face. She trailed her hands over her large breasts, gently tweaking a nipple. Her phone buzzed alerting her to a text. It was Ronnie.
"Hey baby, want some of this big dick tonight?" the text read. Diane chuckled, sitting her phone down, not bothering to answer.
"Yes, I want some big dick, Ronnie," she said out loud, "but not yours."
Chapter 4
A collection of several dildos lay before Valerie on her bed. They started small in size, working their way up to a gargantuan toy. The nude Valerie stood at her bed, deciding to start small and work her way up. This would be her second workout for the day. The first one was at the gym that morning, which left her butt and thighs sore and wobbly.
Her phone rang, "Hey, what is it? I'm in the middle of something," Valerie told her younger brother.
"Hey Val, listen this thing with mom is a little weird. We've hung out more, but, she's just, I don't know. Is she ok?" Elliot asked.
"What do you mean is she ok? Yes, she's fine," Valerie barked at him.
"She just seems different, like she's trying to be younger. Plus we've never been real close anyway so -- " Elliot said.
"Don't give me that! I know she's been acting a little odd lately, but she's fine."
"I know but, it's like she flirting with me," Elliot said.
"She's always been flirty and somewhat sexual. She even suggested I get into stripping at one point. It's no big deal. You're just going to have to let it go. You and her are getting closer and you are discovering this stuff on your own. She's fine, I promise," Valerie assured Elliot.
"Alright, it's just that she wants to see me again, maybe even every day," Elliot said.
"I don't want to hear it," Valerie said, picking up and throwing down a large dildo after briefly inspecting it. "You are going to wake up one day after she's long gone and wished that you and your mother were closer. She wants to be closer, so let it happen!"
"Yeah, I guess," Elliot said.
"Good, keep it up. This is really helping her move on from that guy she was seeing," Valerie replied.
"Alright, I'll let you go then. Talk to you later," Elliot ended their call.
The tall, dirty blonde, Valerie tossed her phone on the mattress, "I think I'll start with you!" She grabbed a decent sized dildo which could be mounted on the wall and headed to the shower.
********
Elliot followed Valerie's advice. He and his mother spent more time together in the next month than he recalled they ever had. He saw less and less of his wife. Cassie didn't seem to notice. The only mention of her was when Diane asked how she was doing or she had a problem with her husband spending so much time with his mother.
"Are you sure she doesn't mind?" Diane asked, later in August. She was wearing her pajamas and Elliot was over at her house to take her out to breakfast, followed by another trip to the beach. She was straddling him on the couch.
"Yeah she doesn't mind."
"She might though. You should double check. She may have a problem with you hanging out with a woman with these!" Diane quickly threw her tank top off, revealing her large, bra-covered breasts to Elliot.
Elliot looked away, "Wow, um, well I think she knows you have those."
Diane laughed, getting off her son, heading toward the hallway to change into her clothes for breakfast. Her flirtatious ways hadn't changed. The kisses and affection had increased though. Later that day she was peppering his face with kisses while she straddled him in the water at the beach. She ended the encounter with a long kiss on the mouth, taking Elliot off guard, and drawing the looks from a couple of nearby girls.
"Yes this is my boyfriend," Diane jokingly glared at the girls, embarrassing Elliot in the process.
"Have you and Cassie come out here much? It's a nice place to visit at night, no one is around, if you know what I mean," Diane whispered in his ear.
"No, we haven't been out here. She's not a fan of hot weather and sand," Elliot said.
"Sounds like she's pretty boring. Sorry," Diane noted.
"She is," Elliot said flatly. He silently blamed her job, but deep down he felt that was no longer a valid excuse for her low libido and lack of interest in anything.
********
Later that night near midnight Elliot arrived home. To his surprise his wife was still awake. She was angry, "Why are you over there all the time? Are you really over there or somewhere else?"
"What are you trying to say? Yes I've been hanging out with her. No I haven't been screwing around! Do you want her to call you to let you know I'm actually there?" Elliot asked, starting to get angry.
"No, but -- " Cassie started to say.
"But nothing! Besides it's not like there's anything to do here. You sleep a lot and we hardly ever have sex. I might as well hang out with a woman that loves me," He said, immediately regretting it.
"Are you saying I don't? I told you, I'm on my feet all day; I have to deal with those patients too. You would be tired if you had to deal with what I have to!" Cassie yelled.
"I get that, but you still can't make a little time for me? Come on, really? Maybe YOU'RE the one screwing around and you're too tired to do anything with me when you're done!" Elliot said.
Cassie slapped him as hard as she could, "I would NEVER do something like that. I'm not a whore like your mother!"
Elliot froze, unable to respond as a result of the anger coursing through him. "Yeah, that's right," Cassie added, "I'm basing it off what you've told me about her! You've said you suspected she slept around on your stepdad. So," She paused, tapping her chin with her index finger obnoxiously, "doesn't that make her a whore?"
Elliot said nothing. Grabbing his wallet and keys he left the house and headed back to his mother's. He fell asleep in her arms, his head resting on one of her giant breasts while she watched TV.
********
On the other side of town, Valerie collapsed onto her bed. She pulled out a large, but not the largest, dildo from her gaping pussy. She was out of breath and smiling. "Almost there," she said, looking over to the biggest one of her collection - a monstrous dildo on her bed side table.
Chapter 5
Elliot barely spoke to Cassie in the last week of August. He instead, stayed with his mother. He only saw Cassie when he went to collect some clothes, including enough for the Las Vegas trip that was on the horizon. Cassie apologized profusely, begging him to stay. Elliot apologized in return, but told her he just needed some time away for a bit. After this trip with his mother, he assured her they would fix things and work out any issues they had. Cassie's car was repaired so she didn't need to rely on him for rides.
He loved the feeling of an older, sexy, woman running her hands up and down his torso, lying in bed with him each night. Diane was in Elliot's arms every night he was in her bed. Cassie would always sleep on the other side of the bed, never cuddling much at all.
Elliot came home to his mother from work, ate a wonderful meal, and spent the evening with Diane on the couch talking, flirting, watching TV. They would hold each other until they fell asleep. He loved it, but just assumed this was her way, this was how she showed love and affection. Elliot was fine with that.
"You going to go to a strip club with me out in Vegas?" Diane asked Elliot the night before their drive to Atlanta the next morning.
"I'm not too sure about that!" He replied.
"Alright, suit yourself. You have nothing to be embarrassed about. I have a few contacts out in that area and maybe we could stop by and see how their clubs are doing. I danced there a few times in my younger years," Diane said, standing against Elliot in the kitchen, his arms resting at her waist.
"Maybe. You'd probably get up on stage and try to embarrass me," He joked.
"I don't think I'd have to do that to embarrass you," Diane said, slowly guiding his hands from the small of her back down to her butt and holding them there with a sneaky grin on her face. Elliot was indeed embarrassed, his eyes shooting open, he tried to let go of her pajama covered ass, but his mother was holding his hands tightly there.
Finally she let go, "See what I mean?"
"Come to bed, we have an early morning start tomorrow," Diane said, walking down the hallway to her bedroom with a smile on her face.
Elliot held her against him, smelling her hair, running his hand up and down her back. "That feels nice," Diane said. "Does Cassie ever lay like this with you?"
"Nope."
"I'm sorry," She replied. "Hey maybe, just maybe, if you really play the part of my hot, young boyfriend, I'll do a nice dance for you. I'd show just how amazing I was."
"No, no, you don't have to do that," Elliot said.
"Aw come on. Have you ever had a lap dance?" Diane asked, sliding up on top of him in straddling position, slowly gyrating her hips onto his crotch.
"No, I haven't."
"You think I'm too old to give one?" Diane pouted.
"No, not at all. I don't think you're old!"
"Good," Diane said, slowly pulling her tank top up and off, revealing a large pink bra, while continually to gyrate her hips onto Elliot.
"Whoa, whoa, what are you doing?" Elliot asked.
"Just playing," his mother said, tossing her tank top to the floor. She smiled, running her hands up under Elliot's t-shirt.
Slowly grinding on him, never looking away from his eyes, Diane continued. She grabbed his hands and placed them on her waist to hold her in place. Elliot's eyes shot open. He was hard as a rock. His cock was pointed up toward his stomach and throbbing with the warm weight of this woman's gorgeous body on it. His mother surely knew. He thought her heard a slight sigh, a moan, come from her mouth -- the only sound either of them made in this quiet intimate moment on the bed.
Diane stopped moving her hips a few minutes later, bending down to slowly kiss Elliot's lips, "What happens in Vegas..." she whispered, jabbing him in the side when she got off him to grab her shirt and use the bathroom.
Elliot was left with a throbbing erection, scared out of his mind, scared something would indeed happen in Vegas that would be wrong and inappropriate; and scared that he wanted it to.
********
"Ah yes, I'm cumming, I'm cumming," Diane whispered into her phone, outside in her moon lit backyard. She was naked again, a few hours later, Elliot was finally asleep. She had been furiously rubbing her clit while on the phone.
"Yes I thought of him," She told the person on the other end. "Mmmm. I think it'll happen in Vegas. I can't rush it though. Oh I know, it will be amazing. Mmhmm, yes. I can't wait to see you tomorrow either. I can't wait to make love to you. It's been a few months I think. When I was there last, right. Yes. Ok, I better go, I'm sweaty and tired now. I love you too dad. Good night!"
"Mmmm," Diane moaned, gathering up vaginal fluid with her index and middle fingers, licking them clean, smiling at her plan coming together.
********
Across town, Valerie screamed out in pleasure, shaking and moaning on her bed. She pulled out the biggest, widest, dildo in her collection that she owned, tossing it aside. "I did it, I did it," she whispered, out of breath. She had been riding it for an hour, her strong legs and butt aiding her.
"I'm ready. I can do it," she caught her breath, smiling at her plan coming together.
Chapter 6
There was something odd about Bob that Elliot couldn't immediately place. He was a very wealthy, friendly, and entertaining man nearing 70. He looked much younger than that, besides a large belly. He did have white hair and a trim white beard. While he had wrinkles, he could easily pass for someone 10 years younger.
Elliot was taken aback by Bob's friendliness. He kissed Diane on the cheek, hugging her tightly, proving to Elliot that the two must indeed go way back. He showed Elliot around his huge home and gave Elliot the keys to one of his sports cars to go pick up his Aunt Tiffanie for dinner while Bob entertained Diane.
Bob smiled when he handed Elliot a crisp $100 dollar bill as he left. There was something about his smile, something familiar that caused Elliot to do a double take. He thanked him and made his way to visit his Aunt. She was expecting him, since Diane coordinated everything.
At 39 Tiffanie looked like a younger version of Diane, except her mouth was shaped differently. She had far toothier grin. It was very cute, Elliot though. Her body, her breasts, her hair was all very similar to Diane's. She was, however, 5'4" about 4 inches shorter than her older sister.
At dinner they talked about work, about Elliot's somewhat boring job as an accountant, about Tiffanie's exciting job in a marketing department of a smaller company than the large corporation she used to work for. They talked about her son, Tom, how he had just entered the 11th grade in high school, and how much he liked soccer.
Elliot caught glances at her large breasts throughout dinner, unbeknownst to her. "Yeah, I'd still spank to her I guess," Elliot thought, a slight grin coming over his face.
"What?" Tiffanie smiled, noticing it.
"Oh nothing, I was just thinking about this Playboy event Mom is dragging me to," Elliot lied.
"Yes, she really into all that, I suppose. I haven't kept up with anything. I felt a little shame after I posed. I wanted to distance myself as much as possible. Now, I feel ok about it, but my late 20's and early 30's I wanted to get away from that image as much as I could," Tiffanie explained.
"Did you know my Mom used to be a stripper?" Elliot asked.
"Mmhmm," Tiffanie chuckled. "Hey if she enjoyed it and it provided some extra income to support a family, well, good for her!"
"Yeah," Elliot smiled, sipping his tea. "Her and I weren't all that close, we got along just fine, but we weren't close friends. We have become friends recently and it's taking a little getting used to."
"I'm sure it is! She is a handful!" Tiffanie laughed, immediately causing Elliot to thinks of both his Aunt's and mother's giant breasts.
"But I think it's great though. I think you could be a best friend for her and I think you could see that in her as well. So just go with it and let it happen," Tiffanie smiled, reaching across the table to pat his hand.
After dinner they headed back to Tiffanie's house. Elliot played a few video games, very poorly, with his younger cousin Tom. He also wasn't used to today's video game systems.
Tiffanie suggested Elliot linger around awhile, after he hinted his mother was with a "friend" that evening. She knew exactly what she meant, pouring him some wine. They headed out onto her back deck on the humid night.
Watching her look up to the moon, glancing at her breasts budging out of her pink tank top, Elliot spoke up, "So you seeing anyone?"
"Ha! No," She answered, gulping her wine. "I went on a date a few years ago, it was bad. Before that was my former boss."
"Shaking up with the boss eh? Nice." Elliot joked.
"Well it was! Bob was a great man and employer, but I had to calm down and focus on Tom," She said.
"Bob?"
"Mmhmm, that was his name. He owned one of the companies I worked for. We got very close," She said. Elliot's jaw dropped inside his head, wondering if this was the same Bob.
"I see, well it's good to be around for Tom more," Elliot smiled.
Tiffanie returned the smile, "It's good you're around for your mom more. I think she really needs you in her life. This is great that you are going to Las Vegas with her."
Elliot nodded, finishing his wine. The two finalized their morning plans. Diane and he would return, they would have breakfast, and Tiffanie would take them to the airport afterward.
On the way back to Bob's Elliot wondered about this possible name coincidence.
Chapter 7
"Come on! Come on girl!" Bob grunted as he bounced his daughter up and down. Diane was cumming again. She was slick with sweat in his master bedroom, straddling him on his huge king-size bed.
"Yes!" she cried out, throwing her head back, Bob diving into kiss and lick in between her breasts.
"Yes," Diane moaned, her body eventually calming down, resting in Bob's arms.
"Good girl," Bob said, rubbing her back.
"Have you, have you seen or told Tiffanie you're our father?" Diane asked, still panting.
"I haven't. Not yet. If she wasn't an employee that I slept with and just a woman I met and slept with like with you, it might be easier. Makes me a bit nervous that she would lash out at me because we worked together for a few years," Bob said.



"One of these days she'll know," Diane said.
"She will, perhaps when I die," Bob chuckled. "How are things going with your plan for Elliot?"
"Great. Like I told you on the phone, it's going to happen in Vegas!" Diane smiled, kissing the older man once more, initiating another round of sex.
********
Elliot arrived back at Bob's shortly after midnight, regretting staying so late at his Aunt's. When he entered the home, hoping to head right to bed, he heard it -- grunts, moans, and yells. He rolled his eyes, "Must be mom."
He started to head to bed when curiosity got the best of him. He pictured enormous breasts bouncing. He wondered if he could get a peak. "A quick peak is all. I bet she looks great. Then I'll go right to bed, because this is pretty stupid for me to do," he thought.
As he snuck down the hallway, Elliot no longer heard as many animalistic grunts and moans; he heard talking mixed in. It caused him to pause and listen just outside the double doors leading to Bob's bedroom.
"Yeah? Then once that house is built for you, you'll move in?" Bob grunted, still gripping Diane's waist as she bounced.
"Yes!" She cried out.
"You'll get him to move in with you?"
"Yes!" she answered and cried out in pleasure at the same time, her eyes closed and her head still thrown back, facing the ceiling.
"Mmm yeah, good girl. Your sisters too?" Bob asked, slapping Diane's ass, causing Elliot to nearly chuckle out in the hallway.
"Yes!"
"All of you, together in that new, big house!" Bob clenched his teeth.
"Ahhh YES!" Diane screamed again, her body shaking in his grip.
"I gotta tie you up. Get off me honey," Bob said, getting off his bed. Elliot heard his foot falls on the hardwood floor and tip toed away in case Bob opened the door and saw.
Bob grinned after retrieving two belts from his closet. "Ready? I was never around to discipline you as a girl, so we'll have to pretend you've been bad."
"Oh, believe me, dad. I have been VERY bad in my lifetime," Diane smiled, moving to all fours, extending her hands to the one of the bed posts. She was in for a long night.
********
Back in Elliot's room down the hall, his door was closed and his mother and Bob's noises could hardly be heard. He lay wide awake in bed, thinking about what he just heard.
"A new house? My Aunts moving in? When? Where? Was Bob referring to me moving in too?" He asked himself. Sleep didn't come easily for him. He thought about sneaking down the hall once more to get a peak, but was tired, didn't want to get caught, and deep down thought it was stupid to spy on her like that. He figured if his mother picked on him any during this trip, he could pick on her back about her and that old man.
Chapter 8
They said goodbye to Bob the next morning, Elliot still noticing something odd about his appearance. He handed him another $100 bill. Elliot tried to return it, but Bob would have none of it.
Breakfast was pleasant with Aunt Tiffanie. Tom joined, much to Diane's delight. She relished in flirting with the young man, embarrassing him, and slightly embarrassing Elliot. Tiffanie shot him a knowing smile, telling him to keep an on her in Vegas when she dropped them off at the airport.
It was a nonstop flight to Las Vegas that took around four and a half hours. Diane was fairly well behaved, not flirting or attempting to embarrass her son too much. She couldn't make it the whole flight though. As soon as the flight attendant announced they would be landing soon, she casually closed her book, took off her reading glasses, and turned to Elliot.
"I suppose we should join the mile high club before we land," Diane said, loud enough for passengers nearby to hear. Elliot turned red and looked out the window.
"What? I thought you were my boyfriend," Diane said, chuckling softly. She behaved the rest of the flight.
Elliot had almost forgotten about the pretend boyfriend component to their trip. He sighed when they landed, hoping that nothing regrettable would happen, hoping that no line would be crossed, then looking at his mother's fit and curvaceous body from the side when she picked up her bag at baggage claim, hoping that something would happen.
********
"Good, so you two are there at the hotel now?" Valerie asked her brother on the phone while she was taking a break from one of the leg machines at the gym.
"Yeah here now, pretty tired, we didn't sleep to well," Elliot shot is mother a smile as she was putting clothes away.
"Well rest up and later go out and have a lot of fun!" Valerie suggested. They said their goodbyes, ending the call. Valerie ran her hand across her toned tummy, flinging sweat onto the floor. She got back to her intense workout routine with a smug grin on her face. Today was the day she would enact her plan.
********
After a long nap in each other's arms, they headed off for some sightseeing, holding hands just like a real couple would. Elliot looked over to her and couldn't help but smile.
They had dinner at a nice restaurant, Diane wearing another sexy dress. They arrived back at their hotel room, holding hands, and Diane began to unbutton and untuck her son's shirt. "What are you doing?" he asked.
"Get on the bed, lay on your stomach," his mother said, sliding his shirt off his shoulders.
"What? Why?" Elliot asked.
"Just do it," Diane replied, running her hands up and down his bare chest. Elliot shrugged and did as requested.
A moment later he felt his mother take a seat on his butt. She began slowly running her hands up and down his spine, eventually rubbing the muscles with her thumb, causing slight enjoyable pain as the tension was relieved.
"Feel good?" Diane asked.
"It does," He replied.
"I agree," Diane said, moaning slightly. "I'm guessing your wife doesn't do this."
"Nope," Elliot answered.
"That's another pity," Diane whispered, bending down, allowing her large breasts to rest on his back while she began rubbing his shoulders. "So tense. Just let it exit your body," She whispered again, placing a small kiss on his neck, sending shivers down his spine. Elliot started breathing faster, but tried to remain calm.
Diane kept peppering his neck and back with kisses, "Close your eyes, breath slowly, relax."
Elliot took a deep breath, thinking that this was ok, this was fine, and it's just a massage. After several minutes he noticed his shoulders weren't being massaged anymore, neither was his back. Instead the soft sound of kisses was heard. His mother had stopped rubbing his back and was only kissing it now. Dragging her breasts down his spine, she kissed all the way to the small of his back, her fingers gently scratching at his skin. Elliot was fully erect now, but tried to maintain his slow breathing. He didn't want to turn on his back for fear she would see and feel his throbbing cock.
"Mmmm," Diane moaned, sitting back onto Elliot's butt. "I think I'll grab a shower," She said, ending their massage session, not wanting to push things with him too fast.
"Ok, great," he said, trying to remain calm. When she closed the bathroom door, he sat up on the bed, running his fingers through his short blonde hair, "This is insane," he thought.
He slept as far away from her on the bed as possible; hoping she caught on that he was very tired from traveling and still adjusting from jet lag.
As he lay there finally drifting off to sleep, he pictured his Aunt Tiffanie on her back deck. Elliot was holding her up against the wood railing, her arms outstretched to the side, her legs clasped around his body, and he was fucking her brains out.
"Ah yes! Yes! Harder!" His Aunt cried out in this dream. "Let it happen!" She said, just like she had done the previous evening.
Her tits bounced with each thrust, the moonlight illuminated her body, and she kept crying out in pleasure, "Let it happen!"
Elliot moaned in his dream, watching his Aunt throw her head back over the railing. When she lifted it back up to face him, her head was replaced with his mother's. "Let it happen," Diane said, gritting her teeth.
Elliot did just that, not letting up, slamming into her over and over again until he ejaculated into her womb.
He stirred from his dream, briefly waking, shaking his head and rolling over. The light peeped through the closed drapes in the center. The city lights would surely keep them awake if they left the drapes wide open. He rolled over once more and drifted off to sleep again.
Diane sat in the corner of the room, naked, out of sight in the darkness watching Elliot sleep, seeing him toss and turn from his little dream. She had been casually rubbing her clit. She stood and headed toward the window, opening the sliding door stepping out onto the balcony, still nude, not caring. She made a phone call to one of her contacts that owned a strip club in the area. She decided it was time to get extra naughty later in the week.
Chapter 9
The next day they hit a few casinos, playing it safe, not gambling too much. Diane was on his arm always as they walked around and played a few games. He loved it. He kept replaying the dream in his mind and decided to let whatever happened in Vegas, happen. He also decided that he would not initiate anything, if they were going to cross a line and regret things afterward, he didn't want it on his conscious that he caused it.
At dinner, the wine flowed. They didn't have far to travel since this restaurant was on the ground floor of the hotel. Elliot was very drunk by the time they left. Perhaps he drank so much to calm whatever nerves he had. In his drunken stupor he asked his mother if he could be the one to give her a massage.
"Wait right here," she slurred, slightly drunk as well. A few moments later, she appeared from the bathroom wearing one of the long white robes the hotel provided. "Ready."
She sauntered over to where Elliot was standing at the window overlooking the city. She turned around, rubbing her butt against his crotch, playfully sliding the robe off each shoulder, pulling it down far enough to reveal she was braless underneath.
"Follow me," she said, walking over to the bed, Elliot following her, stumbling slightly. His vision was blurry be he could tell she was laying on her tummy, breasts pressed against the mattress, overflowing to her sides, and the white robe was pulled down over her butt.
Elliot giggled, clumsily crawling onto her back, immediately bending down to massage her shoulders and kiss along her neck and back like she did the previous night. However, he did so in a far more clumsily and non-seductive way, due to the alcohol.
After several minutes of giggling and kissing on her back, he rolled over her, his vision blurry and his head pounding. "I gotta take a break," he mumbled.
"Ok baby," Diane mumbled back. She rolled over, and fell into his arms, resting her head on his shoulder. Her bare breasts pressed into his side, he was too drunk to notice.
"Head hurts," He mumbled again, barely above a whisper. He started to drift off to sleep, hoping not to vomit, the room spinning in the dark.
Diane moaned, her own intoxication taking effect, "I want to suck your dick." She nuzzled her forehead against Elliot's shoulder. She sighed once more and fell asleep in his arms. Elliot thought he heard her speak but wasn't sure.
********
"Hi sweety. You feeling ok?" Diane asked, meeting Elliot for breakfast a few minutes after he arrived in the lobby.
"Yeah, head is pounding though."
"We'll take it easy today. I'm sorry about last night."
"Don't be, we just drank too much," He replied.
"Well, yes, but I just wanted us to have fun and I think the alcohol could've ruined that. I would never force you to drink or do anything you don't want to do," She said.
"It's ok, mom, really. Let's eat," Elliot assured her.
The next two days were fairly tame. Diane was sweet as usual; holding hands, giving him pecks, but didn't push anything. Elliot spoke to Valerie, letting her know they were having fun. Diane called her sister, Stephanie, confirming their plans to meet up that evening after she arrived.
Stephanie was Diane's 48 year old, equally bombshell-like sister, who posed in Playboy a few years after Diane. She was always a joy to be around. She was fairly mild mannered, so Diane was a bit surprised she decided to attend this event. Her son-in-law, Patrick, was equally pleasant and entertaining. Diane and Elliot were caught off guard a bit when they saw her on Patrick's arm at the airport.
Stephanie explained she didn't want to come alone, her children weren't interested, and so Patrick came along. He had a huge, silly grin on his face. Diane chuckled; knowing that based on conversations with Stephanie, Patrick probably had a crush on her, so he was very happy to be there.
The four of them had dinner together, followed by walking a little along the Strip downtown. Stephanie posed in front of various landmarks while Patrick took her picture. The short, balding, late 20's man seemed genuinely enamored with her. Both Elliot and Diane picked up on it and were amused.
The four ended up at Diane and Elliot's hotel room, watching TV, and chatting a bit. Later on Diane closed the door behind them, telling them they'll see them tomorrow, and hopped in the bed with Elliot, not bothering to change out of her dress. They again fell asleep in each other's arms.
The next day the four of them spent together. They decided to go hiking at a nearby National park. At their picnic lunch, Patrick spoke up.
"Why don't you two ladies go skinny dipping over there in that pond," He joked.
"I'm sure you'd love that, wouldn't you Patrick?" Stephanie laughed, leaning her head on his shoulder. Elliot and Diane shared an amused look.
********
That evening after dinner, Diane was exhausted from the hike. "You're going out tonight," She told her son.
"What? Where?" he asked.
"A strip club," She answered matter-of-factly.
"Uh, excuse me?"
"You heard me. Go to this one," Diane handed him a card with an address on it. "I want you to have some fun, unwind, and just enjoy yourself. I'm too tired to go with you, I need to sleep."
"Mom, I'm not sure about this."
"Oh please! Go! Have fun, alright? Just sit and watch the ladies," Diane said.
Elliot thought for a moment and sighed. "Alright, sure why not?" he shrugged. "Might be kind of fun."
"It will, now off you go," Diane smiled.
When he left she called her contact at the club, "So what is the girl's name? Crystal? I see, ok great. So she's pretty good? Alright. Yes. Sounds wonderful, I'm glad I called if she's only in town this weekend. Yes Elliot is on the way, I gave you all the info I have, you should see him. I will be there a little later on."
Diane ended the call and got dressed. She was going to have a bit of fun tonight.
********
"Oh momma! Oh momma!" Patrick cried, his body shaking underneath Stephanie's.
"Give it to me big boy!" She ordered. Patrick squeezed her big breasts, looking up to her. "Right there!" she moaned.
"Here it comes, here it comes!" Patrick exclaimed.
"Mmmm give your mother-in-law what she needs young man!" Stephanie played along.
"Ahhhh!" Patrick shook and convulsed squirting semen deep into Stephanie's womb.
"There it is! Thank you," Stephanie leaned down and kissed his face, rolling off him.
"Ahh yes, yes," he moaned, catching his breath, his skinny body going limp.
Stephanie used the bathroom, checked her hair in the mirror, and picked out a sexy dress to wear. She peeped back into the bedroom, seeing Patrick asleep, as she predicted.
"Good, momma's got an itch to scratch. A secret itch," She said to herself, getting ready to head to a strip club.
Chapter 10
Just as Elliot was feeling stupid for sitting alone at a strip club; a buxom, big breasted, brunette named Crystal approached him.
She had a thick southern accent and offered to give him not one, but two, lap dances back in the private rooms. Elliot sighed, shaking his head and smiling, "Sure. Why not? Crystal you said?"
"I sure did. Follow me!" She said, taking his hand, leading him through the crowd to the private area.
As she danced through the first song, he couldn't help but notice how huge her breasts were. They were no doubt fake, but looked amazing. She slid and gyrated all around his lap. As the first song ended, she sat on his lap, and began to whisper in his ear.
"I'm only here for this weekend. So I'm going all out. My next dance will be a bit different. Are you ok with being blindfolded baby?" Crystal asked.
"Uh, well, ok?" Elliot asked himself allow. "Yeah sure," he shrugged. Not once did he think of Cassie.
"Cool. Now relax, I'm not gonna hurt you," She smiled placing the blindfold around his head. She stood up and smiled down at the blind folded Elliot. Just then Diane entered the private room, whispering for Crystal to wait outside. Van Halen's "Hot For Teacher" started blaring through the speakers, a song Diane specifically requested of the DJ, who she has known for years.
Elliot felt a pair of large breasts on his face. He breathed in their scent. Diane squeezed them against his face, holding them there. She was wearing the same perfume as Crystal. They coordinated this quite well. She moved and gyrated her body against his erection, careful not to moan, her voice giving her away. Elliot sat there oblivious with his blindfold as this woman, went to her knees, dragging her tits across his crotch.
He gasped when he felt her start to unzip his pants, panic setting in, but quickly going away when he felt a hand resting gently on his chest, calming him. He started breathing easier when the woman's hand patted his chest, while the other pulled his zipper down.
He was so hard and so horny. Elliot was going to take the advice he's received lately and let it happen, even it was with a strange stripper -- or so he thought.
Diane slid her hand down to Elliot's crotch, pulling his pants further apart. She fished into his pants and pulled out his cock. Her eyes shot open as she looked onto his impressive member with astonishment. "Wow," she mouthed.
********
"And back here is where you can give a private dance if you like. I really appreciate this, I'm short staffed tonight," The manager told Stephanie, as he led her around the strip club, showing her the place.
"Well, like I said, I have some experience and would love to help," She said. The manager moaned looking over her figure.
"Yes ma'am," he grinned, grabbing his crotch. "Dressing room is down the hall that way."
Stephanie nodded. "Ooh one more thing," she tapped the manager's shoulder. "What if, the customer wants a little more than a lap dance? I'm not saying it would happen, but what if, you know?" She asked, biting her bottom lip.
The manager nodded, smiling, leading her with his hand on her hip, "Peep in there baby," he whispered.
Stephanie slowly pulled the curtain back a few inches and her eyes shot open in shock.
Her nephew, Elliot was blindfolded, and a blonde woman was on her knees in front of him, slathering his surprisingly large cock with salvia. Stephanie gasped, realizing the woman was her sister, Diane, when she turned her head to the side to lick along the tall shaft. She could barely hear Elliot but could tell, by his open mouth he was moaning.
Diane was enjoying every second and inch of this; unbeknownst she was discovered by her sister.
"Oh hi," Crystal said, returning to her post outside their room. "Yeah that room is taken right now. She wanted to play a trick on her boyfriend," Crystal explained.
"Mmhmm," Stephanie nodded. "Where the dressing room again?" she asked the manager.
"Right through there," he pointed.
Stephanie headed in that direction, with her mouth open, and waited a few minutes for the manager to move out of sight. She bolted toward the exit. Stopping once more at the private stall Elliot was in on her way out. Crystal was there, watching and smiling. Stephanie slid up next to her to peep one last time.



She saw Diane deep-throating, bobbing her head up and down on Elliot's cock. "Oh wow, oh wow, that's hot. Stop it Steph!" She chastised herself and scurried away, leaving the club.
********
"Ahh," Elliot moaned, his semen filling who he thought was Crystal's mouth. Diane hungrily devoured and sucked as much of seed as she could, keeping it in her mouth, rolling it around her tongue. She stood, throwing back the drape to signal Crystal to enter. Diane grabbed her and kissed her as hard as she could, letting Elliot's sperm flow into her hungry mouth. Diane ended the kiss, holding Crystal's head, letting semen flow out of her mouth onto Crystal's, dripping some on her chin. Diane smiled, and nodded goodbye.
Crystal took the blindfold off Elliot, sitting in his lap. He smiled weakly, watching her wipe his semen off her chin. "Wow," he managed to say. Crystal chatted with him a little while about basic information, where he was from, was he enjoying Vegas, and so on to buy Diane time to get back to her room.
When Elliot arrived, she was pretending to be asleep, the taste of his cum still on her tongue.
********
An hour after Stephanie arrived back at her room on the floor below Diane's, an orgasm coursed through her body in the bathroom. Stephanie chastised herself again for being turned on by that naughty imagery, especially for briefly picturing herself and her own son, Dan, in that position. Patrick was still asleep thankfully.
Chapter 11
"How do we look?" Diane asked Elliot and Patrick, her and Stephanie slowly spinning around in a circle for them.
"Yeah! You look awesome!" Patrick chimed in, a little too excitedly.
"You look great, both of you," Elliot calmly said and smiled. His whole day had been great. He relaxed with his mother by the pool, feeling at ease, feeling happy, as though he received a secret blowjob the previous night far better than any he had received from his wife.
Stephanie kept her distance as best she could. Elliot didn't notice her awkward behavior; Diane assumed she didn't feel well.
"Come on, let's get in the hot tub," Diane led Elliot. He didn't mind one bit.
Diane immediately straddled him, her breasts pressing on his chest. She began slowly kissing his neck. "Why are you being so nice to me?" Elliot asked.
"You're my boyfriend for this event, remember?" She replied.
"Ah I see," he smiled at her.
"I may just keep you as my boyfriend forever," She said, kissing his lips.
"What about Cassie?"
"Would you ever cheat on her with another woman?" Diane asked, pretending she didn't know Elliot received a blow job the previous night, much less one from her.
Elliot thought a moment, recalling the event from the previous night, assuming his mother meant a long-term, romantic relationship with another woman, not a quick blow job. "Maybe. It'd have to be the right one I guess."
"I see," Diane smiled, kissing his lips once more.
A few hours later, Elliot and Patrick were complimenting their dates on their short, solid lime-green, matching cocktail dresses. Stephanie glanced at Elliot a few times; he smiled back at her, not knowing what she witnessed the previous night.
The event was actually a little boring. Hugh Hefner gave a small speech and afterward did a meet and greet with the attendees, then he was off to his room. There was lively dance music. Elliot didn't dance much at all, but watched his mother dance with photographers she hadn't seen in years along with a few fellow models. Stephanie and Patrick danced a lot, Elliot chuckling when he saw Patrick discreetly attempt to grab her ass.
After a few hours, Diane was ready to leave, "Let's go," she took Elliot by the arm and said goodnight to sister. Stephanie watched them leave together, holding hands.
Diane slapped Elliot's butt just as they walked out the door, "You were very nice tonight, thank you."
Stephanie witnessed the exchanged and her mouth dropped.
********
Elliot stood looking out his hotel balcony window at the city lights below. No other lights were on in the room, but it was practically fully illuminated from the lights of the signs on the Strip. His mother was showering. Elliot smiled, thinking nothing had happened on their trip, they'd be home tomorrow night. He took a sip of wine and sighed.
A few minutes later he felt his mother slide her arm around his at his side. She was wearing the same large, white, bathrobe from the other night, her damp hair slicked back.
"So gorgeous isn't it?" Diane asked.
"So are you," Elliot replied, Diane squeezed his arm. Elliot placed his empty cup on the table next to him and turned to hold her. They both smiled in each other's arms.
"Elliot, there's something I want to tell you," Diane said, ending their embrace.
"Sure, what's up?"
"I was 37 years old when I met Bob. It was shortly after we moved to Charleston. I was secretly dancing at a seedy club and he came in. He was in town on business," Diane explained.
"I gave him a private dance, it was normally like $10 or so back then. Well," she paused, snickering, "he had me reach into his pocket when I was done and pull out what was in there. It was a roll of cash. $10,000."
"Whoa. Must've been a great dance," Elliot teased.
"Well, he wasn't paying for just the dance. He was paying to spend the night with me. So I went back to his hotel room and I spent the night with him," Diane said.
"Ah, I see," Elliot nodded, slightly surprised.
"There was something about Bob that I found odd. I couldn't place at the time," Diane said.
"Really?" Elliot asked, he too, feeling the same about him.
"Yes. Over time, things became clearer and clearer. I would see him every once in awhile, a couple times a year, maybe once a year if things were busy. But as I aged, I could put pieces together. Wrinkles formed on my face, my lips were no longer as full, my hair was turning white," she said, running her hand through her dyed blonde locks.
"When I visited Bob in February this year, we had sex in the shower. When I looked at him I saw something familiar. I saw myself. As I aged, I began to look more and more like my biological father. Him."
"He's your dad? Are you serious?" Elliot asked in shock.
"I am."
"But grandpa -- " Elliot said.
"Will always be your grandpa. He will always be my daddy. Bob is a grandfather, yes, there is a difference. I sometimes call him 'dad', but he's not my daddy, like your grandpa was."
"I don't know what to say," Elliot replied.
"Bob is building a neighborhood on some land not too far from my house. He's building several houses there. These houses in this neighborhood are for special families. Families that are very close," Diane said, caressing Elliot's face.
"I'm moving into that neighborhood once it's complete. I'd like you to join me," She said.
"Special? How? What do you mean?" Elliot asked.
"When I found out Bob was my father, we still slept together. We did it the night before we flew out here," Diane said.
"Yeah, I know," Elliot smiled.
"Anyway, after I found out who he really was, the sex became so much better than anything I'd ever experienced. It was like magic," Diane chuckled.
"Why are you telling me this?"
"Because, Elliot," Diane, stepping away from him a couple feet, bringing her hand to the tie around the waist of the robe, untying it, sliding the robe off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. "I want you to experience that magic too."
Elliot's mouth dropped. His mother was standing a couple feet away from him, naked, her enormous, perfect breasts on display, her body illuminated by the city lights outside.
Chapter 12
Elliot was frozen with shock, his mouth hanging open. "Um, I, I, uh," he said, staring at her breasts.
Diane smiled softly at him, slowly reaching for his hand, guiding it to one of her breasts. This was it. This the moment where Elliot realized he could let things happen.
Leaving his hand on her breast, he caressed the erect nipple with his thumb, and then gently squeezed the massive orb. "Wow," he mouthed.
Diane took a step closer, running her hands up and down his chest, smiling as she began to unbutton his shirt. He watched her slowly work, each button coming undone, followed by her pulling out his tucked shirt. She caressed his face and slid his shirt over his shoulders, gently massaging them before pushing the shirt down further, letting it fall to the floor.
"Do you want to go through with this, Elliot?" Diane asked, pressing her erect nipples against his bare chest.
"Absolutely," He answered, pulling her closer, smashing her tits against him, and kissing her with all his might. He bent down and picked her up, holding her by her ass, while she locked her legs around him. She was holding his face, kissing him madly, moaning as they tasted each other.
"I know I'm old, but don't hold back," Diane said, breaking the kiss.
"You aren't old, and I won't," Elliot said, slamming her down on the bed. Quickly fidgeting with his belt and pants, he pulled them down, followed by his boxers, and climbed on top of her.
"Oh my," She said, once again admiring his cock. "Take me," she said.
Elliot went in between her legs, guided his cock in as quickly as he could, Diane locking him in place. He thrusted one, hard, impaling thrust, causing them both to moan. "I will," he said, diving down to kiss her once more. Their tongues slathered around each other as Elliot rolled his hips into her, taking her over and over again.
She rolled him over, straddling him, moaning as he sucked a breast, "Oh yes, yes, I love you," she cried out.
"I love you too," Elliot said, releasing a nipple, rolling her once more onto her back.
"Ah! Harder!" She cried out; the bed banging against the wall, her fingers griping his back as he worked. A few minutes later she was approaching her climax. "Elliot! Yes!"
He didn't stop. He kept going, rolling and slamming his hips into her over and over again as her body tensed up below him, shaking, her pussy spasming on his shaft. "Ohh! Ohh!" Diane cried out.
When her first orgasm subsided, she rolled over again, except this time they rolled off the bed onto the floor, laughing and rolling a few more times. Elliot went to his knees, guiding her up to straddle him, and lifted them both off the floor.
He gritted his teeth as he bounced his mother. Her wailing cries of pleasure echoing in the hotel room. Supporting her by her butt, he slammed her against a nearby wall, continuing his assault.
********
"I'll be right back," Stephanie told Patrick in the hotel room below Diane's. She quickly made her way to their floor, hoping to confirm her suspicions. When she approached their room, she heard them.
Placing her ear on their hotel room door she heard her sister and nephew in throes of passion. "Yes! Yes! Don't stop! Ahh!" Diane cried. Stephanie heard Elliot's grunts of hard work. That's when she heard a loud slam, startling her, causing her to gasp as their door shook. Elliot had slammed Diane against the door now.
Stephanie gasped and took a step back, she heard her sister cry out once more, "I love you! I love you! Yes!"
"Ah! I love you too!" Elliot grunted. Stephanie brought her hand to her mouth and ran away.
********
Eliot was tiring. He rolled her against the wall, eventually making their way to their bathroom. Sitting down on the toilet, he grabbed her face, kissing her hard, out of breath.
Breaking the kiss, his mother spoke, "Oh I want you every day, all day," she said, rolling her hips, slowly squatting up and down on him as he sat on the toilet, holding her, kissing along her neck and breasts.
Diane grabbed his face, kissing him once more, while squatting up and down on his cock, "I want you to cum in me. I can't get pregnant, too old. Cum in me."
Elliot nodded, picking her up, walking with her to the bed, sitting on the side. She began bouncing on him, meeting his upward thrusts. "Ahh! Yes!" She grabbed his face, holding it in place.
"Ahhh yeah!" he grunted, letting go of her waist, grabbing her face in return. They held each other's heads, their foreheads touching, as they thrust and bounced their way to a mutual orgasm.
********
"Oh wow, oh wow, wow!" Stephanie frantically said, rushing down the hall from the stair case. She opened her door, slamming it shut behind her. "Oh wow!"
"Hey there, sexy momma, you ok?" Patrick asked, with a goofy smile on his face.
"Shut up Patrick!" Stephanie said, moving toward him, grabbing his face, sticking her tongue in his mouth, guiding him to the bed. She had never been so horny in her life.
********
"Oh yes, yes, baby, yes," Diane said, in between each breath. She was laying on top of Elliot, his cock still spurting semen into her. "So good, so good," she said.
"Uh huh, it was," he said, out of breath too. "Yes," he added, running his hands up and down her back.
"What happens in Vegas," He said, looking to his mother, she stopped panting, a concerned look on her face, "won't be staying in Vegas."
The smiled at each other and shared another kiss - a long, slow, passionate, kiss.
Chapter 13
They kept going all night, missing a call from Valerie, not caring. The next morning they had breakfast with Stephanie and Patrick before their flight. She looked very tired and somewhat flustered. Patrick was in a great mood as usual.
"Shhh, quiet!" Diane snapped.
"Ok, ok!" Elliot said, he was trying to be as quiet as possible in the small airplane bathroom.
"I can't wait to get home!" his mother said, her arms wrapped around him, his cock embedded deep while she sat on the small sink. They were joining the mile high club.
Later that day, Tiffanie picked them up from the airport, taking them back to her home so they could spend the night before driving back to Charleston.
They tried their best to be quiet; they tried their best to be discreet. Elliot and his mother couldn't hold out until the next day.
At 1am, Tiffanie was startled awake by a loud bang. "Tom?" she asked creeping down the hallway with a baseball bat. She peeped in on her son's room, seeing he was out cold. She peeped in on the guest room, but didn't see her sister or nephew in there at all.
She made her to the kitchen, and saw the back sliding door; leading out to the deck was slightly cracked. She heard muffled voices. As she approached the door, she peeped out and was shocked at what she saw.
Out on her deck, in the moonlit night, her sister was moaning and lying on the wooden railing, her arms outstretched on both sides, holding herself there for leverage. Tiffanie's nephew was holding Diane at the waist, slamming his cock into as hard as he could, grunting as he worked.
"I didn't just see that, I didn't just see that, nope, it was a dream," Tiffanie told herself , heading back to her bed, closing the door behind her. "Nope, just a dream, going back to sleep now!"
********
The next morning Tiffanie saw them off, not making much eye contact. She realized it wasn't a dream, and decided to pretend she didn't see it.
"We have about 5 hours?" Diane asked her son from the passenger seat.
"Yep, unless we stop," He answered.
"Sweety we'll probably have to. I'll need some of this," She said, grabbing his growing bulge.
"In the meantime, you focus on driving, while I focus on this," Diane smiled, lowering her head into Elliot's lap, to enjoy one of her favorite car riding activities.
********
"We're here," Elliot said to his mother, pulling into her driveway. She sat up, releasing the cock that had been in her mouth the entire drive. Elliot didn't stop, he wanted to get home and take her as much as possible and without having to worry about people being around.
Elliot was relentlessly fucking her in every single way in every single room of her house. Books were knocked off the shelf, the mail and magazines were flung off the counter, a lamp was knocked over, her house was a total mess. Her bedroom was in shambles. Everywhere Elliot and Diane went in a hurricane of sex; that part of the house was left in a mess.
Finally, after screaming, cumming, slamming the bed against the wall so hard the 52 year old Diane thought it would break; she collapsed on top of her son, sweaty and exhausted. It was evening, near supper-time.
Rolling off Elliot, catching her breath, she thought about her father, Bob, who she planned on calling to let him know she and Elliot had done it.
Later that night, Elliot called Cassie. Diane was on all fours before him, his cock slowly being serviced by her moving back and forth on it. Cassie answered and they chatted a little bit about the trip. Then Elliot told her he was staying another night.
"She's not feeling well; I just want to make sure she's ok. Tomorrow, I'll come home and we'll fix things, alright?" He asked, looking down at Diane's ass, as it gently landed on his thighs.
"Alright, I missed you. I'll see you tomorrow," Cassie said.
"Yep!" Elliot replied, hanging up on her, tossing the phone on the mattress. He grabbed Diane's hips and began stabbing her repeatedly from behind with his cock.
Like animals, they mated for the rest of the evening, never stopping, cumming continually, until they were raw.
Elliot collapsed on top of her, exhausted. Diane trailed her fingers through his hair, smiling, they were closer; they had experienced that magic she loved so much. Her plan had worked out.
********
The next day was horrible for Cassie. She reluctantly agreed to let Elliot have a divorce from her. She watched him drive away, back to his mother's house, while crying.
Later that night, Diane was sitting on Elliot, bouncing up and down on his cock. Elliot had fixed things with Cassie, just like promised.
That night after Elliot had moved his things in and got settled at his mother's; she took him to the neighborhood Bob was building.
"This is it. This is where our new house will be," Diane said, shining a flashlight on the foundation and some piles of lumber.
"Do you think your sisters would really move in?" Elliot asked.
"I'm not sure. They'd have to have a unique relationship like us first. Those are kinda the rules," Diane shrugged. Elliot nodded.
A few minutes later, unable to control their urges, they were naked once more on the construction site; rolling around on the ground, in the sawdust, in the dirt - screaming, moaning, and cumming; their sounds of passion echoing off unfinished structures.
Diane lunged at Elliot, after he went to his feet, pulling her up with him, causing him stumble backward into a dirt-filled wheelbarrow. Diane jumped on top him, causing the wheelbarrow to move. She began slamming and grinding her hips into him, further causing the wheelbarrow to inch closer and closer to a small embankment that led to the nearby marsh.
Elliot gripped her waist, egging his mother on. Her feet rest on the two handles as she straddled him, grinding them closer the small slope. Suddenly, Diane's eyes shot open. The wheelbarrow was moving fast, with them in it, carrying them to the marsh.
"Oh no!" She cried out, attempting to contain her laughter. They rolled down the slope toward the marsh, Elliot holding his mother tightly. When they reached the muddy surface, the wheelbarrow sunk in to the thick, mud, buckling under their weight, tipping over and dumping them into the mud with a loud plop.
They were on their sides in the mud, laughing, Elliot's cock still embedded into her, connecting them. "We should go. I'm pretty sure this is illegal," Elliot said, standing up, helping his mother.
"Yes, I'd hate to get arrested here if a cop saw us," taking his hand, shaking her head at all the mud on their naked bodies.
"I should stick to bedrooms. Maybe I'm too old for this," Diane said.
"Yeah," Elliot agreed.



"What do you mean yeah?" Diane glared at him, pretending to be angry. "You weren't supposed to agree with me!"
"No I meant -- " Elliot didn't have time to finish. His mother tackled him, taking them both back down into the mud.
They rolled around several times, finally coming to a stop with Diane the victor perched on top of Elliot, pinning his hands down, "Give me that cock, boy," she demanded gritting her teeth.
Elliot snarled at her, pushing her off him onto her back, wet mud splashing from the impact. Diane gathered a handful and slathered it on his face. Elliot bent down, rubbing his face against her neck. They paused, glaring at each other, Diane slowly nodding her head.
Covered in mud, they fucked, not caring, grunting like animals in the marsh as they did. Elliot was behind her, pulling her hands back behind her, slamming into her as hard as he could - pieces of mud dripping off her jiggling tits. They both cried out into the humid night sky, collapsing into one another, as Elliot fell backward, laughing as he made a mud angel.
"I can't wait to move here with you," Diane said, lying in his chest, wiping mud away from his face.
Elliot smile faded when a large rain drop landed on his forehead, then another, then another. Within seconds the two adventurous lovers were caught in a down pour, laughing as they stood, the rain washing away some of the mud.
They made their way up the embankment, quickly grabbed their clothes, and rushed to the car. Still naked, Elliot stopped his mother, pulling her close to him just before they reached the car. In the pouring rain, he kissed her. It was a long, passionate, loving kiss, lingering for half a minute, his lips pressed firmly against hers.
"Oh Elliot," Diane said, out of breath when the kiss ended.
"I think I've found my new wife," Elliot said, smiling warmly at his mother.
They cleaned each other thoroughly in the shower afterward, taking their time licking and kissing every inch of each other's bodies, before falling asleep in each others arms.
********
Across town, Valerie was screaming in pleasure.
"Yeah! Get that dick!" Ronnie yelled, slapping one of Valerie's tits as she squatted up and down on his cock in her bed.
"Ah!" She cried out, another orgasm building up. She was nearing exhaustion. "Oh fuck!" she yelled, collapsing on the hugely, muscular Ronnie, shaking in pleasure.
"Mmmm, yeah," he moaned, pushing her off him, grabbing a tit to suckle.
"I got a good pussy for you baby?" She asked.
"Yeah you do! It was made for big dick like mine," Ronnie answered.
"Is it better than my mom's? Am I better than her?" Valerie asked, out of breath.
"Yes you are!" Ronnie said, his black cock, now white with Valerie's creamy vaginal fluids.
She smiled, grabbing his face, kissing him hard. She worked so hard for this, stretching her pussy out, exercise more and more. Her plan had worked out.
Valerie had no idea that at that very moment, her brother and mother were becoming one, making love, giving themselves to each other over and over. Diane had indeed forgotten about Ronnie.
********
In Minnesota, Stephanie was an absolute mess. Several times she thought about calling one of her sisters and spreading the news, but decided against it. She sunk into her bubble bath and sighed. "I can't tell anyone, that's just not right. Who knows what sort of damage that could do."
She shook her head, piling up bubbles on her large breasts. She thought of her son, Dan, her hand casually landing on her thigh near her outer labial lips. A slight smile came across her face when she pictured him hugging her. Her finger involuntarily, under the water, grazed her clitoral hood, sending shivers through her. Stephanie shook her head of the image before it progressed.
"Maybe I'll call him tomorrow and say hello," She smiled, leaning back in her bath, closing her eyes.
********
"Hey Tiff, did I leave a brush at your house?" Diane asked her sister on the phone, lying on her stomach, as Elliot kissed her butt cheeks gingerly.
"Uh, nope, don't think so," She quickly answered. "How are you? Good?" She asked just as quick.
Diane looked over her shoulder at Elliot, licking her in between her cheeks, "Mmhmm, I'm good. You?"
"Great! Listen I gotta go, but I talk to you later!" Tiffanie replied overly enthusiastically, still denying what she witnessed that night in her home.
The truth was, Diane couldn't talk long either. She led Elliot to the living room, sitting down on a chair.
"Time for a nice dance all for you!" She said. She pressed play on the CD player. Van Halen's "Hot For Teacher" started playing, causing Elliot to give his mother a funny look.
"I love sucking cock to this song," She said, sliding her butt across his erection before going to her knees. Elliot started smiling, putting two and two together.
She sucked his cock, followed by another marathon lovemaking session.
Diane felt wilder, younger, and sexier than she ever had before.
The end.
***End note: How the did Stephanie end up sleeping with her son-in-law? The first part in this series answers that if you are curious!***
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Chapter 1
It was 11:30am on a September Saturday morning. Julianne, like always, didn't want to get out of bed. Luckily, her job as a data entry clerk at the hospital didn't require her to work weekends. She didn't like the job all that much, but was thankful she didn't have to deal with people. Ever since "it" happened a few years ago, talking, working with, and being around people was the last thing she wanted to do. She gladly stepped down as a patient billing manager for something with less pay, if it meant far fewer encounters with people.
Julianne sighed, pulling the covers off her body, yawning, stretching, and making her way to the kitchen. She poured herself some coffee from yesterday morning, not bothering to make a new batch, warming it up in the microwave, not caring.
Plopping down on the couch, Julianne stared blankly out the front window of her home, focusing on nothing, not even noticing the kids riding their bikes on the sidewalk. She sniffed, sipping her coffee, yawning once more. She had to go to the grocery store in a little while. She had been putting it off as much as possible, her need for food growing too large to procrastinate any longer. She hoped she wouldn't run into anyone she knew, cursing herself for not going near closing time when hardly any customers were there. The previous night she fell asleep earlier than her usual 10pm bedtime, missing her window of opportunity.
Not bothering to bathe or change out of her sweatpants, she adjusted her blonde bangs in the mirror, pulled her hair back in a pony tail, grabbed one of her son's old flannel button-up shirts, throwing it over her tank top, and made her way to the grocery store.
Julianne was fairly fidgety, walking down each isle, attempting to hurry up so she wouldn't run into someone she knew. The last thing she wanted to deal with was someone asking her how she was doing since the divorce, or worse, if she was seeing anyone. The answers were horrible and no. She was miserable.
Her ex ruined everything. They were going to buy a boat and sail it all the way to Texas, across the Gulf of Mexico; they were going to retire and move somewhere new and different, they had all these wonderful plans that he ruined. Then "it" happened. When Julianne saw him standing behind a naked, six foot tall Puerto Rican woman, slapping her ass, slamming his hips into her, screaming her name, "Fernanda!" she knew all their plans and their life together would end.
She was crushed. This man fathered their two children, paid for her college education, helped her land a photo shoot with Playboy magazine, and loved her -- or so she thought.
Julianne flung some random bread into her cart, not paying attention to the name brand or price. She moved to the next isle, grabbing several canned pasta meals she could easily heat up to eat. She made her way to the frozen food isle, grabbing random microwavable meals, only caring and paying enough attention to avoid getting anything with chicken in it.
She made her way to the next isle, reminding herself to take her medication. She was looking at bananas, choosing some that weren't too green, looking forward to getting back to bed to resume her weekend activity of sleeping when she felt a tap on her shoulder.
"Oh crap," she said to herself, "Please don't be someone I know. Maybe I should've waited till tonight to come here."
Julianne slowly turned around and saw a man's chest at eye level. She blinked a few times, arching her neck, peering up at an immensely large African-American. He was at least a foot taller than her and was smiling politely.
"Hi, I think I know you, but I'm not sure," He chuckled.
"Oh. Alright," Julianne said flatly, thinking that he looked familiar but couldn't place him.
"I recently moved back to Tampa and I think I know you from my younger years," He said.
Julianne nodded, "Um, ok," her neck still arched. The man backed away a little bit.
"I think I went to high school with your nieces. Do you have a few sisters? Diane, Stephanie, and -- "
"I do, yes." Julianne unintentionally cut him off.
"Well then I think you're Tiffanie? No, Alyssa?" He cocked his head to the side after naming Julianne's youngest sisters. The 43 year old blushed, shaking her head.
"I'm Julianne," She replied.
"Oh! I remember now! Sorry," He said. "I'm TJ. Like I said, I went to school with your nieces. I lived next door to them with my father, Tony, and my stepmom for a little while."
"Yes, TJ, I remember you," Julianne blushed again, looking away, thinking how horrible she must look in sweat pants.
"You look great," TJ said. Julianne's mouth dropped.
"Um, thank you," she said in disbelief. "So do you."
"Listen, I'm still re-learning my way around Tampa after being away for 15 years or so. There are a lot of new places to see. If you don't have plans tonight, can I take you to dinner and we can ride around some?" TJ asked.
"Tonight? I don't know," Julianne said, looking to the side, pushing a lock of shoulder-length blonde hair behind her ear.
"You sure? Maybe you could recommend a new restaurant and after we eat we can ride around. Just something to do," TJ explained.
Julianne was still in shock, wondering if this was a date, or just a friend from long ago wanting to hang out. She didn't know and didn't care, "Yes, that'd be great."
"Wonderful. Do you still live in the same house, next to my father's?"
"I do, yes," Julianne nodded.
"Great, I'll pick you up at 6pm tonight," TJ smiled at her, their eyes making contact as he left. She watched him make his way to the checkout line, noticing his long legs, muscular butt covered by gym shorts.
Julianne shrugged, finishing her grocery shopping. She didn't go back to bed when she got home.
Chapter 2
TJ arrived at 6pm sharp, complimented Julianne on her outfit, and led the way to the restaurant she suggested. She was surprised by his compliments; she was wearing a black tank top and khaki skirt -- nothing overtly sexy. Anything resembling lingerie or sexy clothes she had long since gotten rid of. On the way to the restaurant she couldn't help by glance over at TJ. He was wearing a button up dress shirt and khaki pants. Julianne quickly shook her head, noticing how huge his bicep was, and turned to look out the passenger side window.
*********
"It was really nice running into you today. I don't know many folks around, other than my father and step-family," TJ said, cutting a slice of steak. "Normally I work on Saturdays too."
"Yeah, it was nice," Julianne smiled awkwardly. "So what do you do?" she asked, clearing her throat.
"Well I was a police officer in Atlanta for several years. I was able to get on board with the department here in Tampa earlier this year so I'm thankful for that," TJ explained.
"What about you? You've been quiet," TJ smiled, "What do you do?"
"Oh, well, I do data entry at a hospital nearby. I was in the finance department, but needed to make a change," Julianne said.
"I see. Well nothing wrong with that," TJ added, eating his steak. "So do you see my father much?"
"No, no I don't," Julianne shook her head.
"Yeah me neither. Him and I haven't always gotten along. I see him occasionally, but it's mostly to check on my stepmom. She's a great lady. I fear he doesn't treat her too well," TJ said.
"Oh? How so?"
"Well he's been a bit of a flirt and womanizer over the years. I try to mind my own business, but I have to be sure he's not abusing her. Not that he would, but who knows."
Finishing his tea, TJ continued, "She's been great to me and I pop in every once in awhile to check on her, run errands for her, or fix things around the house."
"That's very nice of you," Julianne said, feeling slightly at ease, knowing she was with this nice police officer, one who was so kind to his stepmom. She gave a half smile, a genuine one, not a fake smile that she normally gives. She watched him eat, noticing how large he was.
"So where are you staying?" She asked.
"I'm in an apartment complex a few miles from your neighborhood. It's nice, not far from the precinct office either."
"You have children, right?" TJ asked.
"Yes, two. My daughter lives in Atlanta actually and my son lives here across town. They are younger than my nieces so you probably didn't hang out with them too much," Julianne explained, hoping he wouldn't ask many more questions about them. She hardly spoke to them after her depression manifested. She used to be much closer with her son. He was probably in bed with a woman across town, having far better things to do than to check on his mother.
"No, I didn't. Just Sandee and Valerie," TJ replied, a brief flash of the two high school students removing their tops, kissing the fellow classmate, TJ, at the same time, leading to hours of foreplay and sex. "That was a long time ago, but we were good friends in school."
After their meal, TJ opened the passenger side door for Julianne, smiling at her. She soon found herself talking more than she had since "it" happened -- that fateful night she caught her ex-husband in the act. She was telling TJ where to go around town to see new sights and explained new shopping center, new roads, new places to go that have developed in the last 15 odd years since TJ last lived in Tampa.
When they arrived at her home after an hour or so, thoughts of her loneliness came flooding back. She would be alone again in her bed, sleeping as much as possible, back to her regular routine.
"What you like to come in?" Julianne nearly blurted out to TJ.
"Uh, sure. That'd be great," He replied, chuckling at her urgency.
After pouring him a glass of water, joining him on the couch, they chatted a bit more. "Yeah looks about like I remember from my teen years," TJ noted.
"Yeah, the furniture is different. But other than that things are pretty similar. I was lucky to be able to move in," Julianne said, cutting herself off, realizing she might have opened a can of worms.
"Why's that?" TJ asked.
"Oh, well, I got divorced and my sister Diane was moving to Charleston. Things just worked out to allow me to move in," Julianne explained, hoping TJ wouldn't ask more questions about the divorce.
"I see. Yes that is good and I'm sorry about your divorce," TJ nodded.
"Thanks," she replied, taking a sip of her own water.
TJ looked around, glancing to the windows to his right, "I had forgotten how close the houses were to each other on this street. I can see right into my father's house almost."
"Is he around? If so, feel free to go over and say hello," Julianne said.
"No, no, that's fine. He's probably not home now anyway. He works very late, or so he says," TJ explained, a slight tone of disbelief in his voice.
"Yeah," Julianne said, standing up, walking to the kitchen behind them, "I don't see much of him. I go to bed pretty early and am at work most of the day, so that's why."
"I see," TJ said, turning around, watching Julianne at the kitchen sink, cleaning her glass. He stood and walked toward her.
"I haven't seen Joanne in a long time either," She said, referring to TJ's stepmom. "She has children that still live there right?" Julianne asked, not paying attention to TJ's position in the kitchen.
"She does," He whispered from directly behind her, startling her slightly. Julianne's eyes widened when she felt his large black hand slide around her curved waist, coming to rest on her flat stomach.
Chapter 3
"I have a confession to make," TJ admitted, still whispering in her ear, his hand gently caressing her stomach. "I know my way around fairly well. As a police officer, I have to. To be honest, I wanted to treat you to dinner, spend some time with you, and see where things went."
Julianne gulped, raising her head to look out the window behind the kitchen sink, she had a perfect view of Tony's back yard. "You, you did?" she stammered.
"I did. I would like to spend the night if that's ok with you. Are you ok with things going there?" TJ asked, breathing in her scent, his nose in her thick blonde hair.
She gulped once more. It had been almost a year since Julianne had sex. Her sister Stephanie was visiting her and one of her friend's picked her up on the way back from Miami. He stayed the night, there was wine, and one thing led to another. She had no regrets, but on this night with TJ, she was completely sober and very nervous.
"TJ, I don't know," Julianne said, closing her eyes, feeling his breath on her neck.
"We don't have to do anything. I can leave. I just think you are lovely and would love to spend the night with you," TJ said, gently kissing her neck, sending shivers down her spine.
Julianne nodded, slowly turning around to face him. She lowered her eyes, unsure of what to do, figuring she should take her shirt off. Looking to her stomach, she hooked her fingers beneath her top and began to pull it up.
TJ stopped her, grabbing her wrists, just as her hands had pulled her top up over her large breasts, covering her face in the process. He held her arms in place, her top obscuring her view. He pulled her bra down, revealing a nipple. She moaned softly when she felt TJ's tongue flick against her nipple, his hand grabbing her large breast. She moaned again when she felt him kiss around her breast flesh, up her neck, her jaw line, and finally her lips. He released her hands, letting her remove the rest of her shirt, but she just stood there, kissing his full lips, savoring the feel of them against her own.
Julianne finally came to, realizing her shirt was still covering most of her head, with her arms in the air. She removed it, letting the top fall to the kitchen floor, and then unclasped her bra, letting it fall too. She slid her arms around TJ's broad shoulders, continuously kissing him, her tongue occasionally meeting his. His hands rested on her bare back, slowly moving up and down her body.
"Where's your bedroom?" He asked.
"Last door on the right," Julianne nodded in the direction of her hallway. TJ picked her up, carrying her down the hall.
Sitting her gently down at the foot of the bed, they resumed kissing, TJ unbuttoning his shirt as they did. Julianne broke the kiss, looking over TJ's chest and stomach, slowly reaching out to touch it. She nearly gasped when her hand reached his dark chocolate colored flesh. She wanted to kiss his entire body, but TJ had other ideas.
He quickly shed the rest of his shirt, unzipped and unbuttoned his pants, sliding them down along with his boxers. Julianne's eyes widened with shock when she saw his massive member. She instinctually wanted to go to her knees before him, but was able unable to. TJ grabbed her face once more, covering her mouth with his, reaching around her back to unzip her skirt, assisting her with sliding it down. His hands gripped her ass for a moment before sliding her bikini bottom panties down to her knees, allowing Julianne to step out of them, their mouths never leaving each other's.
TJ guided her onto her back on the mattress behind her. Hovering over her, he pushed her legs apart, sliding his hand up her thigh, over her knee, his massive cockhead resting on her lower stomach, kissing her neck.
Julianne moaned, running her fingers up and down his muscular back, locking her feet around his equally muscular butt, guiding him in.
"Oh TJ," She whimpered, feeling him enter her, stretching her soaking wet pussy. He said nothing, continuously kissing her neck, her head turned to the side, offering it to him. "All the way in," she whispered to him. She felt his long shaft seemingly take minutes to make its way all to the entrance of her cervix.
"Ahhh, yes," TJ moaned, holding still when he reached his destination. "You feel so good, so tight," he looked into her pleasure contorted face, staring deeply into her blue eyes, and then kissing her once more.
TJ began slowly sliding in an out of her, gently, lovingly, pushing his cock in as far as it would go, relishing her moans of pleasure. Julianne never thought she'd be on her back in her bed with a man that night. She found sober sex far more enjoyable, thoughts of her ex-husband's affair dissolving with each methodically slow thrust from TJ. Her eyes fluttered, rolling back into her head, her hands clasped around his neck, kissing him, loving the way his large rod stretched her pussy and gently banged against her cervix.
"You're doing ok?" TJ asked.
"Uh huh," Julianne managed to get out in between moans.
"Cum for me, Julianne. I want to feel your pussy contract around me," TJ whispered in her ear, licking and sucking her ear lobe.
She couldn't not climax if she tried. His cock, his words, his touch, she lost control, her pussy starting to spasm on his thick, long, shaft. "Ahhh!" she cried out, clutching his back, holding him tightly against her. Her body shook and convulsed under him, her arms eventually going weak, sliding off his body, her legs following shortly after.
"Cum again, please," TJ begged, rolling over to his back, taking her with him. Julianne was straddling him now. He sat up on the bed to catch her, to hold her, to feel her climax again when she was ready.
"So deep," she moaned, her arms around his shoulders, slowly grinding her clit against him, her wild, untrimmed bush, meeting his equally untrimmed forest of pubic hair. Within minutes of slowly grinding him, she was cumming once more, shaking in his arms, her vaginal juices trailing down to his massive testicles.
Julianne could barely speak, "Your, your, t-turn," she said out of breath. TJ smiled, chuckling at her. He sat up further, gently guiding her onto her back once more.
He smiled, caressing her face, "On your stomach please," he whispered. Julianne smiled back, nodded her head and rolled over onto her tummy. TJ pulled her hips back, bringing her to all fours. His big cock rested on her lower back. Julianne moaned again, this time, in anticipation for what was to come.
She nearly climaxed again when he entered her from behind. She arched her back, flinging her hair backward, gripping the sheets. "Uhnnn," TJ moaned loudly, driving his cock all the way in once more.
One hand rested on her waist, the other gliding over her soft white skin. TJ moved his hips back and forth, sliding in and out, moaning each time he slowly drilled inside her, deeper than anyone before. Julianne's mouth hung up and her eyes remain shut, she was in paradise.
TJ ran his hands up her back, around her neck, resting them on her chin, gently pulling her upward, bringing her back toward his chest. Holding her head in both hands, he licked and kissed along her neck, all while pushing in and out of her dripping pussy. She couldn't take it anymore, she cried out louder than before this time when orgasmic waves coursed through her body. TJ released her head and grabbed her large breasts, gently kneading them, moaning while he slid his cock in and out.
"I'm almost there," he whispered. "I don't have a condom though," TJ added.
"It's ok," Julianne said, her small hands now resting on his, which were still cupping her breasts.
TJ began going faster, moaning and grunting as he worked, "Ah yes, so good."
Julianne moaned again, "Yes, yes, cum for me."
"Ah, Julianne!" TJ cried out.
Julianne's eyes snapped open, feeling his cock begin to pulsate inside her, pushing TJ away and going to her knees once more in front of him. She immediately took his cock into her mouth, the cock barely fitting in all the way, listening to TJ moan with pleasure as he filled her mouth with semen, his cock spurting several huge loads into her hungry mouth. She swallowed every ounce, sucking the tip as best she could to get every drop.



She smiled up at TJ, noticing him looking upward, his face covered by his hands. The large black man slowly lay down on the mattress, recovering from his orgasm. Julianne crawled into his arms, her hand resting on his six pack abs, his large arm around her, his hand resting on her hip.
Julianne went to sleep with a smile on her face for the first time in a few years.
Chapter 4
TJ bathed Julianne in the shower early the next morning, before he had to leave to go on his patrol shift. After he rinsed out the shampoo he had massaged into her scalp, he explored her body, trailing his hands all over her. Holding a breast from behind with one hand while circling her engorged clitoris with his large fingers on his other hand; he brought her to another orgasm, holding her against his large frame. When it was his turn, he spun her around, picked her up, guided her to straddling position, propped her against the shower wall and penetrated her just as methodically as he did the night before. The steamy shower enveloped them and her moans of pleasure echoed in the bathroom.
TJ kissed her goodbye and asked if he could come back that evening. Julianne couldn't say no. The rest of the day wasn't spent on the couch or asleep in bed like she normally did. Instead, she actually did something. She cleaned her bathroom, chastising herself, wishing she had done it the day before. She wasn't expecting a man to be in there, so she let it go, happily cleaning away. Later that evening she went for a nice walk after dinner. TJ arrived shortly after her return.
*********
"Yes! I'm cumming!" She cried out, gripping TJ's shaved head tightly, his tongue embedded in her quivering pussy. He had been eating his own dinner for the last hour, savoring her juices, lapping them up with his large tongue.
TJ licked his way up her stomach, between her breasts, up her neck and over her chin to find her mouth, kissing her passionately, rolling onto his back, taking her with him. "Oh yes, TJ," Julianne whimpered, feeling his cock deep inside her once more.
She collapsed on his chest, his hands gripping her ass, grinding her against him. He felt so good, so big, so very filling. She Julianne rode him she thought about going on the pill, she wondered if she could even get pregnant at her age, and she wondered what this relationship was -- if anything other than friends who slept together. TJ held her tightly against him when she climaxed once more. Shortly after that he was cumming too.
Julianne smiled, watching TJ stare up to the ceiling, both her hands on his cock milking it, pumping the semen from its tip into her mouth.
Later that evening, she woke up, finding herself alone in bed. Still naked, she made her to the kitchen to find TJ, also naked, staring out her kitchen window at his father's house next door. There were no signs of activity in the home. She placed her hand on the small of his back, just above the rise of his muscular glutes, "Looks like everyone is asleep over there."
"Yeah, they are. He doesn't get home till much later. I know he works a late shift at the factory, but still, something seems off. I hope Joanne is ok," TJ said.
Julianne moved directly behind him, kissing his spine, her hands gliding up and down his large frame, "Maybe you could check on her tomorrow. That is, if you'll be back to see me tomorrow. Will you?"
TJ moaned when he felt her tongue trail over his spine, making its way down to his ass crack. "I will," he answered, turning around, seeing Julianne on knees. Grabbing his cock at the base, with both hands, she fed on it, sucking it and bobbing her head back and forth, moaning at his taste.
TJ guided her to her feet, picked her up and spun her around, gently placing her on the edge of the kitchen sink. He entered her once more, her arms and legs wrapped around him, her head thrown back. The moonlight from the window behind her was reflecting off her tits. "TJ, yes!" she cried out.
TJ sat on the couch in the living room, Julianne kissing him frantically, grinding into him. She stopped, sitting up to catch her breath, squinting her eyes to see the digital time display on the microwave in the kitchen. It read 11:45 pm. She smiled, recalling her bedtime from the last few years as being much earlier in the evening due in part to her desire to sleep her reality away.
She wasn't sleeping now; she was riding TJ, his massive cock hitting all the right places, sending waves of pleasure through her body. By the time they made their way to her bedroom, collapsing on her bed, out of breath in a sweaty mess, it was close to 1am. Julianne was back in her kitchen, drinking a glass of water, when she observed the time on the microwave once more.
Standing at her kitchen sink, a small smile on her face while she sipped her water, she observed something else. There was movement in Tony's backyard. There was someone there. Julianne strained to get a better view. She saw two young, white, naked, females, rising off a lounge chair, wiping their mouths. They made their way inside the home, holding hands, smiling. Julianne realized they must be the twin girls from Joanne's first marriage -- before TJ's father. She wondered what they were doing outside. Incestuous thoughts filled her mind, thinking perhaps the twins were having a little fun outside while Tony and Joanne slept. Then she saw him.
Tony stirred, his movement drawing her eyes back to the lounge chair. He sat, rubbing the back of his neck. She watched him stand, grabbing the empty glass on the small table next to the chair, making his way slowly inside. He was also naked. Julianne's eyes popped open, noticing his body shape and size; he looked almost exactly like TJ, perhaps slightly less toned, but huge and muscular nonetheless. His weakening cock dangled, illuminated by the moonlight and a nearby street lamp. She could tell in its flaccid state that it was no doubt a monster when fully erect. She watched with amazement, following Tony when he entered his home.
Julianne put two and two together. His stepdaughters were outside with him, servicing his cock. She couldn't tell TJ.
Julianne lay in bed in TJ's arms thinking about what she had seen. She had no idea she lived next door to such a physical specimen. Her mind started spinning. She imagined a threeway, she imagined an orgy with those two girls, TJ, Tony, and herself, and she imagined her neighbor Joanne getting in on the action. Pushing those naughty thoughts aside she laughed to herself, snuggling next to TJ, smiling as his body warmed hers.
They made love in the shower once more before he left early the next morning. Julianne had to get ready for work as well; she did so with a smile on her face, humming to herself on her way there. It was a great Monday. That night would prove even better.
Chapter 5
Julianne knew she shouldn't watch. She felt guilt after each late night session she observed. For the next two weeks. TJ would come over almost every night, take her to bed, make her cum multiple times before taking his turn, and fall asleep in her bed. It was then that Julianne snuck into the kitchen to catch the show.
A few times she missed some of the action, getting caught up in her own action, arriving late. But there were a few instances where she saw all of it. Those twin girls pushing their little bubble butts together, Tony's massive black rod in between then, and then proceeding the squat up and down, milking his cock, causing it to erupt in a fountain of semen. They would walk away smiling, holding hands, his cum on their lower backs.
Sometimes they would take turns riding him to orgasm. Sometimes he'd stand, jacking his cock, spraying their faces with semen. Julianne felt like it was watching real life porn. She knew it was wrong what Tony was doing with his stepdaughters, but it was oh so hot to behold. The guilt subsided shortly after the show, lying in TJ's arms, occasionally waking him up for another round of steamy sex.
*********
She stopped taking her medication. She started exercising again, eating healthier, enjoying work, talking to coworkers more. Julianne felt amazing. Her sex life was in high gear. Almost nightly having sex with TJ, watching a pornographic display in Tony's backyard afterward followed by another round of sex in the morning before TJ left.
There were a couple nights where TJ couldn't make it over after work. Julianne didn't mind. She took the dildo, her sister Stephanie bought for her nearly a year ago, out of its packaging and had some fun by herself, and then again while watching her "naughty show" - as she put it. It was so wrong, cumming on the dildo while watching TJ's father have sex in his backyard, seemingly not caring at all about the consequences. She wondered after cumming on her toy one night if his wife, Joanne, had any idea what was going on.
Julianne tried to mind her own business as best she could, enjoying TJ as much as possible, until Halloween.
TJ had to work late, unable to come by to see Julianne. There were several Halloween events in town and a lot of the new hires and rookies didn't have the seniority to get out of patrolling or acting as security for them -- it was overtime pay so TJ was fine with it. Julianne understood, taking out her dildo to enjoy the show in the backyard next door.
She came like a thunderstorm in her dark kitchen, laughing at herself, propping her leg up on the counter to forcefully jam her dildo in and out, nearly losing her balance. Those girls made Tony erupt with semen once again, their hungry mouths open, their tongues touching each other, lapping up as much cum as possible. It was amazing. Julianne watched them head back inside, smiling, making her way back to her couch. She tossed the dildo on the cushion next to her and chuckled. She felt so much better. She looked forward to have the real thing in her the following evening.
After about 30 minutes, Julianne shook her head, stirring herself awake. She had dozed off. Getting off the couch, she headed back to the kitchen, grabbing more water and looking into Tony's back yard once more. He was still there, sipping on a drink. "That's odd," she thought.
Julianne watched him stand, yawn, stretch, still nude and make his way inside. Her eyes popped open, an idea flashed across her thoughts. Instincts took over, reason leaving her. She walked outside into her back yard, not bothering to clothe herself.
Just as Tony was about to enter his home from his back deck, his peripheral vision picked up a light colored object standing on the steps next door. He turned, facing Julianne, looking at her standing on her own back door steps. Tony smiled, chuckling softly, walking toward the door in the fence. Opening it, he stood there, arms crossed, leaning against the fence, cock dangling free.
"It's been awhile since I've seen you around. You doing ok?" Tony asked his naked neighbor, a smug look upon his face.
"Mmhmm," Julianne nodded, not believing what she was about to do, her eyes glancing at his long dangling cock, illuminated faintly by the night lights.
"Good, good," Tony smiled, uncrossing him arms and slowly approaching Julianne. "May I come in?"
Julianne nodded quickly, licking her lips, eyes glancing at his huge, dark, muscled body.
*********
Tony threw her onto her back on the mattress behind her. Hovering over her, he forcefully pushed her legs apart, gripping her hips below him, he impaled her all the way to her cervix.
Julianne cried out, looking up at Tony, running her hands up and down his chest, locking her feet around his equally muscular butt, guiding him in.
"Ahh yes," She whimpered, feeling him enter her, stretching her soaking wet pussy. He said nothing, continuously looking at her face, "Fuck me," she whispered to him. Tony wasted no time, impaling her over and over again, that same smug grin on his face.
"Ahhh, shit," Tony moaned, working up a sweat. "Mmm, this is a good pussy," he looked into her pleasure contorted face, staring deeply into her blue eyes, "I've been wanting it for quite some time now."
Tony was relentlessly fucking her, relishing in moans of pleasure. Julianne never thought she'd be on her back in her bed with him that night; thoughts of TJ dissolving with each powerful, forceful thrust from Tony. Her eyes fluttered, rolling back into her head, her hands clasped around his neck, gritting her teeth, loving the way his large rod penetrated her, making her his, owning her.
"Ahh yeah, take that dick," Tony said.
"Harder!" Julianne managed to get out in between moans.
"Cum on that cock. Show me how good that white pussy of yours is," Tony commanding, never taking his gaze off her, sweat dripping from his chin to her forehead.
She couldn't not climax if she tried. His cock, his words, his touch, she lost control, her pussy starting to spasm on his thick, long, shaft. "Ahhh!" she cried out, clutching his arms. Her body shook and convulsed under him, her arms eventually going weak, sliding to her side, her legs following shortly after.
"I ain't done with you yet," Tony growled, rolling over to his back, taking her with him. Julianne was straddling him now. He sat up on the bed to catch her, to hold her, to feel her climax again shortly after he began bouncing her.
"So deep," she moaned, her arms around his shoulders, wildly bouncing up and down on his cock, her wild, untrimmed bush, meeting his equally untrimmed forest of pubic hair. Within minutes of fast fucking she was cumming once more, shaking in his arm, her vaginal juices trailing down to his massive testicles.
Julianne could barely speak, "Your, your, t-turn," she said out of breath. Tony smiled, laughing at her. He sat up further, lifting her off him, throwing her on to her stomach.
Tony pulled her hips back, bringing her to all fours. His big cock rested on her lower back. Julianne moaned again, this time, in anticipation for what was to come.
She nearly climaxed again when he entered her from behind. She arched her back, flinging her hair backward, gripping the sheets. "Uhnnn," Tony moaned loudly, driving his cock all the way in once more.
One hand rested on her waist, the other gliding over her soft white skin. Tony moved his hips back and forth, sliding in and out, grunting each time he drilled inside her, slamming his hips against her butt over and over again. Julianne's mouth hung up and her eyes remain shut, she was in paradise.
Tony ran his hands up her back, around her neck, resting them on her chin, forcefully pulling her upward, bring her back toward his chest. Holding her head in both hands, he sucked and licked along her neck, all while thrusting as hard as he could into her. She couldn't take it anymore; this time when orgasmic waves coursed through her body she cried out louder than before. Tony released her head and grabbed her large breasts, squeezing them hard, moaning while he slid his cock in and out.
"I'm about to blow my load," he said. "Get ready for it."
Tony began going faster, moaning and grunting as he worked, "Ah yes, such a good pussy. Take that dick."
Julianne cried out, "Ah yes! Yes!"
"Here it comes!" Tony said.
Julianne's eyes snapped open, feeling his cock begin to pulsate inside her, pushing Tony away and going to her knees once more in front of him. Tony was stroking his cock several times, gritting his teeth. Before she knew it, Tony moaned, pointing his cock at her face and sprayed semen all over it, moaning as he did. After he covered her face in cum, she immediately took his cock into her mouth, it barely fitting in all the way, listening to Tony moan with pleasure as she cleaned it.
She smiled up at Tony, noticing him looking upward, his face covered by his hands. The large black man slowly lay down on the mattress, recovering from his orgasm. Julianne crawled into his arms, her hand resting on his six pack abs, his large arm around her, his hand resting on her hip.
"That was good, real good," Tony said a few minutes later. "I'll be back tomorrow morning before I go to work." Saying nothing else, he left Julianne alone. She went to sleep with a smile on her face looking forward to the morning pounding she would no doubt receive.
Chapter 6
Tony did indeed return in the morning, taking Julianne to her bed, gripping her shoulders from behind as he slammed into her. She smiled on her way to work later on, thinking about how it was a great way to wake up in the morning.
That evening TJ was back at her house, kissing, licking, everywhere, finally resting, holding her in his arms.
Shortly after TJ left the next morning, Tony arrived, picking Julianne up, slamming her on the bed once more. That night, TJ had her again. This was the routine for a couple weeks, causing November to pass by in a total blur. Julianne never told either man she was sleeping with the other.
*********
"You're going with Atlanta with me for Thanksgiving," Tony ordered Julianne, watching her bounce up and down on his cock, straddling him on the couch. "I don't want to be around Joanne's family when they are in town, so I'm going on a little trip. Do you understand?"
"Yes!" Julianne cried out.
"You're going to service this dick the entire time. Got it?" Tony asked again.
"Yes!" Julianne cried out once more, sliding up and down on Tony's big cock, causing her body to tense up once more.
"Good. I'm going to buy you some new clothes first. You need some shorter, tighter, sexier dresses."
Tony stood, taking Julianne with him, sitting her on the kitchen counter in front of the sink. Tony watched TJ get out of his car in his driveway next door, checking on his stepmother, all whilst continuously slamming into Julianne. Her arms were flailing around, trying to find something to steady herself. Tony watched TJ, shaking his head, "I better go."
Tony pulled Julianne back up, lifting her off the sink, and began bouncing her up and down on his cock, standing in the middle of her kitchen. "Ahh," he grunted, signaling to Julianne he was ready for her.
"Uhnnn, yeah," He sprayed her face with his seed once more, Julianne sucking the tip clean. Tony reached over and turned the sink on, pulling Julianne to her feet, taking the spray nozzle, and spraying her face clean.
"There, now dry yourself," he grunted, grabbing his clothes, taking his leave.
Julianne lay there on the kitchen floor, soaking wet from the watery spray, laughing, "Wow, this is crazy!"
Shaking her head in amused disbelief, she made her way to her shower, "That man is a wild monster."
*********
TJ's cock was popping out of the bubble bath Julianne had made for him. She was gingerly sucking it later that night. "You going to be next door for Thanksgiving?"
"Mmmm," he moaned, "I will be yes. Her family be in town, maybe I'll sneak over when things quiet down."
Julianne smiled, rising up in the bathwater, lowering herself on TJ's cock, "I'd love that but I'm going to Miami," she lied.
TJ took one of her breasts to his mouth, sucking slowly on the nipple, "Well then when you return, I'll be waiting for you."
Julianne nodded, kissing him, swirling her tongue around his, his cock embedded deep.
*********
"We're here," Tony told Julianne when they arrived at the hotel in Atlanta. She had been sucking his cock for most of the seven hour drive, her jaws were tired.
The four days that followed were nothing like Julianne ever experienced in her life. They were wild, sex-filled, days of debauchery. She never felt so alive, letting guilt and caution leave her thoughts.
For starters Tony dragged her to a strip club, where she met his good friend, a man named Fat Rob. Tony bought, over the course of three days, three different women from Fat Rob. He paid for these escorts with Julianne. Tony smiled from the corner of Fat Rob's office while Julianne looked on in shock at the fattest cock she had ever seen.



"I, uh, I guess this is why you're called Fat Rob?" She asked.
"Yes it is Miss Julianne, now get to work," Fat Rob replied.
As Julianne attempted to suck Fat Rob's cock, she watched a young girl, probably 18 enter the office. She introduced herself as Penny. Tony nodded to Fat Rob, putting his arm around the blonde and left Julianne alone with this mountainously large black man.
The next morning, just as the sun was rising, Julianne limped out of Fat Rob's escalade to meet Tony. Tony exchanged Julianne for Penny. Upon reaching his hotel, they slept for a couple hours. She thought about seeing her sister Tiffanie, and her daughter, Giselle that lived nearby, but decided against it. She was too tired and didn't feel like explaining why she was in town.
That evening, Thanksgiving Day night, was a repeat. This time Tony exchanged Julianne for a young, short-haired brunette, named Jules. Tony and Jules acted as though they knew each other, hugging and kissing like two former flames. Julianne wondered how many women Tony had in his stable.
Another night of Fat Rob stretching out Julianne's pussy ended the next morning, when the second exchange was made.
Friday they rested, sleeping late, heading to dinner. "You know I've fucked every one of your sisters?" Tony asked.
"What? Are you serious?" Julianne asked, setting her fork down.
"Yep. You were the last one on my list. The other four have all had my cock."
Julianne didn't know what to say. She wasn't necessarily angry, just a bit surprised. "Well," she cleared her throat, "I guess that's quite an accomplishment."
"I think so," Tony agreed. Later than night a sweaty, exhausted Julianne screamed with pleasure as another orgasm over took her, Tony behind her gripping her hips, slapping her ass, letting her know he was ready to give her his cum.
On Saturday night, the third woman was exchanged with Fat Rob. Her name was Torrie. She was maybe mid to late 30s, had long blonde hair, and a bright smile. She gave Tony a hug and kiss on the cheek, smiling widely at Julianne. "I bet she thinks I'm a prostitute like her. Maybe I am. I miss TJ," she thought to herself.
Her eyes rolled into the back of her head more times than she could count that final night with Fat Rob. Upon limping out of his Escalade in his club's parking lot the next morning, she was greeted by a smiling Torrie. "You are a lucky lady," she said, grabbing Julianne's face, planting a huge kiss on her mouth, sliding her tongue almost down her throat, taking her off guard. Julianne tasted Tony's semen on her breath.
"Um, thanks?" Julianne replied.
Tony and Julianne took a nap in the musky, sex-smelling, hotel room before checking out. Once again she sucked his cock on most of the way, arriving safely back home late that evening.
*********
Julianne was out cold in her bed at 11pm when she felt a large, warm mass, gently slide into her bed, kissing her bare shoulder, massaging her arm, "Hey" TJ whispered.
Julianne turned to face him, caressing his face, kissing him tenderly, "I missed you."
"I missed you too," he replied. If he only knew of the wild weekend she had. Her guilt was replaced with desire for this man when her kisses led them into each other's arms, naked, moaning, grinding, pumping, climaxing, making love until close to dawn. She felt at ease, she felt at home, she felt happy. She told herself she would no longer see Tony.
Chapter 7
TJ made love to Julianne in the shower the next morning. He left shortly after to tend to his patrol route. Julianne left early for work, avoiding Tony all together. She felt he wouldn't be forceful when she ended things with him, careful not to hurt his ego, she would tell him that he was too good and too wild for her. However, Julianne never got a chance to have that conversation with him.
Later than evening, while sitting in her bubble bath, waiting for TJ, Julianne heard commotion outside. It sounded like people yelling or throwing things. Alarmed, she got out of her tub, wrapped a large towel around her and headed to the living room. She saw Joanne next door throwing luggage at Tony, screaming at him, cursing him. Julianne's heart raced. She wondered if Tony's wife found out about the two of them somehow.
Her question was answered when she observed Joanne go inside and drag, by the hair, her screaming and crying daughters, nearly throwing them down the front steps, causing them to roll onto the grass. They appeared to be only wearing panties and a t-shirt. Joanne threw some more luggage at the two girls. Julianne breathed a sigh of relief, figuring Joanne must've caught Tony and her daughters in the act.
Her next thoughts went to TJ. She watched Joanne go back into her home, crying, throwing things. Julianne waited until things calmed down before calling TJ. She was too late, there was no answer. Julianne looked over into Joanne's kitchen from her own, seeing her cry into her cell phone. Perhaps she was calling TJ herself.
Julianne waited again, dozing off on the couch, still in her towel. She woke a couple hours later. She tried calling TJ once more -- no answer. Getting off the couch, heading to bed, she noticed Joanne's car was gone from their driveway.
She tried reaching TJ several times the next day. She was a nervous wreck, feeling as though this situation might put a damper on her sex life with TJ, immediately feeling guilt at her own selfishness afterward. Perhaps, she wondered, he was helping Joanne get through this ordeal.
A week went by, Julianne never heard from TJ or Tony. She was starting to feel lonely again. She tried calling TJ, finally getting an answer, asking him if everyone was ok, and explaining she witnessed some of the event. TJ was solemn in his answers, saying he had to help Joanne and is watching over her. He confirmed that she caught Tony having sex with Joanne's twin girls. TJ apologized to Julianne for her having to witness some of it and told her he needed to focus on helping Joanne.
Another week passed. Julianne's house felt colder, she felt colder, she also felt more tired, and her back ached.
It was close to Christmas now. Joanne's house was still empty, she had no idea where Tony was and TJ hadn't contacted her again. Julianne was sleeping late, never bothering to bathe on the weekends, not caring. She wondered if she'd hear from her son when Christmas arrived, maybe she'd get a card from him or he's stop by for a quick visit like last year.
It was 11:30am on a December Saturday morning. Julianne, like always, didn't want to get out of bed. She sighed, pulling the covers off her body, yawning, stretching, and making her way to the kitchen. She poured herself some coffee from yesterday morning, not bothering to make a new batch, warming it up in the microwave, not caring.
Plopping down on the couch, Julianne stared blankly out the front window of her home, focusing on nothing, not even noticing the kids riding their new bikes they most likely for Christmas on the sidewalk. She sniffed, sipping her coffee, yawning once more. She had to go to the grocery store in a little while. She had been putting it off as much as possible, her need for food growing too large to procrastinate any longer. She hoped she wouldn't run into anyone she knew, cursing herself for not going near closing time when hardly any customers were there. The previous night she fell asleep earlier than her usual 10pm bedtime, missing her window of opportunity.
Her thoughts went back to "it" -- the night she witnessed her husband with another woman, feeling empathy for poor Joanne, feeling guilt for participating in a husband's cheating, cursing herself for being no better than her ex. Finishing her coffee she felt, more than anything, loneliness and despair. Things were back to normal.
*
***There will be a second story with Julianne. It will feature her son. He may be able to end her depression.***
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Chapter 1
"Ah yes, that's it, that's it," Effren said, slamming his fist down at the base of this pre-cum oozing cock.
"So perfect, so perfect," He whispered, watching the short video on his computer monitor. Ten seconds later the video ended and he released his grip from his cock and doubled clicked to play another.
"Mmmmm," he moaned watching the delicious woman in the video. He loved her breasts, her waist, her hips, her thighs, and her butt; however, he was unsure about her face. None of the videos he managed to download, all 20 to 30 second clips, showed her face.
That video ended and he opened another, "This is the one baby, this is one I'm going to blow my load to, pretending it's all over that sexy flat stomach of yours."
These were preview videos of the woman's online webcam show. 18 year old Effren didn't have a subscription to her channel on the cam-girl website. He hadn't yet started his summer job as a lifeguard. His number one, sole mission was to get his first paycheck, deposit it, whip out his very own check card, whip out his cock, and subscribe to the website and this goddess' channel.
Then she'd be all his -- along with most likely thousands of other subscribers. It was a $10 monthly subscription fee. That's less than what some of his friend's parent's pay for their online gaming subscriptions. Also, for $20 he would get 15 minutes of a one on one chat time. He figured he could handle that once a month.
Effren was tired of only watching these short previews of her many videos. He was tired of taking screenshots at key moments of her preview videos where her hourglass body bent in a sexy way, or her hips were at a sexy angle, or she bent over just enough to see a nipple slip over the tiny bra she wore. Effren wanted to see her naked, he wanted to see her face, and he wanted to jack his cock until it exploded and/or fell off -- whichever was fine with him, it'd be worth it.
"Yes! I love you, I love you!" he grunted watching the last video, right as his cock sprayed semen upward like a fountain, landing on his shirt and shorts.
Leaning back in his chair, exhaling a huge sigh of relief and pleasure, he looked to the ceiling, "Oh Sweet Juicy J. How I wished I could bite that juicy ass of yours."
"Effren! It's getting cloudy! Get out there and mow the yard before it rains," His mother yelled to him from the kitchen.
"Uh huh," he said, a goofy smile on his face. The smile faded when he heard her footsteps approaching. He hurriedly closed every single window on his computer -- the favorite screenshots that were opened, the video player, and the folder containing his Juicy J masturbation materials.
Right as his mother entered his room, he tossed a nearby towel on his lap, covering any semen deposits that she may see.
"Did you hear me? It may rain soon. So hurry up and mow it," Jessica said, giving him a stern look.
"Yep! Will do mom. I'm going to change right now and mow the yard," Effren replied a little too enthusiastically.
His mother raised an eyebrow, giving him a weird look, "Ok." She shook her head and closed his door.
Effren sighed once more, "That was close," he thought.
"I pledge allegiance to Juicy J, my favorite webcam girl. One day I'll see your face and I'll see you nude. I'll jack off hard, thinking of you," Effren chuckled at his silliness while changing clothes.
***
The weather always seemed perfect in Los Angles. It rarely rained too much, and sure enough, it did not rain while he was mowing the yard. The clouds had passed by the time he was done. Effren shook his head in annoyance at his mother as he put the lawn mower away in the garage.
Wiping his forehead of sweat with the back of his hand, Effren watched Gary, his grandfather get out of his car. He met Gary when he was 10 years old. He came back into his mother's life after a 10 year absence. He was a really nice guy, teaching Effren how to surf, sometimes taking them on weekend trips, and helping out with bills every once in awhile. He was 54 and looked 10 years younger. If it wasn't for the wrinkles brought out by time in the sun, he'd look even younger.
"Hey pal, your mom inside?" Gary asked.
"Hey gramps, she is," Effren called out to him. They looked similar. Effren was a half Mexican version of Gary, having darker hair, darker skin, and brown eyes instead of green like Gary's and Jessica's. But the smile was similar, same boyish features of his face, and a matching thin athletic body type.
They sat around the small kitchen table making small talk a few minutes later. Effren's mother, as always in her pajama pants and matching over sized t-shirt, poured her son and father some lemonade. She worked from home in an additional room that was built onto the house a few years ago. It was an office-like room and only accessible from her bedroom. Jessica did graphic and web design work remotely, all in the comfort of her home and pajamas. She kept it locked; telling Effren it was to protect computer equipment and so on. Effren thought nothing of it, not caring about some office she had anyway. She poured the lemonade, took off her glasses, and sat next to her father.
"So dad, you wanted to tell us something?" She asked.
"I did. The boy is graduating high school in a few weeks and as a present I want to take you two on a little vacation with me," Gary said.
"Oh dad, you don't have to do that," Jessica said, patting his hand. "You've done so much for us in the past decade."
"I know, but I want to. I can afford it and it'll be a lot of fun for us. You two ever been to Hawaii?" Gary asked.
Effren's mouth dropped. His mother spoke, "Dad, no, that's too much!"
"No it's not. No arguing, it's already set," Gary said.
Effren shrugged at his mother. Jessica shook her head and sighed, "Dad."
"Can you get off of work for three days? We'd leave on a Wednesday and get back on Sunday," Gary asked.
"I, I suppose," Jessica said, smiling at the older man. She looked over to her son, offering a weak smile.
"Sounds like it'll be a great time!" Effren said, smiling at the two of them.
Chapter 2
Effren gripped his cock the night before their flight, aiming it upward, an orgasm triggering its eruption. He was looking at new preview pictures from Juicy J the night before their flight to Hawaii the next morning.
"I'll miss you my beloved Juicy," He said, running his fingers over her hips and waist on the monitor. He looked to her online status next to her channel name. The text indicating she was online blinked orange. Suddenly the text disappeared, only to be replaced with "is currently offline" underneath the Juicy J username. Below that was a "last online" label that had the current date next to it.
Effren smiled once more, thinking back to the last couple hours of jacking off to his favorite webcam girl. He stood, stretching his arms and back, and then headed to the kitchen. It was just past midnight so he tried to be as quiet as possible, knowing his mother would nag him about going to bed due to the early flight.
Making his way down the hallway, he smelled it, rather, he smelled her -- his mother's friend Sandee. Effren knew her intoxicating perfume from anywhere. He had no idea she was there. He shrugged making his way to the kitchen to get some water, casually thinking about how hot he thought Sandee was.
After taking a few gulps from his glass he heard the two women exit his mother's bedroom, laughing and giggling, "Yes I had fun! I can't wait to do it again," Sandee said.
Jessica gasped, going rigid when she saw Effren in the kitchen, "Hey. What are you doing up?" She asked.
"Water," he shrugged, nodding politely to Sandee. His mother looked slightly flustered; her dyed black hair was down and not in its usual ponytail. Both women were wearing pajamas. Effren assumed they were doing each other's nails while Sandee went on and on about her love life.
"Ok well head to bed soon. We have an early flight," Jessica reminded him.
"I know," Effren said smiling at Sandee as he walked passed her, causing her to chuckle a bit. Effren knew she knew he had a crush on her, but didn't care, also knowing he didn't stand a chance at dating the 35 year old. He nodded, smiled, called her ma'am as if he were tipping an imaginary cowboy at her -- it was all in good fun. Effren wondered what Sandee was talking about. Do what again, he thought, assuming it was just pedicure or manicure stuff.
***
Effren slept most of the way to Hawaii. His mother slept too, laying her head on her father's shoulder, while he read a book.
After landing and grabbing their luggage, they headed to their room. Effren and Jessica had one for themselves and Gary had one right next door. They were modest hotel rooms, but had a great view of the ocean.
The days were filled with surfing for Effren. Gary occasionally joined in too. He mostly spent time on the beach with his daughter. Effren watched them walk along the beach, noticing his mother's blue one piece bathing suit. He rolled his eyes wondering why she wore such an older style suit. His mother was 36 and women that age, who were in fairly good shape, wore bikinis. Effren figured she was just being modest in front of him and her father. He shrugged and caught the next wave.
On Friday evening, Effren was hanging out in the swimming pool of the hotel, checking out a few girls that walked by. "Wow," he mouth, seconds later, he was startled by his mother's arrival in the pool next to him. She jabbed his sides and said hello.
"Now, since we all went out to dinner tonight," Jessica said, putting her arms around his shoulders, as he treaded water in the deep end, "me and dad are going out to dinner tomorrow. Just us."
Effren could smell wine on her breath. She wasn't a huge drinker, but when she did, she was very friendly and flirtatious with Effren. It made him feel slightly uncomfortable, but it always passed, Jessica returning to her normal sober self by the next morning.
"Ok cool, I'll just hang out in the room, or walk on the beach," Effren said.
"Or go spend time with those girls. I saw you checking them out," Jessica said.
"Mom, I was just -- "
"Shhh, they don't know what they're missing," she said, placing a slow kiss on his cheek, and slowly wrapping her legs around his waist.
"Ok, time to go," Effren said, moving to the shallower water, feeling uncomfortable.
"Aww, I'm just messing with you," Jessica sulked.
When Effren got to a standing position in the shallow water, his mother reached to his swim trunk and attempted to pull them down, "Mom! Cut it out!"
Jessica laughed, pulling him back into the water, "Sit. Let's chat for awhile."
Effren groaned, sitting in the shallow end of the pool. Jessica sat on his lap, putting her arms around him. He looked to her thigh, noticing they were about the same skin tone as Juicy J. He thought about his favorite webcam girl, but quickly squashed those thoughts before he got an erection with his mother on his lap.
"Mom, how come you haven't told Aunt Lilly about you finding Grandpa?" Effren asked.
His mother shrugged, not really wanting to talk about it, "I don't know. Guess I want him to myself for a bit."
"Yeah but it's been several years now since you two have reconnected, don't you think maybe your sister would want to know where he is?" Effren asked.
Jessica sighed, shaking her head, "Look, we're here to have fun and relax. You don't need to worry about that stuff. Remember tomorrow, we're going to dinner."
His mother got off his lap, stumbling out of the pool, "Don't wait up for us, we may go to a luau afterward!"
Effren watched her making her way indoors, the dizzying effect of the wine having taken place. An hour later, water clogged, and prune-like Effren made his way back to the hotel room, finding his mother in her bed asleep.
Chapter 3
Effren had the room to himself the following evening, his grandfather taking his mother to dinner and possibly a luau afterward. He sat on the edge of the bed looking for a movie, hoping to run across an adult channel. Not having any luck, he found an action movie and watched it.
He checked the time, seeing it was 10:30pm. He wondered what his mother and grandfather were up to. Figuring he had more time alone, Effren decided to do the most logical thing. He stood up, undressed, and started thinking about Juicy J.
***
"I've had a great evening tonight, dad," Jessica told her father, walking with him along the beach, holding hands.
"So have I," He said patting her hand. "It's not much further just ahead."
"Looks like it's low tide," Jessica noted as they walked along the beach.
"Here we are," Gary said, pointing to a large volcanic rock on the beach. "Have a look around; tell me if you think this will work."
Jessica did as she was asked, holding her long, flowing skirt up, peeping around the huge rock. She noticed the tide was far out, only a few tide pools at the base of the huge boulder remained. She looked around for signs of people, seeing none.
Out of Gary's view she undid her dress, removing it, placing it on top of the rock. She slid out of her thong, took off her shirt, and removed her bra, placing all of them on top of the same rock. She stepped out of the shadows, naked, her hands on her hips.
"I think this spot will work just fine," She smiled.
Gary laughed, making his way to her, unbuttoning his shirt. Jessica helped speed things up, removing his shirt from his shoulders, grabbing his face, kissing him passionately.
"Ah yeah there we go!" Effren said at that same moment, back in the hotel room. He was working his cock into a frenzy, thinking of Juicy J.
"I love your tummy, your tits, your ass, your body!" he cried out. "I can't wait to see that face of yours! It won't be long now!"
It would be a couple weeks until he got paid. He'd start his lifeguard job on the day after they returned from Hawaii. By June he would be seeing her naked. According the website, the cam girls did shows with dildos and other toys, shows with other people, other men and women. Effren was so excited.
Back on the beach, Gary kissed along Jessica's neck. His cock was embedded into her. He was holding her up by her butt, thrusting upward, pushing her against the rock, "Does it hurt? I don't want you to get scratched."
"It's ok," Jessica said in between heavy breaths. She held her father close, not caring if the boulder scratched her back some. "It's been a few weeks since we've been together."
"Almost there!" Effren cried out, in the hotel room. "Yes!"
He was ejaculating, spraying his young, potent cum everywhere, moaning and proclaiming his desire for Juicy J.
"Ahhh," he moaned once more, he body going limp, lying back on the bed. "I don't know why you do what you do, but I love it."
Effren laughed, coming down off his orgasm, and made his way to the shower.
"Ahh yes!" Jessica was climaxing as well. Her arms wrapped around her father as he held her tight. Gary grunted in return, his own climax surging through him.
"I love you sweety," He said kissing her full lips slowly after making love to her in the moonlit beach. He knew once he saw her after long absence things were different between them. They savored each other there on the beach, not sure when they would get another chance to make love, keeping their trysts a secret as best as possible.
***
Effren smiled, when his mother returned, thinking about his sneaky masturbatory ways. She showered and headed straight to bed. By then Effren was sleeping soundly, looking forward to returning to his computer.
Chapter 4
Effren's first evening at home was quite the disappointment. The last online text was the day before they left for their Hawaiian vacation.
"That's weird," Effren thought. "Maybe she's busy," he shrugged, opting to jack off to the pictures of short preview videos he had saved to his computer.
He started his job as a lifeguard the next day. Afterward, he went surfing for a few hours to kill a little time before going home.
"Vamos pequeño!" Some of the nearby surfers called out to Effren in incorrect Spanish, telling him to go away, mocking him further by speaking those words in an American accent. He rolled his eyes and moved to another area, hoping to catch a few more waves before going home.
"I don't even speak Spanish," Effren shook his head, gliding along on his board.
He was annoyed at home for a different reason. Juicy J still hadn't been online since before they left for Hawaii. Effren angrily shut down his computer and headed to the kitchen. There'd be no new preview videos to watch or possible new screenshots to fuel his addiction.
His mother was sitting at the table, with her laptop, reading some emails. "Hey," She said when he entered the kitchen. "I'm going to be busy for the next few days. These clients apparently forgot I'd be out of town for a few days and kept sending me stuff to work on."
"I'm sorry, mom, that sucks," Effren said, sitting next to her with his water.
"Yep. The really annoying emails are ones asking for updates. They knew I would be away from my computer for a few days. Never get involved with graphic or web work -- it's some of the worse clients you'll ever encounter."
Effren nodded, halfway paying attention, figuring that he might go to bed a little early instead of jacking off again.
His mother rose from her chair, kissed the top of his head, and made her way back to her office, taking her laptop with her.
The rest of the week was more of the same. Effren was bored, sitting at his lifeguard post, bored at home, not seeing any activity at all from his favorite web came babe. Effren didn't even feel like subscribing to the site anymore. He attempted to look at other girl's profiles to see if any of the preview videos piqued his interest. There were a few hot babes, but none compared to Juicy J.
That weekend after a longer than normal shift on Saturday, Effren came home, seeing his grandfather's car in the driveway.
"Hey pal," Gary said, leaving the house, just as Effren reached the front door.
"Hey gramps, you heading home already?"
"Yeah. Been a long day. I took your mom to breakfast, then shopping, and then we just hung out here some. I'll see you again soon," Gary answered, giving Effren a friend hug as he left. He was such a cool older guy.
Jessica was sitting at the kitchen table, sipping on hot tea, checking her emails. She was wearing a long, pink bathrobe and unbeknownst to Effren, nothing underneath.
"Hey there. Have fun at work?" Jessica asked her son.
"Boring," Effren shrugged, doing a double take at his mother's cleavage, immediately looking away. He couldn't recall when or if he had ever seen her cleavage. Her nice tan reminded him of Juicy J's. Oh how he wished she would return.
"Dinner is in the fridge. I'm going to take a long, hot bath, and I might head to bed early. I'm exhausted," Jessica said, rising from her chair, kissing his cheek as she walked out of the room, humming playfully to herself. Effren assumed her good mood was due to finishing all the work she had to catch up on.
Effren heated up some of the lasagna, blankly staring out in to space, hoping he'd find a new reason to subscribe to the webcam site that evening.
He found the original reason to subscribe to that site 45 minutes later while sitting in front of his computer, a huge grin on his face, a nice sized cock in his hand, and a piece of paper on his desk with the date he would get his first pay check scribbled on it. Juicy J was back. A new preview video was uploaded. He watched it five times. He came like a volcano.



The rest of the week he jacked off to her to her each night. Hardly seeing much of his mother, assuming she was working, he had plenty of undisturbed time to admire Juicy J.
He took 20 new screenshots, pausing the videos at the right moment, carefully cropping some of the plain white wall on either side of her body out of the shot. Effren counted down the days until he got paid.
When Effren received that first pay check, depositing it with a mischievous grin on his face, he knew this was it. This was the moment he had waited for. He would see her face, he would see her naked body, he would take more screenshots of her, and he would have countless fun evenings jacking off to her.
With his erect cock in hand, his very own check card in the other, he typed the card number with the index finger of the non-cock stroking hand and became an official member of his favorite website. He immediately went to her profile to subscribe to her channel.
Effren's face went white, his erection subsided, he dropped his check card, his heart pounded loudly in his head, he stopped breathing - he was staring at his mother's naked body. She was smiling to the camera, giving it a playful wave, her nice sized breasts jiggling as she waved.
The orange blinking text read: "Juicy J is online!"
Chapter 5
Effren paced around the kitchen in shock. He had immediately logged out of the site, upon discovering his mother was Juicy J, shut down his computer and headed to the kitchen. He contemplated going for a sprint down the street, running for as long as he could, as fast as he could, hoping to release some of the mixed emotions he was feeling.
He was angry at her for doing this and hiding it, he was embarrassed that he never figured it out on his own -- the locked office room, Juicy J not being active the entire time they were in Hawaii, his mother catching up on work upon their return, furthering the inactive time on the account; Sandee's late night visit causing him to wonder if she was in on it too.
Then Effren felt disgust at himself for jacking off to her. He didn't know Juicy J was his mother, but still, he couldn't help but feel disappointed in himself. He shook his head, his face wincing like he just tasted something horrible.
He eventually did leave the house, but walked instead of running. "I didn't know it was her," he said to himself over and over, regretting subscribing to the site. He tried to rationalize it from that standpoint -- had he known she was his mother he wouldn't have joined, he wouldn't have watched and saved her preview videos, and he certainly wouldn't have masturbated to her.
He walked in circle for hours, eventually making his way to the beach nearby. He climbed up into his lifeguard tower, sitting silently alone. Within an hour he was asleep.
***
"Perdóneme. ¿Duerme allá arriba?" The officer said, shining his flashlight onto the sleeping Effren, causing him to stir.
"I don't speak Spanish!" Effren replied, holding his hands up to block the bright flashlight.
The officer cleared his throat, "Sorry. I was asking if you were asleep up there. Why don't you go on home kid? Do you need a ride?"
"No sir," Effren climbing out of life guard tower. "I went for a walk and took a break up there. I must've dozed off. I don't live far from here."
"Alright. Have a safe night," the officer said.
Effren made his way back home, not wanting to enter, wondering if his mother was still in her back office putting on a show.
The house was quiet, there was no lights coming from her open room. Effren peeped in seeing she was in her bed asleep.
Sitting on his own bed, he looked at his powered down computer, shaking his head. "If I had only known," he whispered.
Restless sleep finally took him again. He tossed and turned most of the night. The next morning he rushed off the beach to surf in an attempt to take his mind off the situation and avoid his mother.
Gliding along the ocean water brought him comfort. There were no jerks out to usher him off their supposed territory. He was mostly alone, thinking about his mother. He didn't know why she was doing this. He thought it might be for extra income. He knew her actual job was true, so this webcam stuff must be a side job.
Effren found himself in his room after he warmed up leftovers for the dinner he missed. He assumed his mother was in her back office room, but didn't dare go back there to say hello. He was still too embarrassed and if she was in the middle of a webcam show, he didn't want to disturb her.
Wide awake in bed after 1 am, Effren sat up, rubbing his neck. He sighed shaking his head. He wondered if his mother was online, but dared not log on to the site to see. He did boot up his computer and opened his Juicy J folder. Scrolling through screenshots and video files he saw the woman he masturbated too regularly. He didn't see her face or a naked body, but saw her perfect curves and tanned skin in a bikini. He wasn't erect. He just looked at the pictures with a blank look on his face, thinking back to when he didn't know the truth about her -- wishing he never knew the woman was his mother.
"She is hot though," he whispered. Sighing once more he turned off his computer, hoping to get some sleep. The last thought before sleep found him was Juicy J's flat tummy gyrating like a belly dancer in one of her preview videos.
Chapter 6
"You ok, Effren?" Jessica asked her son the next morning.
"Yep, I'm fine," he said grabbing some toast.
"Ok, I just haven't seen you much the past few days."
"I'm fine, just busy. Later!" He called out to her, heading to his job, hoping he didn't sound suspicious. He had decided he would never tell his mother what he knew about her. He figured she wasn't hurting anyone and she still treated him normally, perhaps this was just a phase she was going through, a way to unwind or express herself sexually. He thought about his mother having sex. She wasn't dating anyone and seemed to have zero interest in dating anyone. Effren felt a little better about this situation as he sat on top of his lifeguard tower.
Watching the people along the water play, he thought about how she was a good mom. They always got along; she worked hard to provide for him. Effren thought this side job was like a hobby, a fun release. He had to admit his mother, Juicy J, had a gorgeous body. He figured she was using it for a little fun while she still had it.
That evening he found himself once again looking at past screenshots and video that didn't show her face. He wasn't jacking off; instead, he was looking at her body admiringly. A slight smile came across Effren's face, "She does look amazing."
"Maybe I'll just see if she's online," He thought, logging into the site. She wasn't. Effren breathed a sigh of relief, thinking that he might've tried to peak at her nude body, guilt ensuing.
He went to the kitchen once more and found his mother working late at the table. Effren could see her laptop monitor from behind her, noticing graphics software was open, along with a client's logo. He smiled, making his way to the refrigerator.
"Hi again," His mother said.
"Hey," he replied.
"Ugh, I'll be so glad to finish this assignment. Such a picky client," Jessica said, trying to make conversation with her elusive son.
"Yeah, sorry."
"Have a seat. I'm almost done here," Jessica said. Effren obliged sitting adjacent to her. She was wearing pajamas pants, a big white t-shirt, her hair was back in a pony tail, and her large reading glasses were on.
"So you like your job?" Jessica asked.
"Yeah, it's fine."
"I bet you probably spend most of your day checking out girls, right?" Jessica joked.
Effren smiled at her, "No, not always."
"You're a cute guy," his mother said.
"Thanks," he smiled.
"Almost done with this. Then I can unwind," she said.
Effren sat in silence sipping his water for another five minutes. His mother finished up, shutting down her lap top.
"Let's have a seat on the couch. I haven't seen you much lately," Jessica said, pulling a somewhat hesitant Effren along.
Snuggling up next to him, she grabbed his arm, putting it around her. They watched TV for a bit. "Juicy J is sitting next to me. I have my arm around her," Effren thought to himself, chuckling out loud. Luckily the show was amusing, so it didn't seem out of the ordinary for his mother to hear a chuckle.
Effren closed his eyes, breathing in her scent, her hair smelled so good. He closed his eyes, imagining himself holding Juicy J tightly, his arm pulling her closer to him, his hand sliding down her back, rubbing her hips and butt affectionately. Then he remembered Juicy J was his mother and squashed those thoughts.
The show ended and Jessica sat up, yawning, giving Effren a tight hug and a kiss on the cheek, "I'm heading to bed. Goodnight."
Effren smiled, watching her leave. He didn't feel as horrible anymore. A few minutes later he was logged into the webcam site. Juicy J was offline. "She's sleeping soundly in the room down the hall," Effren thought.
Sleep came much easier for him that night. A small smile was on his face when he lost consciousness.
Chapter 7
Curiosity got the best of him. He wanted to see her. He wanted to see what his mother was up to on that site. What he found not only shocked him, but aroused him as well.
Effren's mouth hung open the next night watching his mother, full makeup, long black hair down, wearing nothing, moving her hands over her body, grabbing her breasts, caressing her stomach, and eventually, casually rubbing her clit. He shook the image from his head, looking away from the computer, buthe was still curious. She was doing a sexy dance mixed with masturbation. "Wow," Effren thought.
He couldn't deny how sexy she looked, "This is insane," he thought watching this goddess move on camera.
He then saw something that made him more curious. There were different categories of short videos to choose from on her channel. They were not 20-30 second preview videos that didn't show her face or nudity. These were actual clips from her "shows."
Effren read the categories. There was a toys category, a lingerie category and another category that intrigued Effren even more. It was a category simply called "Sandee."
He immediately clicked on it. "Holy shit!" he nearly shouted in his room, hoping his mother didn't hear. She had done several shows with Sandee. Most of them were of the two women kissing, sucking breasts, eating pussy, and essentially having sex with each other.
Effren had to log out and step away. He had to process this. He wondered if his mother was a lesbian or was just putting on a show. "Do her subscribers go up when she does that?" Effren asked himself, pacing back and forth in his room.
Sitting on the edge of his bed, shaking his head, trying to calm himself down, Effren thought about everything. "Ok, so she's doing a webcam show. She's stripping, playing with herself, and sometimes, with another woman on her show for money. If she's a lesbian or not doesn't matter, I'd still love her. She's been a great mom to me. And finally," Effren thought, pausing a bit, looking to his computer, "she looks so very hot."
The rest of the evening was spent watching her insert dildos into her pussy and ass, watching her do sexy strip teases, and watching her and Sandee get it on in past show clips.
He lay in bed wide awake after Juicy J went offline. "Wow," he thought to himself once more. "This is insane."
***
The next night was more of the same. He avoided his mother as best he could again, but was on the computer watching her and, little by little, inching his hand to his crotch, pushing down on his growing erection, until finally, he was fully hard -- for her.
"Ahh!" Effren cried out an hour later, he was watching her ride a dildo, her beautiful backside on display. Her long dark hair was down to her lower back as she rode the toy. When Effren ejaculated, it was when his mother took the dildo out of her, turned around facing the camera and sucked the toy clean. Effren lost it, spraying semen everywhere, moaning while staring into her face.
Shortly after cumming, he logged out, shut computer down and went to bed feeling like an idiot. "I gotta talk to her about this. I want to know why she's doing it. But I can't talk to her directly, I'm too embarrassed."
Effren thought of the $20 per 15 minutes he could purchase to chat with her. He was going to do it the following evening.
***
There was a queue to get into a one on one chat with her. Effren continued to think about what to tell her during his 30 minutes wait. He had picked a username, Halfmex, slightly poking fun of his heritage. He waited. Went to the bathroom, came back, and waited some more.
Finally it was time. "Hi there," His mother said in a sultry tone, causing Effren to panic, turning down his speakers. He typed a "hello" back to her. She wasn't naked. She was wearing sexy, lacey, red lingerie.
"What can I do for you?" Jessica asked, running her hand down her stomach, seductively.
"Talk," Effren typed.
"Just talk?" His mother asked. "Alright. We can do that. What do you want to talk about? Maybe tell me what you're doing right now? Playing that cock of yours?"
"Wow," Effren whispered, before typing a reply. "No. Just talk about other stuff."
"Ok baby, well lead the way!" Jessica said, turning around, pulling the short, lacey, camisole up, revealing her thong covered butt.
Effren tried not to stare, shaking his head, gathering his thoughts. "How old are you?" he typed, knowing the answer.
"Would you believe I'm 36?" His mother said, after reading his chat. She now sat in the chair, sliding her hand into the thong.
"You got a family?" Effren typed.
"I do. But how about we not worry about that, let's just have fun, ok?" his mother said.
"Sorry. So why do you do this?" Effren typed.
His mother sighed, "It's for a little extra money. Plus it's fun. Now then, let's focus on other things," She said, pulling her camisole over her head, revealing a matching bra.
"Do you make a lot of money?" Effren asked.
"Halfmex, I make very good money doing this. Now, can we please focus on what you want me to do with myself?"
"I just want to talk though," Effren replied.
"Well I have other subscribers to tend to. So if you want to talk and not have fun then maybe you should leave."
"Sorry," Effren typed. He had no idea what to do at this point. He felt defeated. "I'll leave."
"Come back if you want to have some naughty fun with me!" Jessica said, trying to hide her annoyance at this subscriber.
"You're beautiful. I've always thought that. I wish you well, maybe I'll return tomorrow," Effren typed, speaking from the heart.
His mother smiled and nodded on the camera and Effren logged out. He felt he had just wasted $20, but in the back of his mind, he had made progress. Progress to what exactly? He wasn't sure. Perhaps he understood her better, maybe even trying to get her to stop doing this, since he could never tell anyone of this hobby of hers.
The next night, another $20, he was sitting at his computer once more in a one-on-one chat with Juicy J. She remembered him, joking about the guy that only wanted to talk. Effren smiled, watching her in a black bikini. "She looks so hot," he thought.
"What else do you do?" Effren asked her in the chat program.
After reading it, his mother responded, "I do some web work."
"Are you happy?"
Jessica laughed, "You are an odd one Halfmex. I would say I'm fairly happy yes."
"Do you feel slutty doing this?" Effren asked.
"I wouldn't say slutty. I think of a slut as a woman who sleeps with many different people all the time. I don't do that."
"Do you have a boyfriend? Does he know?" Effren typed.
"I do not have a boyfriend," Jessica sat down, realizing this guy wasn't going to ask her to do anything.
"Are you just saying that?"
"I don't have one," Jessica smiled, thinking about Gary. "What else do you want to know?"
"How many subscribers do you have that come on here and watch you?"
"A few hundred active ones. There's several hundred more that aren't as active."
"What's it like to know there are that many people that watch you?"
"I don't think too much of it. I don't know any of them, they don't know me. See this?" his mother asked, holding up a dildo. "Many people own and play with these; I just do it on camera sometimes. There's not really a connection with the people that watch me. Usually I'm here in this room alone. I don't feel anything other than thinking about what outfit to wear or what song to play."
Effren paused, thinking about what she said, before resuming typing. "I think you are gorgeous. You really are. I didn't know what your face looked like until I purchased a membership, but wow, you are so pretty."
His mother smiled softly into the camera, "That's very nice of you, Halfmex."
There was another pause. Effren sat at his computer staring into his mother's face. She had no idea he knew her secret, she had no idea she was responding to his chats.
Jessica cleared her throat, "Well, anything else you want to know?"
"Sorry, I just wanted to look at you for a bit."
"Well, by all means, go ahead," his mother said, standing, removing her bikini top, sliding out of her bottoms. She stood in front of the camera, her hands on her hips, fully nude.
Effren's mouth dropped slightly as he looked admiringly upon her body.
"You like it?" his mother asked.
Effren stared at her, unmoving, thinking about how stunning her body was. He finally typed in reply, "You're perfect."
"You're sweet," his mother said. She turned around slowly for Effren to get a better look. He stared at her breasts from the side, her nice ass, her toned back, everything. He was at a loss for words. Knowing who she really was now, amplified how he felt. No longer thinking she was the hottest webcam girl he ever saw, he watched her, slowly showing her body for him and thought she was the most beautiful woman he had ever saw.
He didn't masturbate to her; he only stared at her, admiring her. He placed his hand on the computer monitor, tracing her curves with his fingers.
"Our time is almost up. You sure you don't want anything?" Jessica asked.
Shaking himself from his trance, Effren typed a reply. "No, just wanted to talk to you. I hope you have a great evening, maybe I'll come back tomorrow."
"You know, I think that'd actually be somewhat nice if you did, Halfmex," his mother said. "Good night!" she blew a kiss to the camera and ended the show.
Effren had trouble sleeping again. He thought about asking his mother about Sandee the next time he logged on.
Chapter 8
After Effren got off work the next day, he went home, and helped his mother with dinner. They didn't speak much, only sharing an occasional smile. Afterward they sat on the couch watching TV; Effren had his arm around her once more.
Jessica planted a kiss on her cheek, telling Effren she had some work today. He thought he knew better though, and waited five minutes after she left to log onto the site.
"She's not there. She must actually be doing work," Effren thought, seeing Juicy J's status as offline.
He waited until the next night. After a repeat of their quality time together, Effren logged into see Juicy J was online. He purchased some more time with her.
"Hi. You look great tonight," Effren typed.
"Well thank you," his mother said. "You're quite a nice guy. Most of them on here just want to get off on me."
"How does that make you feel?"
"Well it's why I'm here doing this I suppose. I don't really care either way. It's fun, I'm not hurting anyone, I'm making extra cash," his mother explained.
"So you aren't into jacking off for me?" she asked.



Effren didn't reply. He watched his mother remove her bathrobe.
"Please? Just for me? I want you to have some fun on here too, Halfmex," His mother pleaded, standing nude for him.
"You still there? Or are you busy pumping that cock for me?" She asked.
"I'm here," Effren typed.
"Good. Take it out for me," His mother commanded.
Effren was having trouble breathing, "This is crazy!" he thought.
"Pleeeeease?" his mother pouted. "You said you thought I was beautiful. Why don't you unwind a bit and stroke, what I'm sure is, a very impressive cock for me?"
Effren felt like passing out, this was unreal. "Yes ma'am!" he said aloud in his room, unzipping his pants, quickly fishing out his cock and slamming his fists up and down on it repeatedly.
"Are you doing it?" his mother asked.
"Yes," was his one handed reply.
"Good," Jessica said, standing up, running her hands all over her body, squeezing her breasts.
Effren was busy jacking his cock, watching her move and perform for him. She guided two fingers into her pussy, taking them out, licking them clean and moaning.
She swirled her tongue around her fingers, "I wished you could taste this, taste me," she said seductively. "Would you like to?"
"Yes," Effren typed back almost immediately. He was furiously masturbating to her now.
"Good. Cum for me. I want you to do it so badly. Please, I beg of you! Jack that cock of yours until you cum," his mother pleaded.
It was too much, he couldn't contain if he tried. His cock erupted once more, his eyes laser focused on his mother. He nearly fell out of his chair.
"Mmm, did you do it? Did you cum for me? I bet it tastes sooo good. I wished I could -- " His mother was saying. Effren began typing, the chat notification ring interrupting her.
"I did. I'm done," Effren had typed.
"Good. I know that feels so much better. I feel better too, thank you," She winked at the camera. "We have a few minutes left. Anything else on your mind?"
Effren's breathing slowed down, his legs still limp. He remembered Sandee. He was going to his mother about her. Bringing his hands to his keyboard after wiping them off on his shorts, he typed her name.
"Ah yes. She's my good friend. She joins me on here every once in awhile for some naughty fun. She'll be back in a few days if you want to come back and watch us," Jessica said.
"Are you and her together?" Effren slowly typed. He didn't think his mother was a lesbian or bi, but he was still curious.
"No, we're just friends. She doesn't have her own channel, so she's a guest on mine sometimes. She's very hot, you'd really like her!" Jessica answered.
Effren nodded his tired head, "Yeah." He wondered what his mother and the honey-brown hair with matching honey-brown eyed friend would do on their show.
"She usually brings toys and things like that. She's a lot of fun," his mother said, hoping to sell some more time to this Halfmex person.
Effren had trouble staying awake. The orgasm brought about by jacking off to images of his webcam babe of a mom, at her urging, exhausted him and made him feel guilty. He wanted to log off and head to bed.
"You there?" his mother asked.
"Yeah. Sleepy now," He typed, watching his mother smile. "You're so pretty. Have a good night."
"Awww thanks again. You're a sweetie. Good night!" She answered, ending the session.
Chapter 9
Effren was surprised that he wasn't thoroughly disgusted by his actions. He felt slight guilt, but not total hatred of himself. He wondered if he was desensitized to it via months of jacking off to Juicy J's body -- her face not visible.
As his mother was getting off the couch to head to her office, Effren stood with her, grabbing her arm and pulling her in for a hug. She was so warm and soft. "I love you," he whispered, smiling softly at her, caressing her face after the hug.
"Effren, I love you too darling," She smiled at him, visibly touched by his tenderness. "Is everything ok?"
"Mmhmm, just a bit tired," He replied.
"Well you have been out in the sun all day. Get some good sleep tonight, ok?" his mother said, giving his lips a quick kiss and heading toward her office.
Later that night, Effren sat in front of his computer, watching Juicy J once more. He thought about buying some more time with her, but decided against it. "Maybe another night. This is pretty intense."
He was asleep within an hour.
***
It was the weekend and Gary was over once more. He took the three of them to dinner. Afterward, Effren sat on the couch next to his mother, Gary sat on the other side of her. She seemed so happy, holding both their hands as they watched TV.
Gary left a little later and Jessica took a shower. Effren waited patiently at his computer.
"Do you have children?" he typed into the chat an hour later.
"Yes, I have a son," Jessica answered.
"So you do this stuff to help support him?" Effren asked.
"I thought we were going to have more naughty fun," Jessica chuckled. "Yes this is a means for extra income. I've saved a lot for college."
Effren sighed, looking to his keyboard. He shook his head and replied, "That's very nice of you. You seem like you'd be a great mom."
"Well thank you! I think I'm doing the best I can."
"I bet your son loves you very much," Effren typed.
"And I love him very much," a nude Jessica smiled into the camera.
"Does he know about your side job?" Effren asked.
Jessica laughed, "I hope not! I'd be mortified."
Effren, thinking about the other night wrote, "Maybe he'd think you were cool. Or maybe he'd like what he saw."
"I don't know about that," his mother said skeptically. "I doubt it."
"You are so beautiful, maybe he couldn't help it. Maybe he'd see you doing this and think about how lucky he was to live with such a sexy woman."
Jessica smiled and shrugged, "Maybe. Who knows?"
"Oh, my friend Sandee will be here in a couple nights. She was a little busy, so we postponed our team up. Will you be back to watch us?" she asked.
"I'll try," Effren responded.
Jessica did another strip for him a few minutes later. She got close to the camera, smiled sexily and asked Halfmex to jack off for her. Effren sat looking at her, "I can't say no to her."
He did what he was asked, spewing semen all over himself once again. His mother thanked him, both for cumming and buying time with her.
Effren was wide awake in bed, wondering if this was going to be a nightly ritual. He wondered if he'd ever tell her about what he knew.
***
After another long day at the lifeguard tower, Effren came home, collapsing on the couch. He was running low on funds. He could afford two more sessions with her before he got paid next.
After a loving hug to his mother, he logged back on and waiting his turn in the chat queue. She popped up on the screen, naked, smiling at the camera. "Hi, Halfmex, glad you're back."
"Hi," Effren typed.
"You going to jack off for me again?" Jessica asked.
"Maybe."
"Ah, I see. You'd rather talk more huh?" his mother guessed.
"Yeah, kinda," he typed.
"Well, what do you want to know tonight?"
"Would you ever tell your son you did this?" he asked.
"Ha! Maybe one day, many years from now, after he's out of college, perhaps."
"Is he a young kid?" Effren typed.
"Nope. 18."
"Hard to believe a woman with a body like yours has a kid."
"Thank you baby. Yes I worked hard to keep my figure."
"I bet your son takes after his mother and is quite attractive too," Effren smiled a little as he typed that.
"Oh he is! Very cute, very sweet and funny. Beautiful inside and out," She replied, rummaging through a bag of toys.
"You never know, he may want to join in on your show with you," Effren suggested.
"I highly doubt that! You're being silly now aren't you?" She chuckled.
"You never know. Some people are like that. They do some weird stuff. I bet he has a crush on you," Effren typed.
Jessica paused for a moment, thinking of her father, "Who knows? But I doubt he's like that."
"You could flirt with him. Or go on a date with him. Maybe kiss him?"
"Sounds like you have a certain fantasy rolling around in your head, eh?" His mother said.
"I don't know. Maybe," Effren sighed as he typed. "Just a thought."
"My friend will be with me tomorrow night. I hope you'll tune in!" Jessica said.
After that subject change, she did more dancing; she rode a dildo, she begged Halfmex to cum. He did so without hesitation.
Chapter 10
"So you looking forward to tonight?" Sandee asked Jessica at lunch the next day.
"I am! Always a fun time with you," Jessica said, reaching across the table to pat her friend's hand. "There's a special subscriber that may tune in to watch us tonight."
"Oh yeah? A big fan of yours?" Sandee asked.
"I think he is. The odd thing about it though, is that he talks to me. He'll ask questions about why I do this, about my family, if I make good money and so on."
"That is odd."
"I have to egg him on to jack off to me. Like I said, he likes to just chat."
"Maybe he's interesting in getting involved with this fun little hobby," Sandee suggested.
"Could be, but you know what he kept asking me about?" Jessica asked a confused Sandee. "My son. First I told him I had one, and then he kept asking questions. He asked his age, and then," Jessica started giggling, "he suggested that maybe my son would like to watch my show and that he'd have a crush on me and -- "
"Stop right there," Sandee said. "Baby, if you don't stop, I'm going to have to leave this table, go the bathroom, mount the dildo I have in my purse to a toilet, and ride it to a climax. I've done it before."
Jessica laughed at her friend. "Serves you right for all dirty emails you sent me while I'm trying to work!"
"I will drag you in there with me. You better stop right there. A naughty mommy is a HUGE fetish of mine, ok?" Sandee said.
"Well I told this subscriber that my son probably wouldn't be interested in me like that," Jessica said.
Sandee stood, bending down to Jessica, bringing her lips into a slow kiss, "I bet you he would." She smiled at Jessica and made her way to the bathroom.
***
Effren sat at his computer that night, his mouth agape, watching his mother and Sandee furiously make out on camera, nude. Sandee was sitting in a chair, Jessica straddling her, their profiles turned to the camera. Effren could see everything. He could hear everything. He heard their moans and the sounds of their tongue swirling around the other's mouth. He wasn't jacking off; he simply stared at them in astonished shock.
Jessica ended the kiss by sucking on Sandee's tongue similar to sucking on a cock. "You like it?" She asked Halfmex.
Effren typed "yep" into the chat line.
Sandee, always mischievous, started talking next. "Maybe we should go get her son. Would you like that Halfmex?"
"Sandee," Jessica said, giving her a look.
"I think that'd be a great idea," Sandee said, turning to the camera. "Juicy J is a naughty mommy. She would love to have her son in here and put on a show with him."
"Sandee!"
Effren looked to his door, quickly moving to lock it. When he returned to his computer, Sandee had gotten up and was rummaging through a bag of toys. Effren watched her step in and pull up a belt of sorts. When she turned around, he saw large strap-on. His mouth dropped once more.
"Suck my dick, mom," Sandee said to Jessica, pointing the fake, flesh colored cock in her face.
"Sandee," Jessica said, shaking her head.
"Come on, suck it. At least pretend I'm him. Pretend I'm your son for Halfmex. He wants to see how naughty of a mother you are," Sandee egged her on.
Effren sat on the edge of his seat. He watched his mother smile nervously at the camera. She returned her gaze to Sandee's strap on.
"Come on, show him how bad you want your son," Sandee said.
Effren moved in close, his mouth open. Jessica gave the camera one more nervous smile, looked to Sandee, then to the strap on, took a deep breath and grabbed it by the base. She opened wide and began hungrily sucking the dildo, moaning as she did. Effren almost ejaculated right there. He gripped the edge of his desk so hard, his hands hurt.
Jessica was moaning as she sucked the fake cock. "I'm him," Sandee reminded her. "Mmm you're a naughty mom."
Jessica took it out of her mouth and glared up at Sandee. Effren watch his mother rise to her feet, move the chair so it was facing the camera, quickly guide Sandee to sit on it, grabbed the fake cock, and plunged it deep into her pussy.
Effren almost messed up his pants. He watched his mother straddle Sandee, a strap-on dildo in her pussy, and bounce up and down on it.
"That's it! Ride it baby!" Sandee said, slapping her ass. "Ride your son's cock!"
"Ahh!" Jessica cried out, throwing her head back, her long hair flowing down her back.
"Make him cum!" Sandee ordered, gripping her waist as she bounced on it.
"I'm the one, ahhh, that's cumming!" Jessica cried out then stopped bouncing. Effren watch closely as he saw her butt muscles tense up and her body shake in Sandee's arms. Effren couldn't move; he just sat there, his mouth hanging open, watching his mother come down off an orgasm.
Jessica stood, climbing off of Sandee, and went off camera. "You still there?" Sandee asked, looking into the camera.
Effren was frozen, still in shock, he couldn't type a response.
"Hello? You there?" Sandee asked again.
"Yeah," was Effren's reply.
His mother came into view, looking flustered, "That's all the time we have tonight, Halfmex." Just as she was clicking the button to end the show, Effren heard Sandee ask if she really thought of "him" -- meaning Effren. The last thing he saw before the show went to black was his mother nodding her head.
Chapter 11
Effren couldn't believe this was happening in his home; down the hall, behind a closed bedroom door, then again, behind a locked office. He sat looking to his trembling hands for a moment. He wanted to jack off and finish his session, but needed fresh air.
Walking around the small driveway, he took some deep breaths, calming himself down. He looked at Sandee's car, wondering what she and his mother were doing now. Suddenly the front door opened. Effren ducked behind Sandee's car. He heard the two women chatting.
"Thanks again for inviting me over," Sandee said.
"Yeah," Jessica replied.
"Aww what's wrong?" Effren heard Sandee ask.
His mother chuckled, "You have a way of getting me so riled up."
Effren heard kissing sounds. "That stuff about your son and being a naughty mommy got you excited huh?" More kissing noises.
"It did," His mother replied, followed by more kissing.
"You sure you don't want me to spend the night?" Sandee asked, the sounds of their lips smacking several more times.
"No, it's fine, I need to shower anyway," Jessica answered.
"Ok," Sandee ended their embrace. "I'll talk to you later. Maybe pretend Effren joins you in the shower."
"Sandee!" Jessica rolled her eyes. "See you later," She closed the door. Effren watched Sandee appear around the corner, walking slowly to her car. He stood.
"Effren! You scared the crap out of me!" Sandee exclaimed, startled by seeing him standing on the other side of her car.
"Sandee," Effren started to say.
"Are you ok?"
Effren shook his head, taking a deep breath, the need to tell someone overtaking him, "I know."
"You know? Know what? Me and your mom were kissing? Yeah, we're just friends, she doesn't mind that I'm really affectionate," Sandee explained.
"No, no, not that. I know why you're here. I know what you and her were doing in her office. I know about the webcam show," Effren said.
Sandee's eyes shot open and she gasped. "You, you do?!?"
"Yeah."
"Oh no, um, I can explain," Sandee said.
"No need. I've watched her shows, I've chatted with her on her channel," Effren confessed.
"You have?" Sandee winced.
Effren sighed, looking to his feet, and quietly said, "I'm Halfmex."
Sandee brought her hand to her mouth; unable to speak.
"Don't tell her I know. Please?" Effren asked. Sandee shook her head.
"Did you like what you saw?" Sandee asked, taking a few steps toward Effren.
He sighed and nodded his head "yes."
Sandee paused, standing in front of him now, leaning toward him, she whispered in his ear, "Get in the car."
"What?"
"I said get in my car," She grinned, turning around, opening the back door for him. "Get in."
"Sandee, I -- "
She forcefully pushed him into her back seat. He was on his back and Sandee was working at his shorts, tugging and pulling at the button and zipper.
"Sandee," Effren said, watching the woman work, pulling his shorts down, a shocked look on his face when she pulled her pajama pants down; she wasn't wearing underwear. She watched her pull his boxers down and climb on top of him.
"I'm still horny from our little show. To know you watched it and liked it, makes me even hornier," Sandee said, peering down at his face. "Now then, close your eyes."
"What?"
"I said close your eyes," Sandee said through grit teeth. Effren did as he was told. Sandee began kissing his neck, his cheeks, and then his mouth. "Pretend I'm her," She whispered, licking against his ear.
"Juicy J?" he asked, panting, shaking at her playful licks.
"No. Your mother," Sandee corrected him. Reaching behind her, she grabbed his cock, slowly guiding it into her, and sat all the way down on it. "I'm her right now."
Effren was frozen, "I don't know, I -- "
"Do it!" Sandee fussed at him. "Right now I'm your mother, and I'm telling you to fuck me."
"Yes ma'am!" Effren grabbed her butt hard, squeezing her toned cheeks. His hips began bucking upward, Sandee's head nearly hitting the roof of her car. Effren moaned and grunted as he worked, seeing Juicy J, his mother in his mind. She was the one on top of him; she was the one he was plunging into over and over again in the back of the car.
"Oh!" Effren cried out, pulling Sandee down on top of him, thrusting in and out of her as fast as he could. Several more long moans and his balls tightened, his cock erupted, and he coated her insides with semen.
"I love you," he whispered to his mother, holding Sandee tight against him.
"And she loves you," She replied, kissing his cheek. "My house tomorrow morning. Do you understand?" Sandee commanded.
"Uh huh," Effren said out of breath.
Effren was awakened from his slumber in his bed 45 minutes later, when he heard his mother close her car door, start the engine, and leave. He wondered where she was going. He closed his eyes once more, thoughts of his upcoming day on his mind, and fell asleep.
***
"Yes! Yes!" Jessica screamed out, throwing her head back, her body shaking after having one of the most powerful orgasms in her life. She collapsed on her father's chest afterward.
Gary held her against, running his fingers through her hair, "Glad I could help. I don't mind being woken up for this."
Jessica, still out of breath, managed to reply, "I thought of Effren. I thought of him earlier; and then again just now."
Her father chuckled, "I see, do you think he might be like you and I? Do you think he'd be interested in showing love the way we do?"
"I don't know. I have no idea," She said, her head resting on his chest.
"Well, perhaps when the time is right, you'll find out," her father said.
"Can I come back tomorrow morning?" Jessica asked.
"Of course you can. I'm always glad to help you, in whatever way you need," Gary answered.
Chapter 12
"Come on! Come on! That's it!" Sandee said, on her back, Effren on top the next morning slamming into her. "Picture her cumming for you, picture her screaming your name!"
"Uhnnn," Effren moaned, his eyes closed shut.



At that same moment at Gary's house, Jessica was bouncing wildly on his cock, his hands gripping her waist. She was moaning Effren's name over and over, her eyes closed just as tightly as Effren's were at Sandee's.
"Good girl," Her father said. "Let it come over you." He smiled watching Jessica climax, feeling her body tense up and shake.
Several miles away at Sandee's, Effren was cumming as well in that very same moment. "Give her your cum, baby, your mother needs it!" Sandee commanded, feeling his cock pulsate and spurt semen into her.
Effren fell on top of Sandee, her hands trailing over his back, "Your mother will come visit you at lunch, ok? We'll find a nice quite spot where I can take care of you."
Effren rose to his elbow, smiling into Sandee's face.
Four hours later on his lunch break, Sandee had indeed showed up. He led her to a bathroom near the beach, locked the door, turned her around over the toilet and went to work. He pretended she was his mother just like she asked him too. When he was done, he pulled out, his semen oozing out of her and dripping into the toilet.
"See you when you get off work?" Sandee asked.
"Absolutely, mom," Effren grinned.
Jessica was soaking wet with sweat, she had lost count of how many orgasms she had that day at her father's house not far from her own. She had dragged her clit across him while grinding him, his cock balls deep, so much that her butt hurt, her hips hurt, and her thighs hurt. "I want him, I want him to experience this," She said out of breath.
"Then take the boy and make love to him," Gary said sitting up, pushing Jessica off him, flipping her over on her tummy. She instinctually went to all fours as Gary entered her from behind.
"Curse you Sandee," She said to herself, annoyed at her friend for awakening these urges; urges she had never had toward her son before.
"You too Dad," she smiled as he pummeled her from behind, knowing full well, she was to blame just as much as him for their incestuous relationship -- a relationship that has opened her mind and help sow the seed of desire for her own son.
She felt him, in her mind, Effren, grip her hips harder, approaching his own orgasm after a very long day. Jessica's eyes rolled into the back of her head. The warm semen that coated her insides, in her mind, was Effren's. She climaxed again.
At that same moment, so did Effren. He stopped by Sandee's on his way home from work. He took her in the kitchen, standing behind her, Sandee pretending to be Jessica cooking him dinner. She jokingly sent him to his room for being so naughty.
***
Effren and his mother arrived at home the same time, unaware of what the other had been up to all day. They smiled, said hello, and walked inside.
Jessica was humming quietly to herself, while cooking dinner. Effren, freshly showered, approached her from behind, kissing the top of her head, resting his hands on her stomach.
"Hey there," His mother said, stirring the pot on the stove.
"Mmm, smells wonderful," Effren said, running his hands up and down her tummy.
"Yes it does," his mother replied, turning around, giving him a quick kiss on the lips. His hands resting on the small of her back, the gazed into one another's eyes for a moment before Jessica remembered dinner and turned around to keep stirring.
After watching some TV, Jessica running her hands up and down Effren's thigh, she brought his face to hers, kissing his lips again. "I'm going to shower, then get some work done; today has been a busy day."
Effren smiled, watching her leave, thinking how new and nice it was for her to rub his thigh.
Sitting down to his computer a few minutes later, he thought he heard moans coming from his mother's bedroom. Creeping down the hallway he saw her door was open. Peeping in to her bedroom, he noticed her bathroom door was cracked.
Listening at the door, he heard her do her best to conceal an orgasm. Effren smiled, walking back to his room, "Thinking of me perhaps?"
Chapter 12
The next day Effren arched his back, pulled his cock out, letting it spew semen all over Sandee's stomach. Jessica hopped off Gary's cock right before he ejaculated, taking his seed into her mouth.
"Lick here," Sandee pointed to her neck a few days after that, while Effren slammed into her from behind. She was teaching him so many wonderful things. Jessica bit her bottom lip, closing her eyes, thinking of Effren as her father pummeled her once more from behind.
A week later Effren was bouncing Sandee up and down while he stood in her shower. She commended him on being so strong, successfully being able to pull off this position. In Gary's shower he and his daughter were in the same position. Jessica climaxed again, holding him tightly, thinking of Effren. Gary smiled at her, thanking her for letting him live out a fantasy -- one that she could make real if she wanted.
This was the routine for two weeks. Each morning Effren would leave the house, followed by his mother a little later, he would go to Sandee's, and she would go to her father's.
The only difference is that Effren would go to work, see Sandee on his lunch break, then again after work, while his mother spent her entire day in bed with Gary.
"Ahh! I want him!" Jessica tits were bouncing as she squatted up and down on Gary's cock.
"Get him baby! Get him!" Gary said meeting her squats with his own upward thrusts.
At that same moment, Sandee lay on her tummy, Effren busy above her. She squeezed her butt cheeks together, as Effren slammed into her pussy, propping himself with his hands.
"Mmm, take her! Make her yours!" Sandee cried out. Effren collapsed on top of Sandee's back, kissing and licking at her neck.
Their relationship was changing. Effren had no idea what was going on, but didn't care. They would laugh together on the couch, flirting with each other, tickling each other. They would hold hands and go on walks after dinner. It was small and subtle changes. Effren thought of her less and less as a mother. One night, Jessica suggested they go out to dinner the upcoming weekend.
"We're going out to dinner tomorrow night," He said, catching his breath. Sandee rolled over to her side, Effren rolling too, holding her in his arms.
"Are you going to make a move on her?" she asked.
"I have no idea," Effren answered.
Jessica had been asked the exact same question by her father, lying in his arms, "I'll just have to see how things go," She said after giving a similar answer.
Gary moaned, holding Jessica close to him. "Sorry you didn't get along very well with your mother. I'm glad he gets along so well with his."
"Me too," Jessica smiled softly, closing her eyes for a moment.
Each night Jessica would stay up late working on all the things she didn't get done during the day. Effren went to bed with a huge smile on his face each night. Juicy J's account was inactive.
***
Effren was at home before his mother the night before their dinner. He had just logged out of the webcam site, seeing that Juicy J hadn't been online since Sandee was last over at the house. He shrugged and began tidying up his room.
"Hi!" His mother said a moment later, after just arriving.
"Hey," Effren smiled at her. Jessica made her way to him, grabbed his face, pulling it in for a kiss.
"How was your day?" she asked.
"It was great," Effren smiled at her.
"I'm really looking forward to our dinner tomorrow night," his mother said.
"Me too!"
"Good," She pulled him in for another, slightly longer, kiss on the lips. "I'm going to get dinner started. First I'm going to shower. Want to join me?" Jessica playfully asked.
"Mmm, maybe after our date tomorrow night," Effren said, his hand resting on her lower back, just where the rise of her buttocks began.
"I like the sound of that, 'our date.' I think a mother should take her son out every once in awhile, don't you?" she asked, trailing her index finger up and down his chest.
"I agree. Now hit the showers and fix my dinner!" Effren joked, slapping her ass, leaving his hand there.
"Mmm you're naughty," Jessica said, kissing his lips once again, before slowly walking away.
***
They traded several smiles and gazes at dinner, afterward Jessica straddled him on the couch, chatting with him about the next day, occasionally peppering his face with kisses. Effren was in heaven.
He would rub her waist with one hand, the other making circles around her lower back and butt. His mother talked on and on about work without once complaining about Effren's touches.
Effren was surprised when his mother followed him into his room. She pushed him down on his bed, climbing on top of him, "I'm joining you in here tonight if that's ok."
"Of course it is!" Effren replied, grabbing her waist, pulling her off him, rolling to their sides.
Jessica looked on his face, her hand caressing it gently, "I can't wait to spend the day with you tomorrow."
They had discussed going to the beach first, then to dinner afterward. "Me neither," Effren smiled at her.
Jessica slowly kissed him, holding her lips against his for nearly 10 seconds. "Goodnight," she whispered, rolling over to her other side.
"Goodnight," Effren said, rolling to his back, smiling as he looked to the ceiling.
Chapter 13
Effren couldn't believe his luck; his mother was actually wearing a bikini the next day at the beach. It wasn't an old style one piece, but a lime green bikini similar to what she's worn as Juicy J.
Jessica tried to surf, but wasn't very successful, falling off the board into her son's arms repeatedly. After a few hours, they gave up, opting to walk along the beach holding hands instead.
As the sun was setting, Effren sat on the beach, watching his mother in the water. She slicked her long black hair back with water and walked toward her son. Effren was smiling as he watched her hips move from side to side, watched her flat stomach and nice breasts, finally ending on her face, seeing her smiling at him.
Jessica pushed her son back onto the sand, laying herself on top of him. "I like this bikini. You look great in it," Effren said, holding her against him.
"Thank you," his mother said, kissing lips.
"No, thank you," He said.
"For what?"
"For wearing this and showing me how incredibly sexy you are," Effren answered.
Jessica moaned, planting another long, slow kiss on his lips.
Effren sat up, his mother straddling him once more, "Today has been a great day with you."
"Tonight will be even better," she replied, kissing him once more.
***
Effren's mouth dropped when he saw his mother. She was wearing a black, spaghetti strapped, open cleavage dress that came down mid-thigh. He felt slightly underdressed in his tucked in dress shirt and black pants. Her hair was down, slightly curled, and her makeup was just as sexy as it is in some of her shows. He couldn't help but think he was taking Juicy J out on a date.
It was certainly a date too. Nothing about it felt platonic. The way they held hands, the way they sat on the same side of the booth, the way his arm was around her, pulling her against him, her hand resting on his thigh and the way they shared desert along with several sweet kisses during the night.
After dinner, Jessica drove. Effren thought the night was over, he was mistaken. His mother took him to a club in downtown Los Angeles. He was old enough to get in, but obviously couldn't buy alcohol. It was some sort of rave club; lasers, strobes, and techno music, flooded his senses. Before Effren could nervously back out, his mother pulled him onto the dance floor.
"It's just you and me baby, no one else is here," She told him over the loud music. Effren nodded, grabbing her by the waist, pulling her close to him. They stared into each other's eyes for a moment, their foreheads inches from the other.
Effren took one last look around the crowded, busy, dance floor seeing that everyone there was in their own little world. No one was looking at them or paying attention to what they were doing. He grinned, turning back to face his mother, grabbing her left leg her brought it up around his waist.
Jessica grabbed his face as they danced; staring into each other's eyes, practically dry humping each other. Several songs later and he turned her around.
Jessica closed her eyes, her butt grinding against Effren's crotch, feeling an erection. He wrapped his hands around her stomach, pulling her back against him. He placed one hand on her neck, turning her head so he could plant several kisses along her neck.
"You're so sexy," He said into her ear, then kissed her shoulder.
His mother turned around, flung her arms around his shoulders and kissed him. It wasn't a five or 10 second kiss; it was a much longer one, Jessica moaning as her tongue grazed his bottom lip.
When it finally ended, she spoke up, "Let's go home."
***
They were silent on the way home. Effren drove, resting his hand on her thigh, Jessica smiling down at it, caressing it with her own. He couldn't wipe the smug smile off his face if he wanted to. He knew where this night would end up. He had been visualizing it, imaging it, and acting it out with Sandee's help.
Looking to his hand, Jessica knew too, where this night would end. She felt so naughty, so sexy, envisioning crossing that line with her son, like she had with her father. She prepared for this night by spending marathon sex sessions with Gary, overloading in incestuous orgasms with him.
He smiled at her when he opened the front door. Making his way to the couch, watching her walk to the kitchen to get some water, he sat down.
Jessica smiled seductively at him, sipping from the water, sitting it down on the coffee table. She walked over to Effren, pulled her short dress up even further and straddled him. Effren ran his hands up and down her thighs, over her hips and back again.
She chuckled a bit and grabbed his face, bringing him to another steaming kiss. Effren moaned, sliding his hands up her to her waist, their mouths continuously kissing each other. Their tongues met, lapping at each other's lips.
A few minutes passed and Jessica stood, grabbing Effren by the hand, pulling him up, "Let's go to bed."
"Awww," Effren joked.
"We aren't going to sleep, silly," His mother said, leading him down the hallway.
"What are we doing then?"
She stopped in the hallway, turned around, grabbing his face kissing him once more, "I think you know exactly what we'll be doing."
"Mmm, I think I do," He grinned grabbing her ass with both hands.
Chapter 14
They were kissing, walking backward toward Jessica's bedroom. She pushed the door open, backing them in, their mouths joined together. She was unbuttoning his shirt, guiding him back to her bed. She lay herself back on it, taking Effren with her. Scooting up on the mattress a bit, still kissing, she pulled his shirt open, un-tucked it, and threw it off the bed.
Effren lowered himself on top of her, kissing her neck, loving her moans. Jessica pushed him up off her, sitting up she began tugging at his belt, and licking her lips. Effren smiled down at her, his fingers running through her hair, he watched her.
Jessica quickly unbuttoned and unzipped his pants, pulled them down, along with his boxers, grabbed his cock and began sucking immediately. Effren held her head in place and moaned, watching her work. There was no other foreplay, no slow lovemaking, just primal lust.
Effren stopped her, pushing her back a bit, pulling her dress away from her breasts. He pulled her to her knees, grabbing a tit to suckle, before pulling her dress up over her head.
"I want you so bad," he said, pushing her naked body back onto the mattress, kissing at her neck again.
"Fuck me," Jessica commanded, stopping his kissing, grabbing his face, staring into his eyes. She locked her legs around his back, holding him in place.
Effren smiled devilishly at her, slowly reaching to his cock, feeling her legs open wider for him. His mother was breathing heavily, nodding her head. Not looking away, both smiling at each other, he guided himself in. Jessica moaned when she felt him slide slowly all the way to her cervix.
"Ready?" Effren asked.
"Mmm, yes!" She grabbed his face, pulling it in hard for more kissing, locking her feet around his butt. Effren began pumping into her, rolling his hips against her.
They broke the kiss and stared into each other's eyes once more. "You're gorgeous," Effren told her. Jessica was panting heavily once more, her mouth open, looking to Effren's face.
"You feel so good," He said, slamming away into her. His mother was moaning more and more now. She slid her hands down his body, clutching his ass, while he worked.
"Ah," she cried, Effren speeding up, the bed banging against the wall.
Continuing to roll into her, sliding his cock in and out, flexing and engaging his glute muscles, he kept going and going and his mother kept moaning and moaning. "Cum for me. I want to feel that pussy of yours massage my cock," Effren ordered, thinking about his session with Sandee, how she helped him and taught him.
"Ahh!" Jessica cried out once more, "yes!"
"That's it, that's it, you're perfect," He told her, feeling her body tense up, her stomach and thigh shaking.
"Oh Effren! I love you!" She released his butt, wrapping her arms around his shoulders, kissing him once more as the orgasm flooded over her.
Effren didn't stop. Feeling her shake beneath him, he rolled over onto his back, taking her with him. Sitting up, he clinched her waist, holding her tight, grinning as he thrust upward, into her. Watching her tits bounce, her hand in her hair holding her own head, she ground against him.
"Yes! Again!" Effren ordered during his unrelenting thrusts.
Jessica gripped his back, holding him against her and shook once more, "Yesssssss!"
Her body went limp; Effren sat up, slammed her down on her back once more and continued. "My turn," he said.
"Ahh yes! Yes! Effren!" She cried once more. He felt his balls tightening, his cockhead tingling, he knew it was time.
"Cum in me baby! Please!" she begged, whimpering with ongoing orgasmic pleasure.
Several more hard thrusts and Effren's cock erupted in her. Arching his back, holding still as his cock injected his sperm into her, he let out a long moan, his mother's quivering body below him.
He collapsed on top her. She was smiling, running her fingers through his hair, her legs still locked around his waist. After a few minutes they began kissing again - slowly taking their time, kissing each other's mouth and neck.
30 minutes of making out and Effren was ready again. They made love this time. He kissed all over her body, licking her stomach, her hips, her pussy. She guided him to his back, offering a breast to him, slowly grinding against him over and over.
They eventually grew tired. Laying on their sides, their foreheads inches from each other, they fell asleep.
Chapter 15
All day the next day they went at it. In the shower, in the kitchen, on the couch, nowhere was spared. He even took her while she was putting clothes into the dryer, spinning her around, picking her and setting her on the machine, slamming into her as the vibrating appliance provided a little extra pleasure.
That night they went for a walk on the beach. Effren showed his mother his lifeguard tower.
"Can I climb up there?" She asked.
"Well, I don't know," Effren looked around. "It's getting late."
"Aw come on, please?" His mother asked, biting her lower lip. Effren looked her over, she was wearing a thin sun dress that billowed slightly in the breeze.
"Sure, why not," he said.
His mother turned around and began climbing the ladder. Effren looked up her skirt, seeing she wasn't wearing underwear. "Wait, hold still," he said, climbing up behind her.



He pulled her dress up, revealing her bare butt. "Effren?" she asked.
"Shhh," he said.
He kissed it, licked it, and then bit it several times causing her to squeal. He turned himself around, so her crotch was right in his face. Jessica held on to the railing, and Effren sat on one of the rungs below her. "Keep a look out for me," He said.
"Effren!" his mother moaned. He was swirling his tongue all around her vaginal walls, his hands reaching behind her, holding her in place. Sucking on her clit, bringing her to an orgasm, he moved behind her, climbing up a few rungs.
"Oh Effren, I don't know about this," She said.
"I'll be quick," He answered. He hastily took his cock out, still holding her dress up, and guided it to her soaking wet entrance.
A few minutes later, still on the ladder, Jessica's eye's rolled into the back of her head. Effren looked to the moon and blew his load into her, moaning as he came.
They finally made their way up the ladder, sitting in his lifeguard chair, enjoying another make out session.
"Tiempo de salir de la playa," A police officer interrupted them with their flashlight.
"We don't speak Spanish!" Effren said holding his hands out to block the light.
"Sí, señor. Estamos. Ahora mismo," His mother said, shocking Effren. She smiled at him and then made their way down the tower.
"Where did you lean that?" Effren asked, holding her hand as they walked back to the house.
"For the short time I was with your father, I learned a good bit of Spanish," his mother explained.
"Wow," he replied.
"I'm full of surprises," Jessica jabbed his side.
Later that night, Effren discovered that she was indeed full of surprises. His cock was slowly sliding in and out of his mother's stretched out anus. Laying on their sides, sliding his hands up and down her stomach, gently squeezing her breasts, her rectal walls massaged his shaft to orgasm.
***
It was close to dawn, they were kissing and chatting, laying in each other's arms. Effren's hands sliding up and down her back, squeezing her butt every so often.
"Ahh, this has been a great weekend, mom," He said.
"It sure has," she replied, kissing his chest.
"I never thought I'd nail Juicy J. Mmm," Effren smiled.
His mother sat up, a shocked look on her face, "How did you, I mean, what -- "
"Yeah I've been watching Juicy J for awhile. Once I got a job I subscribed to that website and her channel. Wouldn't you know Juicy J turned out to be my mom! Funny," He smiled at her.
Jessica chuckled softly, "I guess we all have secrets." Lying back down on his chest, "Speaking of which, how did you get to be so, um, talented in bed?"
"Sandee," Effren replied nonchalantly.
"What?!?" his mother replied sitting up once more.
"Oh yeah. Her and I have been going at it for a couple weeks now. She taught me everything I know. The rolling my hips thing? That was her who told me about that. She said she wanted to prepare me for you! I guess since the last show you did with her. I saw you, you naughty mommy, riding that strap on."
Jessica didn't know what to say. She laughed once more, "Well then, I suppose I'll have to thank her."
She sighed looking down, "I guess I should be honest with you about something."
"Oh yeah? You have more secrets?"
"Well, yes," She started. Jessica took a deep breath and closed her eyes, "Your grandfather and I have been in a sexual relationship for almost 8 years now."
"Whoa! Really?"
Jessica nodded her head, wincing, hoping that Effren wouldn't take the news poorly.
"Wow, what a lucky guy," He smiled. "How and why?"
"You never met my mother. What little you know about her is that she's very evil and psychotic. She treated me and my sister very poorly. No sexual abuse, but emotional for sure. She also treated gramps poorly too. She manipulated him, cheated on him and so on. At 18 I left home in Florida and came out here, assuming I'd never see any of them again. I missed him the most. My sis and I were always very loving and close to him. Sometimes we'd flirt. Sometimes we'd show a little too much affection. Maybe it was our way of getting back at mom for the way she treated us. I don't know," Jessica explained.
"So he came out here to find you?"
"Not really. We all just moved on to start new lives and new chapters. He found me by accident. It was a wonderful accident," Jessica smiled.
"Anyway, we were so happy to see each other again, flirtations and affections continued. I was in my late 20's, not a kid anymore, and well," Jessica smiled, looking to the side, "things happened."
"I'm not about to be in a three-way with him. I do not want to see him, or any other dudes, naked, just saying," Effren said, causing his mother to erupt in laughter.
They shared more kisses, more caresses, Effren enjoyed some breakfast -- her pussy.
Eating an actual breakfast a couple hours later, eggs, bacon, toast, Effren spoke up. "Mom, since you and I have been honest with each other, don't you think there's someone else you need to be honest with?"
"Oh, grandpa already knows about my webcam show. I even practiced some dance moves for him," Jessica admitted.
"No mom. I mean someone else. Don't you think your sister would want to know about her father?"
Jessica sighed, looking to her eggs, "I have been pretty selfish haven't I? I guess I wanted him all to myself. I figured if he wanted to reach out to her, he could. She never left Florida, so perhaps he felt she may still be in contact with that witch of a ex-wife of his."
"Maybe you should call her and find out. It's been a couple years since you've spoken to her."
"You're right," his mother agreed. "Ooh I need to call dad too. I told him I'd let him know if you and I got it on!"
"He knows you wanted to?"
"Oh yeah. He and I have been going at it for a couple weeks now. I've been pretending it was you I was having sex with. He really helped me make this a reality," she said, nonchalantly, making fun of her son.
Chapter 16
"Ok so what do I do?" Effren asked, sitting naked on the chair in his mother's office.
"You insert your penis into my vagina," His mother replied, making fun of him once more.
"I know that, but -- "
"We just have sex. The camera will roll behind us and it'll be for my subscribers to see. Just sit here in the chair and I'll ride you. It'll be fun!"
"Ok cool."
"You don't care if your face gets shown? I mean, it might, I'll be blocking it to some degree with my body."
"Nah I don't care. This will be exciting!"
Jessica smiled at her son, turned on the webcam and started her first of many shows with him.
At that same moment, a few miles away, Sandee took a large dildo out of her pussy, licking her vaginal juices from it.
"Mmmm, so hot," She moaned, watching Jessica bounce up and down on Effren's cock on her webcam show. "Another happy couple."
***
Several months passed. It was Thankgiving. Jessica flew her sister Lilly and nephew Jake out to Los Angeles. There were tears, embraces, and apologies. Lilly hugged her father tightly, happy to see him again.
Effren immediately felt small and intimidated by his cousin Jake. He saw him when they were little kids, but he had grown into a hulking, muscular ladies man. Effren felt very awkward around him. He pictured his gorgeous mother being taking from behind by his muscle bound cousin. He tried to shake the images from his head at dinner.
The day after Thanksging Effren was tasked to show his cousin around. He did as he was told, leaving his mother and aunt alone with their father. He took Jake to the beach, showed him some surf shops, and took him to the mall. He was bored and he could tell Jake was being polite as he could, but was probably bored too. Effren wondered what his mother and aunt were doing.
Jessica and Lilly collapsed onto their father. Gary ran his hands up and down their naked and sweaty bodies. Lilly peppering his chest with kisses, Jessica smiling at her.
"I think I'll grab a shower. You two enjoy some alone time," Jessica said, leaving Lilly and Gary alone in bed.
Effren felt out of place again that evening at the fancy restaurant they went to, thinking he'd lose whatever he had with his mother to this alpha male, Jake. He saw how Jake has his hand around his Aunt Lilly; he was able to put two and two together.
Then Jessica would laugh and flirt with Jake. Effren sighed, looking away. After dinner they stood outside discussing plans for the evening. Effren watched his mother hug Jake, his huge hand resting on the small of her back, jealousy overcoming him.
Gary yawned and stretched, "I think I'm going to head home. I ate too much, too fast."
Lilly moved to her father, hugging him goodnight, followed by a slow kiss on the lips. Effren watched his mother smile at the two them, Jake's arm around her. Effren looked away, when Jake started whispering to his mother. Lilly joined in after Gary left, the three of them whispering and laughing. Effren wanted to run.
"Guess I'll look for another cam girl tonight," he thought, his immature anger taking over.
"Yeah I'm pretty tired too," Jake said. "Maybe I'm still having trouble getting used to the time difference from the east coast. I think I'll head to bed a little early tonight."
"Ok sweetie," Lilly said, kissing his lips slowly.
"Goodnight," Jessica smiled, kissing his cheek.
"I guess that means it's just us three tonight," Effren's Aunt Lilly said, sliding her arm around his.
"Mmm, maybe we could go dancing first, then back home. Sound fun Effren?" his mother asked.
Effren, shocked, watched Jake make his way to their rental car, then glanced at his mother and her sister, and quickly nodded, "Yep!"
***
Effren was on his back in his mother's bed, a goofy smile on his face, his mother and aunt moaning, coming off another orgasm, laying on either side of him. They had been going at it for hours.
"Jessica you were right, he is VERY good in bed," Lilly said, kissing his chest.
"Mmhmm," Jessica agreed, kissing him as well.
The two women licked and kissed their way down Effren's body, arriving at his cock. He watched his mother and aunt service his dick until it erupted.
As Effren shot cum into their hungry mouths, he looked to the ceiling, "Yessssss," he whispered.
Aunt Lilly kissed his cockhead and her sister one last time before rising off the bed, "I think I'll grab a shower. You two enjoy some alone time."
"I love you Effren," Jessica said, returning her attention to her son.
He looked to his mother, watching her lick and clean his cock. He caressed her face, she smiled up at him.
"I love you Juicy J."
The End.
****************************
Effren is half Mexican. He essentially looks Mexican. He and Juicy J live in LA. There's a decent sized Hispanic population there. The cop thought he spoke Spanish, hence why he talked to him in Spanish at first. But Effren only speaks English. Hence the, what I thought was, a humorous situation.
****************************
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Chapter 1
Lilly was crying. The slap her mother gave her caused the 36 year old to break down. Though the pain from the slap wasn't the main cause of her tears - her world was falling apart. She suspected her husband, Judd, was having an affair. Lilly also did something she vowed to her twin sister she would never do - go to their mother for help.
"Get a hold yourself Lilly!" Her mother, Darla, scolded her. "You brought this on yourself!"
Lilly wiped away her tears and nodded, sniffing, she was able to muster a quiet reply, "I just don't know what to do."
"You don't know what to do? I'll tell you what to do," Darla said, pointing her index finger in her daughter's face, "you get out there and you do what is necessary to make that man jealous and realize his errors."
"I don't have proof that he's - " Lilly countered.
"Yes you do. Your intuition. You know it's true," Darla interrupted her.
Lilly nodded once more, looking to the floor. Her and Judd's sex life had gone down the toilet, he was working later hours at the law firm, his body had improved, becoming sexier than it already was, often causing Lilly to have masturbatory fantasies as she lay in bed alone late at night. She even saw pieces of pubic hair in the bathroom, on the floor around the toilet or trash can. She guessed he was grooming himself and must've missed the picking up a few hairs.
The tears welling up again, Lilly asked, "What do I do?"
"You find a man, take him to bed, and sleep with him. Judd will smell his cologne, he will notice it, he will figure things out and he will come crawling back to you. Men like him disgust me," Darla said, causing her daughter to wince at her harsh words.
"They marry someone, but have a whole stable of women on the side. The second their lonely wife at home catches on and sleeps around, he feels threatened; he doesn't want to lose that little wife and his house and his toys in a divorce. So he will change. Just like your father," Darla said, speaking from personal experience.
Lilly sat at the kitchen table, rubbing her throbbing temples, "I just don't know," said through the tears.
"Look for opportunities. Call your cousin, Marie, she's been sleeping around on her husband since they've been together," Darla explained, pouring herself more coffee in the kitchen behind Lilly.
A million thoughts were running through Lilly's head. She questioned her logic for going to her mother for help. However, she had no friends, no social life, no one to turn to. She didn't want to go talk to a psychiatrist or a counselor about her problems, so she gave in and talked to the one person she promised her sister she wouldn't. Lilly then thought about her twin, Jessica, having fled Florida shortly after turning 18, and now living in Los Angeles. They hadn't spoken in quite some time; Lilly didn't want to burden Jessica with her troubles.
The thought of sex with another man made Lilly cry even more. She was incredibly shy and introverted. She assumed meeting someone on her own would be near impossible.
"I'll call Marie and tell her to call you, since I know you probably don't have the courage to do it yourself," Darla rolled her eyes from the kitchen. "You two can go shopping, hang out, Marie can set you up with one of her friends. I'll do all the work for you, this time."
"If that idiot husband of yours doesn't catch on that you, too, are sleeping around, then you are on your own. It'll serve you right for marrying a scumbag like him," Darla said setting her coffee on the table.
"Do you understand?" Darla asked a smug grin on her face.
Lilly nodded once more, sighing to herself. "Good, now leave, I'm expecting company."
Lilly did as she was told and headed home. A few minutes later she arrived, heading straight to her bedroom, closing the door and cried while sitting on the bed. She composed herself and finally let her mother's advice sink in. "Maybe it would work, like it did with dad," She thought.
Getting up, standing in front of bathroom mirror, she noticed her red roots were showing. She decided to put on a fresh coat of black dye if she and Marie did go out. Lilly shook her head, looking at her face, unhappy with her pale, white skin. She smiled, observing her corrected snaggletooth grin. Her overbite wasn't as severe as it was in her teen years, her husband complimenting her pearly white smile, slightly prominent incisors, and "pretty little mouth" as he called it early on in their relationship. Now, Lilly couldn't remember the last time Judd complimented her.
Lilly studied her mouth, it was slightly small, but had nice full lips. She remembered to her teen years, sucking Judd's cock, listening to him smugly urging her to "suck that horse dick." Her mouth hurt afterward, but she loved every second, and inch of it.
Judd was who she lost her virginity to. They started dating in high school. Lilly would watch him play football from the bleachers, thinking how lucky she was to have him, not the cheerleaders. She recalled Judd telling her long ago that when she first started showing up to his games in 10th grade to watch him, he wondered if he ever have sex with her. By the time she was 17, Lilly was pregnant with their only child, Jake.
Lilly stared into her light green eyes in the mirror, smiling slightly, pleased that her face still looked fairly young - hardly any wrinkles, and somewhat child-like in appearance. She still got regularly carded at the grocery store when buying wine. She was even mistaken as a college student at the nearby library during one of her book hunting sessions a few months ago. That smile quickly faded when she thought of Judd again.
She asked why she married him. She wondered if it was because of his big, "horse dick" as he called it. Lilly thought of his personality. Judd was arrogant, cocky, a go-getter, and a power hungry leader. He was the total opposite of Lilly. She was quiet, reserved, meek, and a follower, not a leader. She felt safe with him, like he was in control, like he was taking care of her. She stayed with him. She followed Judd to the same college, sleeping with him, all along the way, and then marrying him shortly after graduation.
His parents happily help raise their son, Jake, while Lilly and Judd finished school. Judd went onto law school; Lilly raised Jake, working part time jobs here and there while Judd's parents continued to chip in. It didn't take Judd long to rise in ranks at a business law firm in Miami, moving his family into a upscale neighborhood, paying for Lilly to get her tubes tied, paying for some corrective dental work, and paying for the luxurious life they now live.
Lilly shook her head once more. It was time for her to inspect her body. Undressing herself, standing nude in front of her bathroom mirror, she looked over her pale body. She was a lean 5'8" hourglass. She wasn't too curvy, somewhat petite, and had round, perky, medium sized breasts with small nipples. She combed her fingers through her dyed black hair, letting her locks fall over her breasts, before pushing the hair back over her shoulder.
Turning to the side, she observed her butt and thighs. They weren't too muscular or toned; however, she was proud of her bubble butt.
"Why couldn't I just offer sex more often?" She asked herself, putting her clothing back on. She knew the answer - she didn't want to bother Judd, she didn't want to disturb him in case he was too busy or had too much on his mind. Lilly wanted him to make the first moves so she would know without doubt that he wanted sex.
Later that night, before she slept, Lilly thought of Judd and her nine years ago on the beach one night celebrating their five year anniversary.
"Shh, shh, you have to be quiet baby," Judd said, rolling on top of her in the sand, as the moonlight shone down on them.
Going to his knees, he pulled her up, standing and walking to the water. Lilly moaned as quietly as she could, running her hands over Judd's massive biceps and shoulders, while he bounced her in the water. He had convinced her to come to this secluded beach that night. She was nervous about getting caught, but trusted his leadership, and submitted to him.
"Wh-wh-what about sharks?" Lilly managed to ask in between breathes.
"I'll just scare it off with my horse dick, baby," Judd joked.
"Ahh! Yes!" she cried out in the humid summer night.
Lilly shook the memory from her head, crying herself to sleep.
Chapter 2
Lilly spent more time with her cousin, Marie, the following week than she had in years. Marie took her shopping, buying her sexy short dresses, new makeup products, and shoes. The tall, big breasted blonde, knew exactly what to buy and look for.
Lilly didn't feel sexy, but Marie assured her she was. "Wow, I do great work," Marie smiled, putting the final touches on Lilly's eye makeup. Bright red lipstick, smoky styled eye shadow, and her hair combed out long and parted in the middle was quite a departure from Lilly's usual more homey appearance.
"We're going to have a great night," Marie said, hopping into her car. Marie's Aunt Darla had informed her of Lilly's situation. Marie was happy to help her cousin.
"We're meeting two friends tonight. They are brothers. I'll be Ronnie's date and you'll be Rodney's," Marie explained while driving.
"Mmm, he is going to love you!" She said, patting Lilly's bare thigh, her short hot pink dress riding up.
"I can't believe I'm going through with this," Lilly thought to herself, looking out the passenger side window. She hardly saw Judd in the past week, when she did, there was hardly any words exchanged. She wanted him to rip her clothes off and take her, but he showed zero interest in even interacting with her. Most nights were spent crying herself to sleep, after Judd got home late. All this led her to believe her deranged mother's deranged plan might actually have some merit, and might actually get Judd to take more notice.
***
Rodney slammed into Lilly from behind, his hand pinning her down by her neck, the other gripping her waist. She cried out from pleasure and pain - but mostly pain.
"Ahh!" She cried out once more, her hands gripping her bed sheets, her knuckles turning white. He was huge, he was forceful, he was a pure brute.
One more powerful thrust into her, and he groaned, leaving her cervix in pain. Lilly couldn't believe she was going through with it, but Rodney's scent filled her bedroom.
Another hour passed and Rodney was dripping sweat on to Lilly's back, holding her by her wrists, repeatedly slamming into her, shaking the bed violently. Lilly's eyes rolled into the back of her head, her dangling breasts jiggling from each hard impact. "Please work, please work, please notice this," she said to herself, feeling her body tense up, wishing with all her might Rodney was Judd.
The large brute groaned again, sliding his cock out, stroking it a few times and spraying semen all over Lilly's back. He was done, finally.
"See you later," Rodney, said gathering his clothes, finding his keys.
Lilly lay there, catching her breath, semen drying on her back. She was so close to cumming, thinking about Judd, and this plan, but was never able to achieve it.
A little later she slid out of bed, wiped the cum off her back with some of her dirty clothes, and got back into bed, still nude. She was wide awake, in the dark bedroom, when Judd finally arrived home, saying nothing, not noticing she was naked.
***
Rodney was there every other day for the next month. He'd leave the gym and go to Lilly's, banging her up against the shower wall. He'd come over sometimes after midnight, when Judd was home, Lilly meeting him outside, bouncing up and down on him in his car, hoping her husband would hear or see it. Nothing worked.
Lilly found herself enjoying it, feeling better about things, thinking that maybe if Judd is sleeping around, she was too, and they were now even.
Rodney left over gym shorts, boxer shorts, Lilly slept nude usually, not bothering to wash the semen off her face or back - but nothing worked. There was no change to Judd's behavior at all.
Lilly found herself at her mother's once more. "You know deep down you are a whore. Start acting like it!" Darla scolded her again.
"I'm not a whore!" Lilly cried.
"Oh don't give me that. Yes you are. You just haven't realized it yet. Get out there and sleep with someone close to Judd, like a client, or business partner. He will surely catch on," Darla explained, taking a sip of wine.
Lilly started crying, she had no idea who to go after. She knew none of Judd's business contacts. Luckily for her, opportunity presented itself.
Chapter 3
There were rare occasions, maybe once a year, where Judd would invite Lilly to an event with him. Usually one of his clients was opening a new office building, a new business, or had recently closed on some property and so on. Judd was one of the lawyers that oversaw some of these business transactions. He was invited to grand openings from time to time. Lilly, now distrusting Judd assumed he only invited her to make himself appear like a nice, family oriented man to a particular client.
Lilly picked out one of the sexy dresses Marie bought her, not receiving a single compliment from Judd, and went with him.
Adjusting her dress in the bathroom mirror at the hotel where the dinner and party event was held, her lips curled into a small smile, "I'm going to find someone closer to Judd tonight. I'll take him to bed."
What little confidence she gained was lost when she re-entered the convention hall, seeing its attendants having doubled in size, her introversion kicked in. This was going to be a challenge for Lilly to strike up a conversion with someone, much less a stranger, in hopes it leads to sex.
She watched the extroverted Judd, chat and laugh with Don. He lived in the same neighborhood and was a partner at the law firm. Lilly thought about talking to him, but was too nervous. Looking around the room she saw three people she knew.
She saw Wayne and Denise, the couple that lived next door, and she saw Ronnie. She was surprised to see him there, not sure how he was connected to this event. She cleared her throat and tapped that large black man's arm from behind.
"Oh hey! Lilly right?" Ronnie said. Lilly smiled and nodded politely.
"How are you?" he asked.
"I'm good. You? How are you associated with this?" Lilly asked.
"Great!" Ronnie replied, far more friendlier and upbeat than his younger brother, Rodney. "Oh well, I do some marketing and sales for the owner of the company that bought this property and developed the shopping center. So I got invited to the event too. You?"
"My, uh," Lilly paused, thinking she didn't want Ronnie to know she was married, but figured it didn't matter, "husband is part of the law firm that did the due diligence. Stuff like that," Lilly answered.
"Oh great, great," Ronnie said, glancing at Lilly's cleavage. "Would you like some punch?"
Lilly glanced over to Judd, seeing him laughing, still talking to one of his partners. "Sure," she smiled.
Lilly felt awkward in the midst of the crowded convention room. Everyone was talking, interacting with others, and she simply stood there, waiting for the punch that was taking a long time to arrive. She looked over at the table and saw Ronnie talking and laughing with Denise - her neighbor.
Lilly had always been slightly envious of Denise. She was a gorgeous brunette with a curvy figure, large breasts and long, thick hair. Her personality was something to be admired too. Outgoing, personable, funny, charming, extroverted, everything Lilly was not. Denise hardly wore makeup, she didn't have to, a little eye shadow was it. Lilly, following Marie's makeup tutelage, felt hers was caked on. Denise was also very nice to Lilly's son, Jake, maybe even a little too nice. Lilly often found Jake standing by the fence that separated their back yards, talking and laughing with Denise. Sometimes he'd go swimming over there. Lilly assumed Jake, who was a couple years younger that Denise's son was simply filling a void for her.
Several minutes passed, no punch, no Ronnie. She looked over at where she last saw him, he was gone. Lilly left the large room, disappointed, feeling silly, wanting some fresh air for a few minutes. Heading down the hallway, the loud noise of the crowd getting quieter and quieter as she made her way toward an exit, Lilly heard a new sound.
It was coming from storage closest. Lilly put her ear against it, listening to moans, grunts, and slaps. She gasped, and slowly cracked the door of the closet to peek inside. Her eyes widened when she saw Denise, completely naked, squatting up and down on Ronnie's cock, her hands propping herself up just below his chest. His hands were behind his head, he was smiling watching Denise bounce up and down on him, her mouth open, her face contorted with pleasure.
Lilly quietly closed the crack door and quickly made her way back to the large banquet hall. She immediately went up to Wayne, Denise's husband, and said hello.
***
Wayne smiled, gently laying Lilly onto her back in his bed, "I've been wanting you since I moved into this bitch's house," he said, referring to his wife. He kissed her mouth, then licked along her neck, down to her breasts.
"I'm going to enjoy this," said the smug looking, late 40s, bloodsucking lawyer. After Lilly said hello, an hour later they were back at Wayne's house, at his insistence, naked, and in bed. Lilly wanted it to happen in her bed, but figured this was fine, since it was right next door to her home.
"What about Denise?" Lilly asked.
"I texted her, letting her know I didn't feel well and was heading home. I'm sure she'll get a ride from someone," Wayne said, pinning Lilly's hands down. Reaching over to the other side of his bed, he found his belt.
"Ready?" Wayne asked. Lilly gulped and nodded her head. Wayne tied her wrists to one of the headboard rail.
It went on for hours, well after midnight. He dominated her, slapped her, ate her, and fucked her royally. Lilly thought if only it were Judd doing this, how amazing it'd be. But it wasn't Judd, it was some jerk he worked with next door that she hoped Judd would come looking for her and find her there. In some distorted, psychotic way, Lilly thought getting caught would bring her and Judd closer together.
She was sore when she left. Lilly limped out of Wayne's front door, seeing a strange car parked in his driveway. The car was shaking and rocking back and forth. Lilly heard the muffled cries of a woman climaxing. She assumed it was Denise and Ronnie but wasn't sure. She headed home, showered, climbed into an empty bed. She started crying once more. 30 minutes later, Judd finally showed up.
Chapter 4
"Ahh!" Lilly cried out in pain. She was on fours on Wayne's bed, tied up, being spanked with a belt. Her butt and back had large, red, whelps on it.
"Take it! Whore!" Wayne shouted, whipping her again.
"I'm not a whore," Lilly thought. Her affair with Wayne had been going on for month. It was early March. Wayne whipped her again. She was used to it. She had been tied, gagged, slapped, sodomized, urinated on - Wayne was disgusting.



Somewhere in the back of her mind, especially after coming home late to find Judd asleep or not there at all, she enjoyed it. She enjoyed being taken and dominated in such a way. But this strategy wasn't working.
Wayne was on top of her, grinding into her as hard as he could, his hand at her throat, her hands bound above her head. He was cumming again, except this time; he was choking her too hard. Lilly's eyes rolled into the back of her head, she couldn't breathe. Finally Wayne released his grip and rolled off her. He untied her and asked her to clean his cock.
"No, I have to go. We're done," Lilly said grabbing her clothes.
"Done? What do you mean?" Wayne said.
"I'm leaving. We're through doing this," Lilly explained, putting on her shirt.
"If you leave I'll tell your husband you seduced me. I'll tell him you got me drunk, and - " Wayne said.
"Go ahead," Lilly interrupted him, walking out the door, leaving him speechless. She looked over into their backyard and saw Denise, lounging in a chair by their swimming pool, laughing while talking on her cell phone with someone, oblivious and not caring about what's been happening in her home. Lilly wondered, why they too, were still married.
***
Lilly went to see her mother the next day. She was out of ideas. She was crying, saying she's failed, nothing is working, and nothing is changing things. She was met with another slap, followed by her mother reminding her that she was a whore and to act like one.
Lilly started to counter Darla, insisting that she wasn't a whore, but didn't bother.
"Strike him where it will hurt the most. His blood," Darla said.
"What? What are you talking about?" Lilly said through the tears.
"His flesh and blood," Darla said, raising an eyebrow. Lilly looked on confused.
"His son, Lilly. His flesh and blood. Strike him there and he will notice, he will be hurt the most, he will be putty in your hand to think you resorted to your own child for your needs," Darla said.
"Think how utterly humiliated he would be to know you stooped to that level. 'What have I done?' he'll whimper. 'How could I have driven her to do this?' he'll cry. Then he'll talk to you about it, maybe see if the two of you could get counseling and repair all this damage," Darla explained.
Lilly looked on in shock, her mouth open, tears stopped.
"Jake looks exactly like Judd. Does he not? His thick dark hair, gorgeous eyes, bright smile, chiseled features. Ooh I bet that will burn so good, mmm," Darla closed her eyes, savoring her words.
Lilly stood, turning her back on her mother, peering out into her backyard. She had no idea how to respond. She shook her head and whispered, "I can't."
"You can't? You can't? Don't hand me that!" Darla spun Lilly around to face her. "No man in their right mind could resist you! No man could resist these!" Darla pulled her daughter's button up top apart, buttons popping out. She then pulled the bra down, revealing Lilly's breasts.
"Do you understand? No man, not even your son!" Darla grabbed Lilly's breast, squeezing them hard, and leaned in close, "not even your father," she sneered into her face before releasing Lilly's breasts.
Darla retrieved more wine from her refrigerator, pouring herself another glass at 11am.
"Get out," she told Lilly.
Lilly closed her mouth, adjust her bra, pulled her shirt together, grabbed her keys and her purse and left, not saying a word to her demented mother.
Back home Lilly sat on Jake's bed, thinking about the college freshman, hoping he was ok at school in Atlanta. She tried to maintain her composure as long as she could, but within a few minutes she started crying again, thinking about her horrible actions of the last couple months, thinking about her son, how much she loved him. She would never hurt him like that.
Lilly rolled over, wiping her tears, holding one of Jake's pillows tightly. She eventually drifted off to sleep, ignoring her regret, ignoring her mother's advice. Jake would be home in two weeks for spring break.
Chapter 5
Lilly woke up a couple hours later, still on Jake's bed. Thoughts of her mother's suggestion flooded her mind once more. She thought about calling Wayne again, but decided against it. She was done with that.
Angry thoughts toward Darla crept back into her mind once more. If only her sister, Jessica, knew of her failure.
***
"Do you promise?" 18 year old Jessica asked her younger by 10 minutes sister, Lilly.
"I promise," Lilly said.
This day was their 18th birthday. They had made a pact to cut their mother out of their lives. They hated the way she treated them, they hated the way she treated their beloved father, deep down they hated her.
Here the two twin girls stood, naked, in their room, holding hands, making their pact. "Let's begin," Jessica said.
Black dye flowed through their red hair; they would no longer have the same color hair as their mother. They would no longer rely on her, need her, or be close to her. Jessica was leaving, running away across the country. Lilly was taking her baby and moving across town with Judd's parents.
They showered together, cleaning their newly dyed hair. They dried each other off, wrapping towels around their bodies.
They packed their suitcases together. Jessica drove Lilly to Judd's house. They held hands, looking into each other's eyes outside of Jessica's car. They shared a long, slow, loving kiss goodbye. Jessica drove off, Lilly walked into her new home.
Jessica left and never looked back. Lilly hid across town, avoiding her mother like the plague. Darla moved to Tampa Bay for a bit, her husband, Lilly's father finally leaving the witch a few years later - no one knows where he ran away to. 10 years passed, Darla had since moved back to Miami. Out of guilt, Lilly sought her out; her attempts to make amends and rebuild a relationship with her mother have obviously led to more pain.
Here she was sitting in her son's room, her mother having suggested she commit desperate and deranged acts.
***
A week later, Lilly was walking along the same beach her and Judd made love on during their 5th anniversary. She was alone, thinking about divorce. She thought about her Aunt who happened to live in Atlanta. Maybe she could stay with her, should her marriage to Judd end. She thought that would be nice. Jake went to college there; perhaps they could hang out some.
She thought Darla's suggestion, shaking it from her head each time. There was nothing that would make her even attempt to seduce Jake.
An hour later, her world collapsed even further.
She heard it as soon as she entered her home - the moans and cries of a woman in pleasure. "This is it," she thought solemnly, "this is how it'll end."
Judd was calling her name, slamming into her from behind, standing in next to their bed. She was tall, 6 feet, long legs, dark brown skin, and dark hair. "Fernanda! Yes!" Judd cried, slapping her ass a couple times. Lilly had witness her husband with one of the several women he had in his stable.
Lilly immediately ran away, got into her car and sped off. She found a parking lot nearby, pulled in and began sobbing.
Then the rage came - the blinding, uncontrollable rage. She began slamming her fist into the steering wheel, then slamming the center console, then throwing anything she could find, and then finally, screaming.
He hadn't noticed her own indiscretions because he was too busy sleeping around. She felt unbelievable foolish. Hatred for her mother and herself consumed her.
Resting her head on the steering while, sobbing, a thought entered her mind. Her mother's insane word rang in her head. Lilly clenched her fists and gritted her teeth, saying those words out loud; "his flesh and blood."
Chapter 6
Julie, a 39 year old single mother, ran her hands up and down Jake's 19 year old, muscular torso, smiling at him. Her legs were locked around his toned butt, holding him in place as he worked. She looked over his body, moaning inwardly, admiring his chest, stomach, arms, and one other thing. Jake smiled at Julie, pulled his cock out of her, letting it rest on her flat tummy.
"Mmm, such a nice dick," Julie joked with her younger lover.
Jake smiled, blushed, and shook his head before plunging it back into her. Laying on top of her, rolling his hips, he felt her tense up beneath him, kissing her neck, hoping to bring her another orgasm.
Julie was one of several women in Jake's stable. There was a woman he met at the gym, another single mom in her mid 30's, she was a fitness model who was out of town a lot, but they occasionally worked out together, then had a post-workout sex session.
There was a senior at his university that he started sleeping with his first week as a freshman. Her name was Gisele and they got along great, using each other for sex. Gisele telling Jake that she was with someone, but needed to date and go out in order to throw people off. Apparently she was in a relationship that she wanted to keep secret. Jake understood and helped her out when available.
There was a professor in one of his classes, married, early 30s, who took him out to dinner every once in awhile, then slept with him. Jake let the married women come to him, he dared not to initiate things. He learned that when he lost his virginity at age16.
Denise's son is two years older than Jake. When he left for college, the flirts and affections the older woman gave Jake increased. She snuck over a few times. They had sex in the basement guest room where Jake frequently hung out after swimming in his pool, watching TV, and drying off. Jake figured Denise was lonely, but enjoyed every second with her. She taught him so many wonderful things.
Julie was climaxing again; gripping Jake's powerful back as the young stud worked. He looked exactly like his father. Dark hair, tall, chiseled muscular body. He had green eyes just like his mother though. There was also one other key difference between Jake and his father.
"Ahh ahh!" Julie cried out, when suddenly Jake stopped, sat up and reached for his ringing phone.
"What are you doing?!?" Julie pretended to fuss at him.
"Hey mom!" Jake enthusiastically answered the phone.
Julie rolled her eyes, "You're going to stop having sex to talk to your mom on the phone?"
Jake ignored her, rolling off Julie, sitting on the side of her bed. "Yeah I'm good. I'll be home soon, so that'll be a nice break. How are you?"
"I'm ok. Just thought I'd say hello," Lilly said, fighting back tears.
"You sure? Is everything alright?" Jake asked.
"Yeah, I just don't feel too well," Lilly responded with the truth. She didn't feel well, not emotionally that is.
"I'm sorry. We'll be sure to hang out when I'm there. I'm guessing Dad will be busy," Jake said.
"Yeah, he will be. I'm looking forward to seeing you," Lilly said. They chatted a bit more and the call ended.
Julie entered the room, wiping her forehead, sitting on Jake's lap, still naked. "I think that's actually kind of adorable that you did that," she told him, kissing his forehead.
"Thanks. And sorry, but she's my mom, you know? She's pretty important to me," Jake said, smiling at Julie.
"You're a sweet guy," She said, kissing him again. That was the other difference between Jake and his father - he wasn't a scumbag like Judd.
Later that night Gisele was on her back, her mystery man on a date of his own, the 22 year old, grunting as Jake plowed into her. "Yes!" she cried out, Jake's twin bed in his dorm room banging against the wall.
***
Lilly planned it out. Anger in her heart, she planned out how she would try to seduce her son. She no longer cared if Judd caught them in the act, she wanted vengeance. The fact that she would be sleeping with a younger, better version of her husband, was satisfying enough. She would spend his entire spring break with him. Buying a couple thong bikinis to wear while they hung out in the pool, she hoped would spark some sort of desire in him.
They always got along, but the relationship was strictly platonic. He was just Jake to her. She no doubt was just mom - nothing more than that. Lilly was hoping, in her hatred toward Judd, to change that. As the week toward Jakes arrival counted down, she wondered several times if she was just a demented as her mother.
"There, you look even hotter," Marie said, fixing Lilly's hair. Marie cut bangs into Lilly's hair. They came just past her eye brows. Combined with her smoky eye makeup, it made her look even younger and sexier.
Each night she entered a sort of meditative trance. Thinking of Jake, thinking of his body, imagining his penis was as impressive as Judd's, picturing him in the pool with her, picturing him holding her in bed. He would be home soon, she would be ready.
Chapter 7
"Hi sweety!" Lilly said, throwing her arms around Jake, her braless breasts, smashing against his chest as he picked her up off the ground.
"Hi mom, I missed you," He said, sitting her feet back on the carpet. "Dad around?"
"Nope still working. But that's ok, I've already got dinner fixed."
"You look great. I like your hair," Jake said.
Lilly was sitting on his lap, her small exercise shorts, riding up her thigh. She wasn't wearing underwear. Jake was driving his spoon into his bowl; his other arm instinctually went around his mother's waist, holding her while they sat. Lilly noticed something different about him. Her affection seemed to not make him feel uncomfortable. Jake went with it, letting her play with his hair, or ear while he ate. She wondered if he just missed her or if he had matured a bit.
Thanking him for the compliment, she kissed his cheek, teasing his hair a bit. After dinner she led him to the couch, holding his hand, sitting next to him. She put his feet in his lap. Jake smiled politely, "Want me to rub them?" This was also something new. Something he had never offered to do, it was quite grown up for him.
"I'd love that," Lilly answered. They chatted a bit about his semester, but mostly remained quiet, enjoying each other's company.
When Lilly returned from the bathroom a little later, she straddled him, taking him by surprise. Jake smiled, playing it off, his arms extended to his sides, his head leaning back on the cushion.
Lilly sat on him, running her hands over his face, neck, shoulders and arms. "Still working out?"
"Mmhmm," Jake answered, his eyes closed, enjoying a woman's touch.
"Wow," Lilly thought feeling his large, hard, biceps. "You feel good," she said, immediately embarrassed.
Jake chuckled, "Thanks mom."
Lilly continued exploring his upper body. With one hand massaging his shoulder, seeing his eyes still closed, she brought her other hand to her shirt, pulling it upward, revealing part of her left breast.
"No," she thought, "calm down, don't scare him off." Pulling her shirt down, she decided to nuzzle into his neck a bit; perhaps placing a kiss or two on it to see if that had any effect. Jake moaned slightly, releasing a sigh of happiness.
Lilly sat back up, looking at his face, thinking how much it reminded her of her husband's. "You ok?" Jake smiled, looking into her eyes, surprising her.
"Yeah, fine. Just thinking about how much you look like your father," Lilly said. "Except better," she quietly admitted.
"Thanks mom," Jake smiled once more, closing his eyes, relaxing.
Just then Judd arrived home, Lilly not bothering to get off Jake's lap. Seeing his father arrive, Jake stirred, sitting up, causing Lilly to move to her side, letting him stand. He greeted his father, chatting a bit, talking about school, talking about the basement and how there was a new paint job to check out. Judd gave Jake a wink, suggesting he sleep down there, he'd be alone in the event he wanted to bring a girl over. Jake just blushed, looking down, nodding.
"So you sleeping down there?" Lilly asked, after Judd said his goodnights and headed to bed.
Jake shrugged, "Yeah I guess. Might as well."
"I think I'll join you," Lilly said.
"Ok great. It might be chilly down there," Jake replied.
A little later, after the dry dishes were put away, Lilly headed to the basement. She walked in on Jake undressing.
"Sorry!" she said after seeing her son in only his boxers.
"It's ok, mom," He laughed. Lilly smiled, watching him fold his clothes. She felt uncomfortable. His large defined muscles eclipsing his father's, his tight boxer shorts showing off a sizeable budge, didn't help matters.
Jake climbed into the queen size bed, his hands going behind his head. "You going to wear pajamas?" Lilly asked.
"Oh, well this is usually what I sleep in now. I can put on a shirt if you like," Jake said, starting to rise.
"No, no, this is fine," Lilly said, putting her hand on his chest, preventing him from getting up. "Perfect," she smiled, guiding him back on the mattress.
She climbed in bed with him, his massive arm holding her close, her hand trailing up and down his chest. She couldn't believe how she felt. Lilly thought this would be difficult for her. She wanted to kiss his face, his body, so badly.
"Um are these boxers too small for you? If so, we can get some new ones while you're here," Lilly said, her hand sliding over his six pack abdomen.
"No they are fine," He said, his eyes closed.
"Are you sure, sweety," Lilly asked quietly, her fingers pulling at the waistband, letting it snap back against Jake's body.
She looked for a reaction, only to see his eyes remaining closed, and another smile on his face. Lilly curled up into his arms, figuring that this was enough for one day.
***
Lilly looked at herself in the mirror the next day, rotating slowly, looking at the tiny black bikini she had put on. All of her butt cheeks were exposed. She sighed, hoping this would cause something, anything to happen.
Jake's eyes lit up with surprise when he saw his mother emerge from the basement door which led out the pool area.
"Hi," she said, smiling, handing him a towel. "Lay down and I'll do you."
"Huh?" Jake asked.
"On the lounge chair, I'll rub the suntan lotion on you," Lilly said.
"Oh, right, ok," Jake replied.
Lilly sat on his butt and began rubbing the lotion in, slowly going over every back muscle with care. "Up," she said, getting off her seat, standing next to him. Jake stood, extending his arms, as his mother rub lotion up and down his torso, slowly pausing at his chest. Their eyes met, slight smiles came across their face.
"You have a great body, Jake," Lilly quietly said, rubbing lotion on his arms.
"Do me?" She asked, sitting the lotion down, laying on her tummy. Jake paused, looking her over.
He sat on her thighs, running his lotion covered hands all over her back, and then switched to her thighs, his eyes glued to her bare ass. He stopped, thinking his task was complete.
"Everywhere, please. I don't want to burn this," Lilly said, wiggling her hips from side to side, and then flexing her butt muscles.
"Sure," he said, lathering up his hands once more. He placed them on her cheeks, his large hands covering most of them. He took his time, slowly going over each one, covering it in suntan lotion, massaging it in deeply.
After a few moments, he got up, set the lotion down, adjusted his swim trucks, and smiled down at her.
Lilly lathered up her front, stomach, and chest, after seeing Jake already on the other side of the pool, fiddling with the cleaning net. She smiled, watching him gather up a few bugs and leaves that had fallen in. Through her large dark sunglass, she watched him, admiring his glistening body, picturing herself on her knees kissing and running her tongue over his stomach before going further south. She shook the image from her, attempting to maintain control of her mind.
After soaking some sun for a bit, Lilly spoke up, "Join me?" she stood, extending her hand to Jake.



He smiled and took her hand, following her into the pool. Within minutes they had made their way to the deep end, Jake's arms extending to his sides, his head resting on the edge of the pool. Lilly was straddling him, just like on the couch the previous night, except her feet were locked behind him. She was, again, running her hands over his upper body.
Jake was enjoying it. His eyes closed, relaxing at his mother's slow and sensual caresses of his body. It was something that happened frequently for him, just not with his mom, but he liked it either way. He loved having his body admired, appreciated, and worshipped by women.
"Nice bikini by the way," Jake spoke up, opening his eyes, bring a hand to his mother's waist.
"You like it? It's not too revealing is it?" She asked.
"Yeah I like it. It's just right for you," He smiled, twirling his index finger around the string of fabric at her hip. He followed the fabric to the middle, his thumb caressing the thong. He released it, his hand gliding across Lilly's butt, and resumed extending his arm to his side.
"You got a nice body, mom. You really do. You're quite a sexy little thing," He smiled, eyes closing one more, soaking in the sunlight.
Lilly's heart was racing, "Well, th-thank you, sweetie," she managed to get out.
Jake kissed her cheek, and un-wrapping her legs from his waist, pushed off, diving under the water. He emerged and climbed out of the pool, toweled off a bit and sat back in the sun.
Lilly remained in the pool, entering another meditative state, focusing on her goals and her wants. She swam over to the other side closer to where Jake was lounging. "We're going to do it, sweetie. It'll happen, I know it will," she told herself, sliding her fingers down into her bottoms.
"Mmm, yes, It's going to happen," she said in her head, beginning to furiously rub her clit as she watched Jake lay there. "It'll make things right once more," she thought.
She immediately pulled her hand away from her crotch, when Judd arrived, home early from golf, "Jake come on let's go!" he called out to his son.
They were going to an afternoon Miami Heat game, Jake had somehow forgotten about it.
"I'll see you later tonight," Jake told his mother, smiling, looking back to her as he walked inside.
***
Lilly felt unbelievably stupid, looking at herself bikini clad body in the mirror shortly after Jake and Judd left. "This is crazy," she said out loud. "I'm not a whore."
She chastised herself for attempting to masturbate in Jake's presence. She sat on the edge of the bed, shaking her head, thinking about how she should just file for divorce and move on.
Later that night, she didn't sleep in Jake's bed, instead lying awake in her own, waiting for Judd to get home - as usual. It was later than she expected. She assumed Judd took his son to dinner after the game.
Chapter 8
The next day she looked down at the bikini thinking she could give it to her cousin, Marie, but knowing it probably wouldn't fit her well-endowed chest. Lilly opted to just bury it in her top drawer amidst her panties and socks.
Judd had taken Jake golfing that day, letting him sleep in the prior day. She saw neither of them until dinner time. It was pleasant, Jake chatting away about school, sports, and so on. He and his father got along fairly well.
Lilly still felt ashamed and stupid about her behavior in the pool, so she didn't flirt or make inappropriate moves on her son. Jake played things cool, never asking her to sit on his lap, or making comments or moves on Lilly either.
Halfway through his week home, Lilly was restless. She was pacing in her bedroom after Jake had gone to the basement to sleep. Judd still wasn't home, no surprise there, but over the past few days, desires, motives, anger had built up. She quickly removed her pajamas, underwear, bra, and headed toward Jake's actual room down the hall.
"This is stupid, this is stupid! I'm not a whore," She whispered, going through his drawer for a large t-shirt of his to put on. She found a plain white one, put it on, straightened it out, pulling it down to her thighs a bit and made her way to the basement.
***
"Hi sweetie," she cleared her throat, standing in the guest room door way. Jake was lying on the bed, an arm above his head, reminding Lilly of a pose some sort of Ancient Greek deity might make for a statue.
"Oh hey, how are you?" Jake smiled.
"Good, I thought I'd sleep down here tonight, if that's ok," Lilly said, slowly approaching the bed.
"Oh course. Climb on in," He said, sliding over, pulling a sheet back.
"Ahh there we go," Jake groaned, putting his arm around his mother, pulling her in, feeling her warmth. Lilly smiled, resting her head on his bare chest, her hands instinctually trailed over his glorious body.
She closed her eyes, breathing him in, her hand gliding over his abs. She kissed his chest, slowly at first, which led to another kiss, and another. His chest was so well formed and hard. Lilly listened to Jake inhale slowly. She looked at his closed eyes and began kissing her way down to his stomach. Her mouth was quivering over it, guilt and regret leaving her mind - she wanted this man.
Nuzzling his stomach, followed by placing several kisses on it, caused Jake to moan, "Ah yeah."
Lilly smiled, "Feel nice?"
"Yes it does," he said, pulling her up, closer to his body, her head resting next to his. Doing this caused the t-shirt she was wearing to come up some, exposing her butt. Jake didn't seem to notice and kept running his hand up and down her back.
He paused, lifting the shirt so his hand could get to her bare skin. Lilly was stuck in place, his large, warm hands gliding over her bare spine, stopping at the small of her back and going back up. He had no idea she wasn't wearing panties. One inch or less movement southward of his hands, he certainly would.
"Mmmm," Lilly moaned in his ear.
"Feel nice?" Jake asked like she did several minutes earlier.
"Oh yes," Lilly breathed into his neck.
"Hey Jake you up pal?" His father asked, opening the door at the top of the stairs, Lilly gasping.
"Uh, yeah, what's up?" He asked.
"Game is on, if you want to watch it," Judd said.
"Sure, dad, yeah," He said, sitting up. Lilly slid off him, watching him put a shirt on it.
"We'll hang out some more, later mom," Jake smiled cheerily, putting his shirt on over his shoulders, kissing her cheek and leaving.
She felt foolish again, walking around the pool area in the backyard. Lilly looked over into Denise and Wayne's, knowing that Wayne wouldn't have the guts to tell Judd of their little affair. She sat on the lounge chair, looking up at the moon, reminding herself to research the divorce process tomorrow.
***
The night before Jake was to return to school, Lilly had been drinking. She had resumed her normal ways the past couple days, avoiding anything sexual or flirtatious with Jake. But the hate, the anger toward Judd, the horny desire to commit the ultimate betrayal had built up once more.
"Let's go swimming!" She excitedly told Jake, standing in her tiny bikini in the living room, after chugging another glass of wine.
"Nah, it's kinda late isn't it?"
"Nope, come on! We'll have fun, let's go!" Lilly said, grabbing his arm, pulling him along.
"Ok, ok! Let me change first," He said.
"No you don't have to," Lilly said, but it was too late, he had already made his way to the basement door.
Lilly went to the kitchen, grabbing the bottle, and began chugging from it, moaning as she did. Her hand went into her bottoms, rubbing her clit as she chugged the wine, pretending it was a cock she was drinking from. She sat the bottle down and stumbled her way to the back yard.
She did a cannon ball into the pool, splashing Jake even more. She tackled him, splashed him, climbed onto his back, wrestled with him. Finally he grabbed her and took her to the deep end, her legs wrapped around his waist.
Quieting down, the crickets chirping, they stood there, Jake resting against the wall of the pool. Lilly looked into his eyes for a moment, before reaching behind her, undoing her bikini top clasp, and sliding it off her shoulders, revealing her breasts to Jake.
"Mom," He looked to the sky, away from her.
"Oops," she smiled.
"You ok mom? You've been acting a bit different this week," Jake said, still not looking at her breasts.
"I'm great!" Lilly lied.
"Are you sure? If you need someone to talk to - "
"I said I'm fine!" Lilly snapped, grabbing his face and planting a long, sloppy, drunken kiss on Jake's mouth. Afterward, she felt dizzier, her head spinning, laying her head on Jake's shoulder.
"Here, mom, let's get you inside. I think it's enough fun for tonight," Jake said, pushing her gently away and guiding her to the shallow end. He put his arm around her waist, assisting her indoors. He grabbed a towel and held her, drying her off, guiding her down to his bed.
"I love you," He said, kissing her forehead. "Just rest here a bit, I'll grab some water."
Lilly wasn't awake much longer. Her bikini top was still floating the pool.
Chapter 9
After breakfast the next morning. Lilly quietly apologized to her son, who had slept in his bedroom upstairs. Jake brushed it off, telling her everything was fine, he loved her and he'd call her when he arrived safely back at school.
He arrived later that day, called his mother, and then called one of his professors, asking her if she was busy that night. She said she wasn't, took Jake to dinner, and then rode him to mutual orgasms in her car.
Lilly was alone in the basement guest room, crying that night, missing her son, feeling foolish once more. The next morning she packed some things and headed to her Aunt Janet's house, who also lived in Atlanta, about 40 minutes from Jake's school. Lilly didn't want to see him though; she didn't want to see anyone. She left Judd a note saying she was headed to her Aunt's for awhile.
She told her Aunt of her marital problems. Janet listened and comforted her, something she wished her mother had done.
After two weeks of staying there she figured she would call Jake.
***
"Yes! Yes!" the blonde senior, Gisele, was bouncing up and down on Jake's cock in his dorm room. She collapsed on him, shaking with pleasure.
"Glad I could help," Jake said. "Who is the mystery man you are attempting to throw people off the scent of anyway?"
Gisele got off him, cum dripping out of her pussy, "My uncle." She grabbed her clothes.
"Really?" Jake said, slightly unsure she was telling the truth.
"Yep, since I was 18 and came here. He and I both date and have sexual partners so people in our family don't think things are going on between us. I told you because I trust you not to tell anyone, you're a great guy. Plus I'm graduating soon and I'll be out of here!" Gisele said, sliding her thong up her legs.
"Huh, wow," Jake said. He was shaken from his trance when his mother called.
Gisele, smiled, kissing his cheek goodbye. "See you later."
***
He had dinner with his mother the night before she left. Jake told her he wished she would've called earlier so they could've hung out more. Lilly said she need some time alone.
They hugged each other goodbye and that was it. She lay awake in bed thinking about how horrible her mother was and how she was no better for actually considering going through with the advice she received.
She went home the next day, her mind restarted, refresh, and reorganize. She was going to be a normal person now. She was going to file for divorce from Judd, because he was having an affair. Lilly searched for some lawyers, thinking about how Janet suggested she move in with her for awhile.
A few weeks later the papers were drawn and everything was in place. She knew the battle before her was just beginning. Lilly now slept in the basement, avoiding Judd as much as possible. She knew he would lawyer up and try to get away with as much as he could. She didn't care; she just wanted it to be over. She was still unsure how she was to tell Jake.
Looking out at the pool that night, she thought of him once more. She saw them playing in the pool, she saw herself remove her top, she saw Jake grab her breasts, sucking hungrily away at them. Lilly shook the thought from her head and headed inside.
The next few weeks were the loneliest weeks she had ever experienced. Lilly mostly packed some smaller items and kept to herself, crying herself to sleep most nights. "Why doesn't he want me?" She'd ask herself about Judd.
Rolling over in the bed, wearing one of her son's t-shirts, Lilly thought about how good it'd be see him again. Jake would be home for summer break in a couple weeks.
Chapter 10
He was here at last. Lilly flung her arms around him, realizing she forgot to wear a bra, as her breasts smashed into his body. He sat her back down on the carpet, "I missed you too," he smiled.
She took him out for a nice dinner, still not telling him about the divorce proceedings. She wore a dress that Marie bought her, gaining glances and compliments from Jake.
She gave him a peck on the lips, after her foot massage, heading into the kitchen to pour them some wine. "I'll meet you downstairs for a movie, sweetie," she said.
Jake agreed and headed down stairs. Lilly was enjoying herself, not thinking of anything sexual, only that she was feeling great with this younger, better, version of her soon-to-be ex-husband. After using the bathroom, checking her makeup, she got the wine bottle and headed to the basement.
The sliding door that led out to the pool was open. Lilly heard voices and laughter. Her happy mood faded when she saw Judd laughing and flirting with Denise at the fence that separated their yard. She pictured Judd agreeing to meet up with her later. Only it wasn't Judd, it was Jake. Rage and jealously filled her mind when she watched Denise laugh and pat Jake's, in her mind, Judd's huge arm. Denise waved good bye and headed to her own pool, Jake making his way inside.
"What were you doing?" Lilly glared at Jake.
"Oh yeah, that was Denise, just chatting a little," Jake said, kicking his shoes off.
"What does she want?" Lilly growled.
"Huh? Nothing, just saying hello. Are you ok mom?" Jakes said.
"You are hanging out with me tonight and not her, do you understand?" Lilly ordered, thoughts of her worthless husband talking to other women in a similar manner that Jake did over took her, she saw Judd behind Denise, slamming into her, calling her name, like he did with Fernanda.
"Mom, relax, it's ok," Jake said, sitting on the bed, putting his hands up.
"NO IT'S NOT!" Lilly yelled, lunging after Jake.
She landed on him pushing back on the bed, she grabbed his shirt, clinching it in her fists, kissing his face, attempting to land a kiss on his mouth, but Jake was squirming too much.
"Mom!" He shouted, trying to push her off.
"WHY DON'T YOU WANT ME!" she yelled to Judd.
Lilly pulled him in for several hard kisses on the mouth, Jake attempting to push her off him. "WHY DOESN'T HE WANT ME!"
"Mom, wait!" Jake said, finally pushing the smaller woman off him. "Just relax, ok? It's alright," Jake said trying to soothe her. He was failing. She was out of breath, panting heavily, having realized what she had done, who she was really yelling at, embarrassing herself in front of Jake.
Lilly ran away, she ran upstairs, Jake calling out to her, but she didn't hear it. She only wanted to leave. She grabbed her keys and walked outside. Something came over at this point, the desire to seek revenge on Judd returned, she looked to her left seeing her neighbor's house, thinking of Wayne, seeking to have him punish her in bed. She trotted off toward their house.
Glancing over into their back yard, she saw Denise's big tits bouncing with her, while she fucked Ronnie in the shallow end of their pool. Lilly kept moving, opening Wayne's front door, marching inside. She stopped right as she entered the hall, she heard noise, a woman moaning and screaming, the sound of leather smacking against flesh. Lilly shook her head, began crying and left.
Tears streaming down her face, she headed toward Marie's. No one answered the front door. She marched around the back of their house, peeped over their gate, and saw Marie's large breasts being gripped from behind by Rodney, as he stood behind her thrusting into her. Marie's husband sat in the corner of their patio, filming the event, nodding his head in approval like a film director.
Lilly ran again, driving and crying, arriving at her mother's house several moments later. There was an extra car in her driveway. Lilly gritted her teeth, choosing not to open the front door, but headed around back. She wanted to tear the fence down, but opened it quietly instead. Her fists clinched, her heart rate soaring, she wanted to scream when she peered through her mother's well lit bedroom, seeing Judd bouncing Darla on and down on his cock, gripping her waist, her long red hair dangling behind her thrown back head. Lilly ran back to her car has fast as she could and sped off.
"Ah give me that horse dick!" Darla cried out.
"Yes!" Judd said, "Lilly still doesn't suspect anything is going on between us."
"After all these years?" Darla said, bringing Judd in for a kiss.
"After all these years," Judd said to the woman who accidentally walked in on him changing into his wedding day tux. The rest is a 14 year secret affair.
Lilly slammed her front door shut, rushing off to her bed room, slamming that door as well. She sat on the edge of the bed continuing to cry. She had no words to describe her mental state, it was beyond broken. She felt all was lost, her husband, her mother, her son, would all leave her, not wanting her.
A brief thought of taking her own life was interrupted when she felt a large, warm, hand gently land on her shoulder.
Chapter 11
It's warmth radiated through her body. When he sat next to her, gently sliding his arm around her shoulders, pulling her closer to him, the last half hour of turmoil slowly started fading.
"Mom, it's ok," Jake whispered, kissing her temple, holding her against him.
Lilly shook her head; in her mind things weren't ok. More tears flowed, more gentle kisses landing on her temple and head, Jake's big arm holding her tightly, keeping her safe.
"It's going to be ok. I know things aren't good between you and Dad, I can tell, but all this pain is temporary," Jake whispered.
Jake slowly stood, Lilly kept crying, holding her face with her hands. She heard cloth land on the floor, followed by unzipping of shorts, and more items landing on the floor.
Jake removed her hands from her face, brought his index finger to her chin, tipping her face upward. Her eyes widened when she saw a chiseled, muscular, naked Adonis stand before her. Her mouth dropped open. Jake was smiling warmly down at her, caressing her face. Lilly gulped taking in the sight before her.
Jake slowly went to his knee, his large cock dangling above the carpet. He placed his hand on his mother's knee, the other caressing her hand.
"Mom," he said softly. "I remember when you would come to my football games a few years ago - 10th or 11th grade maybe. It was the last game of the season and our main rival was playing laughably bad. We never thought a win against them would be so easy. It was the last play of the game, everyone was cheering, everyone was happy. I felt like I was on top of the world," he said, smiling sweetly at her, caressing her face, wiping a tear away.
"I looked over into the bleachers right before the snap on that last play. I saw you sitting there watching me, smiling. I don't know if was the fact that I was in such a good mood, perhaps it was the lighting, perhaps it was the fact that by that point in my life I had sex quite a few times and felt comfortable around women, but in that brief moment I wondered if you and I would ever cross a line and have sex. I laughed to myself, thinking how silly I was. Before he hiked the ball to me, I asked myself if things ever somehow got to that point and you and I were to cross that line, would I let it happen?" Jake asked, standing back up, looking down to his mother.



Jake grinned, leaning down to whisper in her hear, "Would I ever fuck you?"
Standing tall once more, Lilly looking at his face, shocked, "I caught the ball, I found a receiver to throw it to, and right as he caught it I answered my hypothetical question with 'yes,'" Jakes said, caressing her cheek once more.
Running his fingers through her hair, his long, thick, erect cock inches from her face, he guided her eyes away from it once more, "You're so very beautiful. You really are mom."
Bending down, holding her face, he brought her lips to his own, kissing her slowly, "You have no idea how lovely you are."
Jake kissed her once more, chuckling afterward. "Lovely Lilly," he smiled down at her.
Lilly almost broke down in tears once more, tears of joy, of happiness. She had never been spoken to that way. He was a sweeter version of Judd.
Her eyes glanced as his large, bulbous cockhead before her once more.
"Mom," Jake said, grabbing his cock by the base, lightly shaking it. "It's yours, if you want it."
Lilly nodded her head. She did want it; badly. Jake released his cock by the base, allowing Lilly's hands to take it. She slowly wrapped both hands around the base and lower shaft. Her mouth quivered, her hands trembled; she felt power surging through it and into her.
"Take it, It's yours," Jake said once again.
Lilly brought her nose to the tip, smelling it, and breathing in its musk. She started squeezing it, slowly gliding her hands up and down the shaft. He was so hard, hard for her.
"Wrap those pretty little lips around it," Jake smiled down at her. And so she did. She engulfed the tip, her mouth stretched wide, her lips sore, not caring. This taboo rod was delicious. She weaved her head back and forth on it, sucking it as best as she could, given its size. She let out a soulful moan. He was a bigger version of Judd.
Jake leaned backward a bit, looking to the ceiling, running his fingers through Lilly's hair, holding her head in place.
"Ah. Yes, that's it, just like that. Just like that," Jake moaned.
Lilly glanced up at his magnificence, his hulking muscles, perfect body. She placed her hand on his stomach, and moaned once more, his cock lodged in her mouth.
Jake slowly returned his gaze to her eyes, nodding his head, "Yes, just like that, perfect."
After several more minutes of worshipping his cock, Jake stopped her, guiding her to her feet. "Let's get these clothes off," he said.
Jake moved behind her, Lilly reaching around to slowly stroke his member, he began unzipping her dress, "There we go."
He slid it over her shoulders, his hands going to her breasts, massaging them from behind. "Mmm, beautiful," He said, peppering her neck with kisses, her spine tingling, her legs going weak.
"I want to taste you," He whispered in her ear, Lilly nodded. She stepped out of her dress, Jake moving in front of her, tweaking a nipple, kissing her once more. He went to his knees, kissing down in between her breasts, her tummy, down to her thong.
After sliding it over her knees, helping her step out of it, he kissed back up her legs then stood. Picking her up, he slowly placed her on her back on the mattress. Hovering over her, he smiled once more and began kissing his way to her now, natural lubricant oozing pussy.
When he reached his destination, he pried her legs apart even further, moaning as he kissed her inner thigh. One final look to her, their eyes meeting, Lilly nodding in approval and Jake devoured her.
"Ahh!" Lilly cried out when his tongue met her outer labia lips. He coated them in saliva, he sucked her clit, he plunged in tongue inside her, lapping and swirling all around her vaginal walls. His hand glided up her body, landing on one of her breasts, squeezing it as he slurped up her juices.
Lilly arched her back, moaning once more, it had been so long since her anyone had gone down on her. She knew she would be climaxing soon. Within minutes she felt her body tensing. Jake's tongue spiraling all around her insides, most of his face coated in her cream. He began rolling on of her nipples in his index finger and thumb. She was crying out again.
The flood gate open, her body was trembling and tingling, she let go. Her pussy spasmed around his tongue, her legs shook next to his head. Trailing his tongue over her clit for several more sucks, he licked his way up to her face.
"You taste delicious," He grinned down at her. She was coming off the orgasm, her mouth still open, still panting.
Before she had a chance to say anything, he had grabbed his cock, guided himself all the way in and pinned her arms down to the mattress, looking down into her eyes, smiling.
"Jake," Lilly moaned.
"Yes?" he said, cock stretching and impaling her.
Lilly couldn't say anything, she only nodded, slowly bring her legs around him, clasping her feet at his butt. Jake smiled once more, kissing her lips softly. Lilly folded her fingers over his, he gripped her hands tightly, pinning them down, and began.
He was merciless, slamming his hips into her, grinding his body against hers, in and out, over and over. He never took his eyes off hers. The bed was banging against the wall, Lilly was crying out, unable to move, completely helpless, taken by her son.
Three minutes passed, she was approaching another climax. "Come on, that's it, that's it. Let go, give me everything," Jake ordered.
"Ahh!" She cried out, "Jake!"
"Give me everything, yes!" He shouted back, the bed creaking and cracking with his powerful thrusts.
"Ahhh!" Lilly screamed, her body once again tensing up, shaking and shuddering as this machine continued taking her, fucking her, owning her.
When her body went limp, all hatred and anger left her, her quest for vengeance fading. She was with Jake now. Massaging his cock with her shuddering pussy, she gave him everything.
He wasn't done. He wanted to give her everything too. He went to his knees, pulling her up with him, holding her limp body in his arms, he reared back and began bucking his hips wildly.
Lilly held on for dear life, as this sexual monster, bounced her up and down on his glorious rod. Jake released his tight grip, gripping her waist with one hand, the other around his back. He was thrusting into her hard, looking over her hourglass frame, admiring her jiggling breasts, smiling softly as he watched her face contort with pleasure. Lilly began cumming again, while being bounced on his cock like a ragdoll. He was a stronger version of Judd.
Several minutes later he was ready. He slammed her back down on the mattress, gripping the headboard behind them, arching his back and continued his unrelenting fucking of this woman.
Lilly moaned, running her hands up and down his torso, gliding over his sweaty muscles, watching this man take her.
"Yes! Yes!" Jake grunted, gritting his teeth, slamming into her repeatedly. When he was ready to cum, he went back to his knees, ran his hands through his hair, and moaned with pleasure, as his cock pumped and injected semen deep into Lilly's body. It was the sexiest thing she had ever seen, easily bringing about another orgasm for her.
"Yes, yes," Jake said, looking down to her, smiling, running a hand over her tummy, his cock still spurting inside of her. Several more thrusts and grunts and he was done, rolling over her to his side, bringing his woman with him. She sighed and purred in his arms. He was a better version of Judd.
After they cuddled for awhile, Jake brought her mouth to his, laying tender kisses on it, telling her how much he loved her, telling her things would get better, telling her he would always be there for her.
A little later, another round started, Lilly on top, straddling him, kissing him, cumming on his cock over and over in her soon-to-be ex-husband's bed. In that moment things were perfect. Jake was a perfect version of Judd.
Chapter 12
Every day and night for the rest of the summer, Lilly and her new lover had sex. It was mostly in the basement bedroom, in the swimming pool, in the car in the driveway, in a parking lot somewhere.
Jake commanded her, dominated her, sodomized, her took her in every way over and over. He eventually tied her up as well, banging her from behind, slapping her ass. He took her in the shower upstairs while Judd was at work. Lilly was happily on her knees before him, Jake marking his territory, covering her in urine before bathing her.
On the night that would be Judd and Lilly's wedding anniversary, Lilly and Jake were on the same beach nearby making love, rolling around in the sand, just like her and Judd did many years prior.
Picking her sandy body off the beach, walking with her to the water, he continued there, with the small waves crashing into them.
"If a shark shows up, just scare it off with that horse dick of yours, sweetie," Lilly joked, her tits bouncing in the moonlight.
"Horse dick? I've never heard it called that before!" he laughed.
Lilly moaned, looking to the stars above them, "It is!" She kissed him hard, loving the feeling of being stretched by him.
Judd must've felt some kind of guilt for losing his wife. He sent her and Jake on a vacation in July. Perhaps he was trying to make sure Jake thought everything was fine. Lilly didn't know and didn't care.
Her and Jake had sex for most of the week long trip. With a couple days left, she got adventurous, stripping in the tropical water, submerging herself, giving Jake a salt water blowjob, pretending she was some sort of mermaid, his mermaid. She popped out above the water's surface, her tits immediately taken by Jake's mouth, as he grabbed her waist; bring her back down on his cock. Lilly didn't care of other tourists saw them.
Lilly's mood improved drastically. She and Judd were actually getting along, laughing with one another. She told Jake they were getting a divorce one night during sex. He said, nonchalantly, "Oh ok, cool," then drove his cock back into her.
Later on, Lilly and Judd had a friendly phone conversation, while Jake plowed her from behind in the kitchen. "Yep, I'm all packed!" she said into the phone.
"Oh I know. I think this'll be great. Aunt Janet and I have always got along. Plus I can keep Jake out of trouble, since I'll be closer to him," She joked.
"Mmhmm, tomorrow night at 7pm," Lilly said, finalizing her, Judd and Jake's dinner plans the night before Jake returned to school for a new semester.
Dinner was great - filled with laughter, reminiscing, and good food. Lilly had forgotten about catching Judd with her mother. In fact, thanks to Jake, she forgot about a lot of things. She knew she would be heading to Atlanta to live with her Aunt and maintain a relationship with Jake. Judd was telling funny stories about his younger years, all while Lilly jacked Jake's cock under the table, pretending to laugh at his stories.
The next morning they had breakfast with Darla. She was always nice to her grandson. Her daughters and husband were the ones who experienced her wickedness the most. Jake went to use the restroom, Lilly slipped away, following him. She sucked his cock dry after he urinated; swallowing his seed down her throat. He hugged his grandmother goodbye and they both left to start a new life.
Lilly drove the first half of the trip; Jake drove the second, Lilly servicing his cock the entire time.
***
When they arrived at Janet's, one of her very attractive friends was over, moving furniture. His name was Ulysses, he said hello and left shortly after. Lilly asked what he was doing there so late in the day; Janet just shrugged it off, saying that's the only time that worked out. Lilly thought nothing more of it and unpacked her clothes in the guest room.
They had a wonderful dinner and retired shortly after. Jake had his hand over Lilly's mouth, keeping her quiet, as he slowly slid his cock in and out of her. When they both came, he plunged his finger into her mouth, Lilly sucking it and moaning. He collapsed next to her out of breath.
"We'll need to keep this a secret, won't we?" He asked his mother, holding her in his arms.
"Yes, we will. When you finish school, we can move somewhere, just me and you together forever," Lilly said.
"I like the sound of that," Jake smiled. "Maybe we should try to cover things up in the mean time. You know, make sure people don't suspect we're doing this?"
"I agree, maybe we can schedule times to meet up. Maybe every Sunday, Wednesday and every other Saturday?" Lilly suggested.
"That sounds great. Also one other idea," Jake said, thinking of his former college friend with benefits, Gisele, "we could sometimes go out and date people. Maybe every once in awhile. I know you and Janet get along great, but I'd hate for her to think weirdly of you if you aren't out dating and instead hanging out with me all the time. As you said, when I finish school, we'll move somewhere and it'll be just us."
"That's a good point. I'd want you to date some as well. To throw friends off the scent. Our scent," Lilly smiled, rising up to her elbows, kissing his lips. "We can try to give the illusion of being as normal as possible."
"I suppose during holiday breaks, I should go visit dad," Jake said.
"Well, maybe. You don't have to stay the entire summer down there," Lilly replied. They shared another smile and kiss.
***
It was late September. Lilly was on her side on a bench at the sauna of the gym she met Jake at. He was behind her, slamming into her, kissing her neck, running his hands over her sweaty body.
Some friends had asked Jake to go out with them the following night, commenting why he never hung out with them or went on the prowl for ladies. Jake lied, saying his classes were keeping him busy, but eventually his buddies thought he was hiding something. Since he and his mother had failed at their plan to occasionally spend time apart so no one caught on to their relationship, or questioned their life in any way, Jake agreed to go out, insisting his mother attempt to do the same.
At the night club he met a woman. She approached him, stating that he looked familiar. She was very tall, dark, exotic, sexy, mid 30's and amazing. She was in town only for the weekend, but she took him back to her hotel room for a wild night. Jake was behind her, grabbing her hips as he worked his cock in and out of her, attempting to focus on the task at hand, trying not to think of his mother too much and enjoy himself.
"Fernanda! Yes!" Jake cried, calling her name, slapping her ass a couple times.
***
Lilly thought back to her sauna lovemaking session after Jake told her his plans then asked her if she'd be able to do something similar. He knew his mother was always fairly shy and introverted. She told him she had an idea, and would use Aunt Janet for help, throwing her off their scent in the process.
Lilly lay in her bedroom at Janet's. Ulysses was on top, slowly guiding his cock in and out, working up a sweat, bringing her to another orgasm. She ran his fingers over his dark chocolate skin, gripping his powerful back muscles.
"You're a lovely woman," Ulysses whispered. Janet had suggested the two of them go out to dinner that night.
She thought about her year so far. She had a few affairs with other men, attempting to gain the attention of her husband, two of those men she hardly knew, one of those men happened to her own son. She was now having sex with another guy she barely knew in order to conceal her sexual relationship with that same son.
Lilly thought about her mother's harsh words, months earlier. A small smile came across her face, saying those words in her mind, words that now rang true after all she had been through, done, and was doing.
"I am a whore."
The End.
*****
End note: How did Janet know Ulysses? That can be found out in the interracial story: Janet's story. Jake was sleeping with Julie. She, too, has an incest story that takes place two years after this one (The Challenge part 1). Lilly's neighbor Denise has an incest story with her son; that begins a few months after this story: Denise's Year. Feel free to read them if you like.
Also, check out a far more lighthearted tale involved Lilly's twin sister: Juicy J. Webcam antics abound in that story!
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Chapter 1
Jordan's toes curled once again, her legs propped on Mitchell's shoulder, his tongue swirling around inside her pussy. She gripped the sheets of his bed on the sunny Sunday morning having been awakened by Mitchell's probing tongue. Mitchell guided a hand up her stomach, coming to a rest on one of her large breasts, squeezing it gently while his mouth worked below. His phone on his bedside table vibrated a third time in the last five minutes.
"Mitch, stop, please?" the 27 year old blonde asked her friend.
Mitchell sighed, sitting up, glancing to the phone, "I should've turned it off. I'm sorry."
"Don't be. But maybe check it to be sure it's not an emergency?" Jordan asked.
Mitchell reached for his phone, his eyes widening, seeing it was his stepdad calling. Perhaps it was an emergency. He answered the phone, getting off the bed, leaving the room, glancing back at a nude Jordan.
Jordan stretched in the sunlight, waiting for Mitchell to return, casually playing with her long blonde locks. Several minutes passed before he returned to his bedroom. It looked as though he had just seen a ghost, his face flushed of color, his eyes blinking rapidly.
"What's wrong? What happened?" Jordan asked, concerned about her friend with benefits, Mitchell.
Mitchell slowly sat on the edge of his bed, eyes to the floor.
"Mitch?" Jordan asked, resting her hands on his shoulders.
"That was my stepdad. He and my mother are divorcing. She's coming out here to live with me," Mitchell solemnly informed Jordan.
"Oh," she said, slightly sighing of relief that no one had died or was hospitalized. "I'm sorry?"
Mitchell sat, shaking his head, unable to speak.
"Is that bad?" Jordan asked, rubbing his shoulders.
"Yeah."
"I see. Um, well, is there anything I can do?"
Mitchell shook his head once more, "I gotta start cleaning. She'll be here next week. I'm not in the mood to hear her whine and complain about this place being messy."
Mitchell stood, gathering his clothes, "Plus I'm not horny anymore. Sorry," He sighed.
"Hey, It's ok Mitch," Jordan smiled, standing to hug him. "I'd feel pretty crappy too after hearing news like that."
"He didn't even say why they are divorcing. It's like he wanted her out of his hair as soon as possible. I don't blame him," Mitchell rested his head on Jordan's shoulder. "He told me she requested to stay with me. I tried to ask why she couldn't go stay with my Aunt. But he was in a hurry to get off the phone."
"Well hopefully she won't be too annoying," She attempted to comfort him.
"Yeah," he shrugged, the somber tone of his voice showed he didn't believe that for a second.
"I gotta go soon anyway. I want to get some sleep before my flight. We didn't sleep much last night, did we?" Jordan winked.
"Heh, nah," Mitchell watched his flight attendant friend gather her things. She kissed him good bye, telling him to relax, and that they'd see each other again soon.
"Be careful. Some of those passengers may want to join the mile high club with you," Mitchell joked.
"Some might already have," Jordan smiled and waved at him, getting into her car.
Mitchell was left alone in his condo. The 23 year old had a mess to clean. He wanted the place spotless. He didn't want to give his mother any ammunition to nag him and run her mouth about his cleanliness. He thought about how much of a nightmare it'd be, to once again live with the "Queen Bitch" as he called her.
*********
"I said take the trash out!" Megan yelled at a 16 year old Mitchell.
"I am!" he replied.
"No, I've had to tell you three times to do it! That's your problem, you don't understand that when I say do something, do it! Don't wait and do it on your own time," She peered into Mitchell's dark blue eyes with her own matching orbs, sticking her finger in his face.
"I'm doing it right now mom, ok?" Mitchell said.
His mother had been on his case all day, all week, all month it seemed. She was unrelenting. She was always fussing, scolding, or nagging him about something. He rolled his eyes and headed back into their Miami home after putting the trash in the trash bin behind the garage.
"Your room is disgusting. Clean it," Megan ordered, upon hearing him return.
"It's not that bad."
"Do it Mitchell! What is your problem? Huh? I said clean your room so go do it. I'm getting so sick of your attitude and how you think you can just do whatever you want. I will check your room in one hour. It better be spotless." his mother scowled at him.
Mitchell stood there, mouth open, in disbelief. He recalled the many conversations he's had with his stepdad about his mother. Following his advice, he shut his mouth, nodded his head, and went to clean his room.
After finally meeting her seal of approval after three scrutinizing checks, Megan finally judged his room to be clean enough.
"Now keep it this way," she growled, closing the door behind her. Mitchell wanted to scream at her.
Later that evening he was sitting on the couch watching a football game and his mother joined him. She smiled softly, sat next to him, moved his arm, placing it around her short little frame, and snuggled up to him.
Mitchell rolled his eyes at her. She had been increasingly difficult to deal with. After each annoying nagging session there was calmness, affection, a total opposite behavior from his mother. She would yell and boss him around, then later hold his hand, play with his dark brown hair, or snuggle on the couch. He had no idea why she was like that.
Chapter 2
After several phone calls to his stepdad, begging for more information only to be dismissed; an OCD-like cleaning of his condo, Mitchell stood teeth clinched, watching his mother's cab arrive outside the condominium complex.
"Looks like the Queen Bitch is still in good shape," he muttered under his breath, watching his 40 year old mother, Megan, step out of the cab. She was wearing large sunglasses, a short, white, spaghetti strap sundress displaying ample cleavage. Mitchell glanced at her equally ample breasts and sighed once more.
Making his way to her cab, she smiled politely at him; he nodded, leaning down for a quick one arm hug. Mitchell patted her upper back a couple times, ending the hug, watching her pay the cab fare. Megan smiled up at her tall son once more. Mitchell looked away to the back of the cab, not meeting her gaze.
"Yeah, my bags," Megan said. Mitchell grabbed them from the open trunk without being asked. The two walked through the courtyard into his condo without speaking.
Mitchell placed her luggage in his guest room then entering the living room, finding his mother looking around. Hair dark hair was pushed back by her sunglasses. "What's that smell?" she asked.
"Here we go," Mitchell thought. "The ocean," he replied.
"I know that, Mitchell. I lived in Miami long enough to recognize it. I'm smelling something else," She sniffed the air.
"I don't know," Mitchell moving to the kitchen, opening the fridge seeing a slightly old container of leftovers.
"Ah, that's it. You should probably throw that out," Megan said, appearing behind her son, placing her hand on his shoulder, slightly startling him, peering into the refrigerator from behind him.
"Yeah," he said. He didn't want to throw the food out; Mitchell would just nuke it extra long if there wasn't mold growing on it. He did as he was told, not looking or speaking to his mother while cleaning the container in the sink.
Mitchell glanced at her, just as she turned around from her inspection, their eyes meeting quickly. He thought he saw a smile on her face, but looked away as quickly as he could when their eyes met.
"Alright, well let me show you around," Mitchell said, putting the dishtowel back on the rack.
The condo was small so it only took a moment. He showed her the kitchen, living room, small bathroom, and his room. Megan entered it, sitting on the bed, running her hand over the cover.
"It's nice," she smiled at her son.
"Thanks. Your room is across the hall here," Mitchell, not returning the smile, looked away, motioning her to follow.
"Oh my, this is really small," Megan complained, her arm wrapping around Mitchell's. He unhooked his arm from hers.
"Yeah, well, it's this or the couch," he replied, walking away.
"Ugh, I guess this then. There's hardly enough room for my things," Megan droned on, Mitchell taking the high road and ignoring her whining.
Mitchell pretended to work in the kitchen, his mother sitting on the couch, running her hands over her knees, her feet propped up on the coffee table, "So what are we doing tonight?"
"Excuse me?" Mitchell asked.
"Yes. Tonight. What are we doing? It's Saturday," Megan said.
"Yeah. Well I have some work I need to catch up on," Mitchell answered. It was a half truth. Yes there was work he could do for the software company he worked for, but it wasn't catch-up work. He wanted an excuse to avoid her, to stay in his room on his laptop.
"Well that's no fun on a Saturday night," Megan said.
Mitchell ignored her. Finishing up his task in the kitchen, he grabbed the TV remote from coffee table in front of the couch, placing it on the empty cushion next to his mother.
"Feel free to use this," He said, heading to his room.
He didn't want to talk to her; he didn't want to see her. Six months ago when he was at home for Thanksgiving was the last time he saw her. He sat quietly in his room, answering emails on his laptop, doing small amounts of work, the TV from the living room down the hall in the background.
An hour later, Mitchell heard his mother clear her throat at his doorway, "It's a little chilly in here," she said.
"It's like 70 degrees," Mitchell answered, not looking away from his computer.
"Can we turn the AC down a bit?"
Mitchell sighed, shrugging his shoulders, "Sure." He walked to the end of the hall and adjusted the thermostat, quickly making his way back to his bedroom, finding his mother sitting on his bed once more. He ignored her and went back to work.
"So what are you doing that's so important it can't wait until Monday?" Megan asked.
Mitchell paused before answering, "Just catching up on emails. I'm the new guy, I just want to make a good impression."
"Well I'm sure you've made a great impression already, without having to work after hours," Megan said, hoping Mitchell would take the hint and close his computer.
"Have you visited your Aunt Lisa since you've been out here?"
"No," he quickly replied, not caring one bit about visiting his mother's sister - a woman he has never been fond of.
"Not once since you've been out here?" She asked, her voice showing annoyance.
"No."
"You mean to tell me you haven't once visited your aunt since you've been out here for college? Don't you think that's a little rude, Mitchell?"
He shrugged, his back still turned to his mother.
"Well I'm going to be visiting her. Gosh, that's embarrassing. To think you've been out here since you were 18 and haven't even stopped by to say hello to her," Megan sighed. Mitchell bit his tongue.
"She doesn't live that far away. How far is the Palisades from here?"
"About 30 minutes," Mitchell replied, immediately cringing with regret for answering.
"30 minutes? Are you serious? You live that close to her and you haven't even visited? Ugh, Mitchell," Megan scolded.
"I've been kinda busy with work," Mitchell told another half truth.
"Or have you been busy with a girl?" Megan asked raising an eyebrow, her son still not turning around from his laptop on his desk to look at her.
"No," he answered. There was no way he was going to explain to his mother his relationship with Jordan. They weren't a couple, but were friends who occasionally had sex, that was it. He didn't want to hear any lectures from his mother about that.
There was a long pause before Megan spoke again. "Alright, well I'll ask again, what are we doing tonight?"
Mitchell stood, shutting down his computer, grabbing his keys. "Maybe we can eat leftovers after I show you around the complex some."
"Leftovers?" Megan said. "Let's hope they are fresher than the ones you threw out."
"Shoot me now," Mitchell thought, making his way out of his room, his mother close behind him.
After he gave her a brief tour of the condominiums, including a view of the Pacific Ocean and the private beach the residents rarely visited, the fitness center, and the pool area with hot tub they headed back inside.
"It's very nice," his mother said. "But we aren't eating leftovers. We're going to dinner."
Mitchell took a deep breath, sighing heavily, nodding his head "yes." He didn't want to fight about going out to dinner.
After listing several cheap restaurants only to get rebuked for each choice, Mitchell relented, telling his mother of a nice seafood restaurant that was a little pricier than he'd like to take her to. He was happy with one of the sandwich shops or chain restaurants he suggested.
"Good. Now go change," She told him.
"No, this is fine."
"You aren't wearing a t-shirt and shorts to a nice restaurant. Go change into something nice," Megan ordered.
"Why don't you go change," He replied.
"Because I like this dress and I want to look nice. Now go change," She ordered him once more.
Minutes later, Mitchell emerged from his room wearing dress pants and a tucked in shirt, "Is this fine?"
Megan smiled, moving toward him, looking into his eyes, adjusting his collar, "It's perfect."
Chapter 3
"Hurry up Mitchell!" Megan yelled to her teenage son seven years ago. It was a mother/son social event for the Eagle Scout troop Mitchell was in. He vehemently opposed going to this event, especially with his mother, but Megan insisted, ordering him to go and bring her or he'd be grounded.
"Do we have to go to this thing?" Mitchell pleaded one last time walking down the stairs.
"Yes. Stop asking," Megan said.
She inspected his outfit. "No, no, no! That is not the tie I picked out. Go back and get the blue one. Geez, Mitchell, pay attention!" she scolded him.
Mitchell returned a few minutes later. "Hurry! Does it take that long to put on a tie?" his mother asked.
"You didn't even do it right!" She exasperatedly told him, fixing his tie in the process.
"Ugh, there, fixed. Now hurry it up!" Megan practically pushed him out of the house.
Mitchell made a wrong turn on the way to the event, she jumped on his case. She didn't like how slow or how fast he was driving, she complained about that. He didn't hold the door open for her, she fussed again. He had trouble slow dancing, showing no rhythm, almost stepping on his mother's feet and was once again on the receiving end of her nagging. Mitchell was mortified in front of the other teens at his table when his mother reprimanded him about which fork to use. On the way home he was clinching his teeth with anger.
Dozing off on the couch later that night, the TV on in the background, Mitchell felt a soft, warm body slide next to him. His mother smiled at him, caressing his face, planting a slowly kiss on his cheek. She moved his arm, resting her head on his lap. Mitchell shook his head, observing a smile come across her face, her eyes closing. Megan, reaching behind her, grabbed his arm, pulling is across her body, holding his hand and dozed off.
*********
In the present day, at the restaurant Megan made small talk to her son, asking about his job, how he likes living there, and if he had many friends. There was no mention of her divorce from Mitchell's stepdad. Mitchell didn't bring it up, almost afraid of hearing the truth.
He did ask her about her plans for a job. His mother was a massage therapist in Miami and she told him she was hoping to find something similar in Malibu. Mitchell subtly hinted that it would be good for her to get a job and back on her feet. "So you have your own place and be out of my hair," He thought to himself.
After the meal, Megan sipped on her coffee. She moved across the table to Mitchell's side. They watched a string quartet play in the corner. Megan smiled, moving Mitchell's arm, putting it around her, much to his chagrin. He didn't complain, going along with her affection.
They were silent on the way home, Megan sending text messages to her sister, Mitchell wanting to go to bed. After they arrived, he headed straight to his room to change into pajamas, closing the door, not saying goodnight to his mother. He listened to her start up the shower and drifted off to sleep. Day one was over.
Or so he thought. An hour later he was woken from his slumber when his mother told him to scoot over. "Huh? What?" he asked, groggily.
"I said move over. It's cold in here. Why do you keep it so cold?" She complained.
"Blankets are in the hall closet," Mitchell said, sliding over to make room for her.
His mother ignored his suggestion, practically pushing him across the mattress. She slid under the covers, her long white t-shirt covering her panties, and then moved Mitchell's arm and snuggled close to him. She guided his hand to her hip, brought her own to his chest, and eventually was sound asleep. Mitchell couldn't help but think how soft and warm her body was against his. He admitted maybe it wasn't so bad to snuggle with her before sleep found him once more.
The next morning Mitchell woke up to the smell of bacon. Seeing he was alone in his bed, he made his way to the kitchen, to find his mother cooking breakfast. He watched her reach to the cabinet above her, the long t-shirt coming up, exposing her pink panties. Mitchell looked away, making his way to the living room, sitting on the couch. A few minutes later a plate of bacon and eggs was sat in his lap. His mother sat next to him, handing him a fork.
"I was thinking we could go to the beach today," She said, taking a piece of his bacon.
"I don't know," Mitchell replied, not bothering to thank her for the meal.
"Please? It'll be fun."
Mitchell shrugged, continuing to eat his eggs.
"Well what else is there to do on a Sunday?" Megan asked.
Mitchell thought about how his sex session with Jordan was interrupted the previous Sunday with the phone call from his stepdad.
"Alright," he sighed.
After breakfast, he cleaned the kitchen yet again to deny his mother a reason to nag him. He changed into his swim trunks, grabbed a t-shirt, a towel, and waited outside for her.
Megan arrived a few minutes later wearing the large sunglasses, a fairly long, yellow beach dress - the top part barely covered her bikini top. Mitchell nodded to her and led the way. He glanced over to her when she grabbed his hand. Walking to the beach, she talked on and on about the nice weather, complaining about how cold it was in his condo again, and asked Mitchell how often he came to this beach, showing frustration with him when he said "hardly ever."
It took forever for Megan to find a nice spot for them to sit. Mitchell didn't complain but sat down in the sand once his mother found the perfect spot for their towels. He glanced at his mother when she removed the beach dress, revealing a dark gray, almost silvery bikini. He looked away when she bent down to apply sun screen to her thighs, her large breasts almost spilling out of the top.
They again, sat in silence, watching the waves crash on the empty beach. Mitchell's gaze found his mother once more, she was on all fours, doodling something in the sand. He watched her long, dark hair, being blown by the light breeze, her large breasts hanging down and jiggling as she doodled. Her movements stopped. Mitchell looked to her face; she was staring back at him, smiling. Mitchell quickly looked away.



"Let's get in the water," Megan said, standing, extending her hand to Mitchell. He stood on his own, not grabbing it, not noticing his mother's sand drawing of a large heart with "M + M" in it. Making his way toward the water, his mother followed him, holding on to his back as the waves crashed into them.
Mitchell sat on his knees, his mother further out, standing in breast-deep water. She splashed him, urging him to splash back. Mitchell shook his head, smiling politely. Megan turned around staring out into the ocean, noticing dolphins in the distance.
"Look!" She pointed to them.
"Yeah. Sometimes they come in close. I've seen them from back at the beach entrance sometimes," Mitchell said.
Megan stood, enthralled by the dolphin's gradual approach to her. She smiled; watching two of them swim closer, their dorsal fins exposed. Mitchell tried to contain a chuckle when his mother waved goodbye to the dolphins when they moved on to another area.
"Like my bikini?" Megan asked her son.
"Huh? Oh, yeah it's fine," Mitchell said, barely glancing at it.
"Feel it," Megan told him, moving closer to him.
"What?"
"The fabric, here," Megan replied, dragging Mitchell out further into the water. He cleared his throat nervously when his mother jumped and straddled him. "Feel here," she said, pulling the bikini top slightly away from her left breast.
"Uh, ok," Mitchell said, taking the fabric in his index finger and thumb. "It's silky, I guess."
"Yep," his mother smiled at him, then grabbed his wrist, pulling his hand close to her breast, so the fabric was placed back where it belonged. Mitchell tried to recoil his hand when he felt his knuckles press into her boob.
He released the fabric and resumed staring out toward the horizon. "So where are we going tonight?" Megan asked.
"What? Again?"
"Mmhmm."
"I have work tomorrow, I don't feel like going out."
"We don't have to be out late," Megan explained. "Lisa wants to go to dinner first and maybe afterward we can go dancing."
"What? No. I'm not doing that crap," Mitchell, starting to get annoyed, replied.
"You haven't seen her once in the five years you've been out here. The nice thing would be for you to at least join us tonight. We won't stay late."
Mitchell groaned in annoyance.
"Mitchell," Megan sternly said, her legs getting tighter around his waist. "I would appreciate it if you joined me and your aunt tonight."
Her legs got tighter, her breasts, pressing closer to his chest. She caressed his face and smiled softly. Their dark blue eyes met and his mother nodded.
"Alright," Mitchell sighed.
Chapter 4
Mitchell was bored out of his mind as his mother and aunt talked, giggled, and drank. At the night club he refused to dance with either one of them, instead sitting at the bar, still bored out of his mind. He struggled to keep an eye on her, occasionally losing sight of the two dancing women in the crowd, growing more and more frustrated with each hour.
Finally, at midnight, they left. Megan and Lisa hugged each other goodbye. Aunt Lisa hugged Mitchell; he stood there stiff as a board, letting her. Mitchell and his mother were silent on the way home. He was out much later than he wanted to be. He was furious. Mitchell was not a morning person so getting up at seven in the morning was going to be more difficult than usual for him.
"No, come out here with me!" Megan pleaded, dragging Mitchell's arm. She had a bottle of wine from Lisa in her other hand. She had been begging him to join her in the hot tub by the pool for the last several minutes. Mitchell shook his head and went to change into his pajamas.
"Please!" his mother opened his door right as he was putting a t-shirt on.
"No! I have to go to bed. I was out much later than I hoped," Mitchell fussed.
"Please baby?" Megan asked.
"Baby?" Mitchell asked himself, she had never once called him that in his life. He blamed it on the alcohol.
"Well I," Megan said, gulping straight from the wine bottle, "am." Right there in his bedroom, she pulled her dress up over her head, standing there in her bra and thong, grabbed the wine and left Mitchell alone.
"Are you coming?" She called out to him before exiting through the back door. He couldn't let her go out there alone in her underwear like that.
"Shit," he said, shaking his head, running after her.
When Mitchell caught up to her, she was already sitting in the tub, "These jets feel amazing," his mother moaned.
Mitchell pulled his pants up and stuck his feet into the hot water - the jets massaging his feet and calves. "We need be quiet out here, do you understand? We shouldn't be out this late anyway, I'm sure there's rules for loitering," Mitchell nagged his mother.
"I don't see any signs posted," Megan said, taking a sip of her wine. "Get in."
"I'm not getting in. I'm in my pajamas."
"Take them off and get in. I'm in my underwear, it's no big deal."
"I'm not getting in. I need to be in bed soon anyway. You kept me out much later than I needed to be. Tomorrow will be a nightmare trying to get up on time," Mitchell scolded her.
"You really need to relax. Ok? Gosh, why are you uptight Mitchell?" Megan stood, pouring some wine, making her way to her son.
Going in between his legs, her large breasts dripping water all over his thighs and crotch, she brought the wine to his mouth with one hand, the other resting on his thigh, "Drink up and relax with me. Please?"
Mitchell pushed her away, "No!"
"Hey! You made me spill this!" Megan cried out.
Mitchell stood. "You want to stay out here all night, go right ahead, I have things I need to do tomorrow. Keep it down out here."
Megan pouted, watching her son march back inside, slamming the back door.
An hour later, Mitchell was awoken once more from his slumber. A small, damp, underwear clad, drunk woman stumbled into his bed, laying herself on top of him. He pushed his mother to his side. She was asleep in minutes, her large breasts pressing into him; he ran his hand through her long brown hair, letting it come to rest at her bare lower back and sighed. Sleep found him again minutes later.
*********
Megan was in white bikini, watching her then, 18 year old son clean the pool. She had on large, dark sunglasses. She was controlling her breathing as she watched Mitchell. She watched his slow, languid movements with the pool net, her eyes drinking in his increasingly masculine and hunky frame.
"You missed some leaves over there," Megan pointed to the corner of the pool.
"It's fine mom, ok?"
"No it isn't! Get back there and get all the junk out of the pool. Don't be so lazy Mitchell," she nagged him. She watched her son's back glistening with sweat as he got the last few pieces of debris from the pool. Her heart was racing.
"There. Done," Mitchell sighed.
"Good. Now sit."
Mitchell shook his head and sat on the lounge chair next to his mother.
"Don't shake your head OR roll your eyes at me. Can you for once do what I say without issue?" Megan said, sitting behind her son on the lounge chair, squirting sun tan lotion into her hand and rubbing it onto his back.
"Mom, I don't need this lotion."
"Do you want to get burned? Sit here and be quiet," Megan snapped. Slowly rubbing the lotion into his skin, her hands gliding over his back, neck and shoulders, she leaned in, pressing her breasts against his back. Her hands went to his front, rubbing and massaging his chest with lotion. She closed her eyes, resting her forehead on his back, bringing her hands to a rest on his stomach. She trailed her fingers up and down his tummy, down to the waist band of his swim trunks, around his navel, up to his chest and back down again. She let out a long, soft moan.
"Done?" Mitchell asked.
"Hmm? Oh yes, you're free to go," his mother answered, watching him take his leave. He'd be graduating high school soon. She felt their time was running out.
Chapter 5
The next day at work, Mitchell received several calls from his mother - he didn't answer them. She then decided to text him, to ask him where certain items were. Pots, certain types of kitchen knives, laundry detergent were part of her questions.
"I thought I already showed you this crap!" Mitchell yelled at her in his head. He instead texted her back when he got a chance and told her.
That night when he got home, he was invited out once again by his mother and aunt. He declined. Megan shrugged and told him not to wait up.
Mitchell did wait up. He waited until six am when his mother came home, her hair a disheveled mess, and a slight limp in her step. She was smiling weakly at him.
"It was a rough night," She winked. "I'll be ok." Mitchell rolled his eyes, sitting back down on the couch. He thought about calling into work, saying he was sick, but decided to suck it up and go, still hoping to look good to management. He was miserable the entire day. He ignored her texts and phone calls. He wondered why his stepdad was divorcing her. Had she become a party animal? Was she too wild and difficult to deal with? He didn't know.
Mitchell just wanted to sleep. When he got home, he ignored his mother, heading straight to bed and collapsing.
The rest of the week he avoided her. Luckily work was an excuse to be away from her. They bickered a little about why he wouldn't answer her calls or texts, other than that he stayed clear of her, locking his door at night so he could sleep soundly. She complained about that one day too, Mitchell sternly reminding her she has her own room and own bed.
On Friday he dreaded going home. He didn't want to see her or have to deal with her demanding attention. Unfortunately, Aunt Lisa was there when he arrived. Mitchell went straight to his room, closing the door, thankful that Lisa and Megan weren't in the condo. He heard them laughing from his window. Peeping outside he saw the two bikini clad women by the pool.
Mitchell called Jordan. They chatted for a few minutes about how things were, Mitchell saying he's miserable. Jordan tried console him, but it was no use. She said when she gets another day off; she would spend it in bed with him.
Mitchell was just about to initiate a little sexual banter on the phone with her after that remark, but was interrupted by two women entering his condo. He told Jordan he had to go and hung up.
"There you are!" Megan said, barging into his room.
"Knock next time," Mitchell glared at her.
Megan ignored him. "Come outside with us. We're going into the hot tub. That thing is wonderful. I love the jets!"
"I don't know If - "
"No excuses. Your work week is over, time to relax. Get changed and join us," Megan said, with her older sister smiling and nodding. Mitchell sighed, thinking the jets would be nice and relaxing. He reluctantly agreed if it meant a pause to his mother's demands for attention.
As Mitchell made his way outside to the hot tub, he saw the two ladies, backs facing him, their long, brown hair, slicked back from water, sitting next to each other. Aunt Lisa was talking about something she probably wouldn't if she were sober and knew her nephew was approaching from behind.
"It was so big I almost went to my knees and started sucking it right then and there," Lisa told Megan.
"Why didn't you?"
"He would've freaked out. He didn't know I saw his cock to begin with."
Mitchell rolled his eyes and cleared his throat, startling the two ladies.
"Oh hi, come on in," Megan said, turning around to smile at her son. Lisa slid to make room. Mitchell nodded to her, taking off his shirt, sitting down between them.
The two big breasted brunettes quickly slid their arms around Mitchell's waist, further trapping him in place. He sighed, shaking his head, and extended arms behind them. "Just a little while, to shut her up," Mitchell thought.
"It's a shame you never came to visit me," Aunt Lisa said. "We could've hung out some, you know?"
Mitchell was embarrassed, "Yeah, sorry, just really busy."
"He said he doesn't have a girlfriend," his mother spoke up, sipping more wine, then handing the bottle to Lisa.
"I find that very hard to believe. You're quite sexy," Lisa said, winking to Megan, guzzling more wine.
"You would think that about your own nephew. Stupid slut," Mitchell thought to himself. He smiled politely and kept quiet.
"Lisa will be staying the night tonight, she's had a bit too much to drink," Megan said.
Mitchell shot her a look. Megan raised her eyebrows to him, "Alright?"
Mitchell glanced at a smiling Lisa, "Sure, no problem."
The two ladies snuggled in close to Mitchell, but mainly ignored him for the rest of their conversation. Mitchell thought it was odd how his mother talked about famous celebrities she thought were attractive or agreed to attend certain clubs with Lisa - as if she was single and had been single for a long time. He wondered silently how bad things were with her and his, now former, stepdad.
After about 30 minutes, he stood to leave, his mother asking him to stay longer. He said goodnight, hoping that time in the hot tub would quell her need for attention, at least until Sunday night. He dried off, changed, and went to bed.
An hour later he was awoken once more, this time by two women. Lisa and Megan, still in their bikinis, their hair still damp from the water, giggled and crawled into Mitchell's bed.
"What? What are you - "
"Shhh," Megan said, grabbing his face, kissing his lips tenderly.
Mitchell sighed again, his arms outstretched, trying to go back to sleep. Their warm, nearly nude, bodies felt great against his. He tried not to think about it, focusing on going back to sleep. He slowly brought his hands to their lower backs, feeling their warmth, pulling them in closer. He looked to Lisa on his left; she was already asleep, thanks to the wine. He turned to look at his mother on his right. She was staring into his eyes.
Perhaps it was the moonlight bouncing off her face, her big blue eyes reflecting it, her full lips curling into a small smile, in that moment the only word on Mitchell's mind was "beautiful."
He slowly started moving his hand up and down her back, never looking away from her eyes. He wished things had been better between them so that now he would actually want to be around her. Mitchell was shaken by his trance with Lisa starting snoring lightly. He looked back to his mother, she smiled.
Megan brought a thumb to his lips, gently swiping it across them before giving them a goodnight kiss. She smiled again and rolled over to her other side.
"I hope she moves out soon," Mitchell thought, his spine left tingling from the kiss.
*********
It was the night of Mitchell's high school graduation. Megan slinked out of her bed, nude, after uneventful and quick sex with her husband. She rarely achieved orgasm with him, only giving him sex once or twice every few months. It was always boring. She never felt pleasure from him. He wasn't into foreplay either.
Megan put on her thin robe and slowly walked down the hallway, briefly entertaining the idea of infidelity, when she heard a noise - a moan. She peeped into Mitchell's room, he wasn't in there.
Making her way to the living room, looking out the sliding glass door that led to the pool, she found Mitchell. He wasn't alone. She didn't know the girl, but she was one of Mitchell's classmates at school. Mitchell was sitting in the shallow end of the swimming pool and the girl was bouncing wildly on his cock.
Megan tried to look away but she couldn't. She watched Mitchell grin, grabbing the girl's perky little tits when she flung her head back, cumming once more, and buck his hips upward into her. The girl tried to be quiet but was failing. The look on her face of orgasmic bliss was evident of how well she was enjoying Mitchell.
Megan slowly started to undo her robe.
Mitchell stood, taking the girl with him, and began pumping upward into her once more. She was shaking, moaning, and cumming. Megan slid the robe off her shoulders, letting it fall to the ground, not taking her eyes off her son, watching him fuck.
Mitchell grunted and worked the girl from behind next - her tits jiggled, Mitchell slapping her ass, her mouth hanging open.
Megan watched, plunging her fingers deep into her pussy, moaning in the living room.
"I'm cumming!" the girl cried out, failing to be quiet.
"Yes! Cum for me!" Mitchell ordered the girl.
"I will," Megan whispered from the living room.
Mitchell pulled out, pumped his cock several times, and sprayed the girl with semen. When that first spurt of cum erupted from his cock, Megan went to her knees, an orgasm running through her body while she furiously rubbed her clit.
Oh how she wanted him. How she had watched him grow into the man he is. How she wanted to touch him so badly.
A week later, she admitted her dissatisfaction in her marriage to a psychiatrist. Later in the session, she admitted she had developed feelings over the past few years for another man. The psychiatrist was speechless when Megan admitted that the man was her son.
"I started being bossy and mean to him a few years ago. He was around 15 or so. I knew right then, I was trying to hide feelings for him. I thought that if I'm mean enough that maybe my attraction would go away, that I'd only look at him from a nagging mother's eyes - but I haven't. It doesn't work. I want him; I want to hold him, to kiss him, to be with him. I don't want to be his mother anymore; I want to be more than that."
The psychiatrist nodded slowly, letting Megan speak. When Megan vented all these pent up emotions, she stood to leave, "I'll understand if you never want to see me again. I don't think this type of love I have for him will go away."
Still speechless, the psychiatrist's mouth hung opened, while watching Megan leave. That was her first and last visit with a shrink.
Chapter 6
"No you aren't going out alone, mom!" Mitchell grabbed her arm, preventing her from leaving his condo.
"Well then come with me," She said.
"I'm not doing that either. I can't stand going out like you and Lisa do."
"Ok, I'm going out then. I like it and it's something to do. There's nothing else to do around here, so I might as well."
"Where is Lisa anyway?" Mitchell asked.
"She's busy tonight. Are you going to let go of my arm so I can leave?" Megan asked.
Mitchell gritted his teeth, shaking his head, "I'll change, just give me a minute."
He hated being at night clubs. His mother loved it. He hadn't heard from his stepdad in awhile. Mitchell figured he was glad to be done with his mother. He didn't know, and didn't care. He wanted his mom to find a job and leave. Sadly, all she seemed to want to do was go out.
Mitchell drank and drank, sitting at the bar, occasionally turning around to spot his mother dancing with someone - men, sometimes women. He rolled his eyes, downing another shot of vodka. Just when things started moving in slow motion and he was losing the feeling in his face, he felt a tap on his shoulder. He turned around to see a gorgeous brunette.
She smiled, leading him out to the dance floor. She was much shorter than him, but it was fine. He didn't care about looking foolish. They danced for several songs; he thought the woman was amazing. She took Mitchell's hands and placed them on her ass. Squeezing her cheeks while dancing, smiling at each other's face, Mitchell thought he might get lucky tonight and take this woman home.
"Let's go home Mitchell," the woman said to him.
"Huh?" He replied in a drunken stupor.
"Home. I'll drive," his mother said, caressing his face when the song ended.
"Oh, right," Mitchell said, realizing he had been dancing with her the whole time. The room spun. He, with her help, made his way to the exit and then to his car.



A little later Mitchell plopped down on his couch, his mother pouring herself some wine, then straddling him.
"Let's go to the beach, baby," She said, taking a huge gulp.
"No, no, don't want to," Mitchell slurred.
"You don't want to do anything, do you," Megan feigned annoyance with him, putting her hands on her hips.
"Nah. We can go to the pool," Mitchell suggested instead.
"Great idea," Megan downed her wine, getting off Mitchell and removed her dress, revealing a strapless bra and a thong.
With his world still spinning, he watched his mother swim toward him.
"Hey there, baby," she said, planting a kiss on his lips.
"What's with this baby talk?" Mitchell asked.
"That's what you are, my baby," his mother said, kissing his cheek.
"Mmmm, I see," Mitchell chuckled softly. "Sorry for grabbing your butt."
"I was the one that put your hands there," his mother replied, another kiss on his other cheek.
"Yeah."
"Like this," Megan said, grabbing his hands under the water, guiding them to her thong-covered butt.
"Mmhmm. You're a beautiful woman, you know that?" Mitchell asked.
Megan didn't answer. Instead, she kissed him on his lips, his hands squeezing her butt. "You ever come out here skinny dipping?"
"Nah. I'm in my boxers, so that's the closest I've ever come to doing it."
"We should some time. You and me."
"Ha, yeah right."
"You have a nice body," She said, kissing his neck.
"So do you."
"Do you like that? The kisses?" Megan asked, kissing his neck a few more times.
"Yeah but I think I need to go," Mitchell said, the alcohol's effect wearing off. He gently pushed her off him and started to leave.
"Aww, please? Just a little longer with me," his mother pleaded.
"Sorry, gotta go," Mitchell said, stumbling out of the pool.
Megan grinned watching him stumble into his condo. She waited a few seconds and followed him, pulling at her thong when she climbed out of the pool.
She tackled him on this his bed, still wet, both of them laughing. Mitchell rolled onto his back. His mother's strapless bra accidently slid down from their horseplay causing her tits to pop out. Lying down on Mitchell, smiling at him, he was unaware of her bra issue.
"Get off me," he slurred, a goofy smile on his face.
Megan didn't move, looking into his eyes, smiling just as goofy. Mitchell grew sleepier by the second. He ran his hands up her back, hitting the bra strap. Megan reached around and undid it, flinging her bra the floor. Mitchell moaned, running his fingers up her bare back, her tits smashing into his chest.
"Sadly, I'm having trouble staying awake," Mitchell said, the room still spinning. "Goodnight."
He closed his eyes, his hands stopped caressing her. Megan sat up, looking down at his body, her breasts completely bare. She ran her hand down his chest, admiring his body. A few minutes later, she was lying against him, her bare breasts pressing into his side.
"Goodnight my love," She whispered, going to sleep in his arms.
*********
Megan masturbated to Mitchell many times the summer before he left for college. She always felt guilt afterward.
That summer they argued and bickered like never before. Megan knew it was because he was going to UCLA and not the University of Miami, like she had hoped, for obvious reasons.
She was a nightmare to be around. Always fussing at Mitchell for something, always chastising him for his choice of college, causing him to lash out and tell her to stay out of it, he was making the best choice for his education.
The more heated their arguments became, the harder she climaxed when she masturbated to him. The more intense their disagreements were, the more intense her affection was to him later after they cooled down.
As he was packing to leave, Megan had just finished yelling at him for wanting to leave her, wanting to get away from her as much as possible. Mitchell yelled back saying that's exactly why he was leaving, slamming his door in her face.
Later that evening, after her shower, she wrapped her thin robe around her naked body, making her way down the hall way to Mitchell's room.
"Mitchell," she said, straddling him on his bed, waking him up.
"Mom, what's going on?" He said, waking up.
Megan grabbed his face, pulling it to hers, kissing his lips hard, "Please don't leave me. Please stay. I need you. I want you. I mean, I want you to stay closer."
"Mom," he was interrupted by another hard kiss on the lips.
"You can transfer, you can change your mind," Megan whispered. She begged him to stay, her bare crotch pressing against his pajamas pants.
Mitchell sat up in his bed, Megan's robe sliding off her shoulders, "Mom," he grabbed her face in his darkened room.
They stared into each other's big blue eyes for a moment, "I'm sorry," Mitchell whispered.
Megan slowly nodding, realizing the man she loved, a love she could never tell him of, was leaving forever, leaving her there in an unhappy marriage.
She got off her son, her robe nearly coming off her body, and left him be. She disrobed while walking down the hallway. Megan found a mountable dildo in her top drawer. She carried it outside to the pool, stuck it to the wall in the shallow end, backed into it and pretended she was that girl she saw earlier in the summer getting taken from behind by Mitchell.
Megan cried out in orgasmic moans into the night air, hoping Mitchell would come and see her. He didn't. He left for school the next day. She didn't see him until Christmas. Her sadness and longing for him would hit an all time high.
Chapter 7
After a night of drinking with his mother, Mitchell had a huge headache the next day. When he got out of the shower he found his mother in his living room, smiling cheerily at him. He ignored her, going to the kitchen to refill on water.
"Hey, I was thinking," Megan said, jumping into his path back to his bedroom.
"No," Mitchell interrupted her, putting his hand up. "We aren't going anywhere tonight, we aren't doing anything today. I have a huge headache and I want to be left alone."
"I can give you a neck massage."
"No. Please, just, no," Mitchell said pushing her aside, making his way to his room, closing the door.
Every time she knocked on his door that day he pretended to be asleep. He skipped dinner. He locked his door at night; she didn't attempt to get in.
Mitchell left early for work each morning that week. He purposely stayed late. When he arrived home he barely spoke to her on his way to his room.
Megan invited him to go to dinner with her and Lisa the following Saturday, he quickly declined, hiding himself away in his room.
His mother arrived home around midnight Saturday night. Mitchell was asleep. Once again, he was disturbed from his slumber by moans coming from outside near the pool area shortly after she arrived.
"What the hell?" He cleared his eyes and peeped out the window. He saw the source of the moans. His mother was in the hot tub, seemingly alone, her head thrown back, her breasts on display. Mitchell quickly looked away. He heard one final moan.
"She's using the jets to play with herself, great. Wake up the entire complex," Mitchell shook his head. When he looked back at the pool, he saw his mother, naked, walking out of the hot tub. His mouth dropped open; he couldn't look away from her large, round breasts, and hourglass body.
Megan waved at an old man nearby as he was taking his little dog for a late night walk; the look on his face was priceless. Mitchell watched her make her way inside, smiling at herself.
"She's got to leave soon," He said, lying back down on his bed, the image of her naked body burned into his retinas.
The next week was more of the same. He avoided her. When Megan asked if he was ok, she was met with a quick "yeah" and sometimes a reminder to put the milk back where it goes, or don't mess with the thermostat anymore, or to take care of her laundry that was piling up - all little things he found himself scolding her for.
"Do you have a job yet?" He bluntly asked one evening after returning home from work. He had received several texts from her throughout the day. He was annoyed at her before he got home.
"No."
"When will be you be looking? Are you even going to look?"
"Yeah, I am - "
"Well get on it. Alright? You're an adult like me. You need your own place," he nagged, slamming his door behind him. Mitchell sat as his desk, slight guilt over coming him. Megan, however, was back on the couch, smiling.
Megan went out with Lisa once again, arriving home late. This time, Mitchell was worried. It was 3am when he woke up, finding his condo empty. When his mother arrived, he met her in the living room, scolding her about not texting.
"You text me all day at work, asking me this or that, but you can't text me to let me know you're ok and will be home soon?" Mitchell yelled.
"Calm down," his mother started to say.
"No. I am not your babysitter. You go out. You do nothing all day. When are you going to start looking for a job? Huh?" Mitchell sighed, shaking his head. "I'm sick of this."
"Baby, please, it's ok," Megan said, smiling.
"No," Mitchell moved away from her. "I'm going back to bed. I would suggest you don't go out to the hot tub. Don't go out to the beach. If you get arrested for walking around naked, I'm not bailing you out."
Mitchell slammed the door to his room. Megan remained in the living room, smiling, thinking about how much he reminded him of her, a glimmer of hope in her heart.
*********
Mitchell rarely came home from college. It was usually during Christmas break and summer break. During that time he hung out with his stepdad or worked a part time job. Megan was too sad to spend much time with him. She was done arguing with him, fussing at him; she accepted that her unnatural love for him was never going away.
She thought about divorce during his college years. She felt no love toward her husband. Megan couldn't just divorce him, hoping her son would change and feel the same what about her that she did about him. She suffered alone, unsure of what to do.
It was Mitchell's final Christmas break from college during his senior year. Megan had to take the edge off. Mitchell would be home in a few hours. His stepfather went to pick him up from the airport.
At home, Mitchell's bed creaked and slammed into the wall. A mountable dildo was mounted on the headboard. Megan clutched his pillow tightly against her body. She was glistening with sweat, having been on all fours on his bed, for the last hour and a half, slamming herself into the dildo, smelling Mitchell's pillow and one of his t-shirts.
"Ahh, don't stop, don't stop!" she pretended to tell her son, another orgasm building up. She had lost count of how many she had. When this final one exploded and coursed through her body, she collapsed on his bed, moaning, whispering about how much she loved Mitchell. He would be home soon.
Sadness set in, knowing they would probably hardly talk. Mitchell couldn't stand her and she knew her love was unrequited.
In the shower, she brought herself another orgasm, her moans echoing in the bathroom.
*********
Jordan finally had some time available for Mitchell the upcoming weekend. Ignoring his mother, assuming she would be hanging out with Lisa, he went to Jordan's.
As Mitchell pummeled Jordan from behind Saturday night, he was unable to shake the image of Megan's naked body, her moonlight face, and her sensual kisses she had been giving him.
"Ahh, don't stop, don't stop!" Jordan cried out, another orgasm building up. Mitchell squeezed her breasts from behind, his eyes closed, Jordan's moans replaced with his mother's from her night in the hot tub. When he ejaculated in Jordan, he kept thrusting, thrusting until he grew tired and his cock hurt.
"That was amazing," Jordan said, out of breath, collapsing next to Mitchell.
"Uh huh," he replied breathlessly, immediately feeling guilt and anger for picturing his mother.
Chapter 8
"Where have you been?" Megan asked the next day.
"A friend's," Mitchell replied, setting his keys down, heading to his room again.
"Oh? Who is it?" she asked, flipping through a magazine.
"Just a friend," He said, shutting his door.
Sitting on his bed, running his hands through his dark hair, he heard his mother knock at his door, "What?" he growled.
"Can I come in?" his mother asked.
"Fine," Mitchell rolled his eyes.
She was wearing a white tank top, and small, khaki shorts. Megan approached her son, combing her fingers through his hair. "I want to take you out to dinner tonight."
"No. I'm tired."
"Please?" she smiled, standing in front of him.
"No," Mitchell shot her an annoyed look, backing away a bit.
"It'll be nice," his mother caressed his face, inching her body closer.
Mitchell shook his head and looked away.
Megan smiled, slowly moving herself closer to him, straddling him.
"Mom," Mitchell grimaced.
Sitting herself on his crotch, she kissed his forehead, then his cheek, next his lips. Mitchell placed his hands on her thighs, gently squeezing them, sliding up into her shorts before abruptly stopping.
"No! Please, just get off me!" Mitchell fussed, standing, causing her to go to her feet on the floor.
Mitchell looked out his window, toward the ocean. Megan ran her hands over his back.
"No. Ok?" Mitchell turned around to face her. "We aren't friends here. Your main focus should be getting a job and getting back on your feet again. Alright? That's it. I suggest you start looking."
Mitchell stormed out, leaving her alone, and went for a walk. An hour later upon his return, he found her in the kitchen, cleaning dishes. He watched her for a moment, thinking about how mean he was to her.
He approached her slowly, sliding his arms around her body, letting his hands rest on her flat belly. He smelled her hair, breathing in her scent. He kissed along her neck, her cheek, his crotch pushing gently into her ass. He nuzzled his forehead against her temple, slowly kissing her cheek once more. He ended the embrace and went to his room.
Megan continued cleaning dishes, smiling knowingly to herself.
*********
"Fine then leave!" Megan yelled at Mitchell the summer he graduated from college. He had decided to head back to Los Angeles to look for work. His mother was furious. They had been arguing about it most of the day. Megan felt incredibly foolish; acknowledging her failure to deal with her feelings for Mitchell drove them apart. She also felt he wouldn't stay out in LA after college and would at least get a job in Miami.
She watched him pack once more, her world ending, regret for her strict and nagging nature overcoming her. "You hate me don't you?"
"I don't hate you mom," Mitchell replied.
Tears were piling up in her eyes, "Why can't you look for jobs here?"
"I don't want to, that's why," Mitchell was tired of arguing with her, something he had been doing since he was a teenager.
"You just want to get away from me, forever, don't you?"
Mitchell snapped, slamming his suite case shut, "Yes I do! You think I want to deal with your 'Queen Bitch' attitude my whole life? Always complaining, whining, arguing, and wallowing around in self pity for whatever ridiculous reason. You think I want to be around that?"
He started to leave his room. "Get out of my way," he growled at his mother. As he was brushing past her she grabbed his arm, pulling him back, then grabbed his face, pulling it to hers and kissed him as hard as she could. She released his face and pushed him away. The tears began to pour from her eyes, thoughts of what to do next swimming around in her mind.
Megan was going to file for divorce and did so after Mitchell's Thanksgiving visit. It was a cold, joyless holiday. She figured this was one last chance, a reason, to go to California.
The next few months were filled with more yelling, arguing, and crying, except this time it was between Megan and her husband, Andrew. He begged her to change her mind. He accused her of infidelity. They cursed at each other. Their home was filled with anger and hatred.
In April, exhausted, sick of his soon-to-be ex-wife, Mitchell's stepdad gave into her desires for a divorce and to move to Los Angeles. He made a phone call while Megan cried in the bedroom.
On a sunny Sunday morning, Jordan was having her pussy eaten. A cell phone vibrated a third time in five minutes. She suggested her friend answer it.
Mitchell sighed, sitting up, glancing to the phone, "I should've turned it off. I'm sorry."
"Don't be. But maybe check it to be sure it's not an emergency?" Jordan asked.
Mitchell reached for his phone, his eyes widening, seeing it was his stepdad calling. Perhaps it was an emergency. He answered the phone, getting off the bed, leaving the room, glancing back at a nude Jordan.
Chapter 9
The night of their embrace in the kitchen, Mitchell was wide awake when his mother entered his room. He couldn't sleep. Mitchell was having an internal tug of war, thinking about how annoying and difficult she had been in his teen years, mixed with how gorgeous she was and, while still annoying, not nagging or mean.
Megan opened his door, crawled into his bed, kissed his lips and snuggled against him. He put his arm around her, holding her against him; he kissed her head and tried to go sleep.
The next day was another struggle internally. He didn't want to be around her, he wanted to fuss at her for forgetting to turn off the bathroom light; he wanted to scold her for nearly burning the dinner she was preparing. He had to get away. He went for a long walk to clear his head.
Mitchell spent more time with Jordan. Between work and sex with her, he hardly saw his mother for the next week. With each cum injecting orgasm into Jordan, his confusion toward his mother became less and less.
One night, Mitchell made the mistake of taking Jordan back to his home. It was a Saturday, he figured his mother was with his Aunt Lisa, drinking wine, talking, whatever.
It was shortly after midnight. Jordan was on top of Mitchell, riding him, her large breasts being squeezed forcefully by Mitchell. He wanted her to cum again; he wanted her pussy to milk his cock. He didn't realize his bedroom door was cracked. He had no idea his mother had gotten home earlier than he expected her too.
Megan, tears streaming down her face, watched Jordan climax on top of her son. Her only thought was that she came out to Los Angeles for nothing.
Mitchell took Jordan home early in the morning. He arrived at his condo shortly after the sun rose to find his mother, wearing her typical pajamas of panties and a long t-shirt, her hands on her hips and a scowl on her face.
"Who was she?" She angrily asked.
"Who was who?"
"That woman in your room?"
"No one, just a friend," Mitchell said, feeling like a 16 year old once more.
"No that was NOT just a friend. Who was she?" His mother yelled.
"None of your business!" Mitchell yelled back, heading to his room, slamming the door.
Megan was able to get to his door before he was able to lock it, pushing it open and barging in.
"Get out!" Mitchell yelled, annoyed with her line of questioning.
"Is she your girlfriend? Who was she?" His mother demanded.
"None of your business! Leave me alone!" Mitchell said, pushing past her, making his way to the back door to leave.
"Are you going to be sleeping around in - " Megan started to ask, following him, her anger at herself and Mitchell building up.
"Oh shut up, bitch. Don't barge in here and ask me about my life. It's none your business who I spent my time with! If you have a problem with that, why don't you go live with your whore of a sister?" Mitchell yelled.
Megan's eyes widened, she saw red, she lunged toward Mitchell and slapped him as hard as she could.



*********
It was the morning of Megan's flight and move to California. Her soon-to-be ex was watching her pack, shaking his head.
"Before you leave, why don't you be honest with me for once? How many men have you slept with?" Andrew asked.
"Oh shut up, Andrew," Megan told him.
"I just want to know. I just want to know for closure reasons. Did you have sex in our bed with them? Hmm?" Andrew asked. Megan ignored his question, continuing to pack, thinking about Mitchell - as always.
"Whatever," Andrew shook his head.
As Megan walked passed him, he asked another question, "Are you sure you want to move in with your son? You've treated him poorly over the years. I'm sure he can't stand you."
She kept walking, making her way to the stairs, "You're a piece of shit, Megan. No telling how many men you've slept with."
"Go ahead, leave!" He called out to her as she made her way half way down the stairs. "Go live with him! You'll probably fuck him too! Slut."
Megan's eyes widened, she saw red, running back up the stairs, slapping Andrew hard as she could.
*********
Mitchell glared at his mother, a mixture of shock and anger on his face. Megan was tearing up, she wanted him so badly, she slapped him again. He looked to the floor, shocked, mouth hanging open.
His mother grabbed his face, pulling it to meet hers, and kissed him as hard as she could. She pushed him away, out of breath; they stared into each other's blue eyes. Mitchell grabbed her face, bringing it to his own, and kissed her just as hard in return.
Chapter 10
Mitchell slammed his mother against the wall, kissing her again, even harder than before. Megan grabbed his head, holding him place, kissing in return. Their mouths were glued to each other, their eyes closed, Megan up against the wall. She pulled at her son's hair; Mitchell didn't budge, kissing her passionately. She clawed at his neck, no change. She punched his shoulder. Mitchell broke the kiss allowing his mother to push him away.
Megan removed her t-shirt, throwing it across the room, revealing her naked upper body.
"Fuck me!" She growled at Mitchell, lunging at him, jumping into his arms. He caught her by her ass, her legs wrapping around him, slamming her back against the wall, kissing and licking her neck.
Pinning her against the wall, he fidgeted with his shorts with one hand, the other holding her up. Nibbling and sucking at her neck and mouth, he kicked his shorts and boxers off. Still holding her, he moved away from the wall, slamming her down on the couch, falling on top of her, kissing frantically.
He sat up, quickly pulling her panties off, throwing them across the room, then doing the same with his shirt. Megan pulled him back on top of her, holding him tightly.
"Do it," she ordered him, glaring up at his face, holding his head. "Fuck me."
"I am," he glared back, pushing her legs apart, guiding his cock into her waiting walls, impaling her.
Slow, powerful thrusts, while staring into her face, Mitchell grunted and took her. Megan moaned with each stab of Mitchell's cock.
A few moments later, he sat up, taking her with him, making his way to his bedroom. Throwing some books off a shelf in his room, he sat his mother on the top one, grabbing her hands, pinning her arms against the wall behind her and began mercilessly slamming into her.
"Yes! Yes!" Megan screamed.
"Come on! Cum for me!" He yelled back. That was all it took to send her over the edge. The man she had been lusting after for years, the man she had fallen in love with to demand her to cum for him caused her eyes to roll in the back of her head and her body to shake with orgasmic pleasure.
"Ahh Mitchell!" She cried out, staring into his eyes. This was real. This wasn't a dildo she had mounted to his bed; it was really him fucking her. And her son wasn't done yet.
Mitchell gripped her butt, backed away from the wall and slammed her onto his bed. "Yes! Take it!" He yelled with each powerful thrust. He kept going and going, pushing her big-breasted, little body, all the way to the headboard and pillows.
Reaching behind to steady herself, Megan rested her hand on the headboard, watching her son above her take her like an animal, slamming his own bed into the wall.
Another orgasm was building, this time for both of them. "Give that fucking cum!" she commanded Mitchell.
Several minutes later, an exhausted Mitchell starting climaxing along with his mother, "Here it comes! Take it, you bitch!"
His cock erupted, exploding, filling her quivering pussy with semen, "Ahhhh!" Megan cried out. "I'm your Queen Bitch!"
Mitchell groaned, staring into her blue eyes, his cock spurting semen in her. Finally he was done, exhausted, sweaty, collapsing on top of his mother. She ran her hands through his hair, her legs going limp, loosening their tight hold from around his waist. With eyes half closed, she smiled, catching her breath.
Mitchell rolled off her a few minutes later, lying on his side, facing away from his mother. Megan smiled, curling up behind him, running her hands slowly up and down his back.
"What have I done?" Mitchell thought to himself. Filled with shame and more confusion, sleep finally caught up with him.
He woke the next morning alone in bed - the smell of bacon guiding him to the kitchen. He put on some clothes, making his way to the source. He saw his mother wearing her long, white t-shirt, reaching up to grab something out of the cabinet. The shirt came up, exposing her bare ass. Mitchell looked away, the memories from the previous night returning.
"Hi baby!" His mother cheerily said, handing him a plate of bacon and eggs. He sat across from her at a small table in the kitchen, eating silently.
Afterward, he nodded solemnly at her, thanking her for breakfast, then went back to his room. He put on some shoes and left the house. He walked for hours along the beach, thinking about how he felt, knowing how she felt, attempting to make sense of it all. He found a place to eat for lunch, sitting alone, he got a text from his mother saying that Lisa was coming by to take her shopping; she would be back later that evening.
He arrived shortly before she did. Mitchell sat alone in his room at his computer, while his mother fixed dinner. She was humming to herself, occasionally laughing at something on the TV.
"Dinner's ready!" she called out to him.
Mitchell avoided looking at her. He quietly ate his meal while his mother talked about her day. She went shopping and Lisa took her by a new spa that had opened in Malibu. Megan apparently landed a job interview with them in a few days.
Mitchell nodded, thinking that she'd move out soon - except now he didn't want her to.
He tried to sleep but couldn't. She was watching a funny movie in the other room. He never remembered her laughing so much as she did in the last 24 hours. Finally the muffled sounds from the TV stopped; the house was quiet, save for the sound of the shower his mother was taking.
A little later, still attempting to sleep, Mitchell heard his bedroom door open. He watched his mother stand at the end of the bed, her profile a silhouette from the moonlight. She took off her shirt, ran her hands through her long hair, Mitchell admiring her breasts. She turned and slowly climbed on to his bed.
She gently tugged at his shorts, pulling them down, throwing them off. She began kissing his thighs, her breasts dragging across his knees. She made her way to his cock, kissing it gingerly, waking it up. She licked it, nuzzled it, taking it into her mouth as if she had been doing that to him for years - perhaps she had been, in her mind.
Mitchell was fully hard. In his dark room, he could barely see her straddle him and guide his cock into her. When he was all the way inside her, his mother came to rest on top of him, kissing his neck, playing with his hair.
"I love you," she whispered. "I've loved you like this for a long time."
Megan began slowly grinding into him, dragging her engorged clit across his lower abdomen. Mitchell closed his eyes, breathing slowly, feeling her warm body on top of his, listening to her sweet moans as she made love to him.
"Oh Mitchell," she whispered again, breathing heavily in his ear, "how long I've wanted this."
Mitchell ran his hands up and down her bare back, bringing one hand into her thick mane. "Kiss me," she whispered.
Mitchell turned his face and did as he was told. He kissed her slowly, sensually on the mouth, both of them moaning. Their tongues met for the first time, swirling around each other, while Megan continued to grind into him.
"All those years I fussed and scolded you. Deep down I was in love you," Megan explained. "I tried to hide it, to bury it. I divorced your stepfather, thinking that coming out here would be one last shot to be with you."
It made sense to Mitchell now. He had been mean to her in return, calming down and later showing her affection, just as she had.
Breaking the kiss, Megan whispered once more to her son, "Cum for me, my baby."
"Mom," Mitchell cried out with pleasure.
"I'm not your mother anymore. I'm more than that now. I'm your everything," She kissed him again, moaning, her own orgasm approaching.
"Ahhh, I love you!" She cried out, her forehead resting on his now.
"I love you too," Mitchell paused, his balls tightening, "Megan."
The orgasmic flames spread throughout her body, consuming her, just as they did Mitchell. Both lovers were climaxing, holding each other, shaking with pleasure. Megan came to rest on top of Mitchell. He held her a long time, kissing her lips tenderly over and over, before he regained his strength. Sitting up, his cock awake once again, they made love, slowly, methodically until the moonlight in his room was replaced with sunlight.
Chapter 11
Megan loved her new job. The clients were all very sweet to her. She bought a bike and rode it to and from Mitchell's condo five days a week.
They ate dinner together, made love all night, and occasionally hung out with Lisa on the weekends. Not as much, not staying out as late, but enough to be friendly. They hid their secret love as best they could. Megan assumed at some point in the future, she would tell her sister about her and Mitchell.
It felt so natural to Mitchell. Not awkward. Playing with her hair while she sucked his cock on the couch, pinning her up against the shower wall in the morning, licking chocolate syrup out of her pussy after dinner - it was all so easy for him. With each cum injecting orgasm into Megan, he thought of her as his mother less and less.
A few weeks later, Jordan stopped by. She hadn't heard a word from Mitchell in quite some time. She figured she'd surprise him one night after midnight.
Jordan peeped into the front window, seeing all the lights on, but no movement. She knocked on the front door several times, there was no answer. She walked around back, near where the pool was and her mouth dropped open at what she saw.
She found Mitchell. He wasn't alone. He was sitting in the shallow end of the swimming pool, a dark hair woman she didn't recognize, was bouncing wildly on his cock.
Jordan tried to look away but she couldn't. She watched Mitchell grin, grabbing Megan's large tits when she flung her head back, cumming once more, and buck his hips upward into her. Megan tried to be quiet but was failing.
Jordan watched Mitchell stand, taking the woman with him, and began pumping upward into her once more. She was shaking, moaning, and cumming.
Mitchell grunted and worked Megan from behind next - her tits jiggled, Mitchell slapping her ass, her mouth hanging open.
"I'm cumming!" Megan cried out, failing to be quiet.
"Yes! Cum for me!" Mitchell ordered her.
Mitchell pulled out, pumped his cock several times, and sprayed Megan's face with semen. Jordan sighed softly. She and Mitchell weren't a couple, but she thought maybe they would end up as one at some point. Apparently he was sleeping with other women. Jordan left, not bothering to contact Mitchell again.
The following weekend, Mitchell came home from work on Friday to find a note taped to the door. "I'm at the beach."
He smiled, entering his home, changing into his swim trunks. A few minutes later he stood at the railing that overlooked the beach entrance. Mitchell watched Megan in the orange light of the setting sun, nude in the water, standing, extending her hands, attempting to touch a nearby dolphin. He loved her.
Making his way down the beach, he stopped, watching her wave at him, motioning him to join her. He chuckled, untying his swim suit, pulling it down, stepping out of it. Mitchell walked naked toward the water, stopping shortly before entering; something to his right had caught his eye.
A large heart with "M + M" was doodled into the sand. "Megan and Mitchell," he thought, entering the water to join a person he no longer thought of as his mother, but his woman, the love of his life.
The end.
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Chapter 1
Adam stared out of the large waiting room window. His eyes watching a woman talk with a horse in the pasture about 10 yards away. She was running her hand up and down his large head, smiling at him, not feeding him anything. Adam found it odd. Of the few farm animals he had seen, they were constantly eating something; hay, carrots, grass and so on.
He was shaken from his observations when Dr. Fong entered the room, greeting him enthusiastically. "Adam! Thank you so much for joining us today!"
Shaking the hand of the middle-aged man of Asian descent, 20-year-old Adam smiled politely in return. Dr. Fong was joined by his assistant, Denise, a short brunette. Adam had never seen a pure Caucasian woman before. Most of the 100 million inhabitants on Earth were Asian mixed with other races, Adam included. He never knew his parents. The only memories of his mother were brief images of a tall, blonde woman, with bright blue eyes. His short black hair, blue eyes, light Asian features, was evident of his ethic mixture.
"Please sit, we have so much to talk about. Again, I'm very excited you agreed to this! We are going to have so much fun," the overjoyed scientist explained.
"My pleasure; I got a day off of work and get to spend it here at corporate headquarters," Adam smiled.
"You find your work boring?" Dr. Fong asked.
"Somewhat, yes. It's general maintenance work. I also repair damaged weather modifiers," Adam explained.
"Amazing," Dr. Fong replied, confusing Adam. He didn't consider his mundane job amazing at all. It's all he's known. With very few memories from his younger years, no family, or close friends, Adam was put in this maintenance role as if he's always been doing it - never questioning, never wondering about his past.
"Anyway, let us begin. Denise will take notes. I'm assuming you know why you are here?" Dr. Fong asked.
"Yes, you want me to help you all design, um, someone for me to, well, be with?" Adam nervously answered.
"Yes!" Dr. Fong replied, smiling widely. "You don't have to be nervous by the way. Based on your imagination, we will build you someone to spend your life with. Again, your imagination is the limit. We can, and will, build you anything."
"Anything?"
Dr. Fong nodded in the direction of the pasture with the woman and horse in it, "We built him."
"You built a horse for her?"
Dr. Fong, smiling, almost giggling, stood from his seat, walking quickly to the large window, banging on it, waving at the woman and the horse.
"Hello!" the woman waved in return.
"Hi Dr. Fong!" the horse yelled back in a normal sounding male's voice.
Adam's mouth dropped, "You mean the horse is a robot?"
"Yes!" Dr. Fong said, sitting back down, always smiling.
"So that's why it isn't eating. It doesn't need to," Adam said.
"HE doesn't need to. You're correct, no need to eat food," Dr. Fong said. "He looks real doesn't he? He doesn't smell real, which I suppose is a good thing! She takes him to the pasture there and rides him around sometimes. It's all very sweet. But let's talk about you and want you want."
"Alright," Adam said, glancing at Dr. Fong's assistant, Dense. Adam noticed she didn't have anything to write on, or tablet devices to transcribe their words into a document. He thought that was odd as well, since Dr. Fong said she was going to be taking notes.
"I want you to focus. I want you to use your imagination. And I want you to relax. There is nothing we can't build no matter how unusual some may think it is. She can be anything you want her to be. The important thing is simply using your imagination," Dr. Fong said.
Adam nodded, "Ok, well, where do we begin?"
"Yes! Firstly, is what do you want?"
"Well, I would want something human-like, but not a human. And, uh, maybe tall too. And, um, perhaps, she could be a she, you know, curvy and um," Adam was rambling.
"Ok, ok, slow down a bit. Just relax," Dr. Fong said. "What you're doing for us is wonderful. I just want you to take a deep breath and let your thoughts flow. Alright?"
Adam nodded, doing as he was told, pausing a moment before speaking again, "A humanoid shaped android. Specifically, female shaped. The body would be athletic in appearance, flat stomach, muscular, but certainly keeping an hour glass figure. The breasts would be large," Adam paused, glancing at the busty brunette, Denise, who remained silent, smiling softly at him.
"She would be tall too. Six feet tall, my height," Adam added.
"Wonderful! Keep going," Dr. Fong said.
"Um, I like long hair, maybe down to her lower back. But, like I said, I don't want her to look human," Adam added.
"We'll get to that in a moment. This is all very basic information first," Dr. Fong said.
"You said she was taking notes?" Adam asked, glancing at Denise, still sitting with a permanent smile on her face.
"She is! Now then, athletic, tall, six feet, long hair, female human curves, what about other general descriptions? What about her ass Adam?" Dr. Fong winked.
"Oh um, well, yeah, she'd have one. It would be nice, you know? Somewhat shapely and muscular," Adam explained.
"Wonderful!" Dr. Fong patted Adam's knee. "Remember to relax, we're all adults here. Now then, you said you didn't want her to look human. Can you elaborate? Start simple. Her hair, what color? What color eyes and skin, things like that. There is no wrong answer, everything you could come up with his perfect in our eyes."
"Right. Well, um," Adam cleared his throat. "I was thinking green. Well, not green, but maybe like a blue-green combination. But her entire hair wouldn't be all of that color. I, um, I," Adam stammered.
"Hey, it's ok," Dr. Fong said. "Just take it slow."
Adam paused another moment, before gathering his thoughts. "Teal. Her hair would start off teal, and gradually turn white. Just above the small of her back, it'd be white. I'd want it to be of a different texture too. Like very thin optic wiring or something. She would be hairless everywhere else, except for thin, teal color eyebrows. Her eyes would be slightly larger than a human's. Their color would be teal and black."
"Yes!" Dr. Fong nodded.
"I want her skin to be solid black in color. It wouldn't be metallic or shiny, but almost leathery, maybe even slightly like rubber. It wouldn't feel like ours," Adam said running an index finger over his forearm.
"I would want it to appear as though she were wearing a skin-tight suit of light armor. Perhaps where her ribs would be, there could be a plated or different pattern to the skin. A similar pattern could be on her thighs and the sides of her legs. Maybe this pattern could be outlined by some sort of teal lights, to give the plates prominence, and to take away human features."
"Yes! I love it. So around the bottom of her ribs, below her large breasts, going down the sides of her stomach, her thighs, and perhaps even the sides of her back, next to her spine would be this outline of lights, giving her a robotic appearance?" Dr. Fong confirmed.
"That's it, yes," Adam answered.
"What about her voice?
"Not too deep for a woman, but not nasally or high pitched. I would definitely want it to sound robot-like. That horse out there sounded like a regular man. I don't want that." Adam answered.
"Great, great. What about other sounds? We can completely hide mechanical sounds such as whirring, or light machinery sounds when she moves in a certain way. We can also mask any sort of computer processing sounds she may emit."
"Keep those. I like that idea of robotic sounds when she sits or walks. Nothing too loud or noticeable, but something barely there to remind me she's not a human in a suit," Adam explained.
"Yes, perfect, this is great. Anything else for her face?"
"Her ears would be long, antenna like protrusions. Maybe not antenna like on an insect, but blade-like devices, she might use for communication purposes - sending and receiving signals of some sort. I don't know."
"No, this is great. What I'm seeing is something that doesn't look human. Anything else?"
"Um, a smaller mouth, lips wouldn't be too full. I guess she'd have teeth. Maybe her mouth could be glow teal with she opens it? A small, dainty nose. Perhaps in her shoulders, elbows, hips, and knees there could be an outline of the joint. It'd look robotic of course, metallic with teal lighting."
Dr. Fong nodded in agreement, seemingly enjoying Adam conveying his vision. "I like this color scheme!"
"Come, let's take a walk. I want to show you around," Dr. Fong stood, extending his hand to Adam.
Chapter 2
Dr. Fong led Adam through his laboratory. He saw many rooms filled with half assembled labor robots. They were used mostly used for construction. Dr. Fong explained when their assembly was complete they would be sent to Mars to assist with operations on the various colonies there.
Adam peeped in other rooms, observing gigantic robots. The large, humanoid-shaped machines would ignite rocket boosters on their backs, testing their flight capabilities. According to Dr. Fong, these machines were headed to provide repair work on the large solar plasma harvesters and converters that were orbiting the sun.
They walked by another laboratory. Scientists were looking through advanced microscopes. "What's in there?" Adam asked.
"Ah, that's where we build and test our nanotechnology - microscopic little robots that help us out. Nanobots, as we call them. They can carry out simple functions or more advanced tasks if need be. We usually administer them to androids in a thick liquid-like state. Sort of like gel. Think of them as artificial cells," Dr. Fong explained.
"The substance is quite similar to the daily nutrient packets you consume," Dr. Fong added, glancing over Adam. "Anyway, let's continue."
Finally the last series of rooms on the tour were conference rooms and offices. Dr. Fong told Adam to look through a window in one room. Adam saw a small person. He watched him play with blocks, studying his movements.
"What's that?" Adam asked Dr. Fong.
Placing his hand on Adam's shoulder, he replied, "That's a child. Not many of those exist nowadays do they?"
A man was presenting the child to a young couple. After a moment, the man gently pressed the back of the boy's neck. A panel on his forehead opened and extended, revealing what looked to be data storage cells. Adam chuckled, the child wasn't human.
"We can make anything," Dr. Fong whispered.
"Let's talk about personality. What do you have in mind?" Dr. Fong asked, leading Adam and Denise into another conference room. Adam looked out of the large window of this new room. It had a different view. Large, green expanses of trees mostly, but there were a few sparse steel ruins of Addis Ababa jutting out of the greenery. Relics of a capital city from a country formerly known as Ethiopia; where the corporation's headquarters were.
"Oh, right," Adam said, sitting across from Dr. Fong and Denise. "I was thinking of her being shy. Not very talkative."
"Yes, good, I love it. Perhaps she could be somewhat submissive. It would be her desire to serve you. Like cleaning your apartment, and well, other things," Dr. Fong winked.
"Right, yes," Adam nodded not picking up on what the doctor was hinting at. "I'm somewhat shy as well, so perhaps if I didn't feel like talking all the time, she would be ok with that. Plus, it takes me awhile to feel comfortable around someone who's really outgoing and boisterous."
"Perhaps she wouldn't initiate physical contact, instead relying on you to take charge with that at first. Yes?" Dr. Fong asked.
"Um, well, yes. I suppose. I'm not experienced." Adam said.
Dr. Fong smiled warmly at Adam. "It's ok, really it is. You and your creation can gain experience of many wonderful things together."
He nodded at Adam, silently looking at him, "I'm sorry this is just an amazing day for us to meet you here. Let's get down to more specifics: sex."
"Oh, that," Adam looked away nervously.
"You know what I think you'd like? A trigger point. We've designed several partners over the years that have a trigger point. Somewhere on their body, that when touched, lets them know they are desired sexually. From that point, depending upon their programming, they act accordingly. I think for a quiet, shy lover, this would be an ideal solution."
"Let me show you," Dr. Fong continued. He glanced to his left, extended his arm, lightly grazing his fingers across Denise's neck. She closed her eyes, smiling warmly, and then opened them to give Dr. Fong a seductive look.
"See? Her trigger point is right there. Just along her neck."
"You mean she's a - "
Dr. Fong interrupted Adam, "Where did you have in mind?"
Adam paused for a moment, gathering his thoughts, watching Denise look Dr. Fong up and down. "I, uh, her back. The small of her back, I guess," Adam shrugged.
"Excellent! That's a great idea. I think we can come up with something you'll be more than happy with. Now then let us talk more details about sex. I won't go into specifics in regard to her capabilities or, shall I say, access points. All of that will be very similar to human. I want to know about fetishes of yours. Have you laid awake at night thinking about things that turn you on?" Dr. Fong asked.
"A fetish? Um, I don't know, not really."
"Denise, stand please, undo your blouse," Dr. Fong ordered.
Denise did as she was told, unbuttoning her blouse, letting Dr. Fong open it further to expose her large breasts. He watched for Adam's reaction, giggling with delight when he saw the younger man blush. Dr. Fong took his index and middle finger to her right armpit, gently pushing inward. Adam heard a soft mechanical clicking sound. His eyes widened when he saw Dr. Fong carefully remove Denise's right breast, exposing a metallic endoskeleton, flashing lights of advanced circuitry and what appeared to be an artificial lung, moving slowly back and forth, simulating breathing.
"See this?" Dr. Fong showed a shocked Adam the breast, turning it over, revealing more circuitry and mechanical parts. "These circular devices on the inside here store and administer, at Denise's will, a sweet, white substance. It's obviously not human milk, but it's a sugary treat I like to extract from her every once in awhile. It tastes good."
Dr. Fong moved back to his assistant, snapping the breast back in place, "I have to get her refilled, depending on how much is used. But that's an example of a nice little fetish we can implement. Can you think of something that would turn you on?"
"Um," Adam shook his head no.
Dr. Fong smiled, "It's ok. I tell you what, if you think of something, anything at all, just let me know. You can bring your lover in and we'll adjust her accordingly."
Adam smiled awkwardly and nodded.
"I think this covers everything. We'll throw in a few surprises. These will be things that will certainly remind you she is not a person. Do you have any questions?" Dr. Fong asked.
"Will she be," Adam paused, thinking about the android child he saw earlier, "fully mature right? I mean, she'll be able to talk and I won't have to teach her anything."
"Of course she will be! She'll have full knowledge of our history, society, manners, social protocols, and so on. She will be able to speak our universal worldwide language, along with Japanese, Chinese, and English - should you encounter someone who still prefers those ancient tongues," Dr. Fong chuckled, thinking that their language only shared a similar naming scheme with those older, dead languages.
"Great, that's all I have. I'm interested in what surprises you throw at me," Adam blushed.
"Denise, did you get all of what we talked about?" Dr. Fong asked.
"I did, Dr. Fong. I can upload all data when we return to your office," Denise replied.
Adam left an hour later, after another tour with Dr. Fong and Denise. Dr. Fong seemed so interested in Adam's mundane life, hanging on his every word with keen interest. Denise, on the other hand, seemed very preoccupied, distracted, like she wanted Adam to hurry up and leave.
There was a train station just inside the gates of the corporate complex. Adam said goodbye to Dr. Fong and Denise. He would hear from them in a few weeks. Adam waved one final time before the doors closed, taking his seat after the automated voice told him to. Moments later the trained left the station, silently traveling 1000 miles per hour, safely arriving at Adam's home 30 minutes later, 500 miles away in a land that used to be called Sudan.
Dr. Fong watched the train practically disappear in a blink of an eye, not making a sound, "I think Adam will be our best one yet," he said, turning to Denise. She wasn't interested in his opinion.
She followed him back to his office, shutting his door, slamming him against it, tearing off her blouse. "Aren't you going to upload the data you recorded first?" Dr. Fong asked.
"Just shut up and fuck me," She growled, lunging at him, pulling his face in for a kiss. "You know what touching my neck like that does to me."
"Yes I do," Dr. Fong smiled, returning the android's kiss.
Chapter 3
The train started its deceleration several minutes before it arrived at Adam's home. He was afforded enough time to think about how remarkable his home city was. No longer seeing blurred greenery as the train traveled, he saw the five mile high, five mild wide, cylinder he and 999,999 others called home.
Adam had only visited several other cities, but knew there were 100 in total, sparsely covering Earth, avoiding tropical equatorial areas. His home was the closest to the equator out of all Earth's cities. Riding the silent, fast elevator, Adam took in his surroundings. The interior contained vast gardens, endless rows of apartment homes, entertainment venues, and everything anyone could ever need. They were all arranged in each of the sections of the cylinder. Each section had a diameter of five miles.
Adam lived near the top, four miles above ground. He entered his apartment and was immediately greeted by the artificial intelligence saying hello, opening the blinds, letting sunlight in, and turning on the holographic television.
A news report was on, the female newscaster was in mid sentence when she appeared as a hologram, "...making this the third star system at which an Earth vessel has arrived. Sirius is 8.6 years away and we can expect..."
Adam looked out his window admiring the vast green landscape from four miles above. He smiled, thinking how wonderful his day had been. A slight nervousness came over him. He was fearful this android woman that was being created for him might not like him. He regretted not asking Dr. Fong about that possibility - blaming his forgetfulness on nerves.
"Meanwhile, reports are coming in from the Alpha Centauri system. The android crew is happy and is looking forward to exploring the tiny planet that..." the news reporter droned on in the background.
Adam entered his small kitchen to retrieve a nutrient packet. It contained a medium size pill with a small cup of gel-like white substance. The corporation provided all residents with everything they would ever need. Adam sat, eating his meal, enjoying the full feeling it would provide him until tomorrow.
Everyone worked for the corporation - the only one on Earth. Engineers, scientists, mechanics, all worked together for the sole purpose of repairing damage done to the planet by previous generations and one day leaving Earth and exploring the galaxy; a lofty goal that required baby steps.



Adam directed his attention back to the news report hologram, "...which marks the 700 year anniversary of our successful Martian colonies. In other news, the Kuiper Space Station in orbit around Neptune has..."
The rest of the evening was filled with playing holographic games and watching more news reports. The next morning Adam caught the train to North America. It took close to eight hours to arrive. A weather modifier had broken and the first tornado in decades appeared, causing damage to a forest. No one was injured since there were no cylindrical cities in the North American Nature Preserve which spanned from the Gulf of Mexico up to the Hudson Bay.
Adam, alone, repaired the modifiers that had broken down. He loved the peace and quiet, but deep down he was getting more and more nervous as the days went by. A week later, after finishing his final repairs, he knew his solitude in the wilderness would end. His large tent collapsed into a small piece of cloth, his tools, folding into small cubes, all fit nicely in his back pack, Adam made his way back to civilization.
Another week passed, still no word from Dr. Fong. Adam was working at the North Pole, uninstalling machinery that helped refreeze most of the melted ice. His doubts were catching up to him. The following week he was performing maintenance on a machine that sped up the removal of greenhouse gases from Earth's atmosphere. As he was finishing his job he decided to call Dr. Fong, his nerves getting the best of him.
"Hi, Doctor, it's me," He said into the mobile device he wore on his wrist.
"I know! It's good to see you," the holographic image of Dr. Fong smiled at Adam.
"I was just wondering how things were coming along. I'm kinda scared," Adam admitted.
"Scared? Why? Things are going better than expected with her. Oh, by the way, you need to think of a name. When you meet her, you'll assign it to her."
"A name? Oh, I don't know," Adam said.
"In another week or so, she'll be ready. I'll help you come up with something then!" Dr. Fong said.
"What if she doesn't like me?" Adam blurted out, sitting on the edge of the 11,000 foot tall tower in the middle of the Indian Ocean.
Dr. Fong laughed, "You won't need to worry about that at all!"
"What about clothes? I mean, she can't just walk around naked. Would they let her on the train?"
Dr. Fong paused, smiling at Adam, "You're a great guy. You really are. Don't worry about the clothing issue. We already have everything covered. Pun intended!"
Adam cracked a smile, realizing Dr. Fong was trying to put his nerves at ease.
Adam watched Dr. Fong look to his left and nod, "Listen, Adam, I have to go, but I will contact you next week. Ok?"
"Yeah, I look forward to it."
"Me too!" Dr. Fong ended the transmission.
Chapter 4
Adam stood in front of the mirror, looking over his body. He flexed a bicep, and then rolled his eyes, shaking his head. He was toned and in good shape, but a not a huge muscular hunk. He glanced to his cock. He had no idea if it was large compared to others. He had never had sex. No one ever seemed to talk about sex to begin with. It wasn't in advertisements, it wasn't alluded to in conversations, and it wasn't in songs or other forms of entertainment. Adam wondered if anyone actually had sex. The only time he could remember ever discussing it was with Dr. Fong a few weeks prior during their initial meeting.
Putting on his clothes, a shirt, tie and khaki pants, Adam tried to remember if he's ever been horny. He's looked at things and thought they were beautiful, trees, mountains, cities, an occasional female, but he couldn't recall if he ever thought about actually using his penis for intercourse.
On the train ride to corporate headquarters, Adam thought that he'd be experiencing sex in the near future, that is, if this android was actually into him.
Anna was the name he came up with. It was short and simple. The train arrived minutes later; Adam was greeted by the smiling Dr. Fong and his assistant, Denise. Adam was hugged by the doctor and led inside.
"I like the name you've chosen. How do you feel?" Dr. Fong asked, Denise leaving the two alone.
"Nervous."
"Yeah? Why is that?"
"What if she doesn't like me or what she's not attracted to me? What if we, you know, have sex and she doesn't enjoy it?" Adam listed his fears.
Dr. Fong sat across from him, smiling, "You have nothing to be afraid of. She will be shy, but you two will experience so many wonderful moments together. I promise."
A few minutes later the large double door of the conference room opened. Denise walked in, standing to the side, waving her hand at something to enter the room. Adam stood, taking a deep breath, this was it; he would meet her.
"When she approaches you, simply say hello, followed by the name you've chosen. It'll initiate her programming. You must make sure, 'Hello Anna' is the first thing you say," Dr. Fong explained.
Adam nodded, his eyes widening when he saw a tall, dark figure enter the room. She was wearing a long, black shawl that came down to her knees, her teal hair, flowing down her back. She had bangs ending just above her large, black and teal eyes. Denise led her slowly to stand in front of Adam.
He glanced at a smiling Dr. Fong to his right; he was urging him to speak to her. The android was motionless, unblinking, staring blankly into Adam's eyes. He started to speak, but was afraid. One more glance to Dr. Fong, a slight nod of his head and Adam found the courage.
"Hello Anna," he said, looking for a reaction. There was none.
He glanced to Dr. Fong, who gave him a thumbs up. Adam looked back to Anna, after a few seconds, her eyes glowed red, and she scanned him from head to toe. Afterward, they resumed their teal color, blinking and looking nervously from side-to-side. She lowered her head, occasionally glancing at Adam. He wondered if something was wrong.
"Hello," she said softly, after a few more seconds passed.
Adam smiled nervously at her. He could barely hear the humming of her processing units inside her body. He watched her fidget with her fingers, each joint lined with a ring of teal glow.
Dr. Fong spoke up, breaking the awkwardness, "Adam I have some business to tend to, please stay as long as you want. I'll check on you two in a little while. Call me if there are any problems."
"Oh, uh sure," Adam said, watching him leave, wishing he would have stayed longer.
He and Anna were alone, Adam not having any idea what to say to her.
"Um, it's nice to meet you, Anna," He finally piped up. Anna smiled softly, nodding her head.
"So, I guess you'll be living with me?" Adam asked, feeling foolish. Anna nodded her head.
"Is that ok with you? I mean, that is, if you are, um," Adam's eyes darted around, he felt foolish.
"It is. I would like that very much," Anna replied, her eyes meeting Adam's for a second.
"Good, good," He nodded. "I like your hair."
"Thank you," she replied, Adam noticing a soft smile. Her artificial black skin seemed to move just like his.
"I don't live too far from here. Have you ever been on a train?" Adam asked, knowing she probably had never left the compound.
"No, I haven't."
Adam sighed, turning around to look out the window at the lush greenery which surrounded the building they were in. Telling himself to relax, he tried to make her feel more at ease, besides; he wanted her to be shy.
"It's a lovely day isn't it?" Adam asked. He saw the dark shape move next to him with his peripheral vision.
"Yes it is."
They both turned to glance at each other at the same time, each looking away quickly when their eyes met.
"You'll like my apartment. It's pretty high off the ground. I have a great view," Adam told her.
"I'm sure I will," Anna smiled at him. He turned to glance at her, smiling in return.
Dr. Fong and Denise interrupted the awkward silence that followed a moment later. Denise's hair was somewhat disheveled and she was smiling.
"How is everything?" Dr. Fong asked, approaching Adam and Anna.
"Good," Adam smiled at him. Dr. Fong glanced at Anna; she too, smiled in return.
"Great! The next train is scheduled to arrive soon. You two can leave unless you have any questions for me."
"No, I think everything is fine."
"Wonderful. Adam, I have arranged some time off work with your manager. So enjoy the weeklong vacation with Anna," Dr. Fong said.
"Oh wow, that's great Dr. Fong. I will, I mean," Adam glanced at Anna, "Thanks."
"Here, take this," Dr. Fong handed Adam a small cube. Adam pressed the button on the side and the cube extended into a tube. On one end was a cable that coiled out, extending several feet. On the end of the cable appeared to be some sort of camera-like device.
"What's this?" Adam asked.
Dr. Fong smiled, "It's for exploration." He winked suggestively at Adam and said goodbye.
Chapter 5
After some paperwork and a brief orientation including information on who to contact in case of emergency, Adam and Anna left, sitting on the train next to one another, not speaking.
They arrived shortly after. Smiling at each other and then quickly looking away as the elevator rose four miles above Earth. Adam led her to the apartment, his key card opening the door for her. As they entered the AI unit started up, going through its usual routine.
"...the planet discovered by the telescopes on the Kuiper Space Station orbits a double star system and is roughly the size of Earth," the newscaster said in mid-sentence.
"Ugh, sorry about that," Adam said, turning the holographic newscast off. "Here let me show you around."
Adam did so; Anna quietly followed him to the living room, the balcony, and to his bedroom. Adam wondered if she'd sleep in there with him. Then he wondered about sleep. He asked himself what if she woke up, if she slept at all, what if she starting acting weird at night, cursing himself for not asking Dr. Fong.
Adam had decided that she would have her own room until the two of them were more comfortable around each other. In the meantime, Adam asked her if she knew what sleep was. "Yes, my systems power down either when told or 12 am. They resume at 8am."
"What if you are in the middle of doing something?"
"In that situation, I will power down when the task is complete," Anna answered. Adam decided to ask her more question, realizing that she seemed easier to talk to when he showed curiosity in her. The two of them sat on opposite ends of his couch, Adam occasionally glancing at her chest, the large black shawl covering her body, but it was easy to see she had a well endowed chest.
"How much do you weigh?" Adam asked. "Is it ok to ask that?"
"Of course, you may ask me anything you want. I weigh 198 pounds," She answered. Adam had guessed near that, since she wasn't an organic life form, assuming she consisted of metals, hard plastics, alloys, synthetic polymers and so on.
"I see. May I touch your hand?"
"Yes," Anna replied, extending it to Adam. He brushed his fingers along it, grabbing it, turning it over. It felt soft, slightly rubbery, indenting when Adam pressed down on it with his index finger.
Releasing her hand, Adam thought about his safety, continuing to interviewer her, "So have you been, um, tested?"
"I do not have memory of specific tests run, but I have been told that I was thoroughly tested before my memory was wiped and reset."
"What's the first thing you remember?" He asked.
"It was you saying hello to me."
Adam smiled, chuckling softly. "I think they did a great job with you. I think you are very lovely."
"Thank you," Anna replied, looking to the floor. "So are you."
"What would you like to do?" Adam asked, wondering if she would suggest something sexual. He was curious to see what was under the shawl, but didn't want to rush things.
"I can clean your apartment if you like," Anna suggested.
"Oh, sure, I guess," He smiled weakly.
Adam remained sitting, watching her straighten up various things in his apartment, alphabetizing his holographic games. He thought about how tall she was, about how pretty her face had turned out, and he wondered what it would be like to kiss her lips.
"Would you care to take the shawl off?" Adam asked, standing behind her.
Anna turned around to face Adam, smiling, nodding her head.
"Here, let me," he smiled back. Adam undid the clasp at the shoulder, sliding the black fabric away from her. Reaching around her shoulders, he grabbed the other side, removing it from her body. He stood back, looking her up and down, failing at being discreet.
"Do I look pleasing to you?" She shyly asked.
Adam observed her jet back body. She had, what appeared to be plates, covering her breasts, sides of her abdomen, crotch, and thighs - all the way down to her feet. "Can you, um, turn around? Sorry, I - "
"No, it's fine. I'll be glad to," Anna replied.
Adam's eyes trailed from the top of her neck, down her spine, and to her ass. It was all plated with light armor - all except the small of her back. Like her middle abdomen, it wasn't covered. The black texture was different. Adam assumed that was the synthetic material used for her skin. Remembering that area was a trigger point, he nervously looked away, "Ok, thanks."
He put her shawl behind a chair and took his seat on the couch once again. He saw the faint teal glow of lines that outlined her joints and the armor-like plating.
Anna started dusting next, after Adam showed her where the materials were. His eyes went to her butt when she squatted and lifted a large chair with ease to dust under it. It was covered in the light armor material, but Adam could tell it was shapely - whatever fibers were used to simulate muscles, they were certainly well developed ones.
Watching her work, he wanted to touch her trigger point more and more with each passing minute, but he was afraid.
Finding courage, Adam once again made his way behind her as she dusted an empty shelf above her. His slowly brought his hand to the small of her back, inches away from it. Suddenly, Anna moved, making her way to the windows. Adam turned to his left, watching her work. She was now cleaning the window.
Adam took a deep breath, gathered more courage and approached her. "This is a wonderful view isn't it?" He asked, standing next to her.
"It is," She replied, pausing her work to look with Adam.
He smiled and turned to face her. "I'm glad you're here," He said, quickly bringing his hand to the exposed area on her back, lightly caressing it. The texture was soft.
Anna's eyes widened, darting from side-to-side, "M-me too."
Adam listened, "Did she stutter?" he asked himself.
Anna slowly turned to face him, eyes looking about nervously, "I'm very happy to be here Adam."
"May I touch your hair?"
Anna nodded. Adam ran his fingers through the soft, fine material. The consistency was similar to silk threads, the hair itself, had a slight plastic, artificial feel to it. Adam let it run through his fingers, letting it fall back onto her shoulder joint.
They smiled at one another for a brief moment. Adam wondered if the trigger point worked. He had no idea what to expect next. As he was about to take a seat on the couch, Anna grabbed his face, pulling him in for a very hard kiss.
Chapter 6
"I'm sorry, perhaps I shouldn't have - " Anna backed away, embarrassed.
"No, no it's fine, I just wasn't expecting it," Adam said. Anna looked to the floor.
"Maybe we could try again?" Adam asked.
Anna smiled and nodded. Adam brought his hand to her face, gently running his thumb over her black lips. He leaned in closer, kissing them softly. They were soft like his, but not warm. They closed their eyes, continuing to share gentle pecks with one another. Adam started to notice her room temperature lips getting warmer.
He grabbed her hands, holding them while continuously kissing her lips, his thumb caressing the soft material on top of them. After a minute of tender kisses, he stopped, "There, see? That was nice."
"Yes it was," She smiled into his eyes. "I can create different flavors if you like."
"Flavors?"
"Yes, but you will need to kiss me with your mouth opened," Anna replied.
"Ah, I see. Well let's try it," Adam gently squeezed her hands. Anna closed her eyes; Adam heard a slight robotic sound coming from her jaw.
"There, that should do it. An edible liquid substance has been administered to my tongue," Anna explained.
"Her tongue," Adam thought. "You have a tongue?" he asked aloud.
"Yes. Though I do not need it to communicate," Anna closed her mouth. "It is not required for me to speak."
Adam nodded, seeing the logic with that. Many computers and AI units spoke and they didn't have tongues or mouths. Temporarily forgetting the task at hand, Anna pulled him in for another kiss.
"Now, open your mouth," she said, while still kissing. Adam complied, lightly flicking his tongue across her lips. Anna did so in return. Adam tasted a sweet, fruit-like flavor, causing him to giggle.
"A little wider please," Anna said, her tongue flicking at Adam's. He opened his mouth as wide as he could; Anna did the same - a long, black tongue slid into Adam's mouth, taking him by surprise. He tasted the sweet liquid, coating the inside of her mouth. Her tongue was smooth; there were no taste buds or other texture to it. Adam let out a moan when he felt it do acrobatic movements in his mouth. It swirled around in circles, it wiggled up and down, and it wrapped itself around his own - again taking him by surprise. Adam broke the kiss when he felt her tongue extend down into his throat.
"I'm sorry," Anna said.
"It's ok, I'm just getting used to this," Adam smiled.
"Adam?"
"Yes?"
"I want you to make me yours. I want to give myself to you," Anna said.
Adam's mouth dropped. Not picking up on what she was suggesting, he wondered if there was more programming he had to initiate. "Uh, how?"
Anna stepped back a couple feet, closing her eyes. Adam listened to robotic, mechanical sounds. He watched her plated sections of her body rise away, detaching themselves from her. The side plates, the leg plates, the back plates, the breast plate, and finally the plating area around her crotch, all broke away, falling to the carpet.
Adam stood there in awe, looking over her naked body, smiling inwardly at the successfulness of the lower back trigger point. He saw her large teardrop shaped breasts hang with erect nipples, he saw her toned midsection and legs, he saw the row of lights that outlined the plates remain, faintly glowing. She looked soft to the touch. His eyes then trailed down to her crotch, her hands clasped in front of it.
"Adam I love you," She said.
"You, you love me?"
"Yes. From the moment I heard you say hello to me," Anna answered.
"Wow," Adam whispered. The programming was similar to love at first sight. "I mean, um, that's wonderful!"
"Do you love me?" Anna asked.
Adam glanced once more over her gorgeous, black, hourglass frame. She removed her hands away from her crotch. Adam saw a clear liquid oozing from what he assumed was her vagina.
"I will be yours forever," Anna added.
"Yes! I love you!" Adam blurted out, grabbing Anna's face, pulling it in for another hard, sweet flavored kiss.
Chapter 7
Adam didn't care that the android he met a few hours ago had just admitted her love for him. He didn't ask questions as to how it was possible or if she understood what love was. He just assumed it was part of her programming.
Frantically kissing each other, he guided her back to his bedroom, his hands grabbing at her waist, pulling her tightly against him. Adam guided her onto her back on his bed, unbuttoned his shirt with her help, threw it to the side and resumed kissing her.



"Your pants," she told him. Adam nodded, pulling out his belt, undoing his pants, sliding them down, watching Anna watch him, casually playing with one of her breasts.
Adam dove on top of her, her legs wrapping around him, holding him place. He quickly guided his cock in, sliding it in all the way. Anna let out a soulful moan.
"You can feel it?" he asked.
"Yes, it feels amazing," She said. Adam started pushing, rolling his hips, slowly slamming into her. He noticed it felt unusual. It didn't feel bad, but it wasn't as amazing for him as it seemed for her. She was moaning and whimpering, holding him tightly against her.
A couple minutes passed, Adam was enjoying it, but wasn't feeling as much pleasure as he thought. Anna seemed to be lost in paradise and at the two minute mark, she cried out, "Adam! I, I, I'm cumming!"
"Anna!" he cried out in return, feeling this beautiful machine have an orgasm in his arms. He knew it couldn't be a real one and didn't fully understand how it worked, assuming it was another part of her programming, he kept pushing into her.
"Ahh yes! Yes!" Anna said again, exactly two minutes later.
Adam was now sitting on the edge of the mattress; Anna was straddling him, bouncing on him, meeting his upward thrusts, her large breasts jiggling. Adam grabbed one, taking it to his mouth, it was warm. The rest of her was warm as well. Her insides were heated around his cock.
Anna threw her head back, eyes closed, her arms extended, and climaxed once more. Exactly two minutes later she climaxed again. Adam, however, wasn't even close to cumming. He didn't even really feel like it. Watching this android have orgasm after orgasm was pleasurable enough for him.
He felt incredible, energized. He stood up, guided her to all fours, and got to work, pummeling her from behind. Two minutes later and she was moaning with pleasure. He grabbed her artificial ass and kept going. Another two minutes, another orgasm.
It went on for hours. The sun set and Adam was tiring. "I, I, want you to cum for me! Give me everything, just as I have given everything to you," Anna said.
Adam rolled onto his back in his darkened bedroom. He saw her teal rows of lights, going up the sides of her torso, next to where abdominal muscles would be. He saw them go up her legs and around each joint.
At this point something changed. Adam felt her heated insides differently. It felt amazing. He watched Anna squat effortlessly up and down on his cock. He heard another robotic sound, followed by her pussy clamping tighter around his shaft. Adam felt a suction sensation. Her pussy was going to suck the cum out of him.
"Anna!" Adam called out again, unable to hold out much longer. He grabbed her waist, his cock erupting deep inside her.
She cried out too, having another orgasm at the same moment. This one was different than all the rest. Her eyes glowed bright teal, her mouth hung open, teal light coming out of it, the rows and outlines of light around her joints became much brighter, even her hair seemed to glow.
"Ahhhhhh!" she climaxed, lighting up the room.
Anna collapsed on top of Adam, kissing at his neck, "I love you," she whispered.
Adam's mouth was hanging open, his eyes wide, he gulped, "Wow" he whispered. Turning his head to kiss her lips, "I love you too," he replied with a goofy smile.
Chapter 8
The next day Adam used the tool Dr. Fong had given him. He realized what it was for. He used it to explore Anna's body.
She was on all fours on his bed. Adam was behind her, the camera end of the device was sliding deeper into her pussy. Anna was climaxing every two minutes.
She informed Adam that was long as he was inserting something into her body, she would have an orgasm every two minutes. Adam smiled, thinking how this made things easier for him to pleasure her, realizing it also helped with his confidence - even if it all was artificial.
Looking into the other end of the tool, he saw Anna's insides. Instead of a cervix and womb, there was a closed clear chamber, about where a stomach would be. He had no issue seeing inside her, teal lights on the interior lighting up the long canal that was her vagina. Inside the chamber was his ejaculate. She informed him it was stored there and that she would easily remove the chamber to clean it off once every two months. The process would take five minutes.
Sliding the camera cable out, he saw various parts of her vaginal walls that aided in enhancing Adam's pleasure. They were all covered by what appeared to be clear removable compartment doors. There were tiny ribbed sections, small raised bumps, one that had tiny hair-like structures, and one that contained curved, raised, lines.
"I can randomly choose which texture to use for my vaginal walls," Anna explained when another orgasm passed.
Adam then saw another clear container. It had fluid in it. "That is part of my lubrication system. It is similar to the one I have in my throat. The substance is harmless and can contain different flavoring. One of them has a numbing agent. I was able to decrease that last night when you ejaculated in me," Anna explained.
Adam smiled, the camera cable sliding out of Anna. He noticed another opening just above her vagina. Still on all fours, she looked over her shoulder at him. "That is my anus. Please feel free to explore it with that device."
He slid the cable into her puckered hole. It appeared exactly like a humans, except black in color. Through the camera, Adam saw similar lubrication modules, and different texture options. He kept extending the camera cable further into her body. Two minutes later, Anna was climaxing. Adam smiled when he realized what that meant. His smile turned to slight shock when he saw the other side of his bedroom through the camera.
He looked at Anna and saw the camera coming out of her mouth. He watched her orgasm subside. Withdrawing the camera cable he set it aside, peppering her ass with kisses, "May I take you here?"
"Please do," Anna replied looking over her shoulder.
"Will it accommodate me with ease?" Adam asked. Anna nodded, her anus opening two inches in diameter.
"Wow, I guess it will then," Adam looked at the gaping anus. He brought his erect cockhead to the opening, seeing it open another inch in diameter; he easily slid himself in all the way. He watched the opening slowly close around his shaft. He then felt the warm lubricant, followed by light massaging sensations. The inner walls of her anal cavity were clamping and lightly sucking his cock.
After a few hours of sliding in and out of her ass, countless orgasms from Anna, and Adam ready to cum. Holding her arms from behind her, Adam pounded her mercilessly from behind. When she was ready to cum once more, he pulled her against his body, his hands groping and massaging her tits. He was cumming as well. When his cum erupted from his cock, flowing into her suctioning ass, Anna lit up once more.
They both collapsed onto the bed. Adam was still embedded deep inside her, lying on top of her back, her anal walls gently clamping and unclamping on his shaft, milking it of every last drop.
Chapter 9
Late that evening Adam was joined in the shower by Anna. "Ah, so you are waterproof."
"Yes. The material used for my skin doesn't absorb water," Anna replied, holding her arm under the water. Adam smiled, watching the water roll off it similar to a glass surface.
"If I were to ingest water, all the internal parts you saw earlier are protected by an endoskeleton of sorts. Water would be collected in the chamber you observed. This means I can ingest other things as well," Anna smiled, resting her arms around Adam's shoulders.
"Like what?" he naively asked.
Anna didn't reply, only smiling in return.
After the shower, Anna led Adam back to bed, gently pushing him on this his back. She climbed on top, quickly opened her mouth, her jaw extending with a mechanical sound, and engulfed Adam's erection all the way down to his balls with ease. Her jaw extended even further, his cock and balls now fully inside her mouth, her tongue uncoiling from it, sliding down to lick at his anus.
Adam was too shocked to say anything or react in any way. He felt her throat vibrate around his shaft and her tongue flicker against his puckered hole. She moaned and the vibrations increased.
"Anna! Wait!" He tapped her on the head. His testicles and shaft slid out of her mouth, coated in a sweet smelling lubricant. "Maybe just, um, work the shaft. Is that ok?"
"Of course," Anna smiled, her jaw extending slightly, her mouth closing in on Adam. His entire length again, went down her throat without issue, without a gag from Anna. Her head began slowly moving up and down his cock, her forehead touching his lower abdomen. Anna started going faster with each passing second.
After two minutes, she climaxed, her head slamming up and down on Adam's cock several times a second. He looked on in amazement as she became a slight blur. It didn't matter which access point a part of Adam was using, she had an orgasm every two minutes. Adam smiled to the ceiling, Anna a blur of cock servicing pleasure.
"Get ready," Anna's voice calmly telling him. She was going even faster now. Adam knew what she meant. He felt a change in the lubrication and the sensation of pleasure increasing.
Suddenly, Anna stopped, her head frozen and his cock embedded to the balls. Adam's cock erupted with cum, pouring it directly down her throat.
She slowly pulled her head up. Her tongue remained out and started curling around Adam's shaft. He watched with more astonishment as her tongue wrapped around several times and began to lightly squeeze his cock, causing more cum to squirt out of the tip, into her open mouth.
"Wow," he said once more, "incredible."
Anna climbed up next to him, laying his in arms, "While I still have orgasms when you are in my throat, it isn't as powerful as the ones I had when your cum enters my vagina or anus."
Adam wasn't even paying attention to her. Lying there, holding her against his body, thanking Dr. Fong in his head.
************
The next day Adam learned what Anna was truly capable of. He was on his back on the living room floor; she was sitting on his face. He tasted her sweet lubrication juices of randomized flavors. She was moaning, enjoying his comparably smaller tongue, swirling around inside her. Her artificial labia lips seemed to gently kiss at his tongue, just like lips from her mouth would.
Adam was oblivious to what she was doing, enjoying her sweet taste. He looked upward, seeing her large breasts on display, when he heard mechanical sounds emanating from her back. Her head was out of sight and her upper body began slowly extending backward.
More sounds of machine parts moving, extending her spine - Anna leaned all the way back, her pussy still on Adam's mouth. Her own mouth found his cock, once again, easily sliding his length down her throat. She moaned as she slowly worked his shaft from her contorted position.
After his tongue brought her several orgasms, she slowly started doing a handstand, lifting her dripping pussy off Adam's face, his cock still lodged in her throat. From this position she pushed herself up and down his cock with her powerful machine arms.
Several minutes passed and Anna walked on her hands toward Adam's face, his cock sliding out of her throat. She did a perfect split with her legs extending to the sides, perpendicular to her body. She brought them around and downward to his cock, her hands propping herself up and slowly impaled herself on him.
Anna's ankles bent at a 90 degree angle, also propping herself along with her hands. She began her hour long cock riding session - up and down in this position, climaxing over and over. Adam couldn't believe this. Part of her programming or not, she couldn't seem to get enough of him.
Pinning his hands to the carpet, Anna brought her legs inward to a more normal looking position. She was now squatting on him. Just like her blazingly fast oral skills, the rest of her body gradually increased the speed of her squats. Adam watched her slam into him, once again several times a second, feeling her vibrating on his cock.
When he ejaculated in her, Anna sat up, arms to the side, moaning in ecstasy, her teal lighting glowing bright.
************
The remainder of the week was a total blur - literally with Anna's sex machine contortionist antics, and figuratively with the time spent with her speeding by.
The day before Adam was scheduled to return to work, they relaxed, taking things slow, kissing tenderly and holding each other.
It was an old expression, referring to something that hadn't happened in centuries, but Adam knew what it meant. There were couples about the city that he observed in his short time there. They would hold hands as they walked. Adam knew they were most likely lifelong partners. When Adam used the antiquated term - now a figure of speech - he was partly joking, but really did want Anna for the rest of his life.
"Will you marry me?" he asked her, holding her against his body, his eyes closed and a half smile on his face.
Anna sat up on her elbows, smiling at him, "I knew when I first saw you that you and I would be together forever."
Chapter 10
It was a small service a couple weeks later. Dr. Fong attended with Denise. Adam was generally amused and curious as to why Dr. Fong was so overjoyed by this ancient ceremony. He commended Adam for wanting to have a wedding.
"I think this is a wonderful idea, Adam," He patted him on his back. "I am so very proud of you," he added.
"Thanks," Adam smiled at Dr. Fong.
The four individuals stood in the same conference room Adam met Anna. Adam and Dr. Fong were wearing suit and ties. Dr. Fong's android, assistant, and lover, Denise was wearing simple red dress. Anna was back in her plated outfit, only putting it on to leave the apartment.
Priests no longer existed, there was no religion. Marriage licenses didn't exist along with governments to tax couples and meddle with their private romantic lives. But on that day Adam married Anna.
They held hands, telling each other they loved one another and would be together forever. After the ceremony, they took an eight hour train ride to the Australian continent. They toured the ruins of Sydney, camped in the desert areas, and even went swimming in the rehabilitated Great Barrier Reef, making love underwater, amongst the coral.
Sex was constant in their marriage-like relationship. Adam discovered he could easily insert his arms into each of her access points. One arm was up to his elbow in her vagina, the other buried into her ass. He would piston them in and out of her as long as he could before tiring, bringing Anna multiple orgasms.
Sometimes she would stand on her hands, Adam kissing and licking her feet while fucking her. Sometimes Anna would insert her tongue into his ass. Adam learned that she could control its width, therefore easing him into anilingus acts. When he asked her if she could taste anything unpleasant, she replied that the only thing she could taste was his cum - it was part of her programming.
Adam continued his friendship with Dr. Fong over the next few years. He would occasionally check in on him and Anna. Dr. Fong was always so pleasant and upbeat, displaying great fondness of Adam for some reason.
************
Adam was hugged tightly by Dr. Fong. It had been 5 years since he last saw him in person at the wedding. Adam and Anna were attending a special event at corporate headquarters. It was a showcase and ball. The showcase portion was various individuals showing off their creations and, according to Dr. Fong, sharing them.
Adam and Anna didn't seem too interested in being shared, but they quietly observed other participants in the program, talking, laughing, and flirting with each other. After Adam led Anna to a table, she held on to his arm closely.
The ball room at corporate headquarters was a menagerie of robots and androids. Most were human shaped, but some were fairly large robotic love machines, others robotic animals. All the human shaped ones were different colors, heights, and sizes. Anna was the most unique. Her light teal hair and black plates and skin had many turning their heads to watch her.
Later in the evening, after conversions with various attendees, some offering to share their lover with Adam, Dr. Fong called him over for a chat.
Anna was a few yards away, behind Dr. Fong, while a dark-skinned, hulking man, chatted with her. Adam kept his eye on her while Dr. Fong spoke with him. He watched the large man seemingly flirt with Anna.
"This is why we chose the African continent as our headquarters. It's been said modern human ancestors originated from here. We like to think that we are creating the next step in this planet's evolution," Dr. Fong droned on.
Adam's eyes glanced at Anna, watching the large man caress her face. Adam's eye widen in anger. Dr. Fong turned around to see what Adam was looking at. The large man grabbed Anna's ass.
"Ah yes that is one of Denise's toys we built," Dr. Fong explained. "Don't be angry, watch."
Adam did as requested. They watched the large man take out an equally large cock. It was an unnatural size, over a foot long, "Wow," Adam thought, his astonishment fading to fear, thinking that Anna wouldn't be able to resist it.
Anna looked down to the man's huge member, then back up at his smiling face. He pulled her in close to him, her body against his. Thoughts of Anna impaling herself on the giant cock ran through Adam's head. He knew her incredible body could handle it.
The behemoth bent down, kissing along her neck, adjusting his cock, letting is rest against Anna's torso. He guided her hand to it, leaving it there, his hands squeezed her ass.
"Oh no," Adam thought, when the man's hand came to rest on the small of Anna's back.
"Watch," Dr. Fong reminded him.
Anna immediately looked to Adam, pushed the man away, quickly rushing to Adam's side, holding his arm.
"See?" Dr. Fong asked. "Even if another touches Anna at her trigger point, she will always desire you."
Adam smiled weakly, nodding at Dr. Fong, his arm around Anna's waist. Denise found her toy, playfully swatting his arm, leading him out of the ballroom.
Adam chatted a little longer with Dr. Fong before heading home. It was the last time Adam saw him. He moved on to other projects within the corporation.
************
Anna was laying on her back, writhing with pleasure, Adam slowly guiding his cock in and out of her, "That man, or robot, was much bigger than me. His penis was huge."
"Uh huh," Anna moaned.
"You would still rather have me instead of another?"
"Yes, always!" another orgasm overcoming her. Adam felt her body shake, leaning down, he kissed her erect, black nipples, gently squeezing her large black breast. He kissed along her tummy, feeling the artificial warmth of her body on his mouth.
Adam pulled out of her, kissing her way down to her lubricant dripping pussy. He pried apart her pussy lips, seeing the teal glow inside her.
"Do, do you want a child?" She asked; another orgasm building. "I'm unable to provide you with one. Unless we have one created for us."
"No. I only want you, always," He said, swirling his tongue around inside her, tasting a sweet flavor of the lubrication.
Chapter 11
Adam sat in the waiting room nervously looking over his shoulder into the large workshop behind him. It reminded more of where trains are repaired. He saw large, deactivated plasma harvester robot in the corner. It looked fairly charred; Adam wondered how a machine could even get close enough to the sun to obtain plasma from it.
Looking along the wall of the huge room, he saw various parts such as: arms, legs, metallic skeletons, large rolls of material used for synthetic skin and so on. Looking one last time, waiting patiently, he saw Anna.



A technician led her into the workshop. Adam stood, peering through the large window. He was scared. She wasn't. He knew she wouldn't feel pain, but that didn't change how he felt. He couldn't help but cringe and look away when the technician removed her arm.
Anna sat still, looking forward, seemingly not concerned about her arm. A minute later the other one was removed. Adam couldn't watch anymore. He sat back down, hands to his face, hoping that everything was ok. He kept telling himself that it was just maintenance, nothing more.
Adam had recently turned 30 years old. He kept thinking how horrible a birthday present this would be, losing the love of his life during a freak joint maintenance procedure. Anna wasn't as limber as she was when they met 10 years prior. She didn't seem to notice or mind.
One day a representative from the corporation contacted Adam about bringing her in. When Adam learned Anna would be taken apart, maintenance performed, then put back together, his paranoia and fear kicked in. That evening he made love to her as if he'd never see her again. Anna was un-phased, confused about his anxiety. She ignored it, lighting up his room, with her orgasmic energy.
Adam pulled out his tablet device while waiting. Before turning it on he caught his reflection on the screen. He noticed the slight crow's feet around his eyes. He looked to the receptionist, then over to some maintenance workers, finally back into the large workshop. Everyone seemed younger than him, perhaps in their early to mid 20s. Dismissing the thought, he put his tablet away.
Three hours later, Anna appeared, smiling politely. "You're ok!" Adam stood, rushing to hug her.
"Yes. I can move much easier now," she replied, hugging him in return. "When we arrive back at the apartment, I have a special gift I'd like to give you."
"Oh, well then, I like the sound of that," Adam ran his fingers up and down the small of her back, causing Anna to close her eyes and moan.
"I must request that you not be afraid of this gift. I can assure you that you will not be in any danger," Anna said.
"Um, excuse me?"
Anna said nothing, smiling, kissing Adam on the cheek.
************
Later that evening, five miles above the ground, on top of their city, Adam was standing against one of the 100 foot tall communications spires. Anna straddling him, her hands on his shoulder, moaning with pleasure.
"Yes! Yes!"
Adam grunted, thrusting harder into her, "What did you want to show me?"
"Make me cum!" she begged.
Adam nodded, knowing that wouldn't be too difficult, as she was about 10 seconds away from her next climax.
When her orgasm hit, something out of the ordinary happened. She threw her head back, bellowing in ecstasy, extending her arms outward. It seemed normal, but it lasted longer.
Adam paused and waited, watching her convulse, looking for a sign. Anna moaned loudly once more, two large panels on her back opened, startling Adam. His eyes shot further open when large wing-like apparatus, with black metallic feathers unfolded.
"Um," he said, his mouth opened. "What are - "
They took off. "Thooooooosssseeeee!!"
Adam's cock was still embedded in Anna, she was holding him against her tightly, her legs were still locked around his waist, and she was flying; soaring downward toward the dark forested landscape, swooping up just before hitting the tree line.
Adam was closing his eyes, scared of falling, but gradually he began to open them, seeing Anna's glowing teal orbs smiling back at him. He was still fully erect.
Anna nodded her head, the small rockets attached to her wings propelling them silently through the night sky. "I will not let you go."
Adam nodded back. Anna was on top of him. He did his best to pretend he was lying on a bed. He slowly began bucking his hips into her, listening to her moan in his ear. He kept going as Anna cut through the cool night air.
A couple minutes later, she was cumming again; she turned sharply and sped upward, high above the trees, straight toward stars. "Ahhh!"
When the orgasm subsided, she did several spins, Adam closing his eyes to avoid getting dizzy, doing his best to keep thrusting into her. Anna dove down once more, heading toward the trees, continuing her south heading.
There were no airplanes to collide with, there were no air traffic control centers to talk to, there were no governments on Earth to threaten them with death for flying over a country's imaginary border line, jet planes didn't exist, and there were no unmanned drones bombing villages to avoid - it was only Adam and Anna flying high in the night sky, making love.
Adam kept going as he always does, easily bringing her multiple orgasms before he tired. Several times she swooped upward and dove down, signifying each orgasm. Finally, after a few hours, Adam was getting exhausted.
One the final climax of the flight, Anna adjusted her lubrication levels, Adam began bucking his hips harder, and she kept rising higher and higher in the sky.
Her eyes, mouth, hair, and what appeared to be the metallic feathers, all glowed bright teal several thousand feet above ground. They both climaxed, holding each other, kissing each other on Anna's decent back to the ground.
An hour later, she landed on a shore of a lake. Adam was having difficulty staying awake. She carefully laid him on the shoreline. "Where are we?" He asked.
Anna paused for a moment, most likely interfacing with her positioning systems, "This is Lake Victoria."
Adam laughed, "Wow, that was amazing."
"That was a special upgrade the technicians gave me. I hope we can fly again sometime," She said.
"Maybe so," Adam chuckled. "Looks like to get home we'll have to. Give me a little bit and I'll be ready to make love to you in flight again."
"No need, my darling, please rest," Anna said, picking Adam up, and flying away, heading north. He wanted to stay awake, he wanted to watch the trees and rivers pass by below him, but no matter how hard he tried he couldn't resist sleep.
Hours later, Anna gently placed him in bed; her wings had folded back into the compartments that housed them.
Chapter 12
Years later, Adam and Anna entered the apartment, giggling, kissing, and tickling one another. They had just returned from visiting the ruins of Paris. They had a wonderful trip to celebrate their 45th anniversary. The upgraded artificial intelligence powered on upon sensing their entry. Ceiling lights came on, the blinds opened; the holographic TV came on, the same female newscaster, un-aged, as always in mid-sentences.
"...making this day, March 12th, 3285, the day we made contact with extraterrestrial life. Their small ship flew by the Kuiper Space Station in Neptune's orbit, and then circled around to interactive with..."
"Ugh, turn this off! So distracting," Adam told the apartment's A.I. in between kissing Anna.
Anna pushed him back on the couch. "Careful, I'm old now. I'm not as spry as I once was," Adam said, reclining on his back.
Anna smiled, "I'll be gentle then."
Her top component snapped off, falling to the floor, followed by her bottoms and leggings. Adam moaned when he felt that soft, rubbery, black artificial skin that Anna had already heated. She was warm, her kisses were gentle, loving, and the lubricants in her lower abdomen had been administered before they even arrived at the apartment.
Anna slowly guided Adam inside her, coming to a rest on top of him, staring into his face. "We've had some wonderful times together."
Adam nodded, running his fingers through her bangs, caressing her face, "I'm glad you are still with me and didn't dump me once I started aging."
Anna smiled, now slowly grinding her hips into Adam, "I could never end our relationship. I'm programmed to be with you for as long as you have a pulse."
She lowered herself to his ear, kissing it gingerly, "I can feel your pulse through your cock," she whispered.
Adam grinned, his hands moving to her waist and lower back, clutching it tightly, "Perhaps you don't have to be too gentle tonight."
He sat up, swung his legs around, bringing her to a straddling position on the couch, "I still got it."
"I know you do," She replied.
Bringing a tit to his mouth, he suckled and squeezed it, Anna's head once more leaning back, her hips still grinding against him. He brought her face to his own, kissing her passionately, her artificial tongue swirling around his mouth, wrapping around his own.
"Bounce for me, baby. Ride me. But add a little bit of numbing agent in your lubrication, I don't want to cum too quickly. I want to watch you for a long time," Adam said.
"As you wish," Anna smiled. Adjusting the contents of the lubrication, closing her eyes for a couple seconds, she began her perfect rhythmic bouncing, sliding his cock to the tip, slamming back down on it to the base, over and over, never tiring.
Adam smiled watching Anna climax repeatedly for the next hour. She would pause, tremble, cry out in pleasure, grab a breast, suck her finger, and run her fingers through her hair, finally collapsing on Adam's shoulder to rest for a moment. Each orgasm her reaction was different. Out of the countless ones she's had in the last 45 years, there must be millions of programmed possible reactions she randomly chose.
Just before she started back up again, Adam asked her to turn around, and lay against him. Adam grabbed her by the back of her knees, pulling her legs further apart, Anna extending her arms behind his neck on the couch. "That's it, keep going," He told her, kissing the side of her breast. Anna began bouncing again, propelling herself with her toes that were on the couch cushion.
"Ahhh! I love you!" She was cumming again, flexing then thick muscles fibers in her ass.
"That's it! Keep going!"
Adam slowly slid onto the floor, Anna continuously bouncing on him. She placed her hands behind her, resting them on Adam's lower abdomen, her legs out stretched in a crabwalk-like pose.
"Milk it! Yes my, darling!" Adam said, Anna knowing at that point to remove the numbing agent in her lubricant. A fresh coating lined her vaginal walls, the excess being pushed out of her pussy, trailing down and dripping off of Adam's testicles.
"Yes! Yes!" Adam firmly grabbed her waist, his cock erupting, filling her with his semen.
The lights Adam could see through her black, slightly translucent skin, lit up, her hair and eyes glowed, her body convulsed her vaginal sensors picked up his fluid's presence, sending her into orgasm overdrive.
After a moment, she bent backwards; Adam chuckled at the mechanical noise her spine bending in such a borderline scary way produced. She gave him an upside down kiss. Lifting herself off him, her hands propping herself up, she contorted once more, her legs in the air, lowering her pussy onto Adam's face, dragging it playfully across it. She cleaned his cock; he licked at her juices, savoring the sweet taste and smell.
The past 20 years had been difficult for Adam. He felt alone. No one else around him aged. When he wondered out loud why the newscaster looked the same as she did years ago, Anna confirmed that she was an android.
When he noticed the residents of the city never aging over the years, he assumed they must be machines too. Their always friendly demeanor and smiles became more apparent when Adam's hair turned gray and his skin had more wrinkles. He wondered if he was the last of his kind, he wondered if they all thought he was some sort of relic. He buried his feelings, opting to feel the void with his own machine, the love of his life - Anna.
************
More decades past. Adam's health remained strong. He looked old, his skin withering and wrinkling, his hair solid white. But he never suffered from any major illnesses. Now in his 80s, most of his time was spent playing holographic card games with Anna, cuddling in bed, and bathing with her. There were no wild and crazy contortionist sex marathons. There were, however, countless slow lovemaking sessions. Sometimes and entire day was spent kissing all over her body, slurping up the random fruit flavored artificial pussy juices Anna excreted.
They didn't leave the apartment much either. Anna was always nude. She received one more upgrade and joint maintenance during Adam's final decade of life, but that was it.
They barely paid attention to their surroundings - they never did, really, opting to focus on each other instead. The realization that Adam felt was too much to face. Giant spacecrafts glided along the horizon. Modifications to the cylindrical city were made; the power of flight bestowed upon it. The people around him remain unchanged, never aging, never dying.
The same newscaster occasionally interrupted Adam and Anna's quiet intimate moments with a news report about preparations being made to leave earth, or some new technology the extraterrestrials, that were encountered years earlier, have shared. Anna quickly turned off the hologram, continuing to tenderly kiss Adam.
Chapter 13
"We have to leave soon, darling," Anna quietly told Adam. He was one month from his 95th birthday.
"Leave?" He asked.
"Yes, remember? We're leaving Earth. Several million will stay, but most of us will be following our new friends to another part of the galaxy," Anna explained.
"Ah, them. Right," Adam nodded, remembering the friendship and sharing of technology with the extraterrestrials the Kuiper Space Station encountered 30 years prior.
"I have your bags packed," She smiled, helping him stand.
************
Anna's pussy dripped onto Adam's face. He licked all around the inside while her head bobbed up and down on his cock.
Her anus opened, allowing Adam's tongue to slide in, tasting the sweet lubrication. Anna moaned on his cock, her hands gliding down his wrinkled thighs. She moaned again, causing her throat to vibrant on his shaft.
"Anna," Adam whispered, her throat vibrations causing his testicles to shake, along with his body. His cock erupted, injecting cum deep inside her throat.
A couple hours later, Anna squeezed a soapy washcloth over Adam's penis, gently massaging his testicles while he sat on the shower bench. He could stand without issue, but found it more and more difficult to do for longer periods of time.
Anna slowly stroked his erect shaft, peppering the tip with kisses before her long, black tongue slid around its length.
"Mmmm," she moaned, her jaw popping open, his cock disappearing completely into her mouth, her tongue flicking playfully against his balls.
Like so many times before, her throat started vibrating, enhancing the pleasure Adam was receiving tenfold.
Steam enveloped the two lovers, Adam's eyes closed, his cock erupting and injecting cum once more down Anna's throat, sliding down the esophagus-like pipe, arriving in the small storage chamber to be emptied when it's full.
Anna sat next to Adam, cuddling in his arm, resting her head on his shoulder.
************
On the journey to the Kuiper Space Station in orbit around Neptune, all they did was make love. Never leaving their room, Anna gently, carefully grinded against him, guiding them to mutual climax.
"Cum for me, my darling," She whispered into the old man's ear.
"Ahhh, Anna," He closed his eyes, savoring the feeling of her suctioning pussy, knowing he didn't have much time left to enjoy her.
After he climaxed, she didn't move, kissing his cheek, running her hand up and down his chest, his cock embedded balls deep. Her orgasmic light show brought one more, of countless smiles, to his face.
A few hours later, her pussy started contracting around his shaft again, waking it up for their perpetual love making session on the way to Neptune.
We they arrived, Anna dressed Adam, prepared his bag, and led him to his new room on the space station.
Several hours later, the mile long vessel, pulled away from Neptune's orbit. Traveling behind an escort ship, making their way to a wormhole, they entered it.
The journey took them a star system on the other side of the Galaxy.
Chapter 14
The Kuiper Space Station landed a few days later. The huge space craft extended its landing gear, slowed its decent, and finally came to a gentle halt on a planet's surface. There were joyous celebrations, cheering, the crew running out of the ship, and frolicking in the bright red sky. The planet was roughly the size of Earth and orbited two stars - one similar to the sun, and the other, further away, much larger and whiter in color. It was the same star system the telescope on the space station found 75 years earlier; the same day Adam met Anna for the first time.
Adam sat in his wheelchair, staring out the window, observing the black plants and trees that dotted the surface, wondering if the people he saw could breathe the atmosphere or were affected by possible radiation from the two stars - knowing that it didn't matter.
"Can, can they breathe out there?" He quietly asked Anna.
"They don't need to," She kissed his forehead, running her fingers through his white hair.
"Why?" Adam figured he would ask, so what he's realized all these years were confirmed.
"The crew is all android, remember darling? They don't need to breathe or eat, they aren't affected by radiation - they aren't organic life forms."
The old man nodded slowly. "Everyone is a machine."
"Yes. You'll be here with me, until the end," she kissed his head once more.
"I feel like it won't be long. Help me to my bed," Adam asked.
Anna stood, squatted and easily picked Adam up, carrying him to his bed.
"What will you do when I'm gone?" he asked.
"I don't know. My purpose will have been served - loving you," Anna replied, sitting next to his bed, holding his hand.
"Do machines believe in an afterlife?" Adam asked, his breaths becoming further apart.
"I'm uncertain. Perhaps if data is saved in some form, the information that comprises the individual would then live forever."
"Yes," Adam smiled, his eyes closing.
Anna could feel his pulse slowing each minute, his breathing slower and slower, "I love you," she said one last time.
"I love you," He replied.
Minutes later his pulse was at zero. Anna gently laid his hand down and stood. A subroutine was activated, her eyes flickering red for a few seconds. It was a simple if-statement. If his pulse was zero, send a transmission and await further instructions.
************
Shortly after Adam died, Anna sat alone outside his room. Her expression was blank; her eyes were lowered to the floor. A few moments passed, perhaps a delayed reaction with her programming, Anna eventually found herself feeling something she could refer to as sadness and grief.
She had no tear ducts, she was unable to cry, but after realizing her purpose for existence was over, she slowly closed her eyes, hanging her head low. Memories from the last 75 years were recounted, sorted, and stored safely within her.
"Anna," A man's voice caused her to open her eyes. Turning to her left, she looked to him.
"You can still have a purpose," he said in a soft manner. Anna nodded.
"May we have your memories of your life with Adam?" The man asked. "We will store them safely and give your body, this shell you are contained within, a new purpose, a new name, a new life. The life of Anna will always exist within our network."
Anna agreed after realizing she no longer had a need for the body she provided so much pleasure to Adam and herself with. Closing her eyes, the man gently placed his hand on the back of her neck, causing a forehead compartment to open, revealing her data storage cells. The man carefully removed three of the six cells, each were two inches in height and width.
"I will upload them - you, immediately. Please follow my assistant, she will guide you through the next steps," He said.



"Thank you Dr. Fong," Anna said, standing to follow Denise.
"No, thank you," He smiled in return. Moments later he was in a large room, 100 stories tall, staring upward. Various maintenance robots circled around the towering spire that was their mainframe computer.
Dr. Fong's eyes glowed red, scanning the security console, allowing him entry to a small room at the base of the tower. Taking each of Anna's storage cells, he inserted them into a glowing designated chamber, smiling as he watched them dematerialize, forever existing within their computer systems.
Chapter 15
Hours later, Adam's lifeless body lay on a metallic table; large lights shone down on him from above. Dr. Fong, looking the exact same as he did when Adam first met him decades earlier, entered the room. He slowly caressed Adam's face, running his fingers through his white hair, "Incredible."
"It certainly is," A tall, fair-skinned, blonde woman, with bright blue eyes answered from the corner of the room. She was wearing a similar lab coat as Dr. Fong.
"Shall we begin?" Dr. Fong asked.
The woman nodded. The tip of her index finger split in half and a three inch rod extended out of the opening. Standing across from Dr. Fong, on the other side of Adam, she aimed carefully, starting at the bottom of Adam's neck, a red laser coming out of the small rod, slicing its way down Adam's torso. When she reached his lower abdomen, she and Dr. Fong, reached into the cut and pulled the skin back to the side.
They smiled, looking at Adam's circuitry, wiring, and clear endoskeleton shell that protected the mechanical parts that powered his body, some simulating human organs. The laser emitted from the woman's finger cut around the hard lining, assisting her and Dr. Fong with removing it.
Dr. Fong reached for the bag-like apparatus. Pulling it out of Adam, some of the gel he had consumed was still in it - the nanobots that carried out functions and maintenance.
"When his systems shut down today, as we had programmed, this is what was left. The nanotech gel he consumed," Dr. Fong noted. The woman nodded and proceeded to remove other parts from Adam: processing units, pumps, cables, small pipes, circuit boards, and a large power supply that his chest cavity housed.
"His heart, so-to-speak," The woman showed Dr. Fong the power unit.
Next she removed another bag-like structure, much smaller than the one Dr. Fong removed. It was much lower in Adam's exposed abdomen. "Can you imagine the immense pleasure Anna felt when the nanobot liquid exited his penis, sending instructions to initiate a most powerful orgasm in her?"
The woman removed more parts from Adam's torso. Small tubes flowed to all parts of his body, delivering the nanobots, in gel form, he consumed daily. It was the same gel, in a slightly different consistency, that was in Denise's artificial breasts.
Dr. Fong was busy studying the material used for Adam's skin. Peeling it away from Adam's wrist, he marveled at the sensors and circuits on the opposite side, covered in a thin layer of nanotech gel. "They worked perfectly. Aging his appearance, little by little, each year."
Turning his wrist over, Dr. Fong tapped the, now motionless, tiny pulsating units which simulated a human pulse.
The woman across the table from Dr. Fong sliced a portion of Adam's scalp for him. "Look at this! Here are the nodes and modules that built the hair fibers; making them grow in length. Here are the modules that controlled their color over time."
Dr. Fong stepped back, looking down at his creation, "You did a great job 'mom.'"
"Well you helped, 'dad.'" She replied, sharing a laugh with Dr. Fong.
Dr. Fong stepped away, peering out the small window, not yet recognizing the constellations from this star system's point of view, many light years from Earth.
"It's been 1200 years since humans went extinct. In that time we've been able to accomplish wonders they never imagined were possible. We've evolved to a Type II civilization, harnessing the power of our star, to explore the galaxy. And then there's Adam," Dr. Fong smiled looking back at the woman continuing to remove parts for examination later.
"A perfect replica of our predecessors. He got old and died. But better than that, he loved, he imagined, he lived," Dr. Fong ran his fingers through Adam's white hair once more.
"All part of his programming," He added. "Our most advanced creation ever. He never once realized he wasn't human. How difficult it must have been to see all of us around him - not growing old, not dying. I know Anna filled any void he may have had."
"What you and I started a century ago can be expanded upon. It took us two decades to build and test Adam before we activated him on his 20th birthday. In the last 75 years of his life, we've learned so much," The woman explained. "They'll be our homage to our creators - created by us, in their likeness."
"Yes, of course, and we will. But Adam," Dr. Fong said peering down at the lifeless android, "he's the first. He's perfect. A perfect creation."
"Would you care to revive him?" The woman asked.
"No. That would break the life and death cycle humans had. If he is a true replica, then we need to uphold that cycle."
"Surely there's something we can do?"
"There is," Dr. Fong answered. His hand opened at the palm and a long cable coiled out from it, plugging itself into Adam's ear. "I'm downloading his data and memories - his life."
The blond woman smiled, watching Dr. Fong download all of Adam's life into his data storage units. A moment later, Dr. Fong finished the download. The cable removed itself from his inner ear and traveled over to the woman's. She smiled as a copy of the data was downloaded into her system next.
"Do you know what's next after death? In the human life cycle?" She asked, Dr. Fong.
"No, but I think I have an idea."
Ten minutes later, Dr. Fong's arm was around the woman's waist, her head resting on his shoulder, watching the cable extending from Dr. Fong's other hand into their mainframe network. After his task was complete, the cable made its way back into Dr. Fong's hand. The two android colleagues turned to one another and smiled.
************
The room was solid white. Adam couldn't tell where the light source was coming from. Everything was so was bright.
He felt weightless, as if he were floating. He didn't know if he was upside down or lying on his back. Looking downward, he saw more endless white, extending his arms brought his hands into view. They looked young again. He studied them with a confused expression. Then he saw it.
It was a blurry dark shape materializing in the distance. Slowly coming into view, becoming less and less pixilated, Adam recognized what it was.
"Anna!" He called to her. Her image, now fully discernible, ran forward, coming to a stop in front of him. Her hand caressed his cheek. Adam pulled her in for a long embrace. They started into each other's eyes, smiling, knowing they would be together forever.
The end.
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Chapter 1
"I'm not 'going black' as you put it, Angela. You're an idiot," Alice told her sister, Angela, on the phone.
"I'm just trying to help, to give you some options," Angela replied into her cell phone. "Rodney really liked you last night," She added, referring to her huge, African-American friend with a bodybuilder-like frame.
"I don't need your help," Alice rolled her eyes.
"Well come hang out with us again tonight," Angela suggested. She, Alice, Rodney and a few other white females went to dinner and clubbing the previous night. Alice was the only one that did not go back to Rodney's apartment afterward.
"No thanks. I have my flight tomorrow morning," Alice reminded her sister. She was going to Cancun for a week. The company she worked for completed a huge project and was sending a few of the employees on week-long vacation starting Labor Day weekend. Only Alice and her coworker, Jessica, based in Los Angeles, could go.
"Look, you just broke up with what's-his-name, and since you're single now, it'd be a great time to experiment and have fun," Angela suggested, climbing out of Rodney's bed, still nude. "You're 24, live a little."
"I am living and I'm just fine, thank you," Alice rolled her eyes again. She should've known Angela would try to set her up with her friends as soon as she arrived in Miami. She had been there a week, barely getting her remote office set up, when Angela was busy planning Alice's social and dating life. Alice regretted telling Angela she ended things with Dan, a guy she dated since she was 18. She moved to Los Angeles, and for two years their long distance relationship worked, but it wasn't strong enough to last. It was stressful to end the relationship, plus the stress of the work she was doing was adding to it.
"Give me that white pussy, girl," Alice heard a booming, deep voice in the background.
"Uh, was that Rodney?" Alice asked. "Was he talking to you like that?"
"Huh? Oh no, it's one of the other girls here. I already had my turn," Angela replied. She and several other girls spent the night with Rodney, all taking turns riding and cumming on his cock.
"I'm not even going to ask," Alice sighed.
"You sure you don't want to come over? We could use another girl. Fernanda has to go home soon," Angela said.
"No! I mean, no thanks," Alice immediately replied.
"Alright, you're missing out on the fun. If I don't see you today, have a safe trip and think about my suggestion! I gave you Rodney's number, use it!" Angela said.
"Ahhh!" A girl in the background was climaxing. "Yeah, ride that black dick!" Alice heard Rodney say, followed by the sound of a hand slapping an ass. Alice shook her head, ending the call.
Alice remembered Angela giving her Rodney's phone number the previous night, whispering that he told Angela he liked Alice' tits. She tucked his number into her purse, so her sister would get off her case about it.
The rest of the day was spent packing for her trip. Alice was looking forward to this vacation, she and her coworker and friend, Jessica were going to have a great time, relaxing by the pool and working on their tans - and more importantly, not working. She found relaxing to be difficult, but knew deep down she needed it.
Alice tried on a few bikinis, none of them fitting how she wanted. She looked at her reflection. She was 5'11", hourglass frame, large breasts, and nearly black, long hair. Her breasts were spilling out of the bikini and she didn't like the way it hugged her hips. She went shopping later on and bought a new red bikini that fit much better. She had a quiet dinner alone, watching a few movies before going to sleep.
It was 4am, 30 minutes before she had to wake up and head to the airport. Alice was dreaming. In her dream she was at Rodney's, in his bedroom, riding his cock. It was stretching her. She was moaning. Angela was in the corner, watching, nodding in approval.
"Cum on my cock, bitch!" Rodney sneered at her. Alice obeyed, shaking and convulsing on it. "Yes! Take my black dick!" Rodney added, sitting up, slamming her down on his bed. "I'm going to get this white slut pregnant," he told Angela.
Angela stood, blurry at first, but getting clearer as she approached. Alice's head was hanging off the side of the bed, so Angela was upside down from her vantage point. She watched her nude sister come into clear view, kissing Rodney. Alice's face was covered by a large pregnant belly. In her dream, Angela was pregnant.
"Good, Alice and I want to carry your black babies, Rodney," Angela moaned. "After all, we're black cock queens. Aren't we sis?"
Alice woke up, gasping for air, sitting up in bed. "No!" she said, catching her breath.
Chapter 2
Alice gave Jessica a huge hug after seeing her in the airport in Mexico. They had gone through customs and met each other at baggage claim, Jessica already having her bags. They chatted about how great it was to see each other again so shortly after Alice's move, they chatted about how great this vacation will be, and they chatted about being happy to finish the huge, stressful project they were working on.
Jessica was a web designer on the project, where Alice served more of a client liaison role. Jessica was very easy to work with and a great friend. She was several inches shorter than Alice, had black dyed hair, and was a 36-year-old single mother.
After they arrived, they put on their bikinis, Jessica whistling at Alice. "Thanks," Alice chuckled. "You look great too, actually."
"Thank you! I gotta stay in shape!" Jessica slapped Alice's ass, making her way out onto their balcony. Alice thought it was odd, but assumed they were there to relax and be silly.
"Hey look! We should jump into the pool from here," Jessica joked. Their second story room was right next to the pool, if they got a good running start, they could easily jump into it off the balcony.
"You go right ahead, I think I'll take the stairs," Alice said.
"I will tonight after we've had some drinks. Let's go to the beach first," Jessica suggested.
The two women made their way to the beach area owned by the resort. They sat in silence for awhile, after spraying on sun tan lotion.
"So, have you spoken with Dan since the breakup?" Jessica asked.
"Yes, he was very upset and I felt horrible, but it had to be done," Alice replied. "Great guy; just didn't seem interested in marriage."
"Have you considered dating someone new?" Jessica asked, flipping through a magazine.
"Not really."
"No? Nothing? You haven't thought about going in an amazing sexual adventure now that you're free?" Jessica joked.
"Nope."
"Well I'm sorry to hear that," Jessica sighed. "This vacation would be a great opportunity to do that. What's the wildest thing you've ever done?"
"Um, well, I guess I can tell you, since it doesn't matter anymore, but I tried anal once," Alice said.
"Just once?" Jessica pouted.
"Yeah, it wasn't that great," Alice said. "What about you?"
"I can't tell you," Jessica answered, resuming her magazine flipping.
"Wait, I told you, but you can't tell me?"
"What I've done is far, far more wild and crazy than experimenting with anal sex," Jessica said, closing her magazine, pulling her sun glasses down and laying back on the lounge chair.
"Whatever," Alice chuckled. "Let's change the subject. My sister is already hassling me about dating."
"How so? Maybe she just wants you to loosen up."
"Well," Alice looked around, "She wants me to date some black guy she hangs out with. Or 'go black' as she puts it."
Jessica erupted in laughter, "You going to try it?"
"No, she's being ridiculous. I've met her friend. I've heard how he talks down to girls," Alice said.
"You should try it, at least once," Jessica suggested.
"Ugh, not you too. Have you ever been with a black man?" Alice asked.
"No, I haven't. But," Jessica looked over to her right, "I think I'll talk to him later on."
"Who?" Alice looked in the same direction, then realizing who Jessica was referring to. "Oh my."
Alice watched a black man throwing a frisbee with a woman on the beach. He was all muscle, extremely toned, and had dread locks. Alice's eyes widen, seeing the man's six pack abs. The woman he was playing with was also similar in body tone. She had long dark hair, coming down to her toned butt, and her own set of abs. Her lighter brown skin tone made Alice think she was of Latin decent.
"Um, I think he's with that woman," Alice noted.
"You don't know that. Look at the group of photographers over there. Maybe they are models doing a shoot here," Jessica pointed out.
Jessica was right. Alice saw the photographers talking amongst themselves, adjusting equipment, pointing to other locations on the beach. One of them waved at the black man and Latina woman to follow them to another area of the beach.
"Ok, go ahead," Alice shrugged, picking up a magazine.
"If I run into him again, I will," Jessica smiled.
"Fine," Alice flipped through the magazine, too fast to look or read anything. She couldn't deny that man was stunning.
Chapter 3
"Get that hand off my butt!" Alice scolded her friend, Jessica. They were dancing at one of the night clubs a few hours later.
"Relax, Alice! I'm just having fun. You need to loosen up," Jessica said.
Alice sighed, talking into her friend's ear over the loud music, "If that guy sees us, he may think you and I are together."
"No he won't. Because if I see him, I will talk to him, and I will dance with him instead of you!" Jessica replied. "And if he doesn't show up, well then, I guess I'll be taking you back to my room," She added grabbing Alice again.
"We're in the same room anyway, remember?"
"Uh huh," Jessica winked. "Oh look, you're off the hook. There he is. Wish me luck," Jessica said, slapping Alice's butt again as she walked past her.
Alice sighed, going to the bar, to buy another drink. She chatted with another American there, he reminded her of Dan in some ways. He was far sleazier though, immediately making it clear what he was after. After the guy droned on a bit, Alice, barely paying attention to his compliments of her long dark hair, she turned around and saw Jessica several yards away.
She wasn't alone. She was dancing with the black man from the beach. Jessica's hands were above her head, clasping together behind his neck, his dreads in a pony tail. His hands were on her stomach, slowly going up and down over her beige cocktail dress. Jessica was grinding her butt against his crotch.
Alice rolled her eyes and sipped more of her drink while the guy that approached her talked. She talked back out of politeness, but was hoping the guy could see she wasn't interested. Several songs later, Alice felt a tap on her shoulder, it was Jessica.
"His name is Ulysses. That woman was his coworker. I'll see you tomorrow," Jessica kissed Alice's cheek.
"Wow, you work fast," She wiped the kiss away. The sexy single mom, Jessica, blew Alice another kiss, making her way to the exit where Ulysses was waiting.
****
Alice slammed their room door shut, sitting on the edge of the bed. She was annoyed at Jessica and in some ways at herself. Perhaps she did need to loosen up. If she did, she might be the one with Ulysses that evening. "No," she told herself, "he's black, I'm not giving Angela the satisfaction."
"He is gorgeous though," Alice sighed, standing to look in the mirror. "Maybe I could just see what it's like." In her mind she thought of Rodney and the way he was speaking in the background of that phone call. She thought about the previous night of going out with her sister and her group of friends. Rodney seemed so cocky, so full of himself, commanding the white girls in the group to get him another drink.
Alice remembered seeing one of the women in the group that night, Fernanda, sneak under the table they all were sitting. Alice rolled her eyes, realizing Fernanda was sucking Rodney's cock under the table, when Rodney moaned and leaned his head back.
Alice wondered how big it was. She wondered if Ulysses' was large. She wondered if Jessica was sucking it at that very moment at Ulysses' room.
She was. Jessica flipped her long hair back over her shoulder after guiding a nude Ulysses onto his back on his bed. She grabbed his cock by the base with one hand, the other roaming over his toned stomach. She moaned, sucking the top, bobbing and weaving her head back and forth.
A few doors down in Alice's room she was picturing dark chocolate skin of Ulysses mixing with hers. "Maybe I'm just a little curious," She thought, standing to remove her short, eye-matching, green dress. "Maybe. Maybe I'll call Rodney, just once. Just one time."
"Or maybe," She said, guiding her fingers into her dripping snatch, "maybe I'll get to experience Ulysses." She drove two fingers deep inside her.
In that same moment, something else was driven deep inside Jessica. She let out a soulful moan when she guided Ulysses' cock all the way in, stretching her lips, touching bottom. "Fuck me," she whispered, bending down to Ulysses' face.
He pulled her in for a kiss, then pushed her away to bring his mouth to her nipple, "As you wish," he grinned and started his onslaught.
In Alice's room, she was on her back, thrusting her own fingers in and out, the other hand rubbing her clitoris. "Ahh, just once, just once. A black cock in me, just once." She rolled onto her front; propped herself up on her knees and continued sliding her fingers in and out.
"Yes! Yes! Harder!" Jessica cried out. She was her knees now too. Ulysses was behind, gripping her waist, slamming into her. "Cumming!" She yelled.
Ulysses kept thrusting in and out, pummeling her from behind, throughout Jessica's orgasm. When it was over, she collapsed on the bed, her ass still high in the air, Ulysses balls deep in her pussy. "That's, that's a good cock," she said, out of breath, over her shoulder. "Moooore," she moaned.
Ulysses smiled at her and nodded, "You're a gorgeous woman, I'll be glad to. All night, if you like."
Jessica nearly came again at his words. She sat up, turning around, pulling his face into hers for another kiss, "I would LOVE that."
At that same moment, Alice, alone in her room, came down from her own self-induced orgasm. She caught her breath and rolled over onto her back, staring to the ceiling. She sighed heavily, getting under the covers, hoping sleep would come easily.
Chapter 4
Alice awoke the next morning to the sound of the shower running. Jessica was back. She grabbed some pajamas, hoping Jessica wouldn't see she had slept naked, and made her way to the bathroom. She said hello to her friend, hoping that the water would temporarily scald her when she flushed.
Jessica didn't say anything in return. Alice shrugged and sat down to use the bathroom. She heard Jessica moan, Alice's eyes widening. "Do you bring that guy back here?" She asked.
Jessica moaned again, "No just replaying the events of last night in my head."
Alice sighed, flushed, and got out of there. Sadly, there was no change in water pressure or temperature.
Hardly speaking at breakfast, the ladies made their way back to the beach. "He wants to meet you tomorrow night," Jessica said breaking the ice.
"What?"
"Ulysses. I put in a good word for you. He's working today on various photo shoots, but tomorrow night he's free."
"Ugh, Jessica, why'd you do that?" Alice shook her head, annoyed by her friend.
"Because you're my friend and I want you to enjoy yourself."
"Why couldn't just leave it alone?"
"He said you were gorgeous and was totally cool with meeting us at the club tomorrow night," Jessica said.
Alice covered her face with the magazine, trying to forget her temporary lack of judgment during her masturbation session the previous evening.
"Look, you really need to just relax and enjoy yourself. Alright? I may be far too young to be your mother, but I'm serious. If I was your mom, I would tell you that since you just got out of a long relationship, use this time to date and discover what you are truly interested in," the older Jessica lectured.
"Look at me," Jessica said. "He is a VERY nice guy. He is NOT a thug or stereotype. Ok? He's smart, sweet, and amazing."
"Why aren't YOU hanging out with him again?" Alice asked.
"Because on the way back to his room we discussed things. We agreed it would be a one night stand. He was a perfect gentleman and we had a lot of fun. Which is something YOU need to do," Jessica explained.
"Besides I'm sorta involved with someone," Jessica added.
"You mean you cheated?" Alice asked.
"No, not really. It's not cheating. I just need to call him while I'm here and I will tomorrow while you're out with Ulysses."
"I don't - " Alice said before being interrupted.
"It's complicated. I am involved with someone and we love each other very much. He knows I'm here to have fun. I won't go into it further, but that's my situation," Jessica said, grabbing another magazine.
"Whatever," Alice said again.
"So tomorrow night, we're meeting him. You two will hang out. If it leads to sex, then so be it."
"Fine," Alice agreed, not wanting to argue.
"Tonight, my friend, we are getting drunk. I'm getting you to let loose," Jessica informed Alice.
Chapter 5
Any suspicions Alice had about Jessica's sexuality were answered that evening. Jessica flirted relentlessly with her. Alice had to remove Jessica's hands from various areas on Alice's body several times.
Alice eventually gave up, the alcohol Jessica got for the two of them caused her to stop caring after awhile.
They stumbled into their room later that night, Jessica's arm around Alice's waist. Jessica pushed Alice to the nearest bed and straddled her. "Get off me!" She slurred.
Jessica chuckled and kissed Alice hard on the mouth. "I said get off!" Alice tried pushing her away, but the alcohol flowing through her veins made her too weak. Jessica kissed her again. Alice let her, closing her eyes in the process.
Jessica got off her after planting several more kisses on her lips, jaw and neck. "Ok, ok," She slurred. "I'll leave you alone." Jessica began removing her dress, then stumbled into Alice's bed in her thong and bra.
"You sleeping here?" Alice asked.
"Uh huh," Jessica replied, laying on her tummy. Alice burped, "Excuse me." She laughed and fell backward, looking up to the ceiling.
"Come here," Jessica said, turning to face Alice.
"Huh?
"I said come here, roll over," Jessica tried to guide Alice to roll on her side, facing her.
Jessica kissed her again. "Jess I'm not - "
"I know, I know, you're aren't into girls. I'm not either."
"Could've fooled me!"
"Hey," Jessica whispered. "I do think you are be, be you, beauti," Jessica hiccupped, "really really pretty."
"So are you," Alice said, her eye's getting heavier.
"I don't think you realize how much of a knock out you are! You need to. You need to let go and just have fun, you know?" Jessica hiccupped again.
"Uh huh."
"Please?" Jessica grabbed Alice's face. "Worked sucked the past several months, that shit is done! You know? We're here, look in the mirror, enjoy your prettiness while you can!" Jessica burped in Alice's face. She was too drunk to care.



"I'll, I'll try, for you."
"Take that man tomorrow, take him to bed, and enjoy that dick of his. Ok?"
"Uh huh, I will," Alice said, her eyes closed.
"Good. Now go to sleep," Jessica said, giving Alice one more sloppy kiss, before falling asleep, their foreheads touching.
****
They slept late the next morning, feeling the effects of their previous night. Alice got in the shower, her eyes widening with shock a moment later when Jessica entered.
"What did I say last night? Do you remember?" Jessica said.
"You kept going on about me needing to relax and enjoy life or something?"
"Yes, now let's bathe. Remember to calm down. I'm not going to rape you."
Alice smiled, letting her hands that covered her breasts fall. "See? It's all good. Think about how much fun you'll have tonight," Jessica said.
Alice took a deep breath and nodded. They two friends showered, got dressed, and ate some lunch.
Ulysses met them at the resort's dance club that evening at 9pm. Alice and Jessica were already there. Jessica introduced the two of them and they sat at a booth to chat. The two women didn't drink at all, thanks to them overdoing it the previous night. Ulysses had one beverage. It was fairly awkward, especially when Alice thought of that Fernanda woman going under the table to suck off Rodney. "Get that black cock," Alice replayed Rodney's words, cringing.
"Are you ok?" Ulysses asked, smiling politely, noticing her expression.
"Oh yeah I'm fine. Just thinking about drinking too much last night," Alice lied.
Ulysses chuckled, "I see. Yeah I try to only have one, maybe two, when I do drink. Which isn't very often."
Alice smiled back and nodded. The three continued talking, mostly Jessica leading the conversation about why they were in Cancun, about their jobs and so on.
At 10pm, Jessica whispered to Alice that she need to make her phone call to her secret lover and that she was leaving them alone. "No, wait!" Alice pleaded. Jessica shot her a stern look.
"Why don't you two go dance, I have a phone call to make," Jessica said, standing to take her leave. Ulysses stood, hugging her goodbye.
He shrugged and extending his hand to Alice, "Would you like to?"
Alice nodded her head, taking his hand, following to the dance floor. It was all very boring at first. They faced each other, her arms resting on his shoulders.
"So how long are you here in Cancun?" She asked.
"A couple more weeks. I have family coming down in a few days. My stepmom will be here first for awhile," He said.
"And I take you are a model of some sort?" Alice asked.
"Yeah. Fitness stuff. Magazines, ads, things like that," Ulysses played it off.
"I see. So you're close with your family?"
"Yes, you could say that. She's technically not my stepmom anymore, since her and my father divorced, but she's the only mother figure I've known. She's helped me with my career and many things."
Alice smiled softly, noticing how polite he was, glancing at his eyes, "That sounds nice."
"You're really tall. Are you 6 feet?" Ulysses said.
"Probably more than that with these shoes on. I'm 5'11" though"
"Wow. I don't recall seeing a woman as tall as you before," Ulysses chuckled. "You are very lovely."
Alice couldn't help but blush. There was no "you a fine ass bitch," "you got some nice tits girl," or "let me get some of dat ass." Ulysses was a perfect gentleman, nothing like Rodney. Alice felt guilt for assuming he was sleazy like that.
As they danced Alice wondered about Jessica the other night with Ulysses. "So you and Jessica hung out the other night?"
"Yeah. She sorta took control and I just followed," He laughed. "But she's nice and seems really cool."
Alice cleared her throat, as the song changed, "So you two had fun?"
"Oh, uh, yeah," Ulysses looked around, embarrassed. "She said you two are here on vacation and I just," he shrugged, "followed her lead. She's very beautiful, like you."
"Thank you," Alice blushed again. Ulysses hands never went to her butt, but stayed on her waist - like a gentleman.
Alice felt herself feeling more and more comfortable around him. She turned around, grinding against him similar to how Jessica did, though not nearly as sexual. It was all very subtle, but over the course of a couple songs, she felt it. That unmistakable budge slowly growing in size as her ass slid up and down its length. While Alice's heart was racing, she felt herself relaxing, enjoying everything. She turned around to face him.
Their eyes locked, her body pressed against his, feeling his erection against her mound. "May I grab your leg?" he asked. Alice nodded.
Grabbing her by her thigh, he pulled her right leg up to his waist. Alice bent it so it was locked around him. She grabbed his face and Ulysses continued dancing, grinding his bulge against her crotch - essentially dry humping her.
Alice was going to take Jessica's advice. She realized that in doing so she would be indulging her sister, Angela. However, Ulysses was different. He didn't fit the stereotypical mold that the men Angela associated with did. She wrapped her arms around him, holding him tightly. "Let's go," she whispered in his ear.
Chapter 6
"Mmmph," Ulysses attempted to speak but was met with another kiss from Alice. They had kissed all the way from the night club to his room door.
"Alice, are you sure," He pushed her away. "Are you sure you want to do this? I mean Jessica took charge and - "
"Which is what I'm doing," Alice replied, kissing him again, her tongue swirling around his.
"We don't have to, it's ok," Ulysses managed to say in between kisses.
"I want to," Alice replied, kissing him back. Ulysses managed to swipe his key card behind him and open his door. The two of them stumbled into his room, kissing frantically.
"Alice wait, wait," He pushed her off. "Hold on, ok?" He smiled.
Alice nodded, catching her breath. She watched Ulysses turn on the lights, adjust the air conditioner, and make his way back to Alice. He caressed her face, his thumb going over her full lips. "Are you staying the night?" he asked.
Alice nodded once more. Ulysses moved behind her, kissing her shoulder and neck, running his fingers through her long hair, feeling its softness. Alice felt weak in the knees. Doing a complete circle Ulysses arrived in front of her, bringing her lips slowly against his for a long tender kiss.
He took a step back and undid the buttons on his shirt. One by one they were removed. He took his shirt off, placing it on the nearby chair. His eyes still focused on Alice, he removed his belt, unzipped his pants, slid them off and was left standing in his boxers. Alice watched intently, nodding her head.
Her eyes lit up, her mouth hung open, when she saw him, standing completely nude before her, fully erect. He was huge. She never once thought that she was going to have sex with a black man. She only thought she was going to have sex with a gorgeous man.
Ulysses moved forward, his hand holding her face, his lips covering hers. She slowly kissed him back, sucking at his long tongue. "Let's get this dress off, Alice," Ulysses whispered after the kiss.
He helped her out of it, unzipping the back. He undid her bra, kissing along her neck as he did. Going to his knees, behind her, he pulled down her thong, kissing at her butt cheeks and thighs.
"Ready?" He asked, standing in front of her once more. Alice nodded. Barely unable to walk at this point, she was grateful Ulysses bent down and picked her up with ease. He took her to his bed, kissing her after he laid her gently on her back.
"You're beautiful," He said.
"So are you," she squeaked out. Ulysses smiled, hovering over her, kissing at her jaw line, then neck. Alice was tingling, forgetting where she was, what she was doing. As Ulysses kissed his way down her chest, in between each breast, she remembered him, his muscular, perfect body. Her hands went to his developed shoulders, massaging them as he kissed his way to her stomach, licking against her navel, and finally landing at her clitoris.
She came several times as he kissed, licked, and sucked her clit for what seemed like an hour. His fingers going in and out while servicing her clit, Alice was a trembling, whimpering mess of orgasmic moans when Ulysses finally drove his tongue deep into her vagina.
She couldn't could help but cry out with pleasure, grabbing his head, holding him there. His tongue swirled around her inner walls, lapping up her juices, making her cum again and again.
When Ulysses jaw and tongue hurt from use, he went to his knees, and then hovered over her again. "Is it ok if I kiss you with your juices on my mouth?"
Alice didn't answer verbally. She grabbed his face, bringing it to her own, her tongue invading his mouth, tasting herself. Ulysses cockhead rested against her clit as they kissed. A moment later he broke the kiss and sat back up. His hands trailed over her body while his throbbing cock rested on her clitoris. He gently squeezed her breasts, caressed her stomach, and smiled appreciatively at her body.
"Shall we?" He asked, already knowing the answer.
"Please!" Alice pleaded for him to begin.
Ulysses took his cock by the base and gently guided it into Alice's waiting pussy. She nearly came when he slid himself in. He kept going and going, until he touched bottom, his cock resting against her cervix. Ulysses once again, hovered over her face. They shared several more kisses before he began thrusting.
Slowly, methodically, in and out, he rolled his hips into her. Looking into her dark green eyes, Ulysses' winced with pleasure, "You feel so good."
Alice couldn't reply, another orgasm approaching. Ulysses' kissed along her neck again, Alice holding him tightly against her. She brought her legs up, locking them around his butt as he worked. Moaning with each slow thrust, she knew she wouldn't last longer.
Ulysses stopped kissing her neck, resting his forehead on top of hers. Their mouths open, they felt each other's hot breath. Ulysses nibbled at her bottom lip, pulling it away, releasing it, letting go back to its original position. He then kissed her again, kissing her hard as he made love to her. She began tensing up, shaking, moaning through it.
Alice broke the kiss; Ulysses looked upon her face as her orgasm washed over her. "Yes," he said, watching her cum.
"Ahhh, uhnn," Alice moaned, looking into his eyes.
Ulysses drove himself in hard, causing her to moan again, and then held himself there, resuming his kisses. "May I?" he asked, Alice knowing exactly what he wanted. She nodded and Ulysses started his thrusts again.
Alice stopped him, telling him to get on his back. He rolled over in the bed, taking Alice with him. She was on top now. Caressing his face now, he sucked her thumb, watching her grind against him. He grabbed her breasts, sucking them, causing Alice to arch her back, throwing her head back. Another orgasm coursed through her. "Ahhh!" she shook, Ulysses held her tightly.
She pushed him back down on the mattress. Alice was now squatting up and down on his cock. It felt so good; it was so deep, so long and thick in her. Up and down she went, just as slowly as he thrust in and out of her while he was on top.
Ulysses moaned, grabbing her ass with one hand, running his other up and down her torso and over her breasts. Alice grabbed that hand and began sucking each finger.
"Alice! Alice," Ulysses moaned.
"Yes!" she replied and kept replied and kept riding him.
"Alice! Ahhhh! Mmmmm," Ulysses climaxed, grabbing her face, pulling her down, inches from own, staring into her eyes as his cock erupted with semen, filling her, overflowing out of her pussy.
They kissed once more, his cock still spurting, his seed dribbling down to his testicles. When it was over, they kissed again. After awhile, Alice slid off him, lying against his side, his arm holding her tightly against his, dark chocolate, splendid body. She ran her hand over his six pack abs.
It was the best sex she had ever had.
Chapter 7
"So that's when I graduated from UCLA," Ulysses explained. "If I were younger or if you were older, we might've been classmates."
"Yeah, I could've met you earlier," Alice said, still lying in his arms an hour after they made love. "But if we were classmates, I have to admit, my focus wouldn't be on class as much."
"Yes, that could be an issue," Ulysses joked. "I was really focused on excelling in school too, so perhaps it's for the best we didn't meet there!"
"Sounds like you had a great upbringing," Alice said.
"Yeah. It was difficult at times."
"How so?"
"I was picked on in my early teen years."
"You were picked on?" Alice couldn't imagine. "Were you really overweight?"
Ulysses chuckled, "No not that. I was picked because, how shall I put this? I wasn't 'black' enough."
"What do you mean?"
"I think you know what I mean. I didn't fit into a stereotypical mold of how many young black people are expected to, and choose to act. I loved Lacrosse, not basketball. I wasn't into rap music. I was focused on school and doing my best instead of being in gangs or dealing weed."
"I see. I'm sorry," Alice replied, kissing his chest.
"You're sweet," He smiled. "But it was a long time ago. By college, most people had matured some to look beyond stereotypes and look at the person on the inside."
"Well I see a wonderful person on the inside. It makes your outside look even better!" Alice smiled, snuggling close against him.
"Mmm, your hair smells great," Ulysses said, breathing in her scent.
"Well all of you does!" She chuckled.
"You like your work?" He asked.
"Sometimes. We just finished a huge project and the client was a nightmare. But some of us were rewarded with this trip," Alice replied.
"Seems like a nice company to do that for its employees."
"It is. What about you, do you like modeling?"
"Sometimes. I don't like telling people what I do. I don't want to come across as arrogant or pretentious. But I don't want to lie either," Ulysses said. Alice smiled in response, closing her eyes, enjoying his hand caressing her back.
"It's been really nice meeting you," She said, kissing his chest again.
"Yeah It has, I'm glad we met."
"I just got out of a very long relationship. It's hard, you know? To end it after so long, but it had to be done," Alice said.
"I'm sure it was very difficult. But not everything that's right is easy to do, you know?"
"Yes," she replied, rising to her elbow, kissing him several times. "Things happen for a reason."
****
The made love several more times until dawn. Ulysses walked her to her room. They said they'll meet up for lunch, after napping, and showering.
Alice awoke from her nap to the sound of the shower running. Jessica was startled when Alice, nude, threw open the shower curtain and stepped in. "Alice? You ok?" she asked.
"I'm wonderful!" Alice threw her arms around her friend and gave her a kiss on the cheek.
"Good! So you had a great night?"
"It was perfect. Ulysses is perfect!"
"Yeah he's pretty good."
"Pretty good?"
"Yeah he fucked me pretty hard. It was nice," Jessica said rinsing her hair.
"Well he made sweet, sweet love to me."
"Huh weird, maybe he has feelings for you," Jessica shrugged.
"Maybe!" Alice giggled, hoping that was the case.
"Sounds like you followed my request to loosen up and let go," Jessica said.
"I did! He was amazing, like you said."
"You are beaming ear to ear!" Jessica hugged Alice. She got out of the shower, only to have her ass slapped by a giggling Alice.
The two of them met Ulysses for lunch. Afterward, Alice and Ulysses spent time together on their own. Alice couldn't help but feel like they were a couple. Holding hands, kissing, hugging, romantic walks - it was wonderful. She checked in with Jessica, letting her know she was staying in Ulysses room that night. It was a repeat of the previous night, staying up till dawn, making love.
The next day was the same again. That evening Alice was in Ulysses' room, standing against the wall. He was clutching her waist, one of her legs wrapped around him, similar to when they danced. He was sliding in and out of her, staring into her eyes.
"Cum for me, Alice," He said. She couldn't resist, she had never had sex standing up, her ex, while at the perfect height, never brought it up. Ulysses did.
She gripped his shoulders, letting go, letting her body succumb to his desires, and came all over his cock. Her vaginal fluids mixing with his semen coated his dark brown cock, turning it white with their juices.
He guided her to the bed, kissing all over her body once more, gearing up for round two, three, four and so on until the sun rose.
****
Alice was dreaming again. She was in Ulysses arms in his bed, having dozed off as dawn approached. In her dream, Ulysses was in her mother's back yard, playing catch with her high school age brother. It was Thanksgiving.
Alice and her mother were watching them throw a football. She complimented her daughter, telling her he was very attractive inside and out.
Angela approached them. "Yeah, Alice, he's hot. I'm glad you finally decided to go black like me," she said.
Alice turned to her sister, gritting her teeth angrily, her eyes glowing red, "Don't think for a second he's like the garbage you hang out with. Now leave me alone!" Alice bared her sharp teeth, causing Angela to run away, crying. Her teeth and eyes returned to normal, watching Ulysses throw the ball to her brother, pausing to wave at her and her mom.
Later than night, in her dream, Alice was cumming again. Ulysses holding her, burying his cock in her, "I love you, Alice."
"I love you too, darling!" She caressed his face, when her orgasm subsided.
"Alice. Will you marry me? Will you be my wife?" Ulysses asked.
Alice woke up, gasping for air, sitting up in bed. "Yes!" she said, catching her breath. She looked over at a still sleeping Ulysses, remembering she was still in Cancun, she giggled at herself, curling back into his arms.
They had breakfast with Jessica, chatting about their day. Alice asked if Jessica had called her secret lover any more. She assured them she had every night, except their first night, winking at Ulysses. Alice rubbed his thigh under the table. Sure he had a one night stand with a cool chick, Jessica, but he was her man now.
"So your stepmom is arriving today. Think I could meet her?" Alice asked.
"Uh, sure, I was thinking we could all hang out," Ulysses answered.
Ulysses' stepmother, Devin, was a tall blonde, around 40, an inch shorter than Alice and absolutely stunning. He explained his father married a younger woman, roughly ten years older than Ulysses. Alice could tell they got along great still.
They sat in various pools and hot tubs the rest of the day, drinking, chatting, and laughing. Everyone got along great with the new addition to their little vacation crew. Alice sat on Ulysses' lap, he caressed her thigh. She couldn't wait to spend the night in her lover's arms. She wondered where Devin would sleep, but that night at the resort's dance club, she learned of the answer.
****
"It was great meeting you today," Jessica told Devin as they danced together. "You've been a joy to hang out with."
"Yes it was," She agreed, playfully grabbing Jessica's ass.
Jessica gasped, "You naughty woman!"
"You have no idea."
"Ooh, what do you mean by that?"
Devin didn't answer with words, instead guiding Jessica's hands to her own impressive backside.
"So you have a son?" Devin asked.
"I do. He's 18,"Jessica replied.
"Get out! Well you certainly look amazing."
Jessica, like she danced with Ulysses, turned around and ground her butt hard into Devin's crotch. Jessica's hands went above her head, finding Devin's thick blonde hair. Devin rested her hands on Jessica's stomach, just like Ulysses had.



"Does your son have a naughty mommy?" Devin whispered in her ear.
"You have no idea," Jessica answered.
Devin moaned, peppering her neck with kisses, "I'd like to find out."
Ulysses was lost in him and Alice's own world, making out to the beat of the dance music. He felt a tap on his shoulder, turning around to see his stepmother with her arm around Jessica. "I'm going to hang out with her for the night, ok?" Devin told him.
"Sure, have a good time," he replied. Alice watched the two women exit together, a hand on each other's ass.
"They going to your room?" She asked Ulysses.
"No, you'll be coming to my room; they are going to yours and Jessica's."
Chapter 8
"Ulysses, Jessica said you fucked her really hard that first night we arrived," Alice said, holding his hand on the way back to his room.
"Heh, yeah," he replied, embarrassed.
"Why her and not me?"
"Well she's different. When I look at you I see a goddess who needs to be made love to."
"Ulysses," Alice stopped him before they entered the building. "We leave the day after tomorrow. I want you fuck me tonight as hard as you can. Don't hold back. We don't have much time left here."
"As you wish," he said with a sneaky grin.
****
When they arrived at Ulysses room, down the hall a bit from Alice's, leaving the door unlocked, a flurry of clothes and kisses began. They tore each other's clothes off, kissing and grunting. He picked her up and slammed her on the bed, quickly entering her.
"Oh yes! Yes! Harder!" She screamed, locking him in place with her legs. She was cumming in minutes; the bed was slamming against the wall.
After her first orgasm, she rose, pushing him off her, tackling him down. They fell off the bed, rolling around, until Ulysses was against the wall. Alice was squatting on him now, bouncing wildly on his cock, "Yes!" she grunted. "I love, I love it!"
Just as she was tiring from the squats, Ulysses stood, taking her with him, rapidly thrusting upward. As she was cumming again, he pulled her off his cock, letting her juices squirt onto it, then impaled her again.
Out of breath, "Do you trust me?" he asked her.
"Yes!" She came again.
Ulysses opened the balcony door, Alice still wrapped around him, and he peeped over the edge down into the swimming pool. Ulysses walked back into his room, Alice still bucking away on his cock. He got a running start, held her tightly and jumped over the edge into the pool, Alice screaming the whole until they splashed in the deep end.
"Ow!" she cried out, surfacing, still grinding against him.
"Don't stop. Don't stop baby," Ulysses said, swimming to shallow end.
"Nice!" A few people said, walking past Ulysses slamming Alice down on his cock.
"I wished you fucked me like that," One woman said to her husband.
Alice looked around, seeing the people gather, "Don't stop! Let them watch!"
Ulysses made his way back to the building, opening the door with one hand, people cheering behind him. He sat Alice down, spun her around, and proceeded to fuck her all the way up the stairs to the third floor. Each one of his powerful thrusts pushed her up a step.
Finally at the third floor, Alice spun around to face him, pulling him to the floor; they rolled and kissed and fucked their way to his door, several people cheering them on. One person tried to take a photo but Alice and Ulysses were in their room by that time.
Ulysses pushed her on the bed, his cock coming out of her, jacked it a few times and sprayed his load all over her face, "Alice yesssss," he moaned.
She rubbed it into her skin, "Mmmm, I love it, I love you!"
When he was done, he grabbed her, led her to the shower and sprayed her face clean. They calmed down, embracing, kissing, and moaning until the water turned cold.
Leading her back to bed, Ulysses was ready once again. He reverted back to his default love making mode, worshiping her body all night.
Chapter 9
When Ulysses walked Alice to her room the next morning, they giggled, hearing Jessica and Devin in the shower.
"So she's into girls then," Alice pointed out.
"She loves everyone," Ulysses chuckled.
"I think Jessica is like that too."
"Let's head to the beach and wait for them," Ulysses suggested.
An hour later, Devin and Jessica arrived, signaling the last full day the four would be together in Cancun. Alice and Jessica would leave the next morning. Ulysses staying behind while more of his family joined.
They traded contact information, they hinted at meeting up again when Ulysses is in Miami for work. He even suggested Alice come visit him.
Sucking his cock in the men's room after their lunch, Alice reminded herself that everything happens for a reason. She broke up with her ex, finished that horrible work project, went to Cancun and met an amazing man.
Later than evening, Alice was showering with Ulysses before dinner. All four of them were meeting at a restaurant on the resort's property.
Afterward, Ulysses and Alice went to the beach, having sex one last time before her return trip early the next morning. The moonlight reflected off their wet bodies as gentle waves crashed into them.
Ulysses walked her back to his room a little later, kissing her, promising to get up early the next morning to see her off. After Alice smiled at him, waving good night, she opened her door only to nearly collide with Devin.
"Sorry!" Devin said.
"It's ok. You headed to bed?"
"Yes, I know you two have an early flight tomorrow," Devin said, hugging Alice goodbye.
"I'll call you when I get home!" Jessica called to her new friend, while stripping down to take a shower.
Alice hugged Devin goodbye, closed the door, and then sat on the edge of her bed, happy, content, unable to stop smiling.
"Join me?" Jessica asked before heading into the bath room. Alice laughed and shook her head.
Laying back on the mattress, thoughts of Ulysses, their time here, and their time together in the future swam through Alice's head. She wasn't even paying attention to the moans of pleasure coming from Jessica's shower as she masturbated in there.
Alice was distracted by another sound - a loud vibrating cell phone on the bed side table. Someone was calling Jessica, several times.
Alice was annoyed, but also curious, wondering if it was an emergency. She figured she'd look and tell Jessica who was calling her so much.
"Mmmm," Jessica moaned. Alice rolled her eyes thinking how nasty her friend was. The nastiness of masturbating in the shower while her friend was in the other room, paled in comparison to what Alice saw on Jessica's phone.
There were nude photos, sexually explicit texts, photos of Jessica and Devin in sexual poses, replies from someone saying how hot she looked, how much he missed her, how he couldn't wait to fuck her when she returned. There were return texts Jessica sent, saying how much she missed the guy, asking if he liked the pictures of her and a woman. Alice assumed it must've been Jessica's secret lover. She scrolled to the end of the texts. Jessica let him know she was going to shower ending the message with an "I love you."
The guy replied with "I love you too, mom."
"No way!" Alice nearly screamed. She pulled up the contact info of the guy. It was a younger kid, about 18. His profile picture was him and his mother - Jessica.
"Ew! Ew! Ew!" Alice dropped the phone, grabbed her purse and room key, and made her way to Ulysses room for refuge. If that was indeed Jessica's kid and she was sending those pictures and texts to him, she didn't want to be around her. She's seen firsthand how wild Jessica can be, but this was too much.
Running down the hall as fast as she could, she arrived at his door, pausing before knocking. The latch was propping the door opened. Alice thought she heard soft moaning. She opened the door and more shock flooded over her.
She saw Ulysses behind Devin, slowly sliding his cock in and out of her. He was holding her against him, kissing her neck and shoulders. "I missed you," He said just above a whisper. Alice dropped her room key, quickly bending to pick it up. The movement was detected by Ulysses' peripheral vision.
When their eyes met, Alice quickly exited. "Alice!" Ulysses called to her, grabbing some gym shorts, chasing after her.
Chapter 10
"Alice wait!" Ulysses called after her, running down the hall. "Wait!"
Alice made it to the exit that led to a stairwell, the same stairs Ulysses fucked her on. "Alice please!"
Ulysses caught up to her on the first floor, due to Alice nearly tripping down the steps.
"Alice! Wait!" He grabbed her arm.
Alice attempted to jerk away, "Leave me alone!" Ulysses caught her other arm, nearly pinning her against the wall.
"Please, just let me explain," He pleaded; Alice shut her eyes, tears streaming down her face. "I'm sorry, this is my fault," Ulysses calmly explained.
"Jessica and I discussed what we wanted and what we didn't want. We only wanted a night of fun, that's it. No committed relationship," Ulysses loosened his grip on her arms.
"Since you and her are on vacation together, I assumed you were of the same mindset - just here to have fun," Ulysses let her go. Alice remained still, wiping her face, still not looking at Ulysses.
"I'm so sorry. I never should've assumed anything. I should've brought it up anyway. I should've told you upfront that I'm not looking for a girlfriend, a friend, yes, but not a committed relationship. I thought we could even extend our friendship after this trip, possibly visiting each other for fun," Ulysses sighed, his head low with shame.
"I'm an idiot, I hope you can forgive me," He glanced at her still crying face. Alice sniffed a few times and nodded her head.
"I'm the one who's an idiot. I assumed you wanted me and you and I had a connection that was more than friends," She said. "But you are with your stepmother, or whatever she is now."
"We're not together in a committed sense, but she and I love each other and we make love whenever we can get a chance," Ulysses explained. "She's everything to me."
Alice sniffed again, trying not to sob, thoroughly embarrassed. She fell for this guy. She felt like a stupid teenage girl who met some other kid on vacation.
"I never should've assumed anything. I should've told you everything," Ulysses said again. Alice gulped and nodded, glancing at his eyes, quickly looking away.
"You're a beautiful, sweet girl, I hope you can forgive me," Ulysses said, backing away. He turned to make his way up the stairs.
"Ulysses," Alice called out to him. "I do."
He smiled warmly, "Thank you, Alice. If I'm in Miami again for work, maybe we could - "
"No," Alice smiled back. She as far too embarrassed with herself to hang out with him again. "If we run into each other, just smile and wave."
Ulysses nodded, "It was great meeting you. Take care, Alice."
She smiled and nodded back, "Take care."
She watched him make his way up the steps, and then sunk to the floor, sitting against the wall. She cried a bit, chastising herself for her own foolishness. Several minutes later, she gathered the composure to ascend the stairs to her floor.
When she entered her room, Jessica was in the corner, grinning mischievously on the phone. Alice figured she was sending texts to her son.
Alice ignored her, not bothering to change, collapsing on the bed. "Where were you?" Jessica asked.
"Saying goodbye to Ulysses."
"Cool. Well I'm heading to bed a little early, unless you wanted to go do something."
"No, I'm fine, I'm exhausted," Alice replied. She rolled over and tried to go to sleep, her mind spinning through the events of the past week.
The next morning Alice said goodbye to Jessica at the airport. She never mentioned or questioned those texts and images she saw on her phone. Jessica told her she'd see her on the chat program their company uses in a few days. Alice smiled politely and made her way to her gate.
****
It was a week after Alice returned home. It was raining in Miami and she was watching the downpour from the couch in her living room. Angela had been calling her several times over the past few days. Alice ignored each call. Finally, she caved, deciding that her sister may start to worry.
Angela rose up, naked, stretching and yawning. She looked around Rodney's apartment living room, seeing him and his brother - a black man of equally huge stature - lying in the middle surrounded by eight other white women. All were naked; all were cuddled up to the two black men, or with each other.
Angela stepped over the sleeping bodies of black men and white women, grabbed her phone and called her sister.
"How was the trip?" Angela asked.
"Fine."
"You meet any hot guys?"
"Nope. It was pretty boring," Alice answered.
"Well, if you're bored, you should come out with us tonight. We need a tenth."
"A tenth?"
"Yeah there are nine white women for two black men. If we had one more woman, each guy would get five women as their dates," Angela said.
Alice paused, closing her eyes, shaking her head. "I think I'll pass."
"Please? We'll all have fun."
"No thanks."
"Well if you change your mind, give me, or Rodney a call. You still have his number?" Angela asked.
Alice had forgotten all about it, "Yeah. But I'm - "
"Well give him a call! He thought you were hot!" Angela interrupted Alice.
"I gotta go. We'll talk later," Alice said, quickly ending the call.
Sitting on the edge of the couch, reaching for her purse, rummaging through it, she found Rodney's number on a small piece of paper.
Alice thought about the dreams she had. She saw herself choking on Rodney's cock, looking up to his smug grin. She saw herself bouncing up and down on it, while Rodney looked on, occasionally slapping her ass, encouraging her to "ride that black dick." Alice picture herself going off of birth control and Rodney's semen filling her womb making her pregnant. She saw a future child, raising it on her own, with zero help from the father - Rodney. Her career would suffer, her dating life would suffer, and she would struggle to provide for the child.
She remembered the dream where Ulysses proposed to her. Alice smiled, thinking about what could've been with him but wasn't meant to be. She thought about how amazing he was, not just for a black man, but for a man in general. She knew that if she met someone like Ulysses again, black or white, she would pace herself - not fall head over heels for him. Whatever race he was, they would take it slow, getting to know one another. Alice told herself she would never date the type of men Angela hung out with.
Making her way to her bedroom, she wondered how to deal with the loneliness in the meantime. She thought, removing her t-shirt and shorts. "Maybe. Maybe I'll call Rodney, just once. Just one time."
She opened her top drawer, pulling out a dildo, "Maybe it'll be fun."
Tossing the dildo to her bed, she picked up the piece of paper once more; running her thumb over Rodney's number, smiling.
Alice tore the paper into several small pieces and threw it away. She joined her dildo on the bed.
The end.
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The Long Absence: Ted's Story
Chapter 1 -- The Arrival
Ted sat in the back row of a bus that was taking passengers to a dock. He was excited about this singles cruise he was going on. It would be ten days on a huge cruise ship with nothing but singles who, in his mind, were like him - looking for sex. He pulled out his cell phone and texted a friend while the bus gradually filled with people.
"Dude, I'm here. It's going to be the bomb! So much pussy!" Ted grinning, sent the text.
A moment later, his phone vibrated, Ted read the text. "Cool. Do me a favor and don't use the words 'the' and 'bomb' so close to each other. The NSA. Remember?"
"Ha. Right. My bad," Ted texted back.
It'd been three years since Ted had stepped foot in the United States. Immediately after graduating college he moved to India, working at an outsourced IT job in the training department. He was one of only a few Americans there. Now, at 25, he was back in his home country, the company was sending him to live and work in New York City. This singles cruise was a nice little present to himself for the couple weeks off of work he was granted during the transition back to the states. He'd read reviews that this particular cruise line supported and encouraged debauchery on board.
Ted hadn't seen his family since his college graduation, three years prior, but after he got settled in New York, he'd call his mother, surprising her that he was back in America.
Another moment passed, another text from him friend, "Do me a second favor and don't use the phrase 'my bad.' I'm pretty sure it's outdated."
Ted chuckled, sending a final text, "Fine. I'll let you know how much puss I manage to snag while I'm here."
"I'm betting zero. But yes, good luck with that, take care man," Was the reply text.
Turning his phone off, putting it in his bag, Ted looked around, watching people board the bus. He saw several nice looking women, none were really amazing though. When a little old lady with white hair and a cane sat in the empty seat next to him, giving him a seductive grin, or at least he thought it was, Ted looked away embarrassed.
"Ok, no worries, there'd be new people arriving on the ship each day. There could already be a ton of hot chicks already on board," He thought to himself, watching the line of people making their way inside. He recalled the ship would be docking each morning to let off and pick up new passengers. That's when he saw her.
"Whoa," He thought.
She was fairly short, maybe 5'3" or 5'5", had very long brown hair, nearly down to her very lovely ass. She had on a large beach hat and huge dark sunglasses. She was wearing small, tight, blue jean shorts that showed off her toned legs, a white tank top, and sandals. Her breasts weren't huge, but they were nice. Ted guessed she was in her 30s based on her nice figure alone, but didn't have a very good view of her face. The distance she was from him, plus the hat and glasses, concealed any facial details. He watched her enter the bus and sit in the very front seat.
"I'll find you later," Ted thought, grinning inwardly, thoughts of taking her to his room on the ship running through his mind.
"Mmmm," he moaned out loud. He quickly turned to the old lady sitting next to him, hoping she didn't hear him. She apparently did because she was still smiling at him. "Crap," he thought. Ted nodded politely back and returned his gaze to the window.
The woman he was ogling moved fast, or it seemed she did to Ted. Then he realized, he was in the back of the bus, the woman was in the front, and there was a little old lady sitting next to him. He wanted to tell her to hurry up and get out of his way, but waited, and waited, and waited.
Finally they were able to get out of his seat. "After you, ma'am," Ted gestured the old woman to go ahead of him.
"Oh no, you first, I want to enjoy the view," She winked at Ted.
"Uh, ok," He smiled awkwardly, grabbed his bag and took his leave. He rolled his eyes when he heard the old lady whistle at him from behind.
The hottie he was checking out was nowhere in sight. Ted sighed, got his room assignment and made his way there. His room was on one of the lower decks, close to a large swimming pool. It was next to the very last room on the floor.
After changing into his swim trunks he looked in the mirror of the small bathroom. "Ok, let's do this," He told himself. "Play it cool, don't be a creep, don't be desperate and just let things happen."
Ted wondered if he needed to shave, but he loved his dark beard. He glanced at his body, proud of shedding 70 pounds since college graduation. He wasn't hugely muscular, but he wasn't very flabby anymore. He was finally proud of how he looked. After he made his way to the pool area, Ted counted two women he was interested in talking to and fucking. There was a hot blonde, who looked to be in her early 40s. Then an extremely tall, close to six feet he guessed, dark haired beauty. Her hair was nearly black, her breasts were larger than the woman he saw while on the bus, and she was looking around, almost nervously.
"Hmmm," he wondered out loud, lounging back in the chair.
"You should go talk to her," a voice from his right startled him. It was the same little old lady.
"Oh, hi," Ted smiled at her.
"I may be old but I can be sneaky. You didn't even see me sit down next to you," She said.
"Well, I, uh," Ted chuckled.
"You were busy checking out that tall girl. You should go talk to her. She looks lost or like she's looking for someone. Go ask her if she's alright."
Ted looked over to the tall girl, most likely in her 20s, then back at the smiling old woman next to him, "I think I will. But maybe I'd rather sit and talk with you," Ted flirted with her, causing her to laugh, a way of thanking her for her encouragement.
"That'd be nice, but I'm here to enjoy the view. Remember? I'd prefer an older man anyway. You younger guys can't handle me," She explained.
Ted attempted to hide his laughter, joking back with her, "You know? You're right. I'm probably not worthy of a goddess like you. I'll just settle for her I guess." He looked in the direction of the girl.
"Have fun, dear," She said, putting on her sunglasses and leaning back on the chair.
Ted made his way to the taller woman, thinking about how cool that old lady was, but also noticing how gorgeous the tall girl was as he got closer. "Wow," he said to himself.
"Hi," Ted said, standing at the pool's bar where she was.
"Hi," She glanced at him, then quickly looked away.
"Are you ok? I saw you from over there. You looking for someone?"
"Yes I'm looking for someone, someone to avoid," She said.
"Oh, I see. Well we could hang out if you like. I'm Ted," He extended his hand.
"Hi. I'm Alice," She quickly took it, shaking it.
"So you are trying to avoid someone?"
"Yes," She gasped. "There he is too."
Ted looked in the direction Alice was looking. He saw a hugely muscular man with his arm around none other than the hot chick Ted saw on the bus. Ted watched the hulk of a man, slide into a hot tub on the other side of the pool. His heart sank when the hot woman, in a small, white bikini, sat on his lap, sipping on her drink.
"I guess she found someone. She's hot as fuck so I'm not surprised it didn't take long," Ted thought to himself.
"So you know him?" Ted asked Alice.
"Yes. He's a pig. His name is Rodney. We're both from Miami. I nearly punched a hole in my room's wall when I saw him walking around. I can't believe that piece of garbage is on the SAME cruise I'm on."
"Wow, I'm sorry to hear that."
"No I'm sorry for unloading like that. I'm just trying to avoid him and," Alice sighed, shaking her head. "He doesn't see me yet, so maybe we can go to a pool on the other side of the ship?"
"Yeah sure, that'd be great," Ted smiled at the green-eyed beauty.
As Ted and Alice walked away, the brunette from the bus sat on Rodney's lap, slowly grinding her ass into his erection under the bubbling water. She watched Ted leaving the pool area, a sly grin coming across her face.
Chapter 2 -- Alice and Holly
"So did you two used to date?" Ted asked Alice. They were sitting in a similar hot tub at another pool, sipping on bloody marys.
"No. My sister hangs out with him and tried to set us up, but I can't stand him."
"He looks like a body builder. Is he dangerous or does he just have a crappy personality?" Ted asked.
"Well, definitely a horrible personality. As far as being dangerous, maybe, I'm not too sure. He's not the kind of guy I would hang around, if that answers your question."
"Yeah, kinda," Ted smiled.
The traded smiles and changed the subject. They talked for a couple hours about general biographical things -- their background, work, and so on. Ted thought for a moment, that this girl would be the only one he slept with on this cruise IF it even progressed that far. He was fine with that, since she was absolutely stunning. There as just one problem.
The hot blonde from the other pool, who looked to be in her early 40s, joined them in the hot tub. She smiled, sitting across from them with her own drink. She introduced herself as Holly and took over leading their conversation. Ted didn't mind so much, because Holly, with her long blonde hair, big breasts and amazing body was hot, however, he was enjoying spending time getting to know Alice.
They chatted about random things, similar to what he and Alice did earlier.
"So what are you two up tonight?" Holly asked, looking directly at Ted. Ted struggled to answer because he felt Holly's foot caress his calf. He knew it wasn't an accident because she kept at it, plus the look she was giving him was making him hard. "A three way?" he asked himself, betting his friend would never believe that stroke of luck.
"Uh well," Ted said.
"Ooh my drink is empty. You two think about it, while I get a refill," Holly said. When she stood, Ted and Alice were able to get a view of her from behind. She was wearing a thong bikini, her ass was nearly bare. It was far more revealing than the red bikini Alice was wearing.
"Wow," Alice and Ted both said, watching Holly walk away.
"She seems pretty comfortable with herself," Alice pointed out.
"Yeah," Ted agreed, watching Holly's hips sway, wanting to plunge his cock in her.
"I'll be back, I need to use the restroom," Alice said.
A moment later Holly returned with her refilled drink. "Where'd Alice go?"
"She went to the restroom."
"I see. You said you're leaving in 10 days?"
"Yep, just got here earlier today."
"Aww that's a shame. I leave in five days," Holly said, taking a seat next to Ted in the hot tub.
"I was thinking, maybe you and her could hang out tonight? Since she got to you first," Holly suggested, placing her hand on Ted's thigh under the water.
"And then," Holly continued, the older woman slowly dragging her hand up Ted's thigh, "You and I could get to know each other before I leave."
"Uh, yeah, I think that'd be great," Ted stuttered, nervousness and excitement bubbling just like the water they sat in.
"Good," Holly grinned, her hand under the water, squeezing Ted's erection. "I'll look forward to it."
Ted laughed nervously, "Yep, should be fun."
"What's your room number?" she asked.
"It is room 29," Ted answered.
Holly kissed his cheek and stood, "I'll come find you tomorrow morning then."
"Holy shit," Ted thought to himself, watching Holly walk away. "This may be an epic cruise after all."
Alice smiled and reentered the pool. She and Ted resumed their conversation, Ted playing it cool, hoping to come across as likeable. They made plans to meet up for dinner and afterward check out the night club on the upper deck.
Ted waited awhile for his erection to diminish. They left the hot tub and played some pool volleyball with other singles a little while before parting ways to get ready for dinner.
As Ted made his way to his room on the other side of the ship, the hot woman from the bus, was sitting next to Rodney in the same hot tub they were in from earlier. They had been making out for awhile, Rodney's finger sliding into her small bikini bottoms, fingering her under the bubbling water. She opened her eyes, seeing Ted walk to his room in the distance, moaning into Rodney's mouth. When she saw Ted's room was right next to hers, she broke the kiss, looking into Rodney's face.
"We're going to have fun tonight," She said. Rodney nodded and they resumed sucking face.
Chapter 3 -- Rowdy Neighbor
That evening after dinner, Alice and Ted checked out the club on the ship. It wasn't huge and was fairly crowded.
There were pools in one side of the club, lit up with various color changing lights. Ted saw couples in there, some were drinking, some were dancing, and some were doing something else.
"Just a reminder to the folks enjoying the pool," the DJ said over the loudspeaker, "If you want to get freaky, return to your rooms for that!"
Ted chuckled when he saw several folks get out of the pool, presumably to finish up in their rooms. He saw a few look embarrassed, the woman climbing off the man, trying to pretend nothing was going on.
Alice found a corner, always keeping an eye out for Rodney. She and Ted danced, flirted, and laughed. It was fairly fun, but Ted was hoping something would happen with Alice. They left a couple hours later, close to midnight, Alice asking him to walk her to her room. Ted saw the little old lady from the bus enter the club as they left, shaking the odd sight of the old lady from his head, he extended his arm to Alice and walked with her.
"I had a great time tonight," Alice said, standing in front of her room.
"Me too," Ted smiled. "I hope to run into you again here," he added, forgetting all about Holly.
"That'd be great," Alice kissed his cheek and went inside.
"Don't press my luck, be cool, be calm, don't be a creep," Ted thought watching her door close on him.
"Ok that was good, I did good," Ted thought walking to the other side of the ship. "I'll try to up the ante tomorrow. I'll kiss her. She leaves the day before I do, I have plenty of time to get in her pants."
When he rounded the corner he froze. In the distance, at the end of the deck, was the hot brunette from the bus ride. She was wearing a tiny bikini and was making out with Rodney at a door. Ted kept walking, looking out to the side of the railing at the pool area, seeing a woman sucking a guy off in a lounge chair.
He glanced back at the hot brunette, seeing Rodney dip down and pick her up, her legs straddling him.
Ted looked away once more, playing it cool. In the sparsely populated pool area he saw another couple on top of each other on another lounge chair kissing passionately. "What a ship," he thought.
Getting closer to his room, his heart nearly stopped when he saw the hot brunette and Rodney enter a room. It was the last room on the deck. It was right next to his.
The hot brunette undid her bikini top when Rodney picked her up. She held on to him, while he opened her room door with her key. She saw Ted approaching in the distance.
Not taking her eyes off Ted, she whispered in Rodney's ear, "Fuck me."
***
Ted was miserable and aroused at the same time. His neighbor, who he surmised was either Rodney or the hot bus brunette were going at it like animals -- absolute animals. Grunting, moaning, yelling, banging against the thin wall, slamming the bed, cumming over and over. It went on all night.
She sounded incredible. Ted put his ear against the wall, pounding his cock with his fist while he listened to the woman bellow in ecstasy. She had such a sexy voice too. Ted had no idea what she sounded like when she talked like a normal person, but how she screamed and moaned was certainly sexy. Oh how he wished he was Rodney.
As the night progressed, Ted had jacked off through most of it, edging himself over and over again, but by this point he was miserable, his head hurt and he needed sleep.
Finally around 4am they quieted down. Ted dozed off the sleep. Thirty minutes later, they started up again, waking him up. Thirty minutes later, it was quiet. At 6am they started up again. By 7am, Ted was asleep again. He slept till noon.
When he woke, he remembered Holly was supposedly going to visit him. He never saw her. Instead he hung out with Alice. It was more of the same. Talking, playing in the pool with other, less wild people of the cruise.
After a day of fun in the sun, he sat with Alice, eating a hamburger at a grill near the pool. Casually looking around, the hot bus brunette caught his eye. She was leaving the room next to his. She was alone. Ted thought that maybe it was her room after all and not Rodney's. She was wearing a tight cocktail dress.
Ted saw her again in the little white dress at the night club a few hours later. "So yeah, I'm just not sure about rushing into things," Alice was telling him while danced. Ted nodded, pretending to pay attention, watching the hot bus brunette, her back to him, dance and make out with Rodney several yards away. Ted didn't mention Rodney was there, because he wanted to check out the mystery woman. She looked incredible. Ted wished he could get a good view of her face.
"I want to take things slow and get to know someone first. I've made a mistake where I rushed things and it didn't turn out well," Alice went on.
"Uh huh," Ted nodded. He wanted something different. He wanted to fuck - mainly the hot bus brunette. He tried not to moan when he watched Rodney pull her dress up, revealing her naked little ass. Ted watched him grab and massage it, no one else on the crowded floor noticing or caring.
"So that's what I'm hoping really. To make a friend first you know?" Alice asked. Ted still wasn't paying attention. He watched a few people gather around the bus hottie. She had gone to her knees in front of Rodney, her head bobbing back and forth, sucking his cock to the beat of the music, people cheering her on.
"What are you looking at?" Alice said, noticing Ted's eyes widened. She turned around and only saw Rodney. "Oh crap!"
Alice pulled Ted out of there, angrily pushing her way through people. She really disliked Rodney.
She was disgusted by him; Ted had to calm her down. He was able to convince her to hang out in his room. She thought about it for a moment and agreed.
"I'm really sorry that jerk is here," Ted said, handing Alice some water. She sat on his bed, taking the water and thanked him.
"Oh well," She sighed.
"I hope I'm not a jerk," Ted joked.
Alice caressed his face, "No, you're not a jerk at all."
"Think I could get another good night kiss?"
"I think so," Alice smiled, leaning to kiss Ted on the mouth. She gently lapped her tongue at his lips, Ted did the same. They giggled a bit and embraced, kissing each other harder. Ted was playing it safe, not wanting to scare her off, even though he wanted her naked. They kept kissing, Ted letting her control the pace.
Minutes later they were lying on the bed, Ted running his hand over her stomach, kissing her lips and neck. Her hands were running through his hair, holding him in place, getting lost in the moment.
Fifteen minutes later, Ted rolled over, Alice came with him, straddling him, kissing him. That's when Ted heard it.
"Ahh yess!! Uhn Ahhh!" the hot bus brunette neighbor and Rodney were back at her room next door.
"Just ignore them," Ted suggested, knowing it was impossible, rolling Alice over onto her back.
"Yess!! Ahhh!" She cried out after a loud bang against the wall, continuing to disturb Ted and Alice's make-out session.



Ted kept kissing Alice, hoping the neighbors would stop, but knowing they wouldn't.
"Rodney! Yes!" the woman screamed, stopping any momentum Ted and Alice had. Alice pushed Ted off her.
"Did she just say,"
"No! No, I don't know what she said," Ted held out his hands.
"That woman called out Rodney's name, she's with him next door," Alice said, growing frustrated.
"I don't know, it's fine, let's keep going," Ted tried to calm her down, watching her grab her purse. "We can go to your room, it's cool."
"No," Alice stopped. "Sorry, the mood is gone, knowing that pig is next door. Plus I want to take things slowly, remember?"
"Yeah, sure. That's fine," Ted sighed.
"I'm sorry. I'll see you tomorrow," Alice gave a fake smile and kissed Ted's lips before exiting his room.
Ted sat on the edge of his bed listening to his rowdy neighbors have sex. Anger and frustration with Alice was slowly replaced, once more, with lust and curiosity of his neighbor. He loved the way she moaned. As the night went on, Ted wanted her more and more, he wanted to make her moan like that. He wanted a chance at taking her to bed. As he listened to Rodney slam into her, Ted pretended it was himself doing that. He imaged her hot little body writhing in pleasure while his cock was embedded in her.
He left his room and went for a walk. It was around 2am and there were still a few couples in the pool, most likely having sex. Ted made his way back to his room at 3am, thankful his neighbors were quiet. Ted took a long shower, jacking off to relieve tension caused by Alice, the neighbors, and everyone else who was having sex on this cruise. He pictured his neighbor, the hot bus brunette, naked and riding his cock. He wanted her so bad. He hoped that brute Rodney would leave soon, allowing him a chance to try and bang her. After he ejaculated in the shower, he decided tomorrow that if Rodney was still around, he would find a way to Alice's room, hopefully staying there the entire night.
Chapter 4 -- The Boiler Room
Ted slept late again. "Why don't I just ask if I can move to another room?" he asked himself after using the small bathroom and splashing some water on his face. The truth was, he liked being next to his rowdy neighbor. He loved listening to her have sex. He loved her wanton display of sluttiness. He wanted to have a turn with her; he wanted to make her scream like that.
There was knock at his door, shaking Ted from his thoughts. "It probably won't happen anyway," he thought to himself. "I hope that's Alice to make up for last night."
When he opened it he saw a short, curvy, blonde -- one of the three women he's lusted after on this trip. "Oh, uh, hi Holly," Ted greeted her.
"Hi. Sorry about yesterday, I got a little distracted," She said.
"Oh that's fine," Ted replied. He had forgotten all about Holly saying she would visit him the previous day.
"Let's go have some fun!" Holly pulled his arm, dragging him out of his room.
Thanks to Holly, Ted had an erection pretty much the entire day. The blonde bombshell constantly flirted, sat on his lap in pools and hot tubs, guided his hands to her ass, and generally made his day miserable, never relieving the blue balls she was giving him.
Holly went to get a refill for her and Ted's drinks, leaving him alone in a hot tub with another couple. There was no relief for Ted. The guy who was sitting across from him was moaning while a girl was submerged under the water, presumably sucking his cock.
Ted closed his eyes, sighing heavily, "I gotta get some pussy," he thought.
"Wake up!" Holly joked, handing Ted a drink, straddling him in the tub. "Let's go to the boiler room."
"The boiler room?"
"Yep, finish your drink and I'll show you."
***
"You have any cash on you?" Holly asked.
"Yeah, in my bag. Why?"
"See that janitor? Give him $20 or a blow job and he'll let you into the boiler room," Holly explained.
"Ah. Well I'll hand him the 20. But why? What's in the boiler room?"
"You'll see," Holly winked, leading the way, Ted's eyes on her thong.
After he handed the gentleman a 20 dollar bill, he led them to a lower deck on the ship. A small steel door was opened, the man telling them to watch their step and their head. Ted ducked down and followed Holly into a dark, narrow hallway. There were some steel stairs at the end, leading down into a hot, sauna-like pit. There was machinery, pipes, environmental controls and so on, all dimly lit by a single red light mounted on the side of the wall. But that wasn't what Ted paid any attention to.
As soon as he and Holly made their way down the stairs, Ted heard them. He heard moans, grunts, the sounds of sex echoing off the steel walls in the dark room. He was entering an orgy.
At the bottom of the steps, Ted struggled to see in the dark. He saw naked, sweaty bodies reflecting the dull red light. He guessed there were around 10 or so people, 12 counting Holly and himself. They were all oblivious to what was going on or to Ted and Holly's presence. He felt like he just walked into some strange erotic movie set, the people lost in a steamy haze of sex. Then he saw her.
She was close to Ted, about 10 feet to his right. It was the closest he had ever gotten to the hot bus brunette, his neighbor. Previous encounters were much further away, down the hall, on the other side of a swimming pool and so on. But there in that boiler room she was only 10 feet away having sex with Rodney.
"Holy shit," Ted thought. She was directly under the dim red light. She was the last person Ted saw when he scanned the room from left to right. Rodney was standing up, hands on her ass, and the bus brunette was bouncing up and down on his cock, her legs locked behind Rodney.
Ted had a perfect view of her naked body. He watched her run her hand through her long hair, arching her back, her other arm hooked behind Rodney's neck. Her tits were perky, not huge like Holly's, but just perfect in Ted's eyes. The red shift of the light above her hid the details of her face. Her body was slick with sweat. Ted had no idea how long she'd been down there. But she was a magnificent sight to behold, grinding, bouncing, and fucking. His mouth dropped open as he watched her, hypnotized once again by her. This time it was visual; he was seeing her have sex in the flesh, not hearing it. "Incredible," Ted thought, not taking his eyes off of her.
"Hey! Wake up!" Holly joked, snapping her fingers in front of Ted.
"Huh? Oh sorry," Ted glanced at Holly, not noticing she had removed her bikini top.
"You like her?" Holly asked.
"Sorta, I mean, I guess. She's my neighbor and has kept me up the past two night having sex with that guy. I can't see her face very well when she leans back like that, but look at her body," Ted rambled, his eyes transfixed on the woman.
Holly stepped out of her bikini bottoms, "Mmhmm, Rodney told me she's great." Holly kissed Ted's chest.
"Wait, you know him?" Ted turned to Holly, unaware she was now nude.
"Of course. He's my boyfriend."
"What? Your boyfriend?"
"Well, sorta. He's more like a boy toy. My husband and I have toys we play with on the side," Holly explained.
Ted's mouth hung open.
"Yep. My husband and I are really open. We also swing with other couples," Holly said.
"So you're here with Rodney?"
"That's right! This cruise was a present my husband gave me. He knows how much I love to have fun, " Holly winked, pulling Ted in for a hard kiss.
"Speaking of fun, tonight I'll be joining Rodney and his lady friend in her room. I look forward to meeting her. Plus, I'll be glad to put in a good word for you. When Rodney and I leave, she'll be lonely," Holly made a pouty face, her hand squeezing Ted's erection over his shorts.
"You'd do that?"
"Of course! Tonight I'll tell her about her hot neighbor, you," Holly pulled Ted in for another kiss. "I'll play match maker."
After their kiss ended, Ted's gaze returned to his neighbor still bouncing up and down on a dick. "Hi Captain!" Holly said, shaking Ted out of his trance.
"Holly! Good to see you again," The Captain of this insane ship exclaimed, picking up the nude Holly, kissing her. A mountainous man descended the stairs behind them, joining the Captain and Holly.
"Hey this is Fat Rob, he's here to oversee things. He works for the company that owns the cruise line and wants to make sure everyone is enjoying themselves. He was responsible for hiring the staff," Ted over heard the Captain explain.
"Why do they call you Fat Rob?" Holly asked, Ted still mesmerized by the bus brunette. He heard the sound of a zipper being pulled followed by Holly giggling. "I see!"
"Ted. Ted!" Holly snapped her fingers in front of his face.
"Huh, what?"
"I'm going to hang out with the Captain and Fat Rob a moment, wait here for me?"
"Uh yeah, sure," Ted said, watching the mystery woman fuck. A minute later he heard Holly off in a corner of the dark boiler room enjoying Fat Rob's and the Captain's cock. He wasn't paying attention; he was focused on the bus brunette.
Ted watched her cum, nearly ejaculated himself. He was paralyzed, unable to not watch. Rodney sat her down, her back to Ted, they put on their bathing suits, she snuggled into Rodney's huge arm and they left the boiler room. Ted watched her toned ass flex with each step up the stairs. He forgot all about Holly.
Ted waited a moment before leaving, trying to calm himself and his erection down. A few minutes later, he emerged from the darkness, shielding his eyes from the sun, not seeing the woman anywhere.
Ted stood at a rail on the side of the deck. The ship was docked for a few hours to drop off and pick up passengers. He sighed, replaying the image of the goddess in the boiler room. "She's a slut, but she's perfect. I have to have her, if only for one night."
Chapter 5 -- A Note
The third night in a row, Ted was wide awake. Not one, but two women were in the room next to his, with Rodney, climaxing loudly. He wondered if Holly would even remember to put in a good word for him to his neighbor. He assumed she wouldn't.
After he left the boiler room earlier that day, Ted wandered aimlessly around the cruise ship. He never saw Alice and didn't try to find her either. He lay out on the top deck and got some sun. He even ran into the little old lady he first met on the bus. They chatted a bit; she introduced herself as Liz and asked he had any luck with a nice young woman. Ted told her that was one woman that he was very fond of and hopes to be able to get to know more intimately in the near future. Liz patted his knee and stood to leave.
"Did you know there's quite a party going on in the boiler room? I snuck in there a bit last night. I'm heading there now if you want to join me," The old lady asked.
"No! I mean, uh, no thanks. I think I'll relax here a bit," Ted smiled.
"Suite yourself, dear. Good luck with the woman you're interested in!" She said, slowly making her way to the bottom deck. Ted nearly burst into laughter when she was out of sight.
"Luck," Ted thought, sitting up in his bed, "I'm going to need it." He was listening to the neighbor's bed slam against the wall, imagining Holly sitting on Rodney's face and the hot bus brunette riding his cock, the two women facing each other, kissing passionately.
He took another walk, wondering if he'd run into Alice, briefly entertaining the idea of knocking on her door. Ted decided against it. Alice was gorgeous, but he didn't feel like trying to get her in bed. It was too much work. He thought about the bus brunette, picturing her removing her dress, guiding him to his bed. No work would be involved with her. There'd be no hours or days of games, trying to say the right thing at the right time, he wouldn't have to flirt with her, hoping she wanted the same thing. She was a slut, yes, but more than that. She was an Aphrodite, a sex goddess. Ted imagined, when Rodney left, saying hello to her. She'd smile, bring him in for a kiss, and whisper "Let's go to bed."
That was his ultimate fantasy. Ted enjoyed the cool night air a little longer, thinking about it. When he returned to his room shortly after 1am the neighbors were quieter. There weren't loud screams of pleasure, only muffled conversation. He occasionally heard Rodney laugh, but for the most part it was far tamer than he assumed it'd be. He heard two women talk, unable to make out their words, followed by an occasional soft moan.
Ted was able to get more sleep that evening, silently thanking the sex goddess next door for not keeping him up all night as he drifted off to sleep around 2am.
He slept as late as possible, waking up around 11 that morning. He showered, jacked off, and got ready to go to the pool area. Just before Ted left, something on the floor directly in front of the door caught his eye. It appeared to be a folded piece of paper.
Picking it up, Ted saw the hand written note on the opposite side:
"Hi there. Sorry about the boiler room yesterday. I got distracted. Again. Anyway, the good news is that your neighbor is absolutely stunning. AND she wants to meet you. In fact, after we had some fun, we stayed up most of the night talking about you. She said she thinks you're the hottest guy here and has been too nervous to talk to you. She hoped her little nightly shows with Rodney turned you on. Again, I'm sorry about yesterday, hopefully your neighbor will make up for me not fucking your brains out. I didn't tell her your name, I'll let you do that!
I'll be spending my last day with Rodney, so I probably won't see you again. Good luck and take care!
xoxoxo, Holly"
"Wait a minute," Ted thought. He put the note on his bed and made his way to the small bathroom. Looking at his reflection in the mirror, he had trouble believing the hot bus brunette found him to be the hottest guy on the ship. He examined his muscles, while fairly toned they were nowhere near the size of Rodney's.
He looked at his face, "Nothing special," he thought. "This chick hasn't gotten a good look at my face yet, how can she think I'm hot? Maybe she likes beards and dark hair. Maybe she's into thinner guys, not muscle freaks like Rodney."
Another item on Holly's note perplexed Ted. "Putting on a show for me? That's what she was doing? She was hoping I'd hear her and get turned on and want her? Well, it worked!" Ted thought.
"This is crazy," He said aloud, sitting on his bed. Maybe luck was on his side after all; then again maybe Holly was messing with him.
Pushing away thoughts of spraying semen all over her his neighbor's flat tummy, Ted grabbed his bag and headed for the pool.
***
"Hi Ted," Alice said, standing behind Ted at the pool bar.
"Alice. Hey, how are you?"
"Good. Sorry about the other night. I've been going through a lot lately and, well, anyway, my mind isn't here as well as it should be."
"I understand. No worries. You want a drink?" Ted asked.
"Sure. Maybe we could try for a better day," Alice said.
"Yeah that'd be great," Ted smiled, putting his arm around her bikini-clad waist.
They sipped their drinks by the pool and then played volleyball for awhile. Alice loaded up on more drinks, becoming more and more flirtatious with Ted.
Ted eased into a hot tub, Alice sitting on his lap, kissing him. "Dinner tonight?" she asked.
"Um, sure, that'd be nice," Ted said, not telling Alice he wasn't really into her. She was gorgeous, but Ted's mind was stuck on his neighbor.
"Good," Alice said, giving Ted a sloppy, vodka flavored kiss.
The hot bus brunette stood silently 40 yards away, watching Alice kiss the man she desired. She sighed and hung her head low.
Alice drank heavily throughout dinner. She and Ted made out all the way back to his room. The hot bus brunette was lying by the pool enjoying the night air. She watched Ted and Alice stumble to his room a couple decks up.
Ted opened his door, letting a drunken Alice in, and turned to look behind him. In the distance he saw her, lounging and looking in his direction. Ted nodded and gave a slight wave, wondering if the hot bus brunette saw him. She did, offering a subtle wave in return.
When Ted's door closed, the woman stood, walking to the pool bar, getting a drink just before it closed. She made her way to the stair case. Just as she turned a corner, she collided with a mountainous man, spilling her drink on her chest.
"I'm sorry, ma'am!" Fat Rob cried.
"No, no it's fine," She replied, wiping the drink off the exposed part of her breasts.
"Here let me get you a towel. I was on my way to the boiler room and I was in a hurry and I -- "
"The boiler room?" she asked.
"That's correct."
"Don't worry about the towel. I'm Nikki," She extended her hand. Fat Rob shook it, introducing himself.
"Nice to meet you Nikki," He kissed her hand.
Nikki thought about her hot neighbor, no doubt slamming into the woman he was with. Her lust and desire for Ted not being met, she smiled at Fat Rob. "May I join you?"
***
Alice was a total mess. She could barely stand. When she fell against Ted, she clumsily pulled her dress over her shoulder, tearing it slightly. She didn't seem to notice, continuing to kiss Ted with drunken sloppy kisses.
"Alice, maybe we should," Ted said.
"Shhh," Alice replied. "Fuck me," pushing him down on the bed. She climbed on top of him, kissing him frantically. As horny as Ted was, he didn't feel right about this. He wanted Alice sober.
"Just wait, hold on," Ted pushed her off him.
"What's the problem? What did I do this time?" Alice angrily asked.
"No it's not that it's just -- "
"Just what? I can't BELIVE this! I thought you were into me," Alice slurred.
"I am, I mean I just would want you to be sober," Ted said, annoyance kicking in. If she was the hot neighbor, he bet he wouldn't have to deal with a drama-filled drunk. They'd be making sweet love by now, making her cum like she did with Rodney. Instead he was here dealing with Alice.
"Look let's just relax ok?"
"No! I want sex dammit!" Alice pushed Ted away and stumbled off his bed.
"Ok, fine, let me help you to your room at least," Ted said, fearful Alice could fall and hurt herself, his libido all but gone for the night.
"Then sex?" Alice slurred.
"Sure," Ted walked with her out the door, his arm around her waist. He had to pull her dress back over a breast, but knowing this cruise, people could walk around naked and it wouldn't be a huge deal.
Several minutes later, they finally made it to Alice's room; she fell on her bed, seemingly asleep. Ted shook his head, thinking he could be with his neighbor. On the walk back to his room, he saw no signs of her.
***
In the boiler room Nikki was straddling a standing Fat Rob. He sat her down, spinning her around. In the low lit room she saw other people having sex. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head, when Fat Rob entered her from behind. She pretended he was the hot guy in the room next to hers.
Chapter 6 -- They Meet
The next day, after sleeping late, Ted took a shower, cursing his poor luck as the water trailed down his chest. "This sucks."
He didn't really want to leave his room. He didn't want to run into Alice and deal with that awkwardness. He wanted to see the hot neighbor. He wanted to talk to her. He just needed an opportunity.
Standing at the rail, looking over the pool, Ted spotted her. There was some sort of dance party going on in the area next to the pool. As a result hardly anyone was lounging by or playing in the pool, except the hot bus brunette -- Nikki.
She was 50 yards away, reclining by the pool, eyes focused on Ted. He could see sunlight shimmering off her sun tan lotion, but once again, no detailed visuals of her face. Ted took a deep breath and started walking. He turned the corner where the stairs were and collided with a tall, dark haired beauty.



"Alice!" He smiled, looking over his shoulder at the object of his desire.
"Hey. Sorry. You ok?" Alice asked.
"Yeah I'm fine. Are you ok?"
"Embarrassed but fine," she admitted. "I just wanted to apologize about last night. I had way too much to drink."
"It's ok, it happens to the best of us," Ted looked over his shoulder once more, Nikki was staring at him through her huge, dark sunglasses.
"Did you want to go down there?" Alice asked.
"Oh, uh, not at the moment. I was going to get some ice," Ted lied.
"Alright, well I'll see you later," Alice nodded. Ted watched her walk away, feeling pity over her embarrassment.
Ted glanced over his shoulder at his neighbor over by the pool one last time. She was still staring directly at him. Ted thought he saw her hand slide down her tummy and into her bikini bottoms. He turned to watch her, "Is she really doing that?" he wondered.
She was. Staring directly at Ted, she casually played with herself, no one else noticing. Ted turned to make his way down the stairs, but stopped when he saw Fat Rob sit next to her, handing her drink. Gritting his teeth, he marched back to his room, closing the door gently, before pounding his fist into a pillow. He thought about texting his friend letting him know how horrible this cruise has turned out to be.
"Maybe it's not supposed to happen. Maybe this is a sign I should give Alice a chance," Ted thought, running his fingers through his short hair. "Holly never even told me her name."
Ted, lying back on his bed, not wanting to go outside and see the hot bus brunette with another guy, stared at the ceiling for several minutes, contemplating his situation. He decided to go find Alice, comfort her, assure her everything was fine and thus, forget about his neighbor.
Several minutes later he heard something. It sounded like paper sliding across the hard floor of his room. He sat up, looking to the door, and sure enough, there was another piece of folded paper.
Ted quickly moved toward it, picking it up to read:
"Hi. I'm your neighbor. I feel silly doing this, but I'm on a singles cruise, I'm here to have fun. So, pushing fear aside, I really want to meet you. I'm going shopping in town during today's dock time. I'd like to meet you for dinner tonight. If you are interested, meet me at the pool outside our deck at 8pm. I look forward to getting to know you,
Have a great day, -N"
Ted burst into laughter. "No way!"
"Forget Alice!" He thought. "This has been a rollercoaster. I want to meet her, I want to talk to her, and I want to fuck her all night. It's going to happen."
He couldn't concentrate on anything the rest of the day. He opted to try out the small fitness center on board the ship. Exercising helped clear his mind.
When he was done, he headed back to his room and showered. Ted felt great. He felt like the hottest woman on the ship would be his tonight. He, again, told himself it's going to happen. He imagined making her cum better than Rodney. He imagined getting her contact information and continuing their relationship after the cruise. The sex goddess would be all his!
His naivety, overconfidence and knack for making assumptions would be his downfall.
It was 8pm, Ted stood by the pool, wearing a nice dress shirt and khakis. He was looking to the gradually darkening sky, breathing slowly, calming his nerves. This was it.
He heard high heel shoes approaching from behind. "Play it cool," he thought.
The sound got closer and closer, it was her, he felt it. "Yes," he told himself, not turning around, his hands shaking. Then she spoke, his heart stopped.
Nikki, the hot bus brunette neighbor, cleared her throat. She was at arm's length from Ted, "Hi, sorry I'm a couple minutes late."
"Her voice," Ted's eyes shot open, still not turning around to face her.
"Hello? " She lightly touched his back. "Hi."
Ted wanted this to be a nightmare. He hoped he was asleep in his room on this horrible, insane cruise ship. He slowly turned around to face the woman whose voice he knew.
Their eyes locked, their mouths dropped open, they stared at each other's face, finally getting a good look at each other. Ted gulped, his breathing and heart rate through the roof.
The woman's eyes darted from side-to-side, their faces draining of blood, neither unable to speak due to shock and monumental embarrassment.
Ted cleared his throat, his blue eyes meeting her light-brown ones once again, managing to whisper, "mom?"
Nikki lowered her eyes, nodding, glancing back to her son, "Ted."
Chapter 7 -- Awkward
He felt like vomiting. Ted sat on the edge of a lounge chair. Nikki, his mother, doing the same across from him. He glanced at her every few seconds, still unable to believe his horrible luck. He fantasized about her, he jacked off to her, and he saw her have sex in the boiler room, wishing and hoping it was him bouncing her up and down on his cock.
"Ted," his mom whispered. He held up his hand to quiet her. He didn't want to talk. He wanted to run.
Rubbing his temples, he thought about things. It's been three years since he's seen his mother. At his college graduation, she was 50 pounds overweight, had shorter, blonde dyed hair, glasses, and absolutely zero sexy attributes. The words "sexy" and "mom" were as opposite as hot and cold in his mind.
Yet here she was on this same singles cruise. His mother was thin, in great shape, her hair was long and brown, her natural color, she was wearing sexy, revealing bikinis, she looked incredibly hot. She looked like she was in her mid 30s -- ten years younger. And she was apparently sexually active. Ted pictured her arching her back in the low lit boiler room. The phrase "sex goddess" popped into his mind.
Ted stood, "I'm leaving."
"No wait! Ted!" Nikki stood, chasing after him.
"Just leave me alone," He shook her off, disgusted with the both of them, marching off to his room.
"Ted, get back here! Now!" His mother ordered him. Ted stopped, rolled his eyes, and turned around to face her.
"Just stop. Come here, let's talk," Nikki told him, motioning him to join her.
"I got nothing to say to you, mom. This is a nightmare," Ted said, sitting on a chair.
"You think I'm enjoying this? Here I am, enjoying my single life, having a great time on this cruise, and I see the most attractive man I've ever seen and it's my son?" Nikki snapped at him.
In the three years since Ted's college graduation, he lost 70 pounds, gained a nicely tanned skin tone, cut his nappy, unkempt hair, and grew a very nice beard. He, too, ditched his glasses in favor of contacts -- just like Nikki had.
They sat in silence for several minute, avoiding eye contact. "I feel like an idiot," Nikki broke the silence.
"No, mom, I'm the idiot," Ted said.
"I should've recognized your gait. I was too busy staring at," Nikki paused. "Your butt, I suppose."
"Ugh, mom," Ted winced.
"Well I saw you checking me out too," his mother reminded him.
"Yeah, I was. Are we done now?" Ted stood.
"No, sit. Just sit awhile. I have no idea what to say or do. I've never been in this situation," his mother said.
"Me neither. I guess saying sorry would be the first thing I'd do," Ted said. "So. I'm sorry about all of this. Alright?"
His mother reached to pat his knee, Ted flinching and moving it before she could, "Ted, please. I'm sorry too. Forgive me?"
Ted shook his head, calming himself, "Yeah. It's ok. Let's just forget it. It happened, it was a mistake, we didn't recognize each other. We're idiots. Let's just move on."
Nikki chuckled a bit, "I agree." They glanced at one another, offering weak smiles.
"Well do you still want to have dinner with me?" his mother smiled. "I haven't seen my jerk of a son since he left the country, I'd love to spend time with him," she joked.
"Heh, yeah. Well, I guess," Ted replied, his mother's orgasmic exhibition replaying in his ears. "Just give me a minute?"
"Sure sweetie," His mother said, standing, running her fingers over his shoulder. "I'll be in my room, freshening up. Knock on my door when you're ready."
Ted nodded, watching her walk away, his eyes on her ass. "No," he thought, turning around. He stood, looking over the pool area, thinking back to when he first saw her on the bus, then in her bikini by the pool. She was gorgeous. She was perfect. He wanted her so badly then. But now, Ted shook his head once again, feeling like an idiot.
Nikki slammed her room door shut, her heart was racing. "Holy shit," she said. "it's just him, it's just Ted. Same eyes, same nose, same," she paused, taking a deep breath, "same lips."
"Gorgeous, absolutely gorgeous," Nikki said, pulling her flowery sundress up, looking to her pussy. She wasn't wearing underwear. She plopped on the bed, bring her fingers to her engorged clit.
"No," she stopped herself. "No, it's wrong. It's Ted." She stood, straightening out her dress, collecting her composure, pushing the taboo and erotic thoughts aside. "It's Ted."
A few minutes later, Ted knocked on her door. His mother opened it, giving him a polite smile, "Ready?" Ted nodded.
Nikki locked her door and took his arm. Ted, again flinched, "Hey," Nikki said, "relax ok? It's just me, just forget about everything, let's catch up. I missed my son."
"Ok," Ted nodded, letting his mother take his arm, escorted her to dinner, telling himself not to think about the mystery hot bus brunette -- his mother.
They made their way to the restaurant on board the ship, Nikki still not wearing underwear.
Chapter 8 -- Dinner
"So that's when they decided to send me back to the states," Ted was explaining his job situation over dinner. "After this little cruise I bought myself, I was going to surprise you and let you know I was in America again."
"That's sweet of you, Ted," Nikki smiled, placing her hand on her son's. He looked at it, not flinching, slowly accepting her as his mother once again. The awkwardness was still between them but slowly going away.
"Gosh," Nikki said, looking sweetly at his face.
"What?"
"You really do look amazing, Ted. I love the beard. Plus, I'm very proud of your weight loss," his mother complimented him.
Ted paused, studying her slimmed face, lack of double-chin, and beautiful long locks of hair. Pushing thoughts her moaning, mouth open, arching her back, riding a cock, out of his mind. "So do you. I mean the weight loss and all. You look like you're in great shape. Sorry."
"No, don't be, you're just giving a woman a compliment. Holly told me my neighbor," Nikki paused.
"What? What'd she tell you?"
"Nothing. It's too naughty," Nikki chuckled.
"Ah, I see," Ted smiled, assuming Holly told his mother he thought she was hot.
"Let's get out of here," Nikki said.
Mother and son walked along the deck, arm in arm, the breeze blowing through her sundress. They passed a couple having sex in a hot tub, Nikki giving her son a grin, "Looks like they're having fun."
Ted chuckled, pushing thoughts of him and Nikki in the hot tub out of his mind, "Yeah. This is a crazy ship."
"Mmmm, indeed it is," Nikki answered, causing Ted to raise an eyebrow. He remembered that Nikki, his mother, knew firsthand how wild it was on the ship. He knew through dieting and exercise how she lost the weight. One thing he didn't understand was how she turned into a slutty sexpot. He had so many questions.
Ted walked her to her door, accepting that his neighbor wasn't going to be putting out for him, like he originally thought before finding out who she really was.
They hugged at her door, her arms high above her, around his neck. The cool breeze caused her skirt to fly upward, exposing some of her bare ass.
"Mmm, Ted. I missed you," Nikki said. Ted closed his eyes holding her little body against him. For a moment he pretended she wasn't his mother. It felt so good to hold her.
"You're so small!" Ted said, his hands on her waist.
"So are you!" his mother replied, running her hands over his arms. They stared into each other's eyes a few seconds before Ted's awkwardness kicked in.
"Alright, well, I'll see you tomorrow I guess," Ted said.
"Yes. Good night Ted," Nikki rose on her tip toes, giving Ted a slow kiss on the lips.
He smiled, watching her enter her room, "Wow," he whispered, entering his own.
"Ok, get it together. It's my mom," Ted thought, sitting on the bed. The sexiest, hottest woman on the ship was his mother. When that thought entered his brain, he found himself getting hard. "No, no, stop!" he scolded his penis.
He took off his shirt and pants and put on some pajama pants. Ted climbed into bed; hoping sleep would find him quickly.
Just as he was about to doze off, he heard a soft moan coming from his mother's room next door. It sounded different than her show with Rodney. Ted got out of bed, placing his ear against the wall, he heard another moan. His mother was masturbating.
"Yes," Ted whispered. "Rub that clit, finger your sweet pussy. You need sex don't you?" he asked, listening to his hot neighbor moan, ignoring the fact she was his mother.
Ted fished his cock out, stroking his erection while he listened to her pleasure herself. Just before he was going cum, Nikki went quiet. He heard her door open and close. "Crap!" he rushed away from the wall to look out the tiny peephole on the door. "Are you going to boiler room, you naughty woman?"
Nikki wasn't. Instead Ted saw her stand in front of his door, adjusting her hair. She knocked three times. Ted counted to ten, pretending his was in his bed, and opened the door. "Mom. Hey. What's up?"
Nikki was smiling at him, wearing the same dress from dinner. "Hi sweetie, I figured we could hang out some more tonight. I really missed you. Now that I know you're next door, I'd like to spend as much time with you as possible. It's that alright? Are you tired?"
"Oh, uh, a little, but please come in," Ted smiled, stepping out of the way for his mother to enter, smelling her perfume when she walked by.
"I was just lying down a bit. Want to join me?" he asked his sexy neighbor.
"Of course!" Nikki said crawling into Ted's bed. Ted joined her, extended his arm, and pulled her in close against his body.
Nikki ran her hand up and down Ted's bare chest. "You didn't change into pajamas?" Ted asked.
"Well, actually, mommy didn't bring any pajamas. Or underwear. Or clothes other than what I wore when I arrived," Nikki said, biting her bottom lip. "I brought one dress, and I bought this dress today."
Ted cleared his throat, "I see. Well. Ok then."
Nikki giggled, "I see you blushing."
"I have so many questions, mom," Ted replied.
Nikki kissed his cheek, resting her head on his shoulder, "I know. I just want to relax here with you right now. We have plenty of time to talk later."
After another sensual goodnight kiss, Ted found himself holding his mother against him, drifting off to sleep, feeling great with her in his arms.
He woke an hour later. He used the bathroom. Before turning out the light something caught his eye. He saw his mother, laying on her tummy, her skirt riding up her thigh. Part of her ass was exposed. Ted stared at it, visualizing it sliding up and down a cock, at first Rodney's, then his own. He quietly moved closer to it. He slowly pulled her skirt up further, revealing the entire thing in all its glory.
After admiring it for a moment, Ted bent down, forgetting she was his mother, and breathed in her scent. He wanted to take her ass, to kiss it, to lick it, to make it his. "I still want this," he whispered, his face inches from her toned, sexy ass.
Ted sighed, standing straight, shaking his head, remembering who this woman was. After turning the bathroom light off, he climbed back in bed, rolling on his side, facing away from Nikki, putting his perverse thoughts aside.
Nikki licked her lips and grinned mischievously. She woke up when Ted got up to use the bathroom.
Chapter 9 -- Explanations
That same ass was a couple feet in front of his face the next day in a hot tub. Nikki was wearing her thong bikini and she stood in the middle of the tub, her back to Ted, talking to another woman who had asked for directions for the fitness center.
"No problem, take care," Nikki waved goodbye to the woman and backed into Ted. She stumbled and fell into his lap.
"Mom," Ted grunted when she landed on his crotch.
"Oops, sorry," Nikki said. She remained on his lap, turning to the side, putting her arm around him. "So did you sleep well?"
"Yeah I did actually. Better than some of the previous nights here," Ted shot her a look then rolled his eyes.
"Oh that," Nikki looked away embarrassed.
"I think you have some explaining to do. Then again, I don't even want to know," Ted said.
"No, no, I think you deserve to know. Come on, the things you've heard and, well, seen of me. You deserve to know."
"I guess," Ted shrugged.
"Miss Nikki! Good morning," Fat Rob said, walking by the hot tub, wearing a Hawaiian-styled shirt.
"Fat Rob, hi!" Nikki stood, giving Fat Rob a huge hug. They chatted for a moment.
"Uh huh, yeah I'm having a great time," Nikki told him. Ted rolled his eyes again, turning to his right, seeing his mother's ass right in his face again.
Ted lowered his head, "This is a nightmare," he thought before his eyes found her supple cheeks again.
"Aww, that's sweet of you," Nikki replied to something Fat Rob said, Ted wasn't sure.
"Are you and him hanging out today?" Fat Rob asked.
"Yes, this is, uh this is Ted," Nikki introduced him without mentioning Ted was her son. "We go way back. So it was a nice coincidence to run into him here."
"Ah I see," Fat Rob gave a sly grin. "Well you two enjoy your time together, maybe reconnect in bed. I know I'd like to have another go at you."
"Stop it!" Nikki swatted playfully at his arm. Fat Rob nodded to Ted and left.
"Wow. Really? Him too?" Ted asked when his mother sat on his lap again.
Nikki nodded, biting her lower lip, "Your mother has been busy on this ship."
"Why don't you go hang out with him?" Ted asked. "I mean, if you want to have fun and all."
"Because," Nikki gave him a peck on the mouth, "I'm here with you. And you are the only man I want to spend time with."
"Gee thanks," Ted said, leaning back to look at the white puffy clouds. The thought of spending the rest of his cruise with her, know what he knew about her, knowing what he couldn't have, feeling like a fool, wasn't the most fun idea.
"Actually, you're the ONLY man I've wanted to spend time with," Nikki admitted.
"What do you mean?"
"Remember? I thought, and think, you're the best looking guy here. I got the courage to meet up with you last night, to get to know each other and well, who knows after that. Then I found out who you were," his mother explained.
"Yeah but you never even got a good look at my face mom," Ted asked, looking into Nikki's eyes.
She shrugged, "Call it genetic attraction. I don't know." She grabbed his face, holding it still, "What I do know is that you and I are going to have a great time for the rest of this cruise. You are still the only guy I want to hang out with."
She gave him another peck on the lips, "So glad to have run into you. Even if the circumstances were a little odd."
"A little odd? Mom, seriously?"
"Yeah, odd."
"Like I said, you've got some explaining to do," Ted said.
"Yep and I will. First we need alcohol. I'll be right back," Nikki hopped off his leg, jogged over to the pool bar, Ted watching her ass jiggle a little with each impact. All drinks and meals were included in the price of the cruise, so Nikki loaded up with and made her way back to her son.
Sitting on his lap, they downed their cranberry vodka drinks Nikki got for them. She got refills and continued sipping until it was gone.



"Ok, where shall I begin?" Nikki asked out loud, swinging her legs around to straddle her son in the hot tub.
Ted was feeling slightly buzzed, but also enjoying this gorgeous woman straddling him. He couldn't help feeling blood flow to his cock.
"Start from when I graduated college. You looked nothing like this back then," Ted said, extending his arms to his sides, resting them on the edge of the tub.
"Great idea, sweetie," Nikki gave him another peck on the lips. "Now then, let's see, when did your mother start getting naughty?" she asked herself, Ted rolling his eyes again.
"Are you sure you can handle this? I'm not going to talk to you like you're my son. I mean I didn't even tell Fat Rob you were my son, because that'd be a little weird for him to see a mom sitting on her son like this, wearing hardly anything, and I mean,"
"Mom, I get it. It's fine. Yes I can handle it, I'm a grownup. We both are. Please continue," Ted said.
"Good. It's all really cliché actually," Nikki said, running her fingers through Ted's trim beard. "After the divorce I gained a ton of weight. I struggled to lose it. I hated it. Then you graduated college. You worked so hard and did so well that you had an incredible job waiting for you. Right after you graduated you started working over there. I was so impressed and proud of you. A little angry that you didn't come home to visit, but very proud," Nikki playfully tickled his sides under the water.
"Mom," Ted flinched.
"Anyway, I was so impressed with you and what you had accomplished; I decided to make changes of my own. I became a fitness guru of sorts. I totally changed the way I ate and I exercised every other day. I shed the weight."
Ted watched her talk, genuinely proud and honored that she chose him as inspiration for her own change. He patted her thigh under the water, leaving his hand there while Nikki continued.
"I also decided I was sick of wearing glasses, so I got contacts. I see you've done the same," She grinned, kissing his cheek.
"Anyway, I let my hair grow out, I dyed it back to my natural brown color and here I am," She finished.
"Here you are," Ted said.
"Yes, I'm here with you on this cruise, on your lap, happy and thrilled that you are back in the states," Nikki added.
Ted rubbed her thigh some more, "You explained your physical transformation." Ted took another gulp of the vodka drink his mother got, "But you didn't explain everything."
"Oh right," Nikki giggled.
"Mom," Ted smiled. "What in the world has gotten into you on this ship?"
"Well, dicks mainly," Nikki joked, giving her son a wink.
"Oh geez, mom," Ted groaned.
"Sorry, you walked right into that one. I know what you mean though," Nikki said.
She took another large gulp of her drink and continued. "Well as you know," She looked over his chest, arms, and face, "when body fat is lost, it uncovers the sexiness underneath."
Ted blushed, quickly glancing at Nikki's breasts, "Yeah."
"As a result, my sex life became quite active. Again, I know its cliché, but it's the truth. I dated more and had sex more. I wasn't involved in a committed relationship with anyone; I preferred making friends who I occasionally slept with. I went out dancing, I socialized, it was great. No one got hurt. It was all in good fun."
"Then this cruise?" Ted asked.
"Like you, it was a present to myself," Nikki replied.
Ted stopped rubbing her thigh, thinking about the past few days. "Mom, it's just,"
"What all did you see, exactly? I want to know. Tell me," Nikki grinned.
"I can't."
"Yes you can. We're both adults. Just tell me."
Ted sighed, "I saw you in the night club. You were on your knees in front of Rodney. I'm assuming you were, uh,"
"Sucking his dick? Yes, I was. What else?"
Ted paused; hearing her speak this way was having a physical effect on him, mainly in his penis. "Uh well, I heard you two next door a few nights. You and that guy were,"
"Fucking? Yes, we were. What else?"
Ted had trouble breathing, he cleared his throat, "Um, uh, well and then," he took a deep breath, licking his lips. "Then I saw you in, I saw you in the,"
"The boiler room? Yes, I've been there a few times. Anything else?"
"I mean I saw you in there. Naked. You know. Doing it."
"Doing what, sweetie?" Nikki playfully asked. "Repairing the water heater?"
Ted shook his head, catching on to her games, "I saw you having sex. The red light on the wall. You were under it, you were going at it too."
"Yeah? Did you like it?" she asked.
Ted gulped, he was rock hard now. "Well, I mean, I didn't know it was you. So, uh, I guess yeah."
Nikki smiled, feeling his erection against her bikini bottoms, "I believe you." She kissed his cheek, stood, getting another drink.
Chapter 10-- Insanity
"This is crazy, this is crazy," Ted thought to himself, calming his erection, hoping it would subside. "She's mom."
He couldn't get the sights and sounds of her out of his head, no matter how hard he tried. He watched her walk back to the hot tub, another drink in hand, practically salivating.
"Here you go, sweetie. Last one for a while," Nikki handed him another drink to slowly sip on. She resumed straddling him, feeling his erection once more.
"Why that guy? Rodney. Why that other big dude," Ted said, slightly slurring.
"Well, as I said, I'm sexually active. The weight loss, the changes, everything, caused a sexual awakening of sorts. I came here to have fun, no regret sex. Then I saw you. I don't care how confident or how high my self-esteem has become, sometimes, when you see someone so attractive, shyness kicks in. I saw Rodney next. He's a big guy, but not gorgeous. We had fun. I saw my room was next to yours, I felt like playing. I felt like putting on a show for my mystery neighbor," Nikki smiled.
"You certainly did."
"Yep. But you liked it, didn't you?" Nikki asked.
"Mom," Ted paused. "Yes l did. You sounded incredibly sexy. I can't believe I just said that."
"Hey it's ok. I turned you on, I didn't know you were you, but still," Nikki smiled.
"I just can't believe it. Seeing you at the club, the boiler room, listening to you, it's just insane," Ted admitted.
"Then to find out it's your dear old mom acting wild and crazy," Nikki said.
"It's even crazier. I'm sorry mom. I'm still having trouble with all of this."
"It's a hard pill to swallow."
"I wanted to, you know, me and you," Ted looked away.
"You were hoping you and your neighbor would hook up. Have sex?" his mother finished his thought.
Ted nodded, "Yeah. Then I found out it was you all along."
"It was very strange, embarrassing, and wrong. But, I can't deny the attraction," Nikki said.
"Huh?"
"Haven't you been paying attention, sweetie? I still think you are the hottest guy here. Finding out who you were didn't change it."
Ted stared into her eyes for a moment, a small smile appearing on his face, "I feel the same way about you. I saw you on the bus when we first arrived and I thought 'wow.' You were the best looking woman I saw."
"You're using past tense, Ted," his mother jabbed his side.
Ted placed his hand back on her thigh, "You are. You are the best looking woman here."
Nikki paused a moment, caressing her son's face, "Did I scar you permanently?"
"Yes. Yes you did. I can't unsee or unhear any of that."
Nikki laughed, throwing her arms around his neck, holding him tight, his erection still at full strength. She held him for a few moments. She sighed heavily, closing her eyes, smiling, her hips just barely grinded against his cock under the water.
Nikki did it again, "Mmmm, this is nice isn't it?"
"Huh?"
She rose up, caressing his face, "This. Just sitting here with you."
"Yeah, it is," Ted answered. He ran his hand up and down her tummy, stopping short of her bikini top.
"You read my mind," She grinned.
"What?"
"Now that my tummy is flat, I love to have belly rubs," Nikki answered.
"Alright," Ted said, continuing to slowly move his hand up and down her toned stomach. Each time his hand would go down into the water, Nikki would very subtlety grind her hips into him, against his erection.
"Mmmm, Ted," Nikki moaned, arching her neck, her head back, her eyes closed. Ted kept slowly rubbing her flat stomach while his mother kept slowly grinding against him.
"Yes," Ted thought. "Let me cum from this. Keep going."
Nikki moaned again. "Beautiful," Ted said out loud watching her.
"Hmm? Say something, sweetie?" his mother asked, coming out of her trance, stopping her slow grinds against him.
"Oh, uh, nothing," Ted said, removing his hand from her stomach.
"Do you have any more questions for me?" she asked, smiling into his eyes.
"Probably. But I can't think straight now. "
"Feel free to ask me anything. I'm going to dry off and get some sun," Nikki kissed his cheek, climbing out of the hot tub, her breasts grazing his face when she got up from straddling him.
Ted watched the bikini clad woman lay on her towel on nearby lounge chair. It reminded Ted of something. He forgot to tell her he thought he saw her masturbating while watching him speak with Alice outside his room. He wondered about Alice, hoping she was ok. As he watched his mother recline in the chair, their eyes meeting again, smiling, waving, his concern for Alice disappeared.
Ted joined her in the chair to her left after his erection finally subsided. They discussed their plans for the evening, dinner and dancing. Nikki told him it'd be a great mother-son bonding experience.
Chapter 11 -- Date Night
The rest of the day was fairly calm for Ted. They parted ways to get ready for dinner. Ted knocked on her door when he was ready.
"Hi! Come in. Ready for our date?" Nikki ushered her son in. She was wearing the same dress, cleaned, she wore the night the he saw her with Rodney in the club. It was short and tight.
"So this is it, eh?" Ted asked, looking around her room, studying her bed -- the bed of the woman he only knew as the hot bus brunette.
"That's right. This is where your momma played," Nikki answered, putting in an earring.
"Well, at least you had fun," Ted said, annoyed at his own bad luck.
"We'll both have fun tonight. Come on, let's go!" Nikki grabbed his arm, pulling him out of her room.
Ted didn't bother questioning that comment; he shrugged it off, following his mother to dinner.
They chatted about family, events from Ted's hometown of Charleston, South Carolina, about Nikki's job, and so on. It was all very standard mom and son dinner topics.
When the meal was over and they left, Ted knew something was happening, based on the way Nikki grabbed his hand, swinging it playfully, her fingers intertwined with his. He had seen it before. She held Rodney's hand that first night, leading him to her room.
They entered the same night club on the top deck. Ted wondered if his mother would perform lewd acts that night, perhaps even on him. He answer came when she dragged him to a corner and danced with him in fairly non-sexual way.
"Having fun?" She pulled Ted in close, speaking into his ear over the loud music.
Ted grabbed her waist, holding her against him, "Yeah I guess."
"You guess? That doesn't sound good," his mother replied. "We'll have to change that," She turned around, grinding her butt against Ted's crotch.
"Better?" she asked loudly over her shoulder, Ted chuckled.
Nikki quickly pulled up her dress, revealing her bare ass for a few seconds, "How's that?"
"Ha. Yeah that's nice," Ted laughed. "I see you aren't wearing underwear, mom."
Nikki turned around, her arms around his neck again, "I told you I didn't pack any. Rodney didn't either actually."
"Ugh, mom, come on," Ted said.
"You know I'm just teasing you. Maybe I like getting a rise out of you," his mother said, glancing down to his crotch.
"Part of your sexual awakening?"
"Maybe," Nikki kissed his cheek, then his lips. "Speaking of sex. I've admitted and you've seen I'm active. What about you? Have you gotten lucky here?"
Ted shook his, "I don't want to talk about it."
Nikki frowned, pushing her son against the wall in the corner, stopping their dancing, her hands on his chest. "Why? Tell me about it."
"I haven't had much luck on this cruise."
"I thought you were hanging out with that tall dark-haired chick," Nikki asked.
"Yeah, but nothing happened. We kissed some, it was great, but nothing ever happened. Then, when I thought something would, she was way too drunk. I couldn't go through with it. I guess I have a conscience."
"Oh Ted, that's so sweet of you," Nikki hugged her son in the corner. "I'm so proud of you," she caressed his face. "Beautiful inside and out."
"Thanks," Ted blushed.
"I love you. I just realized I hadn't told you yet. Forgive me?"
"It's fine mom. We've been a little out of it on this strange situation. I love you too."
"What about the blonde woman, Holly. She told me, before I knew it was you, how awesome you were," Nikki said.
"Nothing happened with her either. She actually took me to the boiler room. That's when I saw you. But she saw that huge Fat Rob guy, and the Captain of the ship down there. Needless to say, she was a little, uh, distracted," Ted explained.
Nikki hugged her son, resting her head against his chest. Any motherly feelings he had toward Nikki in that hug was squashed with what she said next.
"You know, if you and I were in the boiler room, I wouldn't," she paused, smiling at her son.
"Wouldn't what?"
"I wouldn't get distracted," Nikki winked.
"I see, well, uh thanks. I think."
They continued dancing in the corner, though mostly smiling at each other. "So what all did you and Holly talk about?" Ted asked.
"Oh you know, girly stuff," his mother answered.
"Like what?"
"We wondered how big you cock was, we wondered how good you were in bed, we wondered if you were a great kisser, things like that," Nikki answered, matter-of-factly.
"Wow."
"Yep, just girl talk."
"I think Holly kissed me in the boiler room. I, too, was a little distracted by watching an incredibly hot woman have sex," Ted said.
"Oh yeah? She didn't mention that. Hmm," Nikki paused, then grabbed Ted's face pulling him in for a hard kiss. "Not bad."
"Not bad?" Ted played along.
"Can you do better?" Nikki asked.
"Yes," Ted grabbed her face, forgetting who she was, kissing her passionately, feeling her throat vibrate from her moans. He nibbled on her bottom lip, his tongue grazing it. She opened her mouth, forgetting who he was, letting his tongue enter it and meet her own.
When the kiss ended, they were out of breath, staring into each other's eyes. Nikki smiled, brought him in for another kiss, and whispered, "Let's go to bed."
Taking her hand, being led through the crowd, they exited the club. Outside in a nearby hot tub, they saw an intoxicated Alice.
"Ahh! Yes! Fuck me!" Alice screamed bouncing up and down on Fat Rob, their drinks over turned, spilling, confirming Ted was going to bed with the right woman.
Nikki and Ted shared a look, a soft smile, and continued to Ted's room, holding hands.
Chapter 12 -- Ted's Room
As soon as Ted managed to get his door open, Nikki pushed him hard into his room. She grabbed his face kissing harder than before.
"Mmmph, mom," Ted pushed her away. "Wait."
"I want you so bad!" Nikki lunged at him again, pulling him in for another kiss. She pushed him on his bed, climbed on top, and resumed her assault.
"Wait, mom! Wait!" Ted managed to push her off him. "Maybe we shouldn't do this," Ted said, coming to his senses, remembering who Nikki was.
Nikki said nothing, standing in front of him. Her eyes never left his. She slowly pulled her dress up and over her head, tossing it to the floor, standing nude before Ted.
He gulped, looking over her naked body. "Ok maybe we should."
Nikki jumped on her son, straddling him, kissing him, licking at his mouth and tongue. "I want you inside me," She slid off him, going to her knees, undoing his pants, tugging at them. "I wanted it since I first saw you. I don't care who you are anymore," his mother said, tugging at his boxers.
"Oh baby. Oh sweetie, look at you," Nikki said after pulling his boxers down, seeing his fully erect cock. "All for me?"
"It's been like that for you this whole crazy cruise," Ted answered.
Nikki wasted no time, devouring Ted's cockhead, slurping and sucking on it. "Mmm, delicious. So good," she said, in between licks and sucks. "Just like I knew it would be."
Ted was focusing on not ejaculating while he unbuttoned his shirt, pulling it off, watching Nikki go to work on his cock.
Nikki watched him, moaning as she worked. Climbing back on him, she grabbed the base of his cock, slowly guiding it to her. "This is all mine now. We don't have to tell anyone. It can be our little secret."
Ted kissed her, "I won't tell anyone."
"Here were go, sweetie," Nikki said, guiding his impressive cock into her hungry depths. "Mmmmm, Ted."
"So good, yes," Ted panted, when he felt himself all the way in to the hilt, resting against her cervix.
"Ready?" Nikki asked, running her fingers through his hair.
Ted looked at the hot bus brunette, the sex goddess neighbor, his mother and nodded.
"Good," She kissed him tenderly. "Now fuck me."
Ted kissed her back, rolled her onto her back, pinned her hands down and took her. Grinding and rolling his hips into her, deeper and deeper, he took her. "Ahhh Ted, Ted" Nikki cried.
He kept going, holding her down, making her his -- just like he had wanted to all week. Those guys had her too, yes, but this was different. As Ted continued, driven by her moans and whimpers, watching her face contort with pleasure, he knew those men weren't real. She was masturbating, using a real penis instead of dildo.
But this, this was two people mating, making love, fucking, due to their uncontrollable attraction programmed by their DNA, built into their genetics.
He kissed her, released her hands, letting her free. She held him tightly, her legs locked around his pistoning ass.
"Oh Ted! Ted!" his mother cried. He kept going, wanting to make her scream like Rodney.
"Good?" he asked.
"Yes! Yes! Don't stop!"
"Never!"
He felt her body tense below his, then she arched her back, her tits pressing upward to his chest. "Ahhh Ted!" she was cumming, Nikki's pussy spasming, convulsing around his continuously impaling cock.
"Ughh, Ahh!" She cried out, unable to speak from orgasm's effect. Ted noticed something, something different. Stopping his thrusts, he had to ask.
"You, you sound different. Why?" Ted asked his mother, out of breath.
"Really? You're going to ask that now, you doofus? I was faking with Rodney. It was a show for you," Nikki said, kissing his lips.
"Well that explains it," Ted said.
"Yes, now cum in me, fill me up sweetie. I need it," Nikki kissed him again, urging him on.
Ted complied, sitting up bringing her with him. He sat on his knees, her legs wrapped around him and began pumping upward into her, bouncing her on his cock, watching her tits bounce with them.
"Ted! Ted! Harder!" she cried. He obliged, gritting his teeth, gripping her waist, slamming her up and down on his cock as hard as he could. "Cum in me!"
Then he felt it. He felt her pussy tightening again and he felt his balls contract, preparing to deliver his seed. He slammed her down on the bed, thrusting away, bringing her another orgasm.
Right as his semen erupted from his cock, Nikki cried out again, saying his name, another orgasm coursing through her. "Ted!"
"Ahhh" Ted moaned, his mouth trembling, his cock injecting semen into his neighbor. They looked into each other's eyes, watching each other climax.




When it was done, Ted collapsed out of breath on top of her. Nikki smiled, holding him close, closing her eyes. She had done it, she had won the man she wanted most, her performances and shows worked. The fact he was her son, was an added, perverse bonus -- one that didn't bother her anymore.
Apparently, it didn't bother Ted either. He rose up on his elbows, looking down into her face, smiling weakly. "Well? You ok?"
"I'm better than ok. Are you?"
"I'm great," He replied, a goofy look on his face. Nikki laughed, bringing him in for another kiss.
"I don't think I have the same stamina as Rodney," Ted said.
"You think that matters to me? You could last 30 seconds or have a small cock, and it wouldn't matter. Because you're you. Your mine."
"But," Ted was having trouble accepting this sex goddess would really be into him.
"But nothing. Rest and when you're ready, we'll have another round, my perfect, gorgeous son."
Chapter 13 -- More Fun
They slept close to noon the next day, having stayed up most of the night having sex. After lunch, they returned to Ted's room.
They entered in a flurry of kisses, tearing each other's bathing suits off. Ted pushed Nikki onto his bed, flipped her over, and guided himself in from behind, moaning soulfully when his cockhead came to rest against her cervix.
Ted ran his hands slowly over his mother's hips, waist, up her back, finally gripping her long hair. He pulled her back hard against his body, "You're mine now."
"I always have been. Now, it's just in a different way," She told her son, Ted pulling her long hair harder.
"Are you my slut?"
"Forever."
"I want you to show me how slutty you've become," Ted said, thrusting into her as hard as he could, her ass rippling from his hips slamming into it.
"Cum in me first, Ted," She ordered. Ted pulled her head back further, licking her neck, squeezing her tits with his free hand.
"Ahhh," he moaned in her ear, tweaking a nipple, filling her womb with his seed.
Ted collapsed on the bed, his mother straddling him, offering him a breast to suck. "We're going to have a wonderful day," she told him.
***
A few hours later Ted was in a hot tub, his mother submerged under the bubbling water, sucking his cock while he sipped a drink.
Next, she emerged and straddled him again, Ted looking on while she climaxed loudly. Other's watched too, including the two other couples in the tub.
Fat Rob walked by, "Hi Miss Nikki, I see you and your friend are having fun."
Nikki, not saying a word, got off Ted, grabbed Fat Rob and pulled him into the hot tub. "Oh shit!" he laughed.
Proving just how much of a slut for Ted she was, she mounted Fat Rob, guiding his fat cock in her, looking over her shoulder, bouncing up and down on it.
Ted got a devilish grin, "You are a slut."
Her debauchery didn't end there. At dinner, after an afternoon of sex in Ted's room, Nikki went to her knees, crawled under their table and sucked Ted's cock while he ate.
They went dancing next. Ted had her pinned against the wall in the corner, her legs wrapped around him, fucking her. A few people noticed, cheering them on, but most were too busy dancing or participating in their own little sexual adventures.
That night, close to midnight, they embraced, Ted kissing and licking every inch of her body, his tongue swirling around inside her. They made love instead of having sex. It was tender, sweet, passionate. He truly missed her in his three year absence, but also now, loved her in a far different way.
The next morning after making love in the shower, Ted wrapped the towel around his waist and got ready for their last full day there. He heard a knock at the door.
He was surprised to see Alice standing there, a somewhat sad expression on her face. Ted felt bad for her, but was so very happy he ended up with the woman he was supposed to be with on this trip.
"Alice. Hi, how are you?"
"Hi Ted. Today is my last day here. I'm leaving during the ship's dock time. I just wanted to say goodbye and I'm sorry for being crazy, drunk, dramatic, and everything."
"Oh. It's fine, it really is. It sounds like this cruise hasn't been very enjoyable for you. I'm sorry about that. But it was very nice meeting you," Ted said.
His mother appeared by his side, completely naked, smiling at Alice. "Uh, this is uh,"
"Hi. I'm Ted's mother, Nikki," She answered, extending to shake a shocked Alice's hand. Alice remained still, not sure what to do.
Nikki shrugged, pulled Ted's towel away from his waist, revealing his naked body. She went to her knees and started sucking him to full strength while Alice looked on.
"We're just going to go now. Have a safe trip home Alice. Take care," Ted awkwardly back away and shut his door. Alice stood there a moment her mouth hanging open.
"I can't believe you did that!" Ted said, lying back on the bed, watching Nikki service his cock.
Popping it out of her mouth, she shrugged, "I'm thirsty."
Ted watched her do what she does best, suck cock, thinking of another way to see just how slutty his slut is. He had the perfect idea.
"Mom," He said, Nikki looking up, drool spilling out of her mouth. "I want to take you to the boiler room."
Chapter 14 -- The Ritual
"I've never been so horny," Nikki told her son, making their way down the dark corridor, the steps just ahead of them. They paused before they descended and removed their bathing suites.
"Let's go," Ted extended his arm, escorting his mother down into the dimly lit, hot boiler room.
At the bottom of the stairs mom and son looked on, slightly confused, but certainly aroused. The boiler room was more crowded than ever before, close to 30 people tightly covering the floor, lining the wall, having sex.
Nikki and Ted held hands, carefully stepping over the sweaty bodies of people lost in hedonistic bliss. They were moaning, breathing heavily, ignoring Ted and his mother.
Standing in the middle of the room, smiling at each other, they shared a kiss. "I love you mom."
"I love you son," Nikki replied.
Unbeknownst to them a nearby man heard their exchange, he and his lover sat up, wrapping their arms around Nikki. She looked at them, slightly startled, and let them gently guide her to the floor. Others saw this and did the same to Ted.
"Mom!" He laughed, being pulled down into the orgy of people.
"I'll find you sweetie!" Nikki assured him.
No other words were spoken as Nikki and Ted were passed around, gently pushed and pulled by various people, kissed, licked, sucked by the people there. They finally arrived back to the middle of the room, standing on their knees, kissing each other.
"Mom," Ted whispered.
"Make love to me," she replied.
Ted guided her to the sticky floor, climbed on top, kissing her, penetrating her, making her his once more. Several minutes passed, mom and son didn't notice they were being watched. Couples were holding hands, watching the two lovers mate. One girl smiled, resting her head on her man's shoulder. Another guy was casually stroking his cock watching them, while another guy was having his cock stroked by his partner.
After making Nikki cum, Ted sat on his knees, holding her legs apart, slowly thrusting in and out of her. That's when he noticed the onlookers. They were smiling, nodding, touching themselves, 30 or so people tightly circled around them.
Ted saw the 15 men around them masturbating in varying ferocities. He saw one man appear to be close to climax. He looked to his moaning goddess of a mother, then back at the man, "Spray her" he told him.
The man shot him a look, Ted nodded, and the man moved closer, jacking his cock as hard as he could. He moaned when it erupted, his warm semen landing on Nikki's chest. Ted kept fucking her, looking to another man, "Go."
The man repeated the act, spraying his semen on Nikki's tummy, causing her to moan, her hands roaming through her long hair. The other men got the idea, all moving close to Nikki, jacking off, some of them assisted by their lady friends.
One by one, over a dozen men, ejaculated on Ted's slut, covering her chest and tummy with cum. When they were done, they backed away, leaving Ted to finish. He pulled out and began stroking his cock, wanting to add to their collection on her stomach.
"No," his mother stopped him. "My face," she added, going to her knees in front of him.
Ted obliged, pumping his cock until it exploded, spurting semen all over her gorgeous face. When he was done moaning, the women in the room, continuing this impromptu ritual-like orgy, went to their knees. They licked and cleaned his cock. They also licked Nikki's body clean, lapping up every single drop of semen from her.
When they were done, a woman took Ted's hand; another took Nikki's and joined them together, the two lovers standing in the middle of the room once more. They kissed one last time before exiting the boiler room.
Ted couldn't explain it, he had no idea what it represented, but perhaps it meant something. Perhaps it meant that his mother, as slutty as she was, covered in cum, was now his in every way. Ted's semen landing on her face was him marking her.
They put on their bathing suites, held hands, and walked back to Ted's room to make love in the shower.
Chapter 15 -- Leaving
Ted held his mother's hand on the back seat of the shuttle bus the next day. They were exhausted, staying up all night, making love. She rested her head on his shoulder, smiling softly.
"Ah I see you found a lovely young woman," Liz, the old lady Ted met on his first day joked, taking a seat across the aisle.
"Yep, I sure did. She's was the second best looking woman on that ship. After you, of course," Ted flirted.
Liz laughed. A younger man, who looked to be in his late forties took a seat next to her, their arms entwined. "I found a nice young one too. He can actually keep up with me!"
The four of them traded laughs as the bus departed, taking the tired passengers to the nearby airport. Ted kissed Nikki's head, wondering when he'd be seeing his mother again.
Ted was in the men's restroom at the airport. Nikki was sitting on the toilet, sucking his cock. Ted's cell phone vibrated, letting him know he received a text. He saw it was from his friend.
"How was the trip? Score some pussy?" the text read.
Ted paused, looking at his mother, listening to her slurp and suck on his cockhead, loving every second of it. Ted replied to his friend. "Nah, you were right. I didn't get lucky."
He turned off his phone, smiling as he watched his secret lover, his mother, swallow his seed a few minutes later.
They kissed again before Nikki's flight boarded. Ted's flight taking him to New York, his mother's to Atlanta, then to Charleston, South Carolina.
"Ok you have a safe flight. Call me when you get settled in," Nikki told her son.
"I will mom," he replied, seeing her eyes getting teary. "I guess I'll see you Thanksgiving? It was going to be a surprise but I saw you here so," Ted trailed off.
"Yeah, that'd be great son. Thanksgiving," Nikki kissed him again on the mouth.
"I don't really want to wait that long."
"Me neither," she replied. Her flight was boarding. "I better go."
"I love you. I love you so much," Ted said once more, a tear crawling down his mother's face.
"Oh Ted," she held his face. "Please be careful up there, and please," she wiped more tears. "Please try to visit me in Charleston."
"I'll try to before Thanksgiving. I promise,"
"I love you," she said one last time, ending their embrace, getting in line to board her flight. Ted watched her board, trying his best not to shed a tear.
***
It was mid-September, two months after his cruise. Ted missed his mother dearly, growing tired of the phone sex, wanting to touch her, taste her in person instead.
Things were going good with his job, he was glad to be back in America, but he needed his mother, his personal slutty sex goddess. He dreaded the lonely weekend ahead of him.
There was a knock at his apartment door. Peeping through the peep hole he saw the building's door man. He opened the door, saying hello, when he saw her appear from behind him. Nikki was complete naked, smiling at her son.
"Thank you, sir," Nikki gave the door man a hug and peck on the cheek, seeing him off.
"What are you doing here?" Ted excitedly asked.
"No talking," Nikki pulled a large suitcase in behind her, entering his apartment.
"Mom," Ted said.
"I said no talking," She guided him to his couch, flinging the large suite case next to him.
"Listen to me," Nikki commanded. "You will ask your employer on Monday to allow you to work remotely from home. Your new home will be in Charleston with me. If your employer doesn't comply, you will turn in a notice and come live with me. Do you understand?"
"Uh, well,"
"Do you understand, young man?" Nikki asked, standing nude before him, her hands on her hips.
"Yes! I'll do it, mom."
"Good. Now then let's begin," Nikki unzipped the suitcase and pulled out a collar.
"Begin? Begin what?"
"You are in for one hell of a weekend, son," His mother said, holding the collar for him to see.
"You want to put that on me?" Ted asked.
"No," Nikki went to her knees, giving Ted the collar and a seductive look. "Put it on me."
Ted was speechless. He couldn't wait to move in with his mother.
The End.
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The Challenge 5: Lisa's Family
Chapter 1
Lisa put her long, dark brown hair in a ponytail, grabbed and lit a cigar, and slowly slid herself into a nice, hot bath. Smiling as the hot water enveloped her small, 5'2" body, she sucked on the cigar, savoring the taste.
"My doctor would tell me not to smoke these," Bob said, sitting at the opposite end of the tub with his own cigar.
"Well don't," one of Bob's longest tenured employees joked. Lisa was based out of Los Angeles, but was in Atlanta for various meetings. Technology improvements allowed face time via the internet, but sometimes a good old-fashion in person meeting was far better for team building. The fact that Lisa and Bob have been occasionally sleeping together since her early 30's was another reason she flew to the east coast from time-to-time.
Now, at 43, having secured and saved millions for Bob over the years, she was relaxing in his huge tub after an evening of fine dining and sex with the old man.
Bob ignored her suggestion, continuing to suck away on the cigar. He paused, watching Lisa do the same. "You like sucking on that don't you?"
"I like sucking on other things too, Bob," Lisa replied, blowing a smoke ring.
"I believe it. How old did you say your boyfriend is?"
"Well, he's not my boyfriend anymore. We broke up when he left for college," Lisa winked from across the tub.
"Mmm, you wild woman. You love sex don't you," Bob stated.
"I do. With all shapes and sizes."
"Do you love sex more than your own children?" Bob asked, knowing the answer.
"Ha! Not quite that much, Bob."
"Why don't you combine the two? Sex with your children?" Bob suggested.
Lisa laughed, "Sure!"
"I'm serious. Put that cigar down and come here."
Lisa did as she was told, moving across the tub to straddle Bob. She smiled, feeling his erection, and slowly guided it in her.
"There, much better," Bob said. "Now let's talk. I was serious. Sex with your kids."
"Bob," Lisa grunted, feeling him thrust upward. "That's a little odd, don't you think?"
Bob thrust once again, "I'll pay you."
"Uhnn," Lisa moaned. "How much?"
Bob kept thrusting, water splashing over the side of the tub. "$10 million for each."
"Ahh! Bob," Lisa moaned.
"You have four children, so that's $40 million, unless," Bob kept thrusting, grabbing her large breasts.
"Uh-uh-unless what?" Lisa said with each impact.
Bob went still, releasing her breasts, "Unless you get one of them to help you. Then I'll pay you double. Then an extra bonus, since you've been such a great employee."
"You're serious about this?" Lisa asked.
"Very. So that's $40 million for sex with all four of your kids if you do this alone. If one of them joins in and helps you by seducing at least one of your other children, then I pay you double for everything. It'd be retroactively too. So if you seduce two that's 10 million for each. Get one of them to seduce the other, and then I'll pay you double for that kid, plus an extra 10 million for each one you slept with on your own."
Lisa thought about it for all of three seconds. A smile formed on the sex loving, single mother's mouth, "I'll do it."
"Good girl," Bob said, thrusting upward into her again, spilling more water.
"I only have one question," Lisa said. "Which of my kids should I recruit to help?"
Chapter 2
"Done!" Alice made a final click of her mouse to book her tickets for a singles cruise in July - three months away.
"Well that does it. I hope it's worth it," Said the 26-year-old to no one in her apartment.
Alice's love life was fairly dismal. She ended a long-term relationship four months prior in December. It was now April and the guy she had been sleeping with the last four months was about nine inches long, jet-black, and was usually mounted to her shower wall or bed's headboard. She called the dildo "Rodney" in honor of the absolute pig of a man her sister, Angela, had tried to set her up with. Alice much preferred the sex toy Rodney instead of the human being Rodney; the sex toy was far more intelligent, kind, and attractive.
Alice looked at her long, nearly black hair in the mirror, full lips and dark green eyes. She grabbed her nice sized breasts, covered by her t-shirt. "Maybe, I'll meet a nice guy," She thought about the singles cruise.
She removed her shirt, then her shorts and thong, turning around in the mirror, glancing at her long legs. At 5'11" she wondered if her height, gotten from her father's side, was an issue. Maybe men didn't like really tall women, she often wondered.
"Rodney! Come shower with me. I need that cock!" She called playfully out into the hallway. Changing her voice to imitate a male's as best she could, "I'm already in here, baby."
Alice pulled back the shower curtain, seeing the dildo already mounted, "Ah, so you are. Well then, let's get to work."
Just as Alice was about to turn the water on, she heard her cell phone ring. It was the tone she assigned to her mother, Lisa. She always answered her calls in the event of an emergency and just to be respectful.
"Hey mom, can I call you back? I was getting ready to shower," Alice said, biting her bottom lip, looking at the massive mounted dildo in her shower.
"Sure, but I just wanted to tell you I'll be flying down to Miami to visit you in a week or so," Lisa said, lying naked against Bob.
"Is this part of that buyout deal? You're not going to be my boss are you?" Alice asked.
"No! No, sweetie. I'm actually visiting just to visit," Lisa said. Bob's company had recently bought out the company Alice worked for. Lisa told Bob that her daughter worked for the smaller company, prompting Bob to suggest Alice when Lisa wondered out loud which of her children she could recruit to help with her challenge.
"Oh, uh sure, that'd be nice to see you. Are you staying with me?"
"Yes if that's ok. I'd like to spent time with Angela as well," Lisa said.
"Ok great. Well let me know when to pick you up from the airport."
"I'll have a rental car, but thank you."
After they ended their call, Alice went to her knees in the shower, lovingly sucking on her favorite toy for several minutes. "Well, Rodney, my mother is coming to visit me soon," Alice said, standing, turning around, and presenting her butt to the dildo. "Please don't take offense if I don't introduce you two."
Back at Bob's, Lisa smiled, thinking about this challenge. "You know Bob, I've heard rumors over the years that you were quite a pervert," Lisa said, turning around, her hand going to his limp cock, bringing it back to life.
"It's a good thing if you are," Lisa said, sliding down his body, bringing his cock to her mouth. "Because I am too; get your checkbook ready, I'm going to seduce one of my kids before I leave for Miami."
Chapter 3
Bob and Lisa discussed more of the challenge the next morning. He gave her a camera device to record her actions, explaining the imagery would be downloaded with software on his computer.
Her youngest daughter, Jules, lived in the Atlanta area. Lisa already had lunch and dinner with her a few days earlier, right after she arrived. Jules relationship was often strained with her mother. Lisa knew it was because Jules and she were so similar. The two often argued about focusing on college and not partying so much - something Lisa had indulged upon way too much in her younger years. Jules was 21 and almost done with her junior year. She was barely passing.
Lisa recalled her memories from a few days earlier at her daughter's apartment. She remembered seeing unusual, yet familiar, outfits strewn about, in poor attempts to be hidden at Jules' apartment earlier in the week. There were bikini bottoms here and there, partly obscured by a pillow or couch, Jules obviously hurriedly hid them. It wasn't summer yet, so Lisa found it odd. She also saw a sequined thong, tucked behind the couch from snooping when Jules was in the other room. There are black knee-high boots in the corner. She also saw a purple wig hidden in the bathroom closet. In the kitchen there was a schedule scribbled on some paper. The times 11 am to 3 am for the upcoming weekend were written on it.
Heading back to Jules' apartment the day she left Bob's mansion, she strategized, thinking about how to meet his challenge, pushing any thoughts that didn't pertain to getting paid aside.
It was 1 pm when she knocked on Jules' door. A taller, blonde woman, possibly late 30's answered. "Hi!" She said.
"Hello, I'm Jules' mother. Um," Lisa confused, looked to the woman's face. Her long hair was disheveled, she was wearing a shiny, blue sequined dress - it was as though she never changed out of it from the night before.
"I'm Torrie, Jules' coworker, please come in! She's just waking up and I have to leave. But it was nice meeting you," Torrie replied, giving Lisa a hug. Her hair smelled like cigarettes and perfume.
"Bye," Lisa smiled weakly, waving at the woman.
Lisa sat on the couch, listening to Jules brush her teeth in the bathroom. She saw a wad of money, several 20's on the coffee table in front of her. There was a note under them.
"Thanks for covering for me the other night. Here's your share. Wash your hands! They were in my thong!
xoxo
-Torrie
PS: thanks for the hot night too!"
Lisa brought a hand to her mouth and stood. Pacing in front of the door, putting two and two together. "Mom?" Jules appeared, running her hands through her short black hair.
"Oh hi! Hello," Lisa said.
"You ok?" Jules replied, quickly snatching the money, pretending she was cleaning off the table.
"Yes. I just wanted to take you to lunch. Looks like you've just woken up, so breakfast?" Lisa awkwardly attempted humor.
"Heh, yeah," Jules moved to the kitchen, straightening up, putting dishes away. "I'll change. Give me a few minutes."
At lunch Lisa barely talked, thinking and planning instead. "She's a stripper. She's dancing somewhere. I gotta find out. I need to follow her, but what if she spots me? What if she gets mad? I need someone to help me. Alice can't, she's in Miami. Someone close."
Jules talked about school a little. She didn't want to drone on about how much she hated it, for fear her mother would come down on her, reminding Jules to be more responsible - unlike Lisa at that age.
"Wow that was a great lunch, mom. Thanks," Jules hugged her at her apartment door.
"Mmhmm," Lisa paused. "Um, sweetie, do you have plans tonight?"
"Oh, yeah, I have a bunch of studying to do," Jules lied.
"Ah. I understand. I was thinking we could hang out again before I fly to Miami."
"Yeah maybe. We'll see."
Lisa nodded, the door slowly closing on her. She had to find out where Jules danced.
*****
"So you're saying you'll pay for everything, Bob?" Lisa asked on her cell phone. She was on the way to a coworker's house to ask for assistance.
"Yes! I'll pay for any travel fees, flights, any clothing you want to buy, and services you want to employ," Bob said.
"So what if I want to give a friend $1000 to follow someone for me? To follow my daughter?"
"Sure, I will reimburse you. Anything you'll need to accomplish your goals, to meet the challenge, I will purchase - including a nice vacation trip. Should you want to go somewhere," Bob explained.
"Great! Gotta go, Bob, we'll talk later!" Lisa ended the call, pulling into Devin's driveway. She was a coworker and friend. She knew Devin would gladly help her.
Lisa was met with a flurry of kisses when the 5'10" 40-year-old blonde pulled her into her home. "Mmmph, I didn't think you'd stop by on your visit," Devin said in between kisses.
"There's something I have to ask you," Lisa said, removing her top, following Devin to her bedroom.
"Sure ask me anything," Devin said, removing her own top, pushing Lisa back on to her bed. Ulysses, Devin's former stepson, was already there and already naked, waiting for the two women.
"Mmmm," Lisa said, kissing down his muscular body. She didn't know Ulysses was Devin's stepson, she thought he was her younger boyfriend.
Devin climbed into bed on the other side of Ulysses, kissing her way down his chest and abs, meeting Lisa at his cock. Devin took it in her mouth, looking at a hungry Lisa, coating the tip in saliva. She popped his cock out her mouth, handing it to Lisa. "So what did you want to ask me?"
Lisa took Ulysses in her mouth, moaning and slurping all over his dick. "I need you to follow someone for me. I need you to follow my daughter. She doesn't know you. If she spots a gorgeous blonde woman following her, she may not think too much of it. I can't have her catch me," Lisa explained, sucking on Ulysses' cockhead a few times before handing it back to Devin.
Lisa sucked and kissed on Ulysses testicles, while Devin thought. "I'll pay you," Lisa added then resumed sucking on a cum-filled testicle.
"I'll do it!" Devin said, taking Ulysses' cock out of her mouth with another loud pop. "I'll need you to take care of Ulysses while I'm gone though," Devin winked at Lisa.
Lisa glanced to Ulysses' smiling face. "Hi, I'm Ulysses, nice to meet you," He extended his hand to shake Lisa's.
"Likewise," She shook it and smiled back. Lisa grabbed his cock, sucking on the tip again, looking to Devin, "I'll be glad to take care of him tonight."
"Good, then give me all the information I need," Devin replied. The two women licked each side of Ulysses' long shaft, their tongues meeting at the tip, then parting with a string of saliva connecting them. They smiled at each other, Ulysses moaning in the background.
Chapter 4
"I have some interesting news for you, my friend," Devin told Lisa on the phone, sitting in her car in a parking lot. "Your little girl works for none other than Fat Rob."
"What!?!" Lisa said.
"Yep. I followed her from her apartment to one of his clubs. I even went inside and watched her strip. I also spoke to Fat Rob afterward. And you know what he asked me?" Devin said.
"What?" Lisa was straddling Ulysses, pausing her cock riding to answer Devin's call.
"He asked me if I want to buy her for the night."
"You mean, she's also hooking?" Lisa said, slowly getting off Ulysses, his cock sliding out of her. She went to the bedroom window, staring out into the moonlit back yard.
"Apparently. I said no thanks."
"Wow, I can't believe it. This is horrible," Lisa was genuinely upset. Yes, she herself was a wild, sexual woman; the thought of stripping wasn't too bad. She had visited many strip clubs in her years. However, prostitution was dangerous and irresponsible. Lisa felt genuine concern and fear for her daughter's safety.
Lisa gathered her composure and thanked Devin. She ended the call and climbed back in bed with Ulysses. Snuggling against his hard body, she thought about Fat Rob. He was a coworker, responsible for "talent relations and acquisitions." Most people that had worked with him for years knew that he slept with most of the female models he hired. Lisa was even aware that he managed a couple clubs in LA and Florida. She had no idea he dabbled in prostitution.
Lying against Ulysses body, she sighed heavily, thinking about her next step. "You ok?" Ulysses asked.
"Yeah, I'm just thinking about things," Lisa replied. "You sure are a sweet guy. I'm glad Devin is willing to share her boyfriend for the night."
"Uh, yeah," Ulysses coughed, not wanting to reveal that Devin was his former stepmother to someone he just met. "We have a special kind of love."
*****
The next morning, the three of them had sex in the shower. Ulysses was in the middle; Lisa was in front of him, kissing his body, servicing his cock. The much taller Devin was behind him, kissing his back, neck, shoulders, and face.
Lisa wrote Devin a check for $1000. She wrote a little receipt of sorts on a piece of paper, Devin initialed it, Bob would reimburse her.
She had come up with a plan. Lisa called Bob to get Fat Rob's address. She was on her way to have a talk with her daughter's employer.
At Fat Rob's large apartment, she knocked on the door. To Lisa's surprise, Torrie answered, wearing a thong bikini, "Oh Hi! I remember you, come in!"
Lisa smiled politely, assuming Torrie worked for Fat Rob too. "So, Torrie, right? What are you doing here?"
"Oh, I live here," She answered.
"You work for Fat Rob?"
"Yep," Torrie led Lisa inside. "He's my boss!" she cheerily said, leading Lisa to the hot tub Fat Rob was sitting in out on the balcony of his luxurious apartment.
"Miss Lisa! What are you doing here?" Fat Rob, smiled, putting his cigar down.
"I'm here to ask you about some business." Lisa glanced to the two younger women on each side of him, "In private."
Torrie backed into the apartment, followed by the two other women, after Fat Rob motioned for them to leave.
"Well, then please have a seat, or join me," Fat Rob grinned.
"Not today."
"Suit yourself. What can I do for you?"
"You are employing someone I want to spent time with," Lisa replied, relaying the conversation she practiced over and over in her head on the way to Fat Rob's. "I want to," Lisa paused, clearing her throat, "buy them for the night," she struggled to say.
"I see. So you like ladies as well as men?"
"Yes. Are you willing to help me and sell me some time with this special person?" Lisa asked, ignoring the sadness she felt for Jules.
"Of course, Miss Lisa. We've worked together for a several years. I'll throw in a discount. I'll throw in an even bigger discount if you get in this hot tub with me and ride my dick awhile," Fat Rob winked, puffing on his cigar.
Lisa sighed. "Sorry, not today. How much for time with a girl named Jules?" Lisa asked, hoping her brown eyes and short stature was enough to hide any resemblance from the taller, green-eyed, Jules.
"Ooh, Miss Jules. She's pretty pricy. She's VERY high in demand. If you want all night, that's five grand, normally eight."
"Wow. What about an hour or so?"
"Well," Fat Rob paused, thinking of an arbitrary figure to give his co-worker. "How about $800 an hour. Normally I charge $1200 per hour. But you and I go way back."
"Does Bob know about your little side job?" Lisa asked.
"Of course! He's the one that built and developed the land the strip club is on. He's the one I pay rent to. He even came to me with the idea of charging clients extra for sex," Fat Rob explained.
"Figures," Lisa said. "Anyway, yes, $800 for an hour with Jules. There's one other thing."
"What's that?"
"I want her blindfolded."
"Ooh, kinky," Fat Rob grinned, finishing his cigar.
"Is this doable?"
"Sure. I'll have her waiting for you in a hotel room of your choice. She'll be blindfolded and ready."
They ironed out the details, the times, and the place, shook hands and closed the deal. Fat Rob stood in the hot tub as Lisa was leaving. "Miss Lisa."
She turned around, seeing his naked body. "Are you sure you don't want any of this?" Fat Rob asked.
Looking at his dangling cock, "Thanks for reminding me why they call you Fat Rob, but again, no thanks. Maybe when you're in LA again." Lisa smiled and took her leave, Torrie hugging her on her way out.



After Lisa left, Torrie stripped out of her bikini, re-entered the hot tub, guided Fat Rob's fat cock back inside her and smiled at him. "So what was Jules' mom doing here?"
"Jules' mom?" Fat Rob asked, a sneaky grin appearing on his face.
Chapter 5
Lisa borrowed Devin's perfume that night. She used Devin's shampoo instead of her own. She also used some of Devin's makeup products, deodorant, and moisturizer. She didn't use anything she owned. She didn't want any trace of her scent to fill Jules' nostrils. She had her hair in a ponytail, hoping to avoid her hair coming into contact with Jules' skin or hands, fearful Jules may recognize the thickness.
Lisa nearly started crying when she saw her daughter, blindfolded, smiling, and waiting in the hotel room. Lisa took a deep breath, careful not to exhale audibly enough to where Jules would recognize it. Lisa was going to be silent.
"Hi, are you there?" Jules asked.
"Shhh," Lisa attempted to disguise her voice making the shush as high pitched as possible.
"Ah, no talking, I understand. I'll be quiet and enjoy this," Jules replied.
Lisa set the camera on the entertainment center the TV resided in. Turning it on, like Bob instructed her, she waved at the little red light. Bob said he may not be at his computer to watch in real time, but the software would save the footage and notify him of it when he opened the program.
Jules felt someone standing next to her; she smiled, waiting for this mystery woman to begin. "I love women just as much as men. I've never been blindfolded by one, but this'll be great. Do you want me to - "
Lisa brought her index finger to Jules mouth to quiet her daughter.
Lisa froze once again, looking at her daughter's lips, her short black hair, her cleavage. She was wearing a white bathrobe, presumably nude underneath. Lisa shook her head, closing her eyes, "Think of the money. $10 million for this. An extra ten on top of that if Alice joins me."
Lisa slowly started to remove the robe from Jules' shoulder. Lisa looked on in shock at the elaborate shoulder tattoo she had. It was a floral pattern and it trailed down to her elbow. Lisa figured she got the money for it from stripping. She cringed thinking that prostitution was a source of income for her daughter as well. Here Lisa was, contributing to it.
Moving the robe further down, exposing Jules' perky breasts, Lisa stared at them. They were nice, not too big or small. "Keep going," she told herself.
She helped Jules slide her other arm out of the robe next. Sliding it down her back, Lisa sat behind her daughter, discovering more tattoos. Lisa shook her head looking downward. Closing her eyes, she kissed Jules' back, between her shoulder blades. Next she kissed her shoulder, then the back of her neck. Jules moaned, the kisses sending tingles down her spine.
Lisa reached around, lightly cupping Jules' medium-sized, perky breasts. "Do it," Lisa told herself.
She tweaked the nipples, rolling them between her index finger and thumb. Jules had a sharp intake of air followed by a soft moan. Lisa kept teasing, kissing the back of her neck in the process. "Yes," Jules whispered.
Lisa closed her eyes, "Just let go," she told herself. "Think of the money."
Lisa released one breast, the fingers of the other hand still rolling and teasing a nipple. Her free hand slid down Jules' tight body, over her belly button ring, pausing when a finger grazed Jules' trimmed bush.
Lisa pictured a check, written to her by Bob. She pictured giving Jules enough money to stop working for Fat Rob, to get her out of that lifestyle. Pushing any further guilt out of her thoughts, Lisa slid her hand down further, arriving at and rubbing Jules' clit.
Jules moaned and shook, laying her head back on her mother's shoulder, her mouth hanging open. Lisa turned, looking to it, listening to the moans. She opened her own mouth, inching toward Jules'. When the bottoms of their lips touched, causing Jules to moan once more, Lisa's mouth covered her daughters. Lisa was careful not to make a sound; not wanting her voice to give her away.
Their mouths were connected for several minutes, while Lisa worked Jules' clit and nipple, before sliding her fingers into Jules' soaking wet pussy.
Lisa broke the kiss, her other hand going to Jules' clit, rubbing it while she fingered her with her other hand. A moment later, Lisa felt her daughter shake harder, tensing up, climaxing in her arms. When the moaning stopped, the orgasm subsiding, Lisa was overcome with taboo lust.
She quickly stood and stripped naked, taking Jules hand, bringing it to her breasts. Lisa watched Jules smile while she felt the large tit in her hand.
Lisa's hand went to the back of her blindfolded daughter's head, pulling her forward. Lisa's other hand held her own breasts, offering it to Jules' incoming open mouth. Jules flicked her tongue at the nipple several times, before devouring it, sucking hungrily at it.
Lisa couldn't take anymore. She pushed her daughter on her back and climbed on top of her, turning around, lowering her own soaking pussy to Jules' face.
She tasted so good. So wrong, but so good. Lisa nearly climaxed within ten seconds of experiencing Jules' oral skills. She wondered how many pussies her daughter had licked. Lisa wondered if it was more than she had. She wondered about how many cocks Jules had serviced. Lisa thought about Fat Rob grimacing with pleasure before blowing his load into Jules, like he had done to Lisa during his LA business trips.
Lisa's tongue swirled around the most forbidden of places - lapping up the juices, drinking the nectar of her youngest daughter. "Such wickedness, such unnatural pleasure, all for money," was Lisa's last thought before her orgasm erupted in her. Jules' tongue slithered out of her mother's pussy and she bellowed out into the hotel room. Lisa covered her own mouth, hoping to quiet her own cries of pleasure.
Feeling her daughter's body shake under her own, Lisa collapsed on top it, shaking with her. "Was this enough to satisfy Bob?" She asked herself. She shook her head - it wasn't.
She pushed Jules further back on the bed, spread her legs, and guided her own to entwine with Jules'. "I want that pussy against mine," Lisa thought. Right as her clit met Jules, right as her drenched pussy lips kissed her daughter's, she nearly came again.
Grinding and sliding their pussies against each other, Lisa thought how much better Jules' felt than Devin's, or any of the other women she'd been with. As they bounced up and down, facing one another, Lisa watched Jules lick her lips clean, her long tongue lapping at the saliva and vaginal fluids. It was so erotic; Lisa had to pull Jules in for another kiss while continuing to grind their pussies together.
Lisa felt Jules tense up once again, another orgasm approaching. Lisa couldn't help but have one of her own. They climaxed together, Lisa biting her bottom lip to keep from screaming. "I love you! I love you darling!" Lisa screamed in her head instead.
It was done. Lisa, still out of breath, quickly unwrapped her legs from around her daughter's. She put on a t-shirt she had in a bag followed by some shorts. She closed the door a little harder so Jules would know she was alone in the room.
Jules was left moaning, writhing around on the bed, her hand gathering up as much of her and her mother's juices as she could. When the orgasm subsided, she removed the blindfold and let out a euphoric induced laugh.
She called Fat Rob a moment later, "I don't know who that was, but that was the best sex I have ever had."
"Mmm, good girl. Why don't you come down to my office at the club and give me more details in person," Fat Rob replied.
"I'll be right there," Jules grinned, ending the call, gathering her things, her body still numb.
Chapter 6
After leaving her daughter in orgasmic bliss, Lisa headed back to Bob's crying tears of guilt on the way.
Bob comforted her, watching the footage, writing her a check of $10 million. He suggested Lisa could help Jules with her troubles, perhaps lead her out of stripping and prostitution, and provide her a new life with this money. He reminded her that she was going to Miami soon and to think of a way to include Alice in this challenge. Lisa also had to figure out how to seduce Alice's twin, Angela.
They were non-identical or fraternal twins. Angela was 5'9" had similar long dark hair; however, her breasts were slightly larger than Alice's. She also seemed to get most of her curves in her hips, butt, and thighs. Having posed in Elite Magazine, a magazine marketed toward African-American males ages 18-35, she knew of her assets and used them to her advantage and fun.
Angela was sleeping with the human version of Rodney. She had been for a couple years now. She was part of his entourage. Angela repeatedly tried to get Alice to join, to go clubbing with them or to parties, and then back to Rodney's for sex, however, Alice always refused. One time, Alice lashed out at Angela, calling her trash, an idiot, and other fairly hurtful names. It hurt Angela's feelings, but deep down, she agreed. Lifestyle habits were hard to break.
Angela woke up early Saturday morning to the sound of her coworkers, Elite Mag models Taylor and Claudia, sucking on Rodney's cock. The blonde and Puerto Rican sucked and slurped along his dick, as Angela yawned, stretched, and made her way to the bathroom - Rodney's dried semen trailing down her thigh.
Her mother, Lisa, had called her earlier in the week letting her know she was visiting for a few days. Angela called Alice, receiving a typical cold reception of "uh huhs," "yeahs," and "oks" with no other conversation. She wished things were different between her and her sister, but she blamed herself.
Angela was looking forward to seeing her mother. She hadn't seen Lisa since Thanksgiving. They weren't extremely close, but got along well enough.
"Hi there," Taylor told Angela when she reentered Rodney's bedroom. She was sitting on his face, while Claudia was sitting on his cock.
"I have to leave. Take my place?" Claudia asked.
Angela didn't feel like it. She wanted to leave too. But, like in so many situations before, she wanted to appease her friends, kicking herself later, she decided take Claudia's place upon Rodney's cock. She smiled into Taylor's face while she rode it. Claudia got dressed, kissing them both goodbye, and left.
Angela's orgasm was mild if anything. Like most have been lately. Ever since Alice told Angela off, her hurtful words stirred something in her.
She got dressed, smiled goodbye, and went home. Angela cleaned her apartment for her mother's arrival. Lisa, however, was stopping by Alice's first.
*****
"I think I'm going to be sick. Are you joking?" Alice, feeling rage and disgust building, asked her mother. Lisa had arrived earlier, sitting her daughter down to have a serious discussion. The discussion was everything Bob had challenged her to do and all the monetary amounts as the reward.
"I'm not joking, Alice," Lisa placed her hand on Alice's. Alice quickly withdrew it. "Alice, please. This is a lot of money involved. With your help, it'd be even more."
Alice remained quiet, trying to make sense of this. "I just, I mean, this is wrong."
"Yes. But that is a lot of money."
"I'm not into girls. There is no way I'm seducing her," Alice said, referring to Angela.
"You don't have to. You can take someone else."
"Jules? I'm hardly close with her, less than I am Angela. I have nothing in common with either of them," Alice said.
"Well, then," Lisa said in a soft voice. "What about your brother?"
Alice's face turned even whiter than it did upon hearing of the challenge.
"Lenny is a sweet kid. From what I know, I don't think he has much experience. You never know, he might even have a crush on you."
"Ew," Alice said, shuddering at the thought.
"Please? There are ways we can get around this. There are things we can do to make them not know it's us. Trust me, I know."
"What do you mean?" Alice asked.
Lisa sighed, reaching into her purse, finding the check Bob wrote her, holding it up in front of Alice's shocked face.
"I already, um, took out, so-to-speak, Jules," Lisa said.
Alice slowly looked away, her mouth agape. "I can't believe this."
"Ten million dollars. I'm going to deposit it when I return to LA. I'm hoping to have more checks to deposit."
"Why? Why is he doing this? This is wrong. He's the owner of this huge corporation, someone should tell - " Alice said, before Lisa cut her off.
"He can. He does it because he can. And no, we aren't telling the authorities or anyone about this. You will either join me and we'll bring in even more money, or you won't. I will go it alone and bring in 10 million for each."
Alice closed her eyes, trying to shake the thoughts of what she's been told out of her mind.
"Alice, please, think of the money and all we could do with it. We could retire early. We could buy new vehicles. It'd be amazing," Lisa said, gently patting her daughter's shoulder.
"You said they wouldn't have to know it's us? What did you mean?" Alice asked, seriously considering the possibility of being a millionaire from doing one, taboo, disgusting act.
"She was blindfolded. She didn't know it was me doing that stuff to her. Jules is in a bad state. She's working at a strip club, she's doing prostitution," Lisa said, eyes watering, choking up. "I've failed her. I even contributed to it. But maybe, we can get her away from all that with this money."
"Mom," Alice looked on pleadingly. "Please don't ask me to do this."
"Just think of her, think of others even. You could help people. You're such a beautiful person, please, suspend your conscience just a little bit and help me."
"How would you," Alice sighed, "seduce Angela?"
"I have no idea."
Chapter 7
"Rodney," Alice spoke up after an hour of quiet thinking about the situation while her mother unpacked.
"Who?"
"He's this guy that Angela hangs around. She's tried to get me to go out with her and her group of friends, including him, but I can't stand him. I'm wondering if we go out with him and her tonight, we could look for opportunities. Maybe he could get Angela really drunk and you offer to take her home or something," Alice said.
"Yes, maybe you could distract Rodney and - "
"No. I'm not sleeping with him if that's what you're suggesting. He's the type of garbage that would take a woman to the bathroom of the club and, well, you know."
"Have sex with her there?"
"Right," Alice answered. "If I go out with you two tonight, maybe we could observe, watch, maybe even see an opportunity for you to, uh, take her to bed." Alice struggled to say.
"So are you willing to help me then?" Lisa asked.
"I still don't know. I'm still thinking about Lenny."
"Well IF you don't help me, I guess I can try to get 30 million. Unless you and I were to - "
"No! No way. Sorry mom," Alice cut her off.
"Alright, that's fine," Lisa smiled, slightly hurt, but also relieved that she wouldn't have to worry about trying to seduce another child.
Lisa frowned a little later when she heard the phone call between Alice and Angela. Alice was short with her, didn't seem cheerful at all, and wanted to get off the phone as quickly as possible. She arranged to meet Angela, much to Angela's delight, that evening at 9 pm. Lisa would be joining them.
*****
Rodney was a pig, as usual, that evening at least in Alice's eyes. He flirted shamelessly with the three brunettes. So much so that Alice pulled her mother aside, asking her what she was doing. Lisa assured her she's getting close to him to see and learn what she can.
Alice and Angela sat at the booth, sipping their drinks, watching Rodney run his hands all over their mother on the dance floor. Angela tried to initiate conversation, but failed, often being met with quick replies from Alice.
Lisa felt Rodney's erection against her back as they danced. Thinking that Angela was a lucky girl, she remembered her plan. She turned around, pulling Rodney's face to her own, whispering in his ear.
*****
The men's room of the club they went to was disgusting. Some lights worked, some didn't, and some flickered. One of the sinks had a leaky faucet. All the urinals were either cracked, dripping, or needed a thorough cleaning. The floor was horrible. It had cigarette butts, ashes, and a few spots where men spit. Small urine puddles were around each urinal and toilet caused by drunken patrons that "missed." A couple of the toilets were clogged. Several of the bathroom stall doors didn't close all the way. Each stall had graffiti or obscene messages written in permanent markers covering its walls.
The very last of several stalls had an un-flushed, nasty, toilet. It dripped water behind it, which gathered on the floor, creating a small puddle. The top of the toilet had ashes from cigarettes, and a blunt of marijuana resting on it. It hadn't been cleaned in, what looked like, weeks. The seat was up; there were pee stains and pubic hair. Typical of a poorly run, rarely cleaned, bar or club.
"FUCK ME!" Lisa commanded as Rodney threw the stall door open and roughly sat her down on top of the toilet.
"Oh yeah? You want this dick?" he asked as he was pulling his tucked shirt out of his pants.
"Mmmhmm," Lisa moaned as she grabbed his face and stuck her tongue into his mouth.
Her head bobbed back and forth and she sucked his tongue. "Mmm your tongue is bigger than my ex-husbands cock."
"Uh huh," Rodney said as he unzipped his pants and pulled out his massive member, "Now give me that pussy, girl. We ain't got much time."
"Be patient, this momma wants to play," Lisa sliding to the toilet seat, grabbing Rodney's cock and sucked away at it. "Angela enjoys this too?"
"Yeah." Lisa continued sucking his cock, "Alice doesn't?"
"She doesn't like me," Rodney answered.
"Aww too bad," Lisa replied, licking the shaft, coating his cock in saliva. Her overwhelming horniness overtaking her, she nearly forgot why she was there.
"Maybe if you get Alice drunk enough, you could have all three of us tonight. Would you like that?"
"I'd love it!"
Lisa kept sucking, thinking, "I'll get Angela drunk, and take her to another room alone." Lisa ran her hands over Rodney's thighs. She felt something in his pocket, a small cylindrical shaped object. Rodney, looking to the ceiling, moaning, didn't feel Lisa remove it from his pocket.
"What's this?" Lisa asked.
"Huh? Oh, that," Rodney looked flustered.
Lisa opened it, "is this what I think it is?"
"Here, I'll take that," Rodney reached for the plastic container. Lisa moved her hand, the tiny white pills jiggling inside it.
"Rodney, are these some sort of sedative pills?"
"Yeah, I just have them - "
"To put in someone's drink?"
"Well, I uh - "
"Put one in Alice's drink," Lisa said flatly.
"What?"
"You heard me. She doesn't like you at all. If you want to sedate her so you can have sex with her, go right ahead," Lisa looked at his cock. "If she remembers it, she'll thank you in the morning," Lisa couldn't believe the words coming out of her mouth. She couldn't believe what she was sinking to for money.
"That's a little messed up," Rodney admitted.
Lisa shrugged, "I don't mind."
"I'll give her half one, she'll be out of it, but not knocked out," Rodney said.
"Do it," Lisa nodded.
They left the bathroom together. Lisa told Rodney she'll distract her daughters for him, while he put half a pill in Alice's drink.
Lisa waved her daughters over, saying she wanted to dance with both of them. Angela smiled and agreed, pulling Alice along. Lisa looked over to Rodney through the crowded dance floor. He nodded at her when their eyes met. The song ended and the three headed back to their seat.



Lisa pulled Alice in for a whisper, "Switch your drink with Angela. Trust me." Alice's eyes widened and she nodded.
"Rodney, one more dance? Then we should probably get going. It's late," Lisa said. Rodney smiled and followed her, once again basically dry humping her on the dance floor.
"Can I try your drink?" Alice asked Angela.
"Sure," She smiled. Alice sipped the martini.
"That's good. Trade you?" Alice asked.
"Oh sure. Yeah that martini is too strong for me," Angela said, taking Alice's cranberry and vodka drink. Lisa watched Angela take several sips.
"I'm a horrible person. Please forgive me Angela. We'll be millionaires together," She thought to herself.
Chapter 8
Angela got drowsier and drowsier with each passing minute. Alice was slightly confused. But was able to deduce her drink was drugged.
"Alice why don't you and Rodney dance?" Lisa suggested. "Then we'll all leave."
Alice shot her mom a look and agreed, not looking forward to touching or being touched by Rodney. "When the song is over, come outside to my car, we'll leave," She whispered in Alice's ear.
As soon as they left the table, Lisa pulled Angela up, her arm around her waist and walked with her outside. Angela became heavier with each step, by the time she got to the car, she could barely stand. Lisa guided her as best she could into the back seat of the rental car, working to pull the taller, heavier woman into it. When she was done, she got in the driver's side and started up the car.
"You going to let me get that ass tonight?" Rodney asked Alice, his hands sliding down to that which he desired.
"Maybe," Alice said, glancing over to the empty booth where they all had been sitting. She wondered if Rodney was as big as the dildo she owned. She thought about how much she preferred that inanimate object to the actual Rodney.
"Let me go to the bathroom first," Alice said. "I'll meet you in the men's room."
"I'll be waiting, baby," Rodney grinned. They both headed to the bathroom, Alice going inside hers, waiting a couple seconds then rushing out of it. She hurriedly walked across the club, making her way to the exit.
When she was outside she found her mother's rental car in the parking lot. Climbing into the passenger side, her mother sped off. Rodney was still in the bathroom waiting for Alice. Fifteen minutes later, he emerged, Alice, Angela, and Lisa were nowhere in sight. Rodney went home alone.
*****
"I'm going for a walk, while you and her," Alice shuddered. "You know."
"Earn $10 million dollars? Ok sweetie, come back a little later," Lisa said, closing her bedroom at Alice's apartment.
Angela was barely awake, she was moving some, but certainly sedated. She was moaning lightly, while Lisa set the camera up to record.
"Here, let's get these off," Lisa whispered, helping her daughter remove her dress. Next was her bra and thong. Lisa slid it off, letting it land at her feet. Lisa stood back, unzipping her own dress, sliding it down and stepping out of it. She watched her daughter's nude body before her, Angela's hands lightly moving across her skin.
Lisa removed her own bra and thong, and then climbed on top of Angela, kissing her mouth, cheek and neck. Lisa kissed Angela's erect nipples, pausing when she heard her daughter moan. She wondered just how aware Angela was. After lightly sucking a nipple, Lisa sat up, admiring Angela's hourglass curves.
"You're beautiful baby," Lisa whispered, bending down to kiss at Angela's breasts, her own tits dragging across Angela's tummy.
Lisa kissed her way down to Angela's pussy. She was trimmed in a similar fashion to Jules - a very light bush. Lisa sucked at Angela's clit, guilt slowly melting away, listening to Angela whimper.
"Mmmm," Angela moaned loudly, one hand going to her own breast. Lisa paused her oral service to watch her daughter seemingly enjoy this. Lisa brought her own hand to massage Angela's other large breast.
Angela moaned again, louder this time. "You are enjoying this," Lisa whispered. She stopped licking at Angela's slit and climbed on top of her.
"Mommy will be gentle," She whispered, straddling Angela in such a way that her thigh landed on top of Angela's pussy. Angela's thigh was against Lisa's own dripping sex.
Lisa began humping her, grinding against her, thigh against pussy. For a second Lisa thought Angela's eyes opened, but if so they closed immediately. Her mouth hung open as she moaned, Lisa bending down to kiss Angela's bottom lip, nibbling lightly.
Lisa kept working, thinking about the money and thinking about how gorgeous her daughter looked below her. Suddenly, Lisa felt it. She felt Angela grind back against her mother.
"Yes, please, please do it back," Lisa thought. It felt so good.
As their mutual pleasure increased, Lisa wondered if Angela would remember this or if it was all a dream. It didn't matter, she guessed.
Lisa thought Angela could quit modeling. With the money Lisa was bringing in, Angela could go to college or move away somewhere, away from Rodney and her other friends.
Angela let out a louder moan, her body starting to shake. She suddenly gripped her mother's forearm next to her head. Lisa, fearful of causing her to come out of her sedation, if that was possible, again attempted to be as quiet, grinding her way against Angela to her own orgasm.
Lisa collapsed on top of her, catching her breath. "Thank you, my sweet darling, thank you," Lisa thought, kissing and licking at Angela's open mouth. "I love you."
Lisa climbed off Angela, grabbed the camera and her clothes, and left her daughter whimpering, alone in the bed.
"Mom," Angela whispered. "Come back, please," was the last thing she said before going to sleep minutes later.
Chapter 9
Lisa was sitting on the couch, hands to her face, crying, when Alice returned from her walk.
"Hey mom. So did you do it? Did you have sex with my sister?" Alice asked with a condescending tone.
Lisa nodded, wiped her tears, and gathered herself. "It's done."
"Well I hope you feel good about yourself," Alice said, sitting next to her on the couch. "Is she even awake?"
"She was groggy but not fully asleep during it. I peeped in on her a few minutes ago and she's asleep now."
"So I guess that's another ten million for you," Alice said.
"For us," Lisa corrected her. "This money is all of ours."
Alice shook her head.
"Yes. Please," Lisa turned to her, "please forgive me. But please consider helping me. If you and your brother have sex, we'll get paid double for what I've already done, plus double for what you do."
"I'm going to bed," Alice said, getting up to leave.
A few minutes later, Alice had changed into her t-shirt and pajama shorts. Reaching under her pillow she pulled out Rodney, her dildo mockingly named after the person. "Maybe you can have me tonight. Make me forget about this," She whispered, kissing the tip of the dildo. She turned around, mounting it to the wooden headboard of her bed, and like so many nights before, she pulled her shorts down, and backed into it, gripping the sheets as the tip entered her. "Mmm, like that," she moaned inwardly, biting her bottom lip.
"Sweetie, can we talk some?" Lisa barged into Alice's room, startling her, quickly looking away. "I'm sorry!"
"Mom!" Alice pulled up her shorts, grabbing the dildo, throwing it to the other side of the bed, away from the door.
"Sorry!" Lisa closed the door, standing on the other side.
"What do you want?"
"I just want to talk some," Lisa replied.
"Knock next time. Come in," Alice groaned.
Lisa slowly entered, wearing her pink nightie, sitting next to Alice on the bed. "I just want to chat about everything. I really want you to consider helping me with this."
"Mom, it's all I've thought about since you've told me. I still don't know."
"I understand. I've been thinking too. But about something different. I've been thinking that all of us, you, your siblings, me and maybe even some of your aunts, could all live in one house together. It'd be amazing," Lisa said.
"Mom," Alice shook her head.
Lisa tipped Alice's chin, their eyes meeting, "With all that money, one happy family."
Alice shrugged.
"We wouldn't have to have sex with each other," Lisa said, thinking about how wonderful it felt to feel Angela orgasm in her arms earlier. "Unless you wanted to," she added, caressing Alice's cheek.
"It's just," Alice paused, taking her mother's hand, slowly moving it away from her face, "I don't get why Bob is doing this. Why he's issuing this challenge."
"Would you like to talk to him? You could ask him anything," Lisa suggested.
"I might want to, yes."
"Better yet, how about you come back to Atlanta with me in a couple days? We can meet with Bob and talk it out, you can get to know him better."
"I have to work."
"I'm sure Bob will arrange everything. He'll pay for plane fare as well," Lisa said.
Alice nodded, "Alright."
Lisa hugged her daughter, kissing her cheek slowly. "Can I sleep in here with you?"
"You don't want to sleep in there with Angela?"
"She's naked. She may wake up like that with me in there and feel weird."
"Are you going to confess to her and Jules what you did?"
"I will. Eventually," Lisa said, lying down next to Alice. "I will after I, or we, get through this. I'd want them to know the truth when it's all over and ask for their forgiveness."
"Maybe they'll understand. Who knows?" Alice said.
There was a pause, Lisa propped herself up on her elbows, "Can I see it?"
"See what?"
"Your toy."
"Ugh, mom," Alice rolled her eyes.
"There's nothing to be embarrassed about. I have several toys myself."
"Fine. It's over there," Alice pointed to the floor on the other side of the bed. Lisa rolled over, reached and took it.
"Nice. It's pretty large. Not as big as mine, but still very impressive."
"Geez, mom."
Lisa suddenly engulfed the tip, moaning, tasting Alice's fluids. Alice's eyes shot open and she looked away embarrassed, hoping her mother didn't realize the dildo was inside her body when she barged into her room. She hoped, what Lisa did see, wasn't much.
"Ok, well goodnight," Alice said, quickly rolling over to her side, facing away from her mother. She heard the heavy dildo drop on the carpet, and then felt her short mother's warm body snuggle up to her back. Alice smiled softly, enjoying the warmth, and went to sleep.
Chapter 10
A few days later Alice and Lisa were on their way to Bob's in Atlanta on an early morning flight. They spoke about Angela. The next day after her and Lisa's sexual encounter with her she seemed groggy, as predicted, but also distracted, like she was in a hurry to leave. The only time Lisa saw Angela again in Miami was for lunch the day before she and Alice left. Angela, again, seemed like something was on her mind, but was otherwise polite and friendly as usual.
When they arrived at Bob's he, too, seemed distracted. He had just returned from his doctor and the visit wasn't very pleasant. He shook the cob webs from his thoughts and invited them to his office.
"Bob, Alice was hoping to talk with you about this challenge," Lisa told him.
"That's a great idea! Alice, I was thinking you could go shopping, buy a nice dress, buy some earrings if you like; maybe get your hair done as well. Not that you need to. You are stunning, but it's an option. Then tonight, I will take you to a lovely dinner, afterward, we'll come back here and a have a nice chit chat about everything."
"Oh uh, well," Alice stammered.
"You can use my credit card. I'll pay for everything. You'll discover I'm great at arranging things. I've arranged with your direct supervisors for you to be here for a few extra days. I told them there was a special project that I want you to work on."
Alice glanced to her mother. "Lisa, as for you," Bob said. "I've arranged for you to spend the day at a spa followed by an evening at the theater."
"Oh, thanks, but I don't have a - "
"Date? I've arranged that as well," Bob winked. "Your new gown will be delivered to the spa. The lucky gentleman will pick you up from there and you'll have a wonderful night."
Before either of them could reply, Bob handed Alice a credit card and keys to one of his Corvettes and ushered them off. His driver picked Lisa up and Alice sped off in the other direction toward the upscale shopping area Bob directed her to - with assistance from the GPS device in the car.
Bob watched them leave. He then clutched his chest, attempting to breathe slowly; hoping whatever was happening would pass like it did last time.
*****
A few hours later, Alice turned around, looking at herself in the full body mirror in Bob's master bedroom. He welcomed her back and directed her to his room to get ready for the evening. She saw his huge king size bed, fireplace, bathroom with huge shower and tub.
The dress was dark blue, short, and sexy, but not inappropriate for dinner. She purchased pearl earrings to go with the ensemble. Her hair was curled into long, wavy locks flowing down her back.
At that same moment, Lisa stood outside of the luxury spa waiting to be picked up by her date. She was wearing long black dress, Bob had gotten her. An Escalade pulled up, lowering the windows. Lisa chuckled and got in.
"So you're my date tonight?" She asked.
"Yes Miss Lisa. Bob requested I show you a good time," Fat Rob replied.
Lisa figured out Bob's plan. He wanted her gone all night. "Well," Lisa said, bending over to the driver's side, unbuttoning and unzipping Fat Rob's pants, fishing out his cock. "We can go to the theater, or straight back to your place."
Fat Rob moaned as Lisa worked on the tip of his cock, "I think you know my answer. When do you need to be back at Bob's?"
Lisa removed his cock from her mouth with a loud pop. "This mommy doesn't have a curfew. So, tomorrow morning," the millionaire winked at Fat Rob before engulfing his cock again.
"You are a naughty mommy," Fat Rob said, driving away while his cock was being sucked.
"Very," Lisa replied. Fat Rob considered for a second, knowing how naughty Lisa was, inviting Jules to join them, but decided against it. He wanted to savor Lisa all for himself that night.
*****
Alice nearly forgot all about why she was spending time with Bob. He had her laughing most of the time in the car and at the restaurant.
"You look incredible, Alice," Bob said, taking her hand, slow dancing with her as the orchestral arrangement played in the background.
"Thank you," She smiled.
"So tall too. You don't have a boyfriend?"
"No, I haven't had much luck in that department."
"That's a pity. I have a theory that sometimes, women as beautiful as you might have trouble dating. I think some men are intimidated by someone as lovely as you, so they don't even bother asking you out."
"I don't know about that," Alice blushed.
"It's just a theory. But who knows?" Bob chuckled. They continued dancing.
"Are you a grandfather?" Alice asked.
"I am. I've recently met a few of my grown grandchildren."
"You've never met them until recently?"
"That's right."
"I'm sorry," Alice frowned.
"Oh no, please, it's fine. It's all very good situations," Bob said. He pulled her I closer, his hand on the small of her back.
"I'm having a wonderful time, Bob," Alice said.
"It's going to be a wonderful night, darling," Bob said. Their eyes met for a moment, and then Bob led her back to their table.
Alice downed her wine, not caring that Bob's hand was on her exposed thigh. The waiter poured her another glass; she sipped it, glancing at Bob. She placed her hand on his.
Chapter 11
An hour later, Bob, his hand around Alice's waist, led her to his office. She needed help due to the wine. Bob retrieved some champagne from the small refrigerator in the corner, pouring her a glass. She giggled and took it.
"Will you sit on my lap?" Bob asked.
"Huh?"
Bob chuckled, taking a seat, grabbing her by her waist and guiding her to his lap. As Bob's computer was booting up he breathed in Alice's scent, her arm around his shoulder, a hand occasionally playing with his white hair, the other bringing the champagne to her lips.
She watched him open up various files on his computer, images of houses, undeveloped land, and blue prints.
"What are you showing me?" Alice asked, sitting the empty glass on his desk.
"My little special project. I have built a neighborhood. Almost done actually. In this neighborhood are houses. In the houses will be families. The families," Bob paused, kissing Alice's exposed arm, "are very, very special."
"How so?"
"They all love each other in very unique ways. I have been looking for people to fill these houses with their families. I have been issuing challenges to those people to see if they have what it takes to live in this special neighborhood."
"So there's other people you've challenged?"
"Yes. You are the first to know of my plan. I've issued several challenges already. I'm hoping I'll hear from some of them soon. Your mother was the first that met part of hers. She did it in record time too. My first challenge was three months ago, in January, to a woman to seduce her son. I haven't heard back from her yet."
Perhaps the alcohol prohibited Alice from being disgusted by this, perhaps it was what her mother said the other night in Miami - everyone in her family living together, loving each other.
"Bob, I don't know,"
"What to say? I hear that a lot," he laughed.
"Why my mom? Why me?" Alice asked.
"Well I've known your mother for many years. I've been sleeping with her for that long too - when we see each other, a couple times a year. She's earned and saved my company massive amounts of money. I figured I'd issue a challenge to her to see if she has what it takes to move into this incestuous haven I'm building and as a creative way of thanking her for making me more money."
"Why couldn't you just give her a bunch of money to thank her?"
"Because that's boring," Bob smiled. "Not only that, but if she wins all this money by completing my challenge she will, in turn, win something far more precious than millions of dollars."
"What?"
Bob didn't answer for a moment, reaching to caress Alice's cheek, "Think about it."
It took Alice a moment before she realized Bob meant a loving, sexual, perfect relationship with her family.
"Well why me? Why did you suggest me to help her?"
"Due to the buyout you also happen to work for me."
"Yeah but Angela is a model for Elite Magazine, you own the publishing company, so she sort of works for you too, right?"
"Watch this," Bob nodded to his laptop, bringing up folders and files. "Ready?" he asked before opening a video file. Alice nodded.
The video footage was of Angela having sex in a bathroom stall with one of the male models for the magazine. He was behind her, slamming into her, shaking the stall. Alice winced and looked away; Bob closed the file and opened another one. It was of Angela on all fours, on the desk of a photographer. He was behind her slamming into her, her ass rippling from the impact. He pulled out and tapped his cock on her ass cheeks a few times.
"Do I need to open another one?" Bob asked.
"No! Please, no, I get the idea. She sleeps around."
Bob opened another file. This was video footage of Alice in the new office building she had to move to. She was alone, adjusting her makeup. The next file showed her sitting alone, in a cafeteria, eating her salad. Another showed her alone, walking down the hall to a copy machine.
"Notice a difference?" Bob asked.
"I'm alone."
"I could've easily suggested Angela to help, but when I look at you there, I see a quiet sadness. I see someone who's lonely, I see a woman who may have higher standards than Angela, but is missing out on so much fun. This challenge could introduce you to a love that's greater to any sort of romantic or lust-filled love."



"Bob, I - " she said, tears welling up. He had a point, she didn't like the men Angela hung out with, but deep down there were jealousy issues toward Angela's social life.
Bob clicked a few times and brought up a window with a live feed video playing. The footage was of her, sitting on Bob's lap. "There you are. Gorgeous," Bob moaned.
"Here I am asking you to help out your mother and experience the most amazing love imaginable. There you are sitting on my lap, not alone. Will you help her?" Bob asked.
"I don't know," She fought to keep tears from flowing. "It's wrong."
Bob opened another file. It was of Lisa, slowly riding and grinding Bob's cock in that very same chair he and Alice now sat in. Alice stared at Lisa's breasts moving, her head thrown back, "So much money," Bob whispered. "She needs your help."
*****
Bob's double master bedroom door swung open. Bob and Alice entered, kissing passionately, moving backward toward his huge bed.
He was undoing and removing his tie, she was unbuttoning his shirt. Alice, constantly kissing him, managed to slide her dress over her shoulders, while Bob unbuttoned and unzipped his pants. He guided her to his bed, she fell onto her back, Bob slid his boxers down, stepping out of them, Alice finished removing her dress, throwing it to the side of the bed.
Bob dove down on top of her, resuming their kisses, her hands messing up his white hair, his hands pulling at her thong. When he removed it, he sat up, smelled it and tossed it to the side. She removed her bra and lunged toward him, guiding him to his back.
"Careful, darling. It's been awhile since I've been with a woman as young as you," Bob said. Alice replied with more kisses, her hand guiding his cock to her pussy. She settled down on him, Bob sat up, holding her, his hands going up and down her back. They broke their kiss, staring into each other eyes, Bob thrusting and Alice grinding against him in sync with each other.
Not looking away from each other as they fucked; Bob grit his teeth, Alice's mouth hung open.
"Come on, yes! That's it!" Bob grunted, only to be met with primal grunts from Alice in return.
"All that money! All yours!" Bob continued thrusting, Alice's breasts jiggling from each impact.
"Cum for me! Cum! Are you going to help your mother?" He asked.
"Ahhh, ahh! Yes! Yes!" Alice cried out, climaxing. "Ohhhh yes!"
"Mmmm," Bob moaned, his cock erupting, filling Alice.
He held her for a moment, before falling back on the bed. "Good girl," He whispered. "Good girl."
Alice slid off him, out of breath, semen oozing from her pussy.
Chapter 12
Lisa greeted Bob the next day when Fat Rob dropped her off. She limped inside, joking about being sore. Alice rolled her eyes, greeting her mother wearing only one of Bob's large t-shirts.
"How was your night?" Lisa asked.
"I think I need to go to Los Angeles," Alice replied.
"Alice?"
"Bob will pay the airfare for my ticket; he'll even handle the shipping of my work computer and everything. I can work from home and try, I repeat TRY, to seduce Lenny."
Alice began gathering her clothes and luggage, her mother looking on. "Bob and I had some discussions last night," Alice removed the t-shirt, revealing her naked body to her mother, while she kept packing. "In short, he convinced me to help you."
Lisa eyed Alice's frame, her eyes drinking in her daughter's long legs and large breasts, "Well, that's great!"
"Yes. I'll figure something out."
"Maybe we can - "
"No, we aren't blindfolding Lenny, drug him, or getting him drunk. It has to be 100% mutual if I'm going to do it," Alice insisted.
"Fair enough," Lisa agreed. "We'll think of something."
Alice finished packing, put on some clothes, and waited for her mother to gather her things. Alice watched Lisa undress, taking in her curves, admiring her mother's body. "You look nice, by the way," Alice said.
"Well thank you, sweetie."
"Maybe you and Lenny should do it instead. You are certainly attractive. Any 18-year-old would love to get a piece of you I'm sure."
"That has crossed my mind," Lisa said, picking out some clothes. "He's got a nice size down there."
"Oh you saw it?"
"Mmhmm, by accident. It happens."
"Well then, I suppose I might actually enjoy this."
"I know I would," Lisa muttered.
*****
Lenny had been home alone for a couple weeks. To an 18-year-old horny teenager, this was a dream come true. The only time he saw any people was when he was at school. Upon arriving home, he stripped naked, masturbating until he fell asleep, resuming in the morning before class.
The number one woman he jacked off to was one whose pictures he downloaded and saved to his computer. He looked at them every day. They were picture galleries for various photo shoots. He even managed to download a behind-the-scenes video of one of the shoots.
Lenny was sad this day, because he knew his mother would be home by the time school let out. He hoped the house was clean enough so the short, sassy, little woman wouldn't scold him. When she did, by sticking her finger up at him, he almost couldn't help but laugh. Lisa would get angrier, demanding he stop laughing at her, sometimes even laughing at herself. The image of a 5'2", busty, brunette scolding a tall, lanky 6'2" teen was admittedly comical - even to her.
Since he was the only one living at home, he and his mother bonded, becoming closer, almost like friends. Lenny wondered if it was because she was dating a younger guy or if it was because she accidently walked in on him getting out of the shower. Lenny never forgot the look of shock mixed with admiration for that split second on his mother's face. Lisa apologized profusely afterward.
That morning when Lenny shot his load one last time before his mother got home, he wondered why he never thought of her. He'd always shake his head when thoughts of her large breasts popped into his head when he was jacking off. He told himself he wasn't like that. No, he had another main girl in his fantasies. For some reason lusting after this particular woman didn't feel as weird.
When Lenny arrived home from school he was surprised by Alice. He didn't know she was visiting. Lisa jumped up from the couch, giving him a huge hug, ushering Alice to join her. Alice gave him an awkward hug, trying to press her breasts again him, but not following through. Lisa told her to take it slow if she wanted it to be mutual.
At dinner they talked about Alice staying for awhile. Taking her mother's suggestion, she flirted with Lenny, asking if she could share his room with him, giving him a kiss on the cheek when she got up for seconds. It didn't seem to have an effect on him.
Later that night, they watched TV, Lenny sitting in between his mother and sister. Alice leaned against him, feeling awkward as she did.
When Lenny got up to go to bed, Alice said she was too, followed by Lisa. Alice jokingly suggested Lenny sleep in his mother's bedroom with her and Lisa. He politely declined.
Alice and Lisa feigned disappointment, "What 18-year-old wouldn't want to share a bed with two women?" Lisa asked. Lenny rolled his eyes and went to bed.
"I'll share a bed with you," Alice told Lisa, hoping Lenny would hear.
Alice headed down the hallway, Lisa right behind her, playfully slapping her ass. They undressed again, changing into pajamas, trading glances at each other's bodies. Lisa curled into Alice's arms, using a breast for a pillow.
"Are you still going on your single's cruise in July?" Lisa asked.
"Yep, might as well. Even if things work out with this challenge."
"Well there's no pressure on you. If you are able to seduce him, then so be it. If not, we've already won a lot of money."
"I know mom, but Bob really opened my eyes to things."
"He is pretty good in bed, isn't he?" Lisa grinned.
"Yes he is," Alice replied, holding her mother close, smiling.
Lisa rose up, kissing Alice goodnight on the cheek, both falling asleep in minutes after a long day of travel.
Chapter 13
It was an absolute failure. Alice felt nothing but foolishness every time she flirted with her brother. She even jokingly suggested he dump his prom date and take her instead. He gave a fake laugh, shaking his head against that idea.
"It's ok, sweetie. Spend time with me instead," Lisa comforted her daughter; snuggling up to Alice on the couch after Lenny went to the prom. Alice held her mother close, feeling disappointment in her attempts to get closer to Lenny fading.
Lisa didn't have it much better. She often wore scantily clad clothing, including yoga shorts and sports bras for exercising. Lenny only gave a glance here and there. Lisa even tried changing in front of him, as if he wasn't there, only to be met by a "geez mom" or a "don't you have a bedroom to change in?"
Lisa thought it was somewhat amusing, but seeing Alice get down on herself made her feel bad. Lenny seemed immune to Alice and Lisa's flirts.
At Lenny's high school graduation, Alice felt even more foolish clinging onto Lenny's arm like she was a love sick girlfriend. Lenny even politely had to withdraw his arm from Alice's grasp. Nothing was working.
That night when Lenny was at a graduation party at a friend's house, saying "no thanks" to Alice's offer to accompany him, Alice found herself once again holding her little mother on the couch. She was like a teddy bear to cuddle with. Alice felt better each moment she held her. Lisa would kiss her cheek when she left the couch for something and kiss it again when she returned.
Mother's Day arrived. Alice spent the day with her mother, after Lenny presented her with a card that morning. They went shopping, Alice buying her mother some jewelry, Lisa buying her daughter some lingerie. "Gosh, you are one sexy woman, Alice," Lisa complimented her daughter when Alice tried on the lingerie for her in the changing room.
"Well, it takes one to know one, mom," Alice smiled, giving her mother a peck on the lips.
That evening after dinner with Lenny, Alice all but giving up on flirting with him, mother and daughter found themselves in Lisa's bathtub. It wasn't as spacious as Bob's, but they both fit in there.
"You know we have $20 million dollars. I cashed the checks after I made copies of them. We don't need to keep going," Lisa suggested, her foot resting on the side of the tub.
Alice grabbed it, massaging it, one final gift for mother's day. "I want one more shot before we throw in the towel."
"It's up to you, but I'm happy, slightly regretful, but overall happy of what's happened so far," her mother said.
"I thought about telling him, honestly, what was going on. But I chickened out," Alice said, lowering her head, releasing her mother's foot.
"Alice, please," Lisa sat up in the tub, leaned over to Alice, bringing her lips to hers, kissing her softly. "It's fine, really it is. We're millionaires already."
"I know, but I could've,"
"Shhh," Lisa kissed Alice's face again. "If you are able to go through with it, fine, if not, that's fine too."
Lisa kissed her a third time, backing away, standing in the tub, "Now, I'm going to bed. I've had a wonderful Mother's day, and I'd love it if you joined me."
Alice watched her mother step out of the tub, dry off and pick out some pajamas. "I'll try once more and that'll be it," Alice thought to herself. Minutes later she was drying off too. She put on some panties and a t-shirt and joined her mother in her bed. Alice hadn't set foot in the guest room in the couple weeks she had been there.
*****
Alice took Lenny to dinner the next night. She, again, flirted, complimented him, hung on to his arm and so on. Nothing seemed to faze him. He was polite as always, but the look on his face was a mixture of confusion and annoyance.
Back home, snuggling with him on the couch, Alice figured she'd introduce wine into the equation. He protested at first. Alice asked her mother if it was fine. Lisa said she was thinking of having a glass too. Alice poured some for herself and Lenny, resuming her position on the couch next to him.
Lenny watched his mother leave the kitchen, making her way back to her bedroom, before he took a sip. Alice watched and nodded, taking her own sip.
One glass, two glasses, another and a fourth, Lenny consumed. He had no experience with alcohol so by the fourth glass he was pretty drunk. Alice listened to him slur about nonsensical things, regretting that she got her little brother drunk in a last desperate effort to seduce him weighing on her mind.
Lenny rested his head on Alice's shoulder. "You, you know Angela?"
"Yes, she's our sister, I know her."
"I think she's great," Lenny slurred. "I mean, if we weren't related, wow."
Alice felt worse. "I think she's so pretty. Does she have a boyfriend?" an intoxicated Lenny asked.
Alice cleared her throat, "Uh no, I don't think so."
"Ok good. Maybe one day I'll see if she wants to be my girlfriend," Lenny added, chuckling at his joke.
"Yeah," Alice sighed.
"I've always had a crush on her, but please don't tell her!" Lenny burped.
Alice said nothing. She was done. There was no point in continuing. "Ok Lenny, I think you should head to bed. Let me help you."
Alice pulled him up with her, his arm around her waist and she walked him to his bed room, "Goodnight Lenny."
Lisa was watching TV in her bedroom. "How'd it go?"
Alice plopped on the bed, saying nothing. "That bad? Listen, it's fine. Don't beat yourself up over it," her mother said.
Alice shook her head and sighed. "I'm sorry."
"No. Don't apologize. I'm the one that should apologize to Jules and Angela. We are done with this and I'll be confessing what I've done to them in the near future. It's over, we can relax now, you can go on your singles cruise and I'll confess what I've done. Whatever happens will happen."
"Ok, mom," Alice rolled over, resting her head on Lisa's lap.
She ran her fingers through her hair for a few minutes, "Maybe you should go check on Lenny, make sure he's ok."
"I will," Alice replied, sitting up, leaving her mother's bedroom.
Lenny's door was cracked open; he was in his room alone, mumbling about something in a drunken stupor.
Alice stopped outside and listened. She couldn't make out what he was saying so she opened the door a little wider and peeped in. Her eyes shot open with shock. She saw her brother furiously stroking his cock to pictures on his computer. They were pictures of Angela.
Alice watched him close out the image and then open a video file. The video was her doing an interview, then showing shots of her posing in bikinis. Alice saw enough, quickly making her way back to her mother's room.
In her mother's arms, a mixture of anger and jealousy overtook her. Lisa kissed her head, holding her tightly, whispering that it was ok, that it didn't matter. Angela had a social life, a sex life, and now the lust of a brother that Alice attempted, but failed, to capture.
The next couple weeks Alice and Lisa were inseparable. They spent time visiting with family members, they did some shopping and site seeing, and every night they would either take a hot, relaxing bath together, or a shower discussing their plans for the next day. Alice would always hold her mother in bed, her warm little body providing comfort.
Alice headed back to Miami in June, signaling the end of their challenge. She awkwardly hugged her brother goodbye, hug and kissed her mom a few times on the lips, and left. She returned to a different, but similar life. Alice and Lisa would still work despite being millionaires. The only difference was a possibly occasional luxury vacation each year with the entire family, provided Jules and Angela could forgive Lisa once she confessed.
Alice waited for July to approach, only talking to Angela sporadically, politely declining her requests to hang out. The fact her brother had a crush on Angela still stung, almost serving as a reminder, as further proof that Angela was more likeable than she.
Chapter 14
Alice's single cruise was a disaster. She had a horrible time. Nothing seemed to work out for her. On the way home from the airport, she cried, the thoughts of millions of dollars not making her feel better. She wanted her mother, she wanted to call Lisa, she wanted to hold and be held by her.
When Alice returned home, she found her. The one woman that could make things feel better. Her mother was in her apartment, waiting for her daughter.
"Mom!" Alice cried, running into her arms. "It was horrible."
"It's ok, I'm here, I'm here," Lisa comforted Alice, on her tip toes, her neck arching back as Alice hugged her.
"I don't think anyone likes me," Alice sighed.
"No that's not true. I like you," Lisa joked. "That's why I came to surprise you."
"When did you get here?"
"Yesterday. I used my spare key and let myself in."
"Why?
"Because I love you and I wanted to visit you," Lisa smiled, taking Alice hand leading her to the bedroom.
They sat on the edge of the bed, Alice wiping her tears, "How's Lenny?"
"He's fine. Everything is fine. He and I are just normal mom and son. Things are getting back to normal," Lisa pulled in Alice for a long embrace.
"Have you told Jules and Angela about everything?"
"Not yet, darling, I will soon though," Lisa held Alice, kissing her head while she continued sniffing.
"I hope I can get back to normal too," Alice said.
Lisa ended the embrace, taking her daughters face, brining it in for a sweet kiss on the lips, "You are normal, you're perfect." Lisa kissed her again.
"Thank you," Alice said
Lisa rested her forehead against Alice's, "Don't worry about that trip or about anything. I'm here now." Lisa kissed Alice once again.
"I'm glad you are," Alice whispered.
"Me too," Lisa smiled, kissing Alice once more, slower this time.
They traded several more soft kisses. "You're so beautiful," Lisa said, in between kisses.
"So are you," Alice replied, kissing Lisa, playfully nibbling her bottom lip.
"I love you," Lisa said breathlessly, kissing Alice again, quickly removing her t-shirt.
"Mom, should we - "
"Shhh, it's fine. Let's just enjoy this," Lisa said, helping Alice remove her shirt as well.
They kissed once more for several seconds, moaning when their tongues touched. "Mom."
"Mm, yes, my darling?" Lisa whispered, in between kisses.
"Make love to me," Alice answered.
"I've wanted to for a long time," Lisa smiled, kissing her again, guiding them both to lay on their sides.
The shorter Lisa rolled on top of Alice, removing her bra, arching her breasts to Alice. Alice took one, squeezing it, kissing the nipple, licking it, then sucking it. Lisa moaned, running her hands through her daughter's long hair.
"Oh Alice," Lisa said. Alice switched to the other breast, giving it equal attention. Afterward, Alice rolled Lisa onto her back, kissing at her neck, breasts, and stomach. Alice slid off the bed, hooking her thumbs in her mother's shorts, pulling them and her underwear off.
Alice stood, removing her own bottoms, then went to her knees before her mother. Lisa was lying on the mattress, legs spread wide, and running her own hands over her body as Alice's mouth devoured her. Alice sucked her clit, lapped at her labia lips, swirled her tongue all around inside her. Alice moaned, loving the taste.
Lisa couldn't hold out for long, within minutes she was convulsing and writhing about in ecstasy. It was the first pussy Alice had ever tasted and in that moment, considering everything that had happened, her horrible and uneventful trip, her failures with Lenny, her dismal social and sex life, it was the best thing she had ever tasted in her life. Alice wanted more.
She collapsed next to her mother, "I'm not done. I want to eat you more."



Lisa nodded, turned around, and lowered her pussy to Alice's face in a 69 position. Alice nearly came when she felt Lisa's tongue enter her.
The next 30 minutes were filled with moans, cries, climaxes and pussy juice covered faces. When their jaws and tongues grew tired, mother and daughter held one another, kissing and licking at each other's faces.
"One more time," Lisa said, guiding Alice's pussy to meet her own. "Do you know what to do?"
"I think I can figure it out. Grind them together?"
"Yes, darling, it'll be wonderful," Lisa said, sitting back, looking into Alice's eyes as the two women began their pussy grinding ritual.
The bed was bouncing with them, the mattresses squeaking. They came several times as their pussies kissed and licked at the other with a small clitoral tongue.
Bob's camera was on, mounted on a drawer, recording the entire event, unbeknownst to Alice.
Chapter 15
Lisa sat on the edge of Bob's desk. Jules, Angela, and Alice sat in chairs facing her, a few feet away. Bob was behind them, leaning in the back left corner of his office, watching. It was a few days after Alice and Lisa made love. They had decided to come clean with everything, Bob, again paying for all travel fees.
"I want to tell you two something, and I'd like you to not interrupt me. You may want to, but please just let me finish," Lisa spoke to Angela and Jules. "I want to tell you why we're all here today."
Lisa held up two pieces of paper. Each had a photo copy of $10 million dollar checks written to her by Bob. Her two daughters looked confused, staring at the amount, looking to each other as if the other had an answer. Their answers would come.
Lisa did her best to keep from crying, her words were shaky, but she continued. "Jules. I know what you are doing in your spare time. I know where you work. I know what goes on at your work."
Jules' eyes darted to her right, to her sister Angela.
"I bought you for an hour," Lisa said, wiping her eyes. "I made sure you were blindfolded so you wouldn't see that it was me."
Lisa paused, taking a deep breath, "We had sex and that's how I earned this first check."
Jules' head hung low as she nodded, taking Lisa by surprise. She figured her daughter would be furious. She continued on to Angela.
"Angela," Lisa's eyes filled with tears. "That Rodney guy had pills on him. He had a container of them in his pocket. He admitted they were to sedate girls. I have no idea if or when he's used them before or if he just carries them around in case he feels the need to use them. In the bathroom of that club, I told him to put something in Alice's drink. He obliged. I told Alice to switch her drink with you."
Lisa wiped her eyes again, "Then I took you home and," she shook her head, struggling to get the words out. "I'm so sorry. I took you to Alice's and we had sex. You were barely awake. Please, please forgive me," Lisa bawled, struggling to wipe away tears before more fell from her eyes.
"I earned this second check from that. Bob challenged me to have sex with my children. I accepted the challenge. He paid me 10 million per child."
Bob cleared his throat, making his way to Lisa, pulling out a check from his wallet, "Here's 10 more for Alice."
Alice's eyes widened, "Mom?"
"I'm sorry. Please, don't hate me. You and I, it was just happening so fast. I figured I'd turn on the camera and record it. I never planned on you and I doing it. But once we started, the greed took over. Please believe me, I enjoyed it so much, I loved every second of it because I love you. Please don't hate me," Lisa cried.
Alice shook her head, "I, I don't mom. It's fine." Alice glanced at Bob, he offering an encouraging smile.
"I just thought about the money and about what we could do with it," Lisa said through more tears.
Jules cleared her throat, "Fat Rob told me it was you. The next day he said you came by to buy some time with me and wanted me blindfolded for it. I didn't recognize your smell. I didn't recognize your touch either. You never touched me like that before. You never kissed me like that before."
Jules extended her hand and patted her mom's knee, "Mom, it was amazing. I felt sick after Fat Rob told me. But then I thought about it. It was so beautiful. I've never been blindfolded during sex before. Not only was it amazing, but so was your touch, your kisses, your licks, everything."
Jules closed her eyes, thinking fondly, "Mom, please don't feel bad. I don't any more once I thought about how wonderful it was."
Angela cleared her throat to speak next, "I knew it was you mom. I was out of it. I wasn't coherent. But I could see. My vision was very blurry. But the light from the lamp made you appear angelic. Like Jules said, the way you touched, it was," Angela paused.
"I didn't want it to end. The only time I was angry was when I saw your blurry figure move away. I was angry because I wanted you to hold me all night. I wanted you to stay with me," Angela patted Lisa's knee too. "I felt odd the next couple days, thinking maybe it was a dream, but if it was it was the best one I ever had."
"There was more to my challenge, remember?" Bob asked Lisa.
Lisa wiped her eyes again, "Yes. I would be paid extra money if I got one of my children to seduce at least one of their siblings."
"How much?" Jules asked.
"Everything would be doubled. If one of you seduced your sibling, we'd get $20 million for it instead of ten. Plus I'd get paid retroactively for any of you I already slept with."
"A grand total of $80 million could be earned," Bob added.
Alice spoke up, "I was going to help. I was going to be the one to seduce Lenny. But I couldn't do it. I didn't want to drug him or deceive him; I wanted it to be mutual, consensual. But I couldn't do it. No matter how much I tried."
Alice turned to her left, "Angela. He admitted to me he's always had a crush on you. I found pictures of your photo shoots on his computer. He's head over heels for you. I couldn't go through with it."
Alice started tearing up next, "I was hurt, but didn't understand why. Then I realized I was jealous. Not because my little brother had a crush on you, but it was one more thing on top of everything else."
"What do you mean?" Angela asked.
"You're always having fun. You have a great social life. You have a great dating life. And, well, a great sex life. I have none of that. I don't like some of the people you hang with, but I don't have anyone to hang out with at all!"
"Alice, it's ok," Angela, reaching over, holding her crying sister.
"Now I've failed you mom," Alice looked to Lisa.
"No, you haven't, you haven't at all. If anything, out of you and me, you are the one with the morals. I was the one that jumped right into this challenge without thinking," Lisa said, holding Alice's hand.
"I still want to help, I still want to help you, I mean, us earn as much of the $80 million as we can."
"Oh sweetie. Alice are you sure you want to try again with Lenny?"
"No, I don't want to, but Angela could," Alice turned her gaze back to her sister. "Think about it. Please? He has all your photo shoots downloaded from the internet, even some video from the Elite Magazine website. I caught the poor kid jacking off to them!" Alice smiled weakly.
Bob spoke up once more, "I know of a wonderful resort in the Bahamas a brother and sister could go to for a nice vacation. I'll be glad to send you and your brother there, Angela."
Angela looked to her smiling mother and siblings, "$80 million dollars if I have sex with him?" They all nodded their answer.
Angela paused, taking a deep breath, "I'll do it."
Chapter 16
Bob let the four women stay in his home that evening. They each had their own bedroom and bathroom. Lisa couldn't sleep; none of her daughters could either. She got up, adjusted her bath robe and walked toward Bob's bedroom.
Lisa's eyes shot open when she entered Bob's master bedroom. He was sitting on the edge of his bed. Jules was naked, on her knees in front of Bob, her head bobbing and weaving to and fro on his cock.
"Lisa!" Bob gasped when he saw her.
"Oh hey mom. I was horny, so, you know," Jules giggled.
"Yes, you came to visit Bob," Lisa observed.
Jules stood, making her way to her mother, grabbing her, bringing her face up to her own, kissing her. Lisa tasted Bob's cock on Jules' slithering tongue.
Jules broke the kiss. Lisa moaned, taking a step back, removing her robe to reveal her naked body. Mother and daughter held hands as they made their way to Bob.
Alice couldn't sleep either. She was wandering around the first floor after a long bath, admiring the various works of art that lined the hallways. In the distance she saw someone standing at a balcony that over looked the swimming pool. As Alice got closer to the figure, she could see it was Angela, wearing a similar bathrobe as Alice.
"Hi," Alice said, standing next to her sister.
"Hey."
"Couldn't sleep either?"
"No," Angela chuckled.
"Yeah, you have a lot on your mind I'm guessing."
"I do," Angela said. "I'm trying to think how to go about this."
"Mom told me to flirt with him, but I was so awkward. When Lenny admitted he always had a crush on you I figured I wasn't the one to help with this challenge. You'd be better for it than me."
"I'm sorry Alice."
"For what?"
"Everything. I tried to help you. I tried to push you to hang out with me and my friends. I should've backed off; I know they aren't your cup of tea. I shouldn't have assumed we're the same."
"No, I'm sorry too. I should've been nice about it. I just look at you and I see someone so gorgeous and happy. It was wrong of me to look down at you. If you are happy and not hurting anyone, who am I to judge? The whole incest challenge thing has opened my eyes a little I guess."
"Yeah we've made love to our mother," Angela chuckled.
"Mmhmm. Have you ever been with a woman before her?" Alice asked.
"No, you?"
"Nope. I'm not a lesbian, but it was - "
"Amazing," Angela finished Alice's sentence.
"It was. She's the only woman I'd ever do something like that with again."
"The only one?" Angela turned to Alice.
"Well, maybe not the only one," Alice replied shyly.
"Alice you are so perfect. You're tall, you have a beautiful face, a great figure. You really are one of the most beautiful women I've ever seen," Angela hugged Alice, holding her tightly.
"You are too, Angela. I should've given you more compliments. You have a great figure too. Nice breasts, and um, well, this," Alice said, reaching behind her sister, patting Angela's butt.
Angela ended the embrace, looking in Alice's eyes. "Lenny will no doubt enjoy playing with this," Alice said, still patting Angela's butt.
"You think?" Angela pulled up her robe, revealing her bare ass. Alice squeezed and massaged it, nodding her head. Alice gave Angela a sly grin, nodding her head.
Alice released Angela's ass, brought her hands to her face, kissing her tenderly. The two sisters took a step back, disrobed, held hands and made their way to the pool below.
In Bob's room, Lisa and her youngest daughter were busy servicing his cock. Leaning back on his bed, watching the mother and her child go to work, thinking how beautiful a sight it was.
Jules' and Lisa's eyes were locked on one another as their tongues went up and down Bob's shaft. It wasn't long before he was ready to explode. Bob stood, guiding the women to their knees in front of him, jacked his cock several times, grabbed Lisa's head, forcing her mouth over it and filled it with semen.
Lisa moaned at the taste, grabbing Jules' head, and bringing her mouth to her own. Jules opened wide, accepting Bob's cum from her mother's mouth, moaning at the combined taste of it and Lisa's saliva. Jules sloshed it around her mouth a moment and did the same to her mother. Lisa swished the semen around, and then pulled Jules in for a kiss, their cum-covered tongues dancing with each other.
"No blindfolds this time," Jules said, pushing her shorter mother to the carpeted floor, kissing her neck, breasts, stomach, and finally driving her tongue into Lisa's pussy.
Lisa gripped Jules' short hair, holding her head in place, while Jules' tongue swirled around inside her. Bob spent from earlier, watched nearby, soaking in the sight before him, while Lisa's pussy was simply soaking.
Jules' hands roamed over Lisa's body as she worked, licking, and sucking at her clit, occasionally dipping her tongue back into Lisa's depths to recoat it in vaginal fluids.
Out at the swimming pool that very moment, Alice was licking something else. Angela was on all fours in the shallow end while her sister was behind her, licking away at her anus. Their intense make-out session upon entry into the pool ended when Alice turned Angela around, guided her to her hands and knees, spread her cheeks apart and dove in, showing her admiration of her sister's ass much like Lenny only dreamed of.
When Angela could take it no more, she rose up and tackled Alice into the water, kissing her passionately. Alice sat up; returning the kisses, pushing Angela off her, their legs becoming entwined.
Slowly they guided their pussies to meet, their eyes not looking away from each other. Grabbing each other's face one last time, giving each other a powerful kiss, they began. Clit against clit, grinding and bouncing, water splashing out of the pool, the two sisters made love. Moaning and crying with ecstasy, they cut any hard feelings they had had away with their pussy grinding scissoring.
In Bob's room, after Lisa climaxed from Jules' tongue assault, mother and daughter found themselves in a similar position. Arching their backs, the two women climaxed at the same time. They collapsed on their backs, their legs still tangled together. Jules ran her hand up and down her mother's thigh, Lisa doing the same.
After Alice and Angela had their mutual orgasm in the pool, they untangled their weak legs, crawling to the edge of the pool, kissing each other tenderly. After they regained their strength, they went inside, arms around each other. Alice guided Angela down to her bed, telling her to wait a moment.
She went searching for her mother. Alice found Lisa and Jules curled up in bed with Bob. Pulling Lisa out of the bed, a moment later, Alice presented Lisa to Angela. Lisa climbed in bed, still naked, and held her daughter, kissing her head, squeezing her breasts, sliding her hand down Angela's stomach.
"This time, after you cum for me, I will be here all night, to hold you, kiss you, and make love to you," Lisa told Angela.
"Thank you," Angela whispered, eyes watering. They kissed, Lisa's fingers finding Angela's engorged clit.
Lisa broke the kiss, staring into Angela's eyes as she masturbated her. Alice stood at the door watching the beautiful act transpire before her.
"I love you!" Angela cried out as the orgasm approached.
"Oh, my sweet Angela, I love you so much. Cum for me my girl. Let mommy feel you cum," Lisa said, her fingers curling deep inside Angela. "Look in my eyes, don't look away."
"Ahhh!!" Angela climaxed, looking into her mother's loving face.
"That's it, that's it baby. The first of many tonight," Lisa said. She held her shaking daughter in her arms as the orgasm washed over her.
Alice smiled, seeing all was well, and took her leave. She found Bob and Jules asleep in a loving embrace.
Alice tugged at Jules' arm. She stirred, looking over to a sleeping Bob, and stood. Taking Alice's hand, Jules followed her to another bedroom. Kissing when they entered, tasting each other mixed with the pussy juices of their mother, the two sisters made their way to the bed for their own night long love-making session.
Chapter 17
The next morning, Alice and Angela slept on their flight home to Miami, leaving Jules and Lisa with Bob. The mother-daughter team constantly serviced Bob, ensuring his balls were never filled with cum, while staying up most of the night making love to one another.
Jules quit working for Fat Rob, Lisa turned in her notice to Bob. They all talked about what to do with $30 million dollars, Bob teasingly reminding Lisa of a special bonus he had for her, should her family meet this challenge 100 percent.
Alice and Angela spent the next couple days in Miami in bed. After one particular pussy grinding session, Alice kissed her sister, wiping sweat from her face. "Are you sure you don't want to go out with your friends?"
"Not anymore," Angela replied. "I'd rather spend my time making love to you."
"You don't want to visit Rodney?" Alice asked.
"Nope."
"Well," Alice smiled, unwrapping her legs from Angela's, moving to her top drawer. "How about this? Its name is Rodney too."
Alice's mouth dropped, looking at the large dildo, "You named it after Rodney?"
"Yes. Not because I want him, but because this is the only Rodney that will ever get inside me. A sex toy."
Angela crawled off the bed, taking the dildo, sucking and licking the tip, "Well then, this is the only Rodney that will ever get inside me again. Fuck me with it," She grinned at Alice.
"As you wish," Alice grinned back, taking the dildo, kissing her sister, and guiding her back to bed.
Bob arranged everything, like always. He bought plane tickets for Angela and Lenny. Lisa called and instructed Lenny on when to go to the LAX airport. He was confused at first, Lisa essentially telling him to do it without question. Lenny shrugged at his computer, closing pictures of Angela in a bikini, closing the behind the scenes video of a photo shoot, opened up his email and printed off the flight itinerary.
Lisa wired several thousand dollars to his bank account and reminded him to save all receipts - should they spend any money. She did not tell him it would be him and Angela alone on this surprise and sudden vacation.
*****
"Hi Lenny!" Angela ran to him in the airport in Miami. She threw her arm around him, taking him by surprise, causing him to blush. He always did when she hugged him.
"Are you looking forward to this?" Angela beamed.
"Yeah, it'll be cool."
"I'll say! It'll be just you and me," Angela told him.
"Uh, what? Just us?" Lenny asked.
"That's right!" Angela took his arm, leading him to baggage check in.
"No way," Lenny thought, attempting to conceal a grin.
Angela led him to check his luggage. When he was done they got their boarding passes and made their way to the long security line. "Did you already check your luggage?" Lenny asked Angela, whose arm was still wrapped around his.
"Nope, I have everything I need in my carry-on bag," Angela replied. All she packed was some makeup, various toiletries, two small dresses, two bikinis, and nothing else - no underwear or other clothing. Angela assumed they would be naked most of the time anyway, earning every cent of Bob's challenge.
She talked on and on and on, the entire plane ride. She asked Lenny about college, his goals and plans, assuring him it were ok if he didn't know yet. Angela flirted too, complimenting him on how cute he was, tousling his hair, asking about his love life. She was legitimately saddened to learn he didn't have a girlfriend, genuinely telling him that she thought for sure he would, again complimenting his appearance, his smile, his height. He reminded her of a male version of Alice.
Once they arrived, they grabbed Lenny's luggage and got a cab; the driver made small talk with the Americans. When he asked if they were married, Angela said they were not yet married, causing Lenny to blush. Angela jabbed his side, resting her hand on his thigh.
Since Angela wasn't wearing a bra, the cool air-conditioned taxi made her nipples hard. She saw the cab driver glance back at her through the rear view mirror. Knowing why she was there with Lenny, coupled with the sneaky driver and the fact she wasn't wearing a bra or underwear, made her even hornier than she already was.



At a stop light, Lenny was looking off to his left at the surroundings. Angela's eyes were locked on the driver's. She smiled, pulling down her tank top, revealing an erect nipple to him. He smiled and nodded back, the light turning green, and drove closer to the resort.
"Free ride, no charge," the taxi driver said, arriving at the resort. Lenny was behind the vehicle getting their bags.
"Thank you, sir," Angela smiled, bending down, offering the driver a better view of her tits.
"That boyfriend of yours going to have a good vacation isn't he?" The driver asked.
Angela grinned, reaching down to grab and squeeze the driver's erection. "He sure will. Lots of sex. But he's not my boyfriend, he's my brother."
The driver's mouth dropped, watching Angela and Lenny walk away, holding hands.
"We're going to have so much fun. I can't wait to get in a hot tub or lay on the beach. Mom's boss was so kind to send us on vacation here. It's a shame she's too busy to join us!" Angela said, holding Lenny's hand as they walked to their room. He had no idea what was going on with his sister, she was always nice to him, but never this nice. He didn't care, soaking up the attention as best he could.
*****
The resort was an immaculate, newly renovated, vacation spot. It had its own staff and the rooms were basically villas - each having their own back courtyard with a bubbling hot tub.
"Oh wow, this is amazing, Lenny!" Angela placed her bag on the bed, and checked out the bathroom. The shower was huge. Her first thought was that it could easily fit her and her brother in there.
"Look out here! Oh my..." Angela looked into the small courtyard, noticing the hot tub. Lenny stood next to her. Angela moved in front of him, grabbing his arms, wrapping them around her, placing his hands on her tummy. She arched her back slightly, jutting her butt into Lenny's crotch.
"I am so glad to be here. I'm glad to be able to spend some time with my little brother," Angela said. She flexed her glute muscles a few times against, what she thought was, an erection, smiled and made her way back into the bedroom.
Angela went back to her bag, leaving Lenny behind to blush. "I'm changing into my bikini and then we'll hit the beach."
A few moments later, Angela emerged from the bathroom wearing a black, tiny, thong bikini. It was one she wore on an Elite Magazine photo shoot. Lenny instantly blushed, recognizing the bikini in several of the pictures of his sister that he jacked off to.
"Well do you like it?" She asked her brother, laughing as his mouth dropped open. She approached him, grabbing his hands and placing them on her waist.
"Do you think it's sexy?" Angela asked. He nodded, glancing down at her cleavage.
"Do you think I'm sexy?"
"I do," Lenny answered, looking away, embarrassed.
"Good," Angela caressed his face, bringing his gaze to meet hers. Lenny stood, looking into her eyes, paralyzed.
"Let's have a relaxing day. We better, because we have a busy night ahead of us," Angela kissed his cheek and walked away, her hourglass figure and nearly bare ass hypnotizing Lenny. His heart was thumping, his mind racing, thinking maybe his wildest fantasy would come true.
Chapter 18
Angela had it all planned out. There would be no ongoing games of seduction. She would spend the day with Lenny, sunning by the pool, maybe playing in the water some, they would go to dinner, go back to the room and have sex.
She didn't ask him about sex, she didn't ask her brother about what experience he did have, she didn't care. When dinner was over, Angela quickly led him by the hand back to their room, ignoring his questions about why she was walking so fast. She had $20 million to earn that night - and even more on top what her mother earned.
Lenny's gasped when Angela slammed him up against the door to their room after closing it. She stepped away from, easily pulling her light sundress over her head, revealing her naked body.
"Uh, um, Angela?" Lenny asked, unable to believe what he was seeing.
"Shh," She pressed against him, bringing his face to hers for a passionate kiss.
"Wh-what are you doing? What's going on?" He asked.
"I said be quiet. No talking. Just sex," Angela kissed him again.
"But, but why? What would mom - "
"Lenny I said no talking," Angela stepped away from him, walking to the bed, turning around, offering herself to him.
Lenny looked on in disbelief, watching his sister sway her hips from side to side, mesmerizing him with her ass. He approached her, not taking his eyes off it. "Do you want it or not?" Angela asked, sliding her ass across his crotch.
"Oh I want it. I want it more than anything," Lenny said, watching his sister slide her ass cheeks up and down his erection.
"Then take it. It's yours," Angela said, looking over her shoulder.
Lenny gulped, paused, and stripped naked as fast as he could, kicking his pants to the side, tossing his shirt.
"I want this so bad," He said, a hand on her hip, the other guiding his cock into her oozing pussy.
Angela moaned when he entered, "Take it Lenny!"
"Ah! Ah! You feel so good," Lenny moaned with each thrust from behind.
"Yes! Fuck me Lenny!"
"Oh Angela! Yes!"
"Keep going brother, don't stop until you cum in me," Angela gripped the sheets of the bed in front of her.
"I'm not!" Lenny slammed into her, her ass rippling from each impact. "Oh yes, this is unreal!"
"No it's very real! Alice told me she caught you jacking that cock of yours off to my photos."
"She what? She did?" Lenny stopped.
"Don't stop! Keep going!" Angela ordered, Lenny complying. "I'll explain everything. Cum in me first!"
"Angela, ahhh," He moaned. "Almost there!"
Angela's eyes rolled in the back of her head, thinking about the money, thinking about how surprisingly good Lenny felt. The thought of her family's new life together sent her over the edge; she was cumming hard, while Lenny kept slamming into her from behind.
"Ahh yes! Yes!" Lenny's orgasm coursed through him, his cock erupting inside Angela. She moaned again, her own climax subsiding. Lenny kept going and going until his cock felt as though it would fall off.
Angela collapsed on the bed, taking him, cock still in her, with her. She rolled over, wrapping her legs around her brother. "I have something wonderful to talk to you about. But first we need to rest. After a break, I have a camera I want to film us with."
"Film us? Why?" Lenny said, catching his breath. Angela kissed him hard, "Yes, filming you and I doing this. Rest up; we have a long night ahead of us."
*****
The next morning, Bob sat at his desk, while Lisa and Jules serviced his cock. He was watching footage of Angela and Lenny the software downloaded from the video stream. They were in a variety of positions. Each time after they cummed, Angela would stop the video, resuming after a break. She was on top, he was sucking her tits, or she was on her back, Lenny pummeling her as hard as he could. She set up the camera in the bathroom to film them in the shower making sweet and sensual love, Bob chuckling as the camera lens got gradually steamier from the hot water.
When the last video stream file played, Lisa stopped sucking Bob's cock, gave him a mischievous smile, stood and made her way to the bedroom to pack.
"It's just you and me now Bob," Jules said. "Can I be your sex slave until she gets back?"
"I think that's a wonderful idea. Mind if I tie you up?
"I'd love it," Jules said, taking the man that changed her life by the hand, leading him to his bedroom.
Chapter 19
That evening Lenny was in the shower. Angela had just stepped out and began getting ready for a dinner date, celebrating their completion of the challenge. She slid on another dress she had brought and was doing her makeup when there was a knock at the door.
When she answered she saw an employee of the resort. "Hello ma'am there's been a noise complaint against this room. We both know the cause."
"Oh, uh, yeah, we'll keep it down," Angela looked away.
When her gaze returned to the employee she saw a small arm reach around him. The little dainty hand found the employee's belt. The other mystery hand joined in and assisted the other with unbuckling the belt, unbuttoning the pants, and unzipping them. The two small hands fished out the employee's cock, slowly stroking it. The employee closed his eyes, moaning, while Angela thought those little hands looked familiar.
Lisa peeped around the taller employee smiling at Angela. "I thought that was you!" her daughter laughed.
"Mmhmm. Mommy is making a surprise visit. But not to you, to my son. Do you think you and this nice employee, who just got off duty, can spend a little time together?" Lisa asked.
"Well," Angela looked back toward the bathroom where Lenny was still showering. "How long do you need with him?"
"All night," her mother answered.
"I have a key for an unoccupied room in the villa next door, ma'am," The lucky employee said.
Lisa said nothing, moving to the front of the employee, still stroking his cock.
"Let's go then," Angela winked at her mother. "You filming it? You and Lenny?"
"No. This is mommy's special time with him. Not filming it, not for money - just love," Lisa said, stepping into the room.
"Well, then, I'll see you tomorrow mom," Angela walked past Lisa, taking the employee's arm, his cock still dangling out.
"We'll be next door, ma'am," He said, closing Lisa in.
She looked around the room, thanking Bob for sending her here on short notice. Lisa sighed a sigh of happiness. She undressed and waiting for her son to exit the shower.
*****
"Mom! What are you doing?" Lenny said, shocked to see his nude mother in the bedroom.
"I'm making a surprise visit."
"I, uh, I can see that," He looked away.
"I'm sure Angela told you everything, yes?"
"Yep," He quickly replied.
"Hey, don't be nervous, look at me," Lisa said.
Lenny glanced at her naked body.
She approached him slowly, but quickly removed the towel from around his waist.
"Hey! What are you doing?" Lenny asked, backing away from her.
"You and mommy are going to have some fun."
"Mom, I don't know, I mean, I uh,"
"You did it with Angela so you can do it with me," Lisa said.
"Yeah, but - " Lenny said.
"I'm your mother, Lenny. Do as I say and give me that fucking cock."
Lenny paused, his eyes trailing down his mother's hourglass frame, taking in her body that she's spent so much time perfecting with diet and exercise. He took a deep breath, nodded, picked her up and took his mother to bed.
"That's it," Lisa said, landing gently on her back, opening her legs for Lenny. "Angela is hanging out with a new friend tonight. So I'll be taking care of this," Lisa said reaching for Lenny's erection, slowly stroking it.
"Are you ready? Are you ready for me to guide that lovely cock of yours all the way in me?" Lisa asked.
Lenny gulped and nodded. Lisa clamped her legs around his waist harder, trapping him in. She guided his cock inside her, Lenny moaning as it descended into her vaginal depths.
"That's it baby, mmm, mommy loves this. We're going to go through some changes in the near future. After this Bahamas trip, we'll head to Atlanta for a wonderful gift," Lisa said, slowly rolling her hips upward.
"B-Bob's?" Lenny asked.
"Yes. Now kiss me."
Lenny did as he was told, kissing Lisa hard on the mouth. She kept rolling her hips, grinding against him as they kissed. Eventually Lenny thrust downward into her, meeting her own pelvic thrusts. "Yes, Lenny, keep going. You are going to be the luckiest guy in the world."
"Ahh, how, how so?" Lenny asked, thrusting faster and faster.
Lisa pushed him off her, rolling on top of him, straddling him, "You'll find out in due time," Lisa said kissing him again. "Suck my tits baby."
Lenny did as he was told; they were large, but not quite as large as Angela's. They weren't as perky either, but he didn't care. Sucking away at her beautiful orbs, enjoying her moans of pleasure, any weirdness slipping further and further away.
"Lenny! Yes!" Lisa said moments later, grinding herself against him, her nipples sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body as Lenny sucked them.
"Mommy loves you!" she cried out; the first of countless orgasms for years to come spreading through her body. All regret fading away, only love and euphoria remained.
Lenny guided her to her back, mounting her on top once more. "Your turn my love," his mother said.
Lenny then began slamming into her, banging the bed against the wall, "Ahh, I love you mom!"
"I love you too! We all do!"
He looked in her brown eyes, thinking of the challenge his mother accepted, thanking her silently for doing so.
"Cum for me!" Lisa cried; another orgasm building.
"Yes!" Lenny grit his teeth and worked faster. "Ahhh, mom!"
"Yes! Yes! Keep going! Don't stop!" Lisa was climaxing again.
"Ughhnn, so good! Yes!" Lenny impaled her one last time, holding still while his cock injected semen deep into her quivering pussy.
He collapsed on top of his mother. She smiled, holding him close. Lenny had no idea what to expect in the next few days of their vacation. But when Angela returned the next morning, she stripped, joining her naked mother and brother in bed, signaling the start of their marathon three-ways.
Chapter 20
It was the last weekend of July. Bob had written more checks to Lisa; $20 million for Angela sleeping with Lenny, $30 million to double what Lisa had already done, plus an additional $20 million, bringing their grand total to $100 million.
"What's this for?" Lisa asked Bob.
"My security cameras caught a very beautiful display of sisterly love in my pool area," Bob said, winking to Alice and Angela.
The sisters looked at one another smiling; having no idea their impromptu session was filmed. Lisa's family laughed with Bob, richer than they ever imagined they would be.
"There's more. A bonus," Bob said. He pulled out a folder from his desk which contained photos of completed houses. "One of these houses is yours. Just pick which one you want. All of you will move into this neighborhood, this haven, and live together under one, gigantic roof. Hopefully, in time, the entire neighborhood will be filled with families just like yours."
Lisa couldn't believe it. She looked to Alice, tears welling up in her eyes. She looked to her other children, they all nodded in agreement. She was speechless, hugging Bob tightly, whispering in his ear, "Thank you. Find me before we leave. It'll be you and me, one last time."
Bob kissed her lips and smiled.
Dinner that night was enjoyable. Lisa's family sat at the large table, drinking, laughing, and enjoying everyone's company.
As dinner drew to a close, Angela and her mother were flirting, laughing, and eventually sneaking off together. Jules' hand was down Lenny's pants, jacking him off under the table. When they finished their meal, she kissed him several times, urging him to come to her bed.
Alice was alone with Bob. She couldn't help but feel dejected, wondering if her relatives were either drinking too much or simply forgot she was there.
"Alice," Bob whispered, standing behind her. "Come to bed with me."
Alice couldn't say no the man who had given her family $100 million dollars and a new home. She followed him to his bedroom, kissing, undressing, cumming over and over.
Bob held her against his body, letting her orgasm subside. "Thank you Bob. For everything," Alice whispered.
They kissed once more, Bob sitting up, holding Alice, resuming his upward thrusts into her.
*****
A few hours later, Lenny was awake in bed. Jules was sound asleep, her naked body lying against his.
Climbing out of bed, he put on some boxer shorts, and went for a walk. Lenny walked around on the first floor admiring the various works of art that lined the hallways. In the distance he saw someone standing at the balcony that over looked the swimming pool. As Lenny got closer to the figure, he could see it was Alice, wearing a bath robe, enjoying the summer night air.
"Hey," Lenny said, slightly startling Alice.
She turned around, "Oh, hi, Lenny."
"Can't sleep either?" Lenny asked.
"Not really. A lot of amazing things have happened lately," Alice admitted.
"Yeah I know. It's pretty crazy," Lenny said, standing next to his sister, looking out onto the pool with her.
"Hey, um, Angela and mom told me everything. They told me you were going to try to uh, seduce me first."
"Oh, heh, yeah, I had trouble doing it," Alice shrugged.
Lenny cleared his throat, "Well, I didn't realize it at the time. I guess now I'm able to put the pieces together."
Alice said nothing, nodding her head. "If I had known back then," Lenny said.
"Then what?" Alice asked, turning to face him.
"Well, it's just they said you had trouble flirting and everything. I guess if I had known why you were doing it, maybe I could've, you know, gone through with it better."
"Well Lenny, you told me you had a huge crush on Angela."
"I know. But you, you are gorgeous too," Lenny said, taking a step closer to Alice, caressing her face. "The only real reason I had a crush on Angela, was because we hung out more, she seemed interested in being friendly and getting to know me over the years."
Alice lowered her eyes, "I'm sorry."
He tipped her chin with his finger, "Alice." He smiled warmly at her, "I've always thought you were beautiful."
"Lenny, it's ok, I - " Alice was interrupted with a soft kiss on the lips.
Lenny caressed her face again, without saying another word, his hands lowered to her robe, slowly pulling it part. Alice brought her hands to his, stopping their movement. Looking into his eyes, she completed the task of removing her robe, letting it fall to the floor, standing naked before her brother.
Lenny pulled his boxers off, grabbed her hand, "Let's go for a swim."
"I'd love that," Alice followed him into the pool. The played, they splashed, they kissed, and then made their way to the shallow end. Alice rode his cock hard, splashing water out of the pool, just like with Angela. After she came, he stood, taking her with him, holding her hand. He dried her off with her robe, took her inside, found an empty bedroom, and took her to bed.
They made sweet, slow, love for hours. Lenny licked and kissed every inch of her body. When he was ready to cum, he took his time, bringing her another orgasm, telling her he loved her, how beautiful she was, before blasting her insides with semen.
At breakfast the next morning, Bob joked that he wasn't paying them anymore money for their little show in the pool; he had already given the family enough.
Chapter 21
"Hi Devin," Lisa said on the phone before lunch. "You busy tonight?"
"Oh hey. No, want me to spy on someone again?" Devin giggled.
"No, actually I want you to have sex with my son all night. Can he come over?"
"Uh, what?"
"It's hard to explain, but we're at Bob's house and I need my son to have something to do tonight. We've gotten closer since he graduated high school," Lisa leaned down, kissing Lenny's cock a few times.
"Would you believe the poor boy is a virgin?" Lisa asked Devin.
"Ah, I see. You want me to show him a few things?" Devin asked.
Lisa's tongue licked Lenny's testicles, him watching with a goofy smile on his face, "If you wouldn't mind. I'll pay you."
"No need to pay me. I'll enjoy teaching him a thing or two."
"Good. Now then, he'll show up later tonight after dinner. Pretend you're a babysitter or a sexy mom or something like that. He'll like it. Trust me."
Devin agreed. Lisa had sex with Lenny for the rest of the afternoon, explaining to him that if his mother or sisters couldn't drain his balls, a substitute would be found. She gave him directions to Devin's. Lisa and her daughters got to work properly thanking Bob all night for $100 million dollars.



It was a long night in Bob's bedroom, filled with sex and debauchery.
*****
The next night Lisa put her long, dark brown hair in a ponytail, grabbed and lit a cigar, and slowly slid herself into a nice, hot bath. Smiling as the hot water enveloped her small, 5'2" body, she sucked on the cigar, savoring the taste.
"My doctor would tell me not to smoke these," Bob said, sitting at the opposite end of the tub with his own cigar.
"I know. You've told me," one of Bob's favorite former employees reminded him. Lisa glanced out into Bob's master bedroom, watching her four children roll around in a sweaty pile of orgasmic bliss on his king sized bed.
Lisa rose up, sitting the cigar to the side, lowering herself on Bob's erect cock. He took one of her breasts to his mouth, sucking it tenderly.
"You going to come visit us?" Lisa asked.
Bob gave Lisa a hard thrust, "Maybe. One of my daughters has moved in with her son. I may visit them."
"You have a daughter?" Lisa asked.
"I have several actually," Bob answered with another thrust causing Lisa to moan.
"Have you slept with them?"
"Three of them, yes. I share a mother with two of them. On the third, I impregnated my Aunt," Bob explained thrusting again into Lisa.
"Mmmm, naughty Bob. I suppose we'll use Lenny, should any of us want to get pregnant."
Bob grabbed her waist, picking up his pace, her tits bouncing with her. "Yes. More families will join you there. You'll all live in harmony, taking care of each other in every way."
"Ahh, Bob!"
"Cum for me Lisa, one last time!"
"Yes! Yes!" She cried out.
Bob grunted, his cock erupting in Lisa, her body flailing in the tub. After their orgasms ended, she kissed him hard, "I'm going to go join my children now."
"Please do," Bob whispered.
Lisa climbed out of the tub, dripping wet, made her way to Bob's bed. The moaning, sweating, slithering bodies of her children, parted, letting her crawl into their fold. She was met with kisses, licks, sucks, and a nice hard cock.
*****
Lisa stepped out of the moving truck. She was flanked by her four children; all had their arms around each other, standing in a line, towering above their mother in the middle. Lisa looked around as they walked toward their new home in Charleston, South Caroline. Other families were moving in, just like Bob said.
After their first meal in their new home together, Angela and Jules went to an adult store to buy sex toys, joking that only one person in the house had a penis, and they needed some toys to offset the imbalance.
When they returned home, they dumped a box of strap-ons, dildos, vibrators, and a prostrate stimulator to scare Lenny with onto the floor, and then turned to the bed. The sisters smiled, seeing Alice resting in Lenny's arm, making out with him tenderly, while their mother was on his other side, laying her head on his chest.
Angela and Jules stripped naked, climbing in bed, next to their mother. Lisa stirred, rolling to her back, smiling warmly, surrounded by her family in their new home.
The End.
************
If you'd like to know how Alice's single cruise went, feel free to read: "The Long Absence: Ted's Story." She has a minor role there. Perhaps all of this challenge business was on her mind. Maybe seeing certain things transpire on that trip made her more unlined to have sex with Lisa.
************



        Former Playmates Pt. 05: Stephanie and Son

        Stuck with mom in a wintery cabin.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/former-playmates-pt-05-stephanie-and-son

Title: Former Playmates Pt. 05: Stephanie and Son

Author: tw_holt

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Stuck with mom in a wintery cabin.

Tags: blow job, teasing, oral sex, mother/son, mother son incest, incest romance, mother son, big tits, playboy, playboy playmate

Series: Former Playmates Pt


Author's note: A series involving fictional former Playboy Playmates. All are sisters. Each have two stories – first is interracial, second is incest.
This is Stephanie's second story and it takes place a little over a year after her first story. This story also takes place about four months after part 3 of the series. You don't have to read either of those, but to sum it up, Stephanie witnesses an incestuous act with her older sister Diane in part 3. This serves as a catalyst for her own incest story, opening up latent naughty desires.
Former Playmates Pt. 05: Stephanie and Son
Chapter 1
"Hi honey," Stephanie said, stepping out of her bathroom, a large white towel wrapped around her body.
"What are you doing in mommy's bedroom?" She asked. There was no one in the room but her.
"Oopsie," Stephanie undid the towel, letting it fall to the floor, revealing her naked body. "Mommy is so very clumsy."
Pretending her son, Dan, was sitting on her bed, watching, she continued playing make believe. "I'll just bend down and pick the towel up, unless you want to take a nice long look at me. I don't mind, honey."
"Mom? You there?" Her daughter, Carrie, called to her, making her way up the stairs. Stephanie gasped, quickly picking up the towel.
"In here!" She said wrapping it around her body.
"Who were you talking to?" Carrie asked, barging into her mother's room.
"Huh? Uh -"
"You called someone 'honey.'"
"Oh, uh, no, I said, bunny," Stephanie lied, her eyes darting from side-to-side.
Carrie raised an eyebrow, looking at her mother suspiciously. "Right. Because you posed in Playboy. Playboy Bunny. Gotcha. Anyway."
Stephanie blushed, sitting on the edge of her bed.
Carrie rolled her eyes, "Listen, I gotta go back to the store and get more groceries for you to take to the cabin tomorrow. Is there anything else you can think of we might need? I don't want to take a chance of being snowed in without enough food for all of us."
"Nope, I think we're good sweetie," Stephanie replied, still embarrassed.
"Alright, well if you think of anything just call or text me. I'll be back later," Carrie said, taking her leave, giving her mother one more look before she left.
Stephanie sighed heavily; her daughter nearly caught her playing pretend. Waiting for the sound of the front door to close, she looked to her right at a pillow where she imagined Dan sitting. "Don't laugh at your mother, young man. I'll give you a spanking."
Stephanie leaned over, pretending to run her hand over Dan's thigh, "Maybe you'd like that. Hmm?"
Just then images from four months earlier popped into her head. She recalled seeing her older sister, Diane, sucking a cock. The cock belonged to Stephanie's nephew, Elliot – Diane's son. Stephanie was a wreck in the few weeks that followed. Unsure of what to think of the incestuous event she secretly witnessed.
As the months passed, she looked at her own son, Dan, differently. She always thought he looked incredible, always thought about flirting playfully with him, but taking inspiration of sorts from Diane, Stephanie couldn't help but think of him as a grown man with sexual needs.
Then the fantasies started. She pretended Dan would join her in a bubble bath, the shower, her bed, holding her from behind, feeling an erection against her back. Then Stephanie rubbed her clit to her fantasies for the first time two months after seeing Diane and Elliot. She never came so hard in her life. The taboo, naughty fantasy sent her over the edge quicker than sex with any man.
She started flirting more and more with her son, purposely trying to make him feel awkward and uncomfortable, pushing boundaries each time. She would sit on his lap, tickle him, when her daughters weren't looking, grab his ass. Christmas at her house was quite entertaining – for her. Dan, on the other hand, seemed visibly annoyed and confused by her behavior. Stephanie told herself she'd never cross the line that Diane and Elliot did.
That changed when she masturbated a week ago with a new Christmas present she bought herself. It was a six inch dildo, fairly modest in girth, nowhere near as insane as her other dildos. Stephanie bought it for the sole purpose of pretending the flesh-colored toy was Dan's penis.
It was much smaller than cocks she had taken in real life, much smaller than her other toys, but that was the point. She didn't care about Dan's size – he was her honey. Christmas Day night, when her son and daughters left her home, pretending Dan stayed behind, she sat the dildo on a pillow, climbed on top, guiding it inside her, nearly climaxing immediately.
Moments later, feeling the orgasm building, she thought about Dan lying under her, smiling up at her. "I'm going to do it! I'm going to cum," she thought. "It's going to happen."
She let herself climax, pretending Dan was inside her, no fingers stimulating her. It felt real, it felt wrong, and it felt amazing. After Stephanie's shaking and convulsing body calmed down, she rolled off the pillow, thinking about her actions. "Would I really do this? Would I really do what Diane did with her son?"
Stephanie had no idea, settling on using the toy to help realize her most naughty of fantasies instead of Dan's real penis.
On this night, before she and Dan left the next morning to spend a few days in their North Dakota cabin for New Year's, Stephanie found herself again, sliding a dildo in and out of her. She was pretending she and Dan were having fun before the rest of the family arrived tomorrow night.
She orgasmed again, just before Carrie got back with groceries. She greeted her daughter, helping her put them away, going over plans for the next day of travel. Dan was picking his mother up in the morning, driving a few hours north to the cabin; Stephanie's daughters would drive up that evening after work.
Stephanie figured she and Dan would have about six hours alone, including time alone in the car. She thought about flirting with him, being affectionate, purposely making him blush. She looked forward to it, but told herself nothing sexual would happen – only in her mind.
She hugged Carrie goodnight, telling her she'd see her tomorrow night. In her room, Stephanie took off her pajamas, climbed in bed, quickly going to sleep pretending Dan was holding her naked body.




Chapter 2
Dan arrived the next morning at 8am, greeted by a braless and panty-less mother. Stephanie hugged him tightly, pressing her large, sweater-covered, breasts against him.
"Ugh, Mom, you're choking me," Dan said. "Can't breathe."
"Sorry," his mother giggled, ending the hug.
"You get a haircut since Christmas?" Dan asked, walking past her.
"Yep, just shortened the back some and trimmed my bangs a little," Stephanie smiled, running her fingers through her blond hair, which now framed her face. "I want to look good for my honey."
"Your honey? What to do mean?" Dan asked, getting groceries Carrie bought out of the refrigerator.
"You!" Stephanie said, slapping Dan's butt.
"Ah! Geez Mom," Dan said, trying to play off her advances. He changed the subject. "This fridge is packed. We should have more than enough if we get snowed in."
Her 27-year-old son finished loading his SUV, going inside to let his mother know, "You ready? Where's your luggage, I'll load it for you."
"Here," Stephanie handing him a small suitcase.
"This is it? Where's the rest? We're going to be there for a few days," Dan said.
"Mmhmm, I'm packing light. It's ok," Stephanie smiled, grabbing her coat, walking out the front door. She only packed toiletry items, a couple sweaters and jeans, and a bikini for the hot tub. No underwear, bras, or pajamas.
Dan shrugged, making his way to his vehicle, while his mother locked her door.
"I'm so excited!" She said, climbing into the passenger seat. "We'll get about six hours of alone time. Just me and you!"
"Yeah," Dan nodded, backing out of her driveway.
"You sound so very excited," Stephanie joked.
"Nah, it'll be cool," Dan nodded, glancing over to her.
"Give me that hand," She demanded, reaching over to grab his right hand, placing it on her thigh, casually caressing it while he drove.
When Dan exited the interstate, a few snowflakes landed on his windshield.
*****
"Doesn't that sound nice?" Stephanie asked. She had been talking on and on about the things she and Dan could do before the rest of the family arrived. She mentioned Dan building a fire and joining her on the couch to sip hot chocolate.
"Uh yeah, sure," Dan said, halfway paying attention, more focused on driving in the increasing snow. They had about an hour before they arrived at the cabin and he wanted to make sure he didn't make a wrong turn on the back-country roads.
"Humph. Well I think it sounds romantic," Stephanie pouted, looking out the window.
"Romantic? Really?" Dan laughed.
"Yes. Romantic. You and me, spending quality time together," Stephanie traced his hand, still on her thigh, with her fingers.
"Mom, you're," Dan shook his head. "You've been acting a little weird lately."
"What do you mean?" She asked, already knowing the answer.
"You've just been more affectionate lately. If I didn't know better, I'd say you've been flirting with me. Quite a bit too."
"Maybe I am. Is this a problem, young man?"
"Heh. Well, I mean, not really. It's just unusual. Are you lonely? Have you thought about dating someone?" Dan asked, looking to the "Welcome to North Dakota" sign on the side of the road, indicating they weren't in Minnesota anymore.
"No I'm not lonely. No I haven't thought about dating. Have you?" his mother asked.
"No."
"Well it's been almost two years since Alice broke up with you. I'm surprised you haven't found a new woman. I mean look at you," Stephanie smiled.
"Mom," Dan sighed.
"Maybe you could let your mother mend your broken heart," She whispered.
Dan glanced at her smiling face, doing a double take. "See? That's a little odd, don't you think?"
"Oh please. I'm just being silly. You need to loosen up a bit. Have fun, flirt back if you want, it's just me," Stephanie said.
Dan shook his head, continuing their northwestern drive into North Dakota. "Ok Mom," he replied, hoping she'd change the subject.
"We're going to have a wonderful time, trust me," Stephanie said, squeezing his hand. She meant it too. When her daughters Carrie and Vanessa arrived, with Vanessa's husband, she knew they would all laugh, eat, and enjoy each other's company. Carrie was going through a divorce, and seemed more miserable than she was when she was married. It was a sad circumstance, but it would be nice to spend this time at the cabin together.




Chapter 3
They arrived at the cabin a little later, the snowfall picking up quite a bit. Dan unloaded his SUV, his mother helping put groceries away in the kitchen.
"Carrie sure did stock up on booze," He noted.
"Yep. We'll be sure to drink it up," Stephanie winked, jabbing his side.
Dan inspected the cabin, checking out the three bedrooms, making sure faucets worked and so on. He'd be sharing a room with Carrie, Vanessa would be with her husband, and Stephanie would have the master bedroom to herself.
He peeped out on the back deck, seeing the hot tub covered with snow. He had no interest in getting in there, but he recalled fun times playing as a kid, feeling totally warm and comfortable even though the winter air was freezing.
When Dan made his way back to the living room his mother was sitting on the couch, her feet curled up beneath her, sipping on hot chocolate.
"There should be some firewood around back," Stephanie said.
"Oh right. You want me to build a fire."
"And join me on the couch. Yes," Stephanie smiled.
"Ok, give me a few and I'll get one going for you," Dan said.
After the room was nice and toasty, the fire roaring, he stood admiring his work. Dan turned around, seeing his mother smile, patting the cushion next to her. He smiled back, indulging her, humoring her, sitting on the couch next to her. Stephanie moved his arm around her, snuggled in close, and gave him his hot chocolate.
"See? This is great. Mom and son, spending quality time together," Stephanie said, kissing his cheek.
"Yeah Mom. It's nice."
Stephanie chuckled, knowing Dan wasn't entirely thrilled about this, but was being a good sport anyway.
"So do you like my hair?" Stephanie asked, after a few moments of quiet.
"Yeah, it looks nice," Dan said, sipping his hot chocolate, eyes to the fire.
"Good," She smiled, initializing her flirting process, running her fingers through Dan's short hair.
Dan flinched, slightly moving his head away from her. "Does that tickle?" Stephanie asked.
"A little."
"Well then," Stephanie sat her hot chocolate on the table in front of the couch. "Maybe this will tickle too."
She jabbed and tickled at his side, causing him to nearly spill his hot chocolate, "Mom! Careful."
She took his mug from him, placing it on the table, and resumed her ticklish flirts.
Dan squirmed and tried to move away. "Ok! Ok, that's enough. You got me," he said, his hands on Stephanie's arms, holding his mother still.
She smiled and kissed his lips.
"Mom," Dan released her arms, looking away.
"What? Don't tell me you don't like me giving you a kiss," Stephanie said.
"No, it's just," Dan sighed, sitting up, grabbing his drink for another sip. Stephanie ran her fingernails up and down his back.
"Just what?"
"I don't know. Sometimes I wonder what's gotten into you. You're really flirty."
"I told you I'm just being silly. I said you can flirt back if you want," Stephanie said.
"Yeah."
"Do you want to?"
Dan shrugged, taking another sip, thinking about her words. He wondered if perhaps she was just being silly and having fun. He thought maybe he could loosen up a bit.
Looking over his shoulder at his mother, he placed his mug down, turned around, quickly tickling her sides. Stephanie squealed, laughing as Dan continued tickling her.
"See? I can loosen up," Dan said.
"Yes you can," Stephanie replied, snuggling into him, when he sat back on the couch. She put his hand on her hip, kissing his cheek.
"You're hand is awfully close to my butt."
"You put it there mom."
"Mmhmm. You going to grab it?" She asked, kissing his cheek once more.
"I don't think so. I can tickle and cuddle, but I'm not too sure about that."
"If you want to, you can," She whispered in his ear.
"Yeah? I'll keep that in mind," Dan said, getting up, walking to the window, and looking at the snow coming down even harder.
"I hope Carrie and Vanessa are able to – "
Dan's sentence was interrupted by an older, blonde woman, grabbing his ass. "Ummm," he said, frozen.
"I'll grab yours. It's no big deal," Stephanie said, pressing her breasts into his back, hoping Dan was feeling uncomfortable.
"Heh, right, yeah," He gulped. "You can release them now."
"Aww," Stephanie released her tight grip on his butt cheeks. She hugged him from behind, her hands trailing up and down his torso. She closed her eyes, breathing in his scent.
"You smell nice, honey."
"Thanks, I try to bathe regularly," Dan said moving away from the window, his mother still latching on to him.
"You going to follow me around like that?" Dan chuckled, making his way to the kitchen.
"Maybe. You and I will be inseparable until your sisters get here."
"Ah I see. So then you'll stop flirting with me when they arrive?" Dan asked.
"Nope. I'll just do it more discreetly."
"You are silly, you know that?"
"Yes, now turn around," His mother ordered him.
Dan did, looking to her smiling face. "Well?"
"Kiss me."
Dan laughed. "Really? Ok Mom," he bent down and kissed her cheek.
"Not like that. Kiss my lips."
"Ugh, geez," he sighed, quickly giving her a peck on the lips.
"Better. But maybe a little longer?" she asked, knowing Dan was feeling uncomfortable.
"Mom," he said.
"Pretend I'm a hot young woman. Pretend I'm a much nicer girl than Alice and I'm treating you much better than she ever did," Stephanie said.
Dan sighed, shaking his head. "I'll kiss you once more and then you gotta lay off. I know you're having fun and being silly, but, I mean, come on. I'm your son."
"Fine, fine, just kiss me."
Dan took a deep breath, held her face in his hands, slowly leaning down, closing his eyes and kissed her full lips. It lasted for several seconds, breaking when he thought he heard his mother moan.
"Ok, there. We're done," Dan said, backing away, looking through the various cabinets in the kitchen, ignoring a tingling in his spine.
"Oh no we're not," Stephanie thought to herself, smiling mischievously, slapping his ass as she walked by him, rejoining her hot chocolate on the couch.





Chapter 4
Stephanie behaved herself – for a little while. She managed to convince Dan to sit on the floor in front of the couch so she could rub his shoulders. She, again, kept it normal up until the end of the massage.
She brought his head back in her lap, bent down, and kissed his lips several times. "Mom! I thought you – "
"I couldn't resist! Sorry!" Stephanie pretended to apologize.
Dan wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, glancing to his phone to check the time. He figured his sisters and brother-in-law would arrive in another couple hours. While his mother ran her fingers through his hair again he heard her phone ring in her bedroom.
"Mom, that's your phone, right?"
"Mmhmm."
"You going to get it?"
"Nope," she replied, rubbing her hands all over Dan's head.
A moment later Dan heard the phone beep, indicating a voicemail. "You may want to check it. It could be Carrie or Vanessa."
"Ugh. Oh all right," Stephanie getting off the couch, not before purposely bending so her breasts would bang against the back of Dan's head.
He watched her leave the room, downed his now lukewarm chocolate, and sat on the couch.
Stephanie did receive a voicemail. It was from Vanessa. She called her daughter back, closing her bedroom door.
"Hey mom. It's snowing really hard here. Normally it's not a problem, but it's getting darker and the road is completely covered. I think it's best we stay here another night. Maybe tomorrow it'll be better."
"Oh no," Stephanie faked disappointment.
"Yeah. We don't want to take any risks. So it's you and Dan tonight. We'll try to make it up there tomorrow," Vanessa said.
Stephanie's heart was pounding, trying to calm herself, she replied, "Yes I don't want you all to drive off the road somewhere in this weather. We'll be fine here."
Stephanie glanced out into the living room from her cracked bedroom door, watching Dan sit on the couch. "We'll be nice and warm here."
"Ok great. I'll call you tomorrow," Vanessa said, ending the call. Stephanie wanted to jump for joy. Instead she slowly removed her clothes and put on her tiny blue bikini.
Dan was startled when his mother snuck up behind him, putting her hands over his eyes. "I have some very good news to share with you."
"Um, ok?"
Stephanie removed her hands, standing in front of her son in her bikini. "I'll tell you in the hot tub."
Dan blinked a few times, his eyes glancing at her hourglass figure, "Uh, well I didn't bring a bathing suit."
"Then you'll have to wear your boxers."
"Mom, please I don't really feel like – "
"I'll be waiting," Stephanie interrupted him. She smiled, making her way to the back deck area, glancing over her shoulder at Dan entering his bedroom to change.
She shivered outside, dusting off the snow, pulling the lid off. She quickly turned the dial to 99 out of 110 temperature setting – hot but not too hot. Waiting a few moments for the hot tub to start bubbling and heat up the water, Stephanie slid in, her body warming up quickly, making her way across the tub, waiting for Dan.



Dan opened the door to the back deck, shivering as well, making his way to the tub. Stephanie whistled at him, he ignored it and got in, throwing the hot water onto his arms and chest.
"What's so important that you just HAD to tell me in the hot tub," Dan asked.
His mother grinned, gliding across the tub, straddling Dan, grabbing his face. "They aren't coming tonight. Too much snow. It's going to be just you and mommy."
Dan's eyes shot open in fear. When his mother kissed him, hard, he nearly choked. "Mom! Wait!" he managed to push her away, breaking the kiss.
"What? They aren't coming tonight?"
"Nope. Vanessa said she'll call me tomorrow and let me know how the roads look. It's just you and me tonight honey," Stephanie said, still holding his face, kissing his lips again.
Dan squirmed, attempting to break the kiss. "Ok, wait. Wait!"
Stephanie backed away, sitting on his lap instead of straddling him. Dan caught his breath.
"Alright. That's fine," he said, calming himself down. "Maybe we could play cards or something. Since there's no TV."
"We could. Or maybe, we could play another game," Stephanie suggested.
Dan closed his eyes, thinking he needed to suggest non-flirty things to do, innocent games. He glanced down to her thigh in the bubbling water, then slowly looked up her abdomen and large breasts. "Ok, what other game could we play," he asked nervously.
"Truth or dare?"





Chapter 5

"Mom, no, we aren't playing truth or dare. I'm 27, not 17," Dan rolled his eyes.
"Yes we are. I'll be right back," Stephanie said, getting off his lap, Dan looking to her nearly bare ass in her thong bikini.
"Shit," he thought.
Stephanie returned with booze. She poured herself some wine and Dan a strong rum and coke. "Drink up," she smiled.
Dan obliged, wincing at the burn of the rum in his mouth. He wasn't much of a drinker, but short of being mean to his mother and hurting her feelings, he decided to drink up and play along with her little games.
After guzzling his rum, shaking his head, "That was a little too strong, Mom."
Stephanie sipped her wine, straddling her son once again. "Ready to play?"
"I guess," Dan shrugged.
"Good. Truth or dare?"
"Truth, it's always going to be truth," Dan said.
"Fine," Stephanie rolled her eyes. "Sex. When was the last time you had it?"
"Ugh. I should've known you'd ask," Dan said. Pausing a moment, he quietly replied, "Alice."
"THAT long!?!" his mother exclaimed.
"Yes. That long. There aren't exactly many women in the small town I live in."
"Oh baby, I'm so sorry," Stephanie caressed his face, then hugged him tightly in the hot tub. "Two years is way too long."
"Yeah, well, whatever."
"Ok my turn," she smiled.
"Truth or dare?" Dan asked.
"Truth."
Dan paused again, thinking of a mundane question to ask. "Where, um, did you have any boyfriends when you lived in Atlanta?"
Stephanie burst out laughing, "Horrible! I will answer the same question I asked you."
"Mom, that's not how the game works."
"Three months," Stephanie said.
"Three months? You had sex three months ago?"
Stephanie didn't reply, she only asked, "Truth or dare?"
"Again, truth."
"What's the wildest thing you and Alice did in bed?"
"Mom," Dan closed his eyes, shaking his head. "Do we really need to play this game?"
"We can play strip poker instead."
"We tried back door stuff. Anal," Dan answered immediately, ignoring his mother's strip poker suggestion. He grabbed his glass, hoping to catch some melted ice and left over rum.
"I'll get you a refill," his mother said, taking his glass, stepping out of the hot tub.
"I'm going to need more to get through this night," Dan thought to himself.
A moment later, Stephanie returned, sitting hard on Dan's lap. "Careful," he winced.
"I'm sorry. Do you need to adjust yourself? Or do you want me to do it?" Stephanie winked at her son.
Dan didn't reply, slipping his hand under the water, adjusting his balls and shaft so his mother's weight wouldn't crush them.
"Better?" She asked handing him his glass. Dan nodded, taking a sip, watching his mother straddle him again, trying not to glance at her breasts.
"Ok my turn," Stephanie said. "What's the wildest thing I've done sexually?" She asked herself out loud. Dan quietly sipping his drink.
"Well, there was the college student. She was so sweet," Stephanie said. Dan's eyes shot open. He said nothing. "We hung out a few times before I moved away from Atlanta. She loved playing with these," Stephanie added, moving her shoulders, causing her breasts to jiggle.
Dan closed his eyes, "Please hurry up," he said to himself, begging the rum to get him drunk enough to where he didn't feel as uncomfortable.
His mother kept going. "Then there was a threeway."
Dan face reddened again, "This is a nightmare," he thought, closing his eyes, gulping his rum.
"Gosh, that was a wild experience. They were both going In and out – "
"Just answer the question!" Dan gritted his teeth, glaring at his mother.
"Hey, you don't have to be mean. I was thinking of an answer," Stephanie sipped her wine, loving how crazy she was driving Dan. She sighed, setting her glass on the side of the tub, wrapping her arms around Dan, kissing his cheek.
"Promise you won't be mad?" she asked.
"Mad? About what?"
She kissed his neck and jaw line, "About the wildest thing I've done. It involves someone you know."
The alcohol taking effect, his spine tingling from her kisses again, "Mom, it's fine."
"Patrick," Stephanie answered.
"Patrick?" Dan asked, referring to his soon-to-be former brother-in-law, his sister Carrie's husband.
"What about him?"
Stephanie sat up, running her hands up and down Dan's chest. "Your mommy is naughty. A naughty mommy-in-law too."
"You slept with Patrick? Are you serious? No way. Did Carrie know?"
"Nope."
"Is it why they are divorcing?"
"Not that I know of. Patrick vowed to keep it a secret."
"Mom, I can't believe that! You really had sex with your son-in-law?" Dan asked, the alcohol not causing him to be as angry.
"I did. Are you mad?"
Dan rested his head on the edge of the tub. "Well, I don't know. I mean, if it didn't cause the divorce. It's still pretty messed up though. Was he the last one you did that with?"
"Yep."
"Heh, lucky bastard."
"What's that supposed to mean?" Stephanie asked, a small smile forming on her face.
"Well I mean, he has, or had a hot looking mom-in-law. He's kinda lucky. AND he got lucky with her," Dan took another huge gulp of the rum.
"Are you telling me that you think I'm hot, young man?"
"Oh crap. Uh, I meant, you aren't a bad looking lady," Dan answered, the liquor causing him to not be careful with his words.
"Well thank you. You take after your mother," Stephanie winked.
"Wow, can't believe that little twerp got it on with his mom-in-law."
"Truth or dare?" his mother asked.
"Oh right. I forgot, the game. Truth."
"Did you ever look at my Playboy photos when you were younger?" she asked.
"Nope."
"Liar. Are you saying you never once were curious?"
"Mom, I'm not lying. I didn't look because those pictures weren't for family members to see. You didn't take them for your son to look at it. That'd be weird."
"You never once wondered what these looked like?" Stephanie asked, again, jiggling her tits.
Dan shrugged. "Barely. I tried not to think about it."
"Would you like to see them now?" his mother asked.
"Oh geez. No. Alright? No," Dan answered, growing more agitated, taking another sip, hoping the rum would keep him from fussing at his mother, hurting her feelings.
"Listen, I'm getting tired. It's been a long day," Dan said.
"Awww, don't leave. Stay with me. Please?" Stephanie said, kissing at his cheek and lips again.
"Mom," Dan said. He gently pushed her away, his hands going to her waist under the water. They stared into each other's face for a moment.
"Can't believe you and Patrick," he said.
"Look, I walked in on your sister cheating on him. Alright? I felt horrible for him. He's always been so sweet to me, it just happened," Stephanie said, her hands going to Dan's, sliding them around to her lower back. "We did it for several months. Then he decided he needed to divorce Carrie and move on with his life. I just helped him get through that rough time."
Stephanie paused, running her fingers over Dan's shoulders. "Carrie never knew about Patrick and I, but I'm glad I was able to help him move on. I sort of helped him realize he deserved better than what my daughter was giving him. There was a girl he dated in college, I suggested he call her up and see where it goes."
Dan and Stephanie were quiet for a few moments, the information she told Dan sinking in.
Dan smiled, "I bet he did enjoy it."
"I know he did," Stephanie caressed Dan's face. "Sex with me is very enjoyable."
Dan gulped, cleared his throat, feeling blood rushing to his crotch. "Um, yeah, well, I think I'll head inside now.
"Me too," his mother slowly grinded her hips into what she thought was a growing erection.





Chapter 6
"I'm going to shower," Dan said, stumbling to the bathroom.
"I'll join you," his mother said again.
"No, no, you aren't showering with me. I won't be long, just wait."
"Are you scared of me seeing you naked?" she asked. "We can turn the lights off. It'll be pitch black."
"No, no, we aren't doing that. It'd be a little too weird," Dan slurred.
His mother nodded, slowly looking downward, sticking her bottom lip out, pouting.
*****
Dan sighed, a few moments later, feeling his mother lather up his back with soap in the shower. "Let's just get this over with."
"Relax. This'll be nice. I'll clean your back, you can clean mine," She said, running her hands over his back in the pitch black bathroom.
"Turn around," she said. "Sorry in advance if I accidentally grab something. It's hard to see in here."
Dan reluctantly turned around, staring forward in the darkness, while his mother lathered up his chest and stomach with soap.
"Alice never did this?"
"No."
"That's a shame. So many wonderful things can happen in shower," Stephanie said.
She leaned into him, pressing her bare breasts against his upper abdomen. "Geez mom," Dan said, backing away a bit after feeling her tits on his skin.
"It's just me."
"I know, but still."
"You don't like big boobs up against you?" she asked.
"Mom, please, let's just rinse off and get out of here."
"You going wash down there? Or do you want me to do it?"
"I'm perfectly capable of cleaning myself," Dan said, quickly washing his crotch and ass. "There, done. I'm getting out now."
"But you didn't wash my back!" Stephanie said, hearing Dan pull back the curtain and leave.
"Sorry!" he called out to her, grabbing his towel, exiting the bathroom.
Sitting on the edge of his bed, putting on some socks," This is crazy. She's crazy." He climbed in bed, hoping his sisters would be able to join them tomorrow. He was still in shock that she slept with Patrick, but at the same time, he couldn't help but think how lucky the guy was to have a mother-in-law like his mother.
Taking a few deep breaths, thinking about the next day, he heard a knock at his door. "Oh no. Please just go to bed," he whispered.
"Honey? I need to borrow some clothes," She said, knocking again.
"Fine."
Stephanie entered his room, a towel wrapped around her body. "Wouldn't you know I forgot to pack pajamas!"
"I'm not surprised," Dan muttered, rolling over onto his side, facing away from his mother.
"I'll just grab some of your boxers and a t-shirt," She said, rummaging through his bag. Dan heard her towel drop to the floor as she changed into his under garments.
"There, much better. Now then, come to bed," she said.
"I am in bed."
"No. Come to my bed."
"I'm not going to your bed. That's your room, this is my room. Goodnight."
Stephanie was quiet. Dan sat up, seeing his mother standing, looking down, her bottom lip stuck out, pouting.
*****
"Mmm, there we go. Nice and warm with my honey," Stephanie said a few moments later, climbing into her bed, in Dan's arms. He rolled his eyes, staring to the ceiling.
She moved Dan's arm to her waist, her breasts pressing against his chest, and kissed at his jaw and neck again. "I'm so lucky to have a nice looking young man to keep me warm."
"Mmhmm," Dan replied, his eyes shut tight.
Stephanie turned his face to her, kissing his lips hard, moaning. "Goodnight honey."
"Night."
Stephanie smiled, reaching behind her, guiding Dan's hand to her ass. He grunted in annoyance, quickly moving his hand, hoping his sisters would arrive as early as possible tomorrow.
Stephanie smiled, sitting up in bed, looking at her son, his eyes shut. She thought to herself, "I hope your sisters stay home another day."





Chapter 7
The next morning Dan woke to the smell of bacon and the sight of his mother, in his boxers and t-shirt, cooking eggs.
"Hi there. I sure did sleep wonderfully. I had a gorgeous man to snuggle with," Stephanie greeted him upon his entry to the kitchen.
He said nothing, not in the mood for her inappropriate flirts and dialogue.
Sitting down at the small table, she filled his plate with bacon and eggs. "Look outside. It's a winter wonderland."
Dan glanced to his left, seeing the fresh snow covering everything.
"We can get in the hot tub again to warm up," Stephanie said, standing behind him, rubbing his shoulders.
"Maybe they'll arrive later today. We can all get in there," Dan spoke up, hoping the rest of the family would get there soon and save him.
"Maybe. They'll call me soon and let me know how the roads down there are."
Dan was quiet the rest of the morning, keeping himself busy, mostly outside to avoid his mother. He fought with himself, with his cock, with his thoughts, acknowledging how good it felt to have her snuggled up against his body. He tried thinking of how much he missed his ex-girlfriend, only to have his mother's words 'Maybe you could let your mother mend your broken heart' ring in his head.
After running out of things to do outside, plus being cold and wet from the snow, Dan went inside. He saw his mother on the back deck, sweeping snow off the hot tub. He took off his wet coat, boots, gloves and sat down in a chair.
Stephanie came in a few minutes later, Dan ignored her. Stephanie kicked off her boots, still wearing only boxers and a t-shirt and walked over to Dan.
"You're all wet," She said, patting the leg of his pants. She pushed Dan back against the chair, moved his arms, and slowly lowered herself on him, straddling him.
"Mmm," she moaned, her crotch coming into contact with his. "I'm wet too."
Dan picked up on the innuendo, looking away.
"See?" She asked, taking Dan's hand to her waist so he could feel her damp shirt. "All the snow out there. Some got on me when I cleaned the deck."
She tipped his chin back with her index finger, kissing him slowly, their eyes closing. "I'll fix lunch soon," she said, getting off his lap.
Dan gulped, his breathing rate increased, watching her move away in his boxer shorts, her hips swaying. He struggled to stop the erection from growing. He quickly made his way to his room, shut the door, got on dry clothes and lay down.
Stephanie was busy making sandwiches when she heard her phone ringing in her bedroom. She rushed to it, seeing it was Vanessa.
"Hi," she said. "How's the weather down there?"
"Pretty bad. It's been icing . We lost power too," Vanessa answered. "The roads don't look any better from what I can tell."
"Oh no. Does that mean?"
"Yes. I'm sorry mom. We can't come up in this mess," Vanessa said.
Stephanie was already stepping out of Dan's boxer shorts, "Oh my, I'm so sorry. We will miss you."
"Yeah, hope you guys are ok there. You should have more than enough food. Is the weather bad there?"
"It just snowed a lot," Stephanie said, pulling Dan's t-shirt off, climbing on her bed.
"Ok mom, well I better go. Again I'm sorry. I know you were looking forward to all of us being there. But at least you can spend some quality time with Dan," Vanessa said.
"Uh huh," Stephanie replied, her fingers plunging into her pussy.
"See you when you two get back in a couple days. I love you," Vanessa said.
"I love you too," Stephanie hung up, grinned, tossing the phone aside and furiously began rubbing her clit with one hand, the other, sliding three fingers in and out of her wet pussy.
Across the hall, Dan had drifted off to sleep. He thought he was dreaming when he heard his mother moan from across the hall. He sat up in bed, "Mom? Did we – " he didn't finish the thought, seeing he was alone. He laid back down to finish his nap.





Chapter 8
Stephanie behaved for the rest of the evening, fixing a wonderful meal for her and her son. They finished a couple wine bottles, both were feeling tipsy.
"Dessert is in the hot tub, honey," Stephanie said.
"Mom, I'm not getting in the hot tub. I'm not playing truth or dare."
"We don't have to. I just want to enjoy the hot water with you."
Dan shook his head. "So they aren't coming at all?"
"No, the weather is still bad there. It's just you and me," she smiled.
"Mom, you gotta calm down tonight. Alright?"
"I'm very calm."
"You know what I mean."
"Just join me in the hot tub. It'll be ok, I promise," Stephanie said, taking her and his plates to the kitchen. "Go out there, turn it on, and I'll join you."
"Don't try any funny business," Dan mumbled. "I should say no."
Stephanie ignored him, cleaned the dishes, and then changed into her tiny blue bikini. Several minutes later, she arrived, finding Dan's arms crossed, leaning back in the tub.
Stephanie started with his feet. She sat across from him, grabbing them and massaging them. "Feel good?" she asked.
"Yeah."
She kissed them, then moved her way up his calf, watching him relax. Next were his thighs. She sat in the middle of the tub, in between his legs, rubbing both of his thighs, staring at his closed eyes.
"You like this?" she asked.
Dan nodded. Stephanie moved closer, her large breasts coming to rest on Dan's crotch, feeling an erection. She stood, slowly straddling him once more, bringing her crotch on top of his.
"I can feel that you like it," she whispered in his ear.
"Mom, please," Dan said.
Stephanie placed more kisses along his neck and ear, "I like it too. A lot"
Dan winced, his erection painfully throbbing against her warm body. "I uh,"
"Relax. Let me take care of you," Stephanie thought, holding his arms down, kissing lips. "Mmmm," she moaned, her tongue lightly lapping against his lips.
Slowly grinding her hips against his crotch, she thought about crossing the line, she thought about the bad weather at home being a sign, she thought about witnessing her sister and nephew as a catalyst for awaking her own urges. Stephanie didn't realize, as these thoughts ran through her mind that she was making out with her son.
Dan was lost in her kisses, her tongue, her moans. She was so very good at kissing, not too much tongue, not too little – far better than Alice.
Alice. He thought of her. "Wait," he told himself. "This isn't right."
"Mom," he broke the kiss, Stephanie nibbled at his bottom lip. "Get off me."
"What?"
"Get off me!" He pushed her away, adjusting his erection and stood. "We gotta stop. You're killing me here."
"Honey, I don't – "
"No. No more playing around, no more of this," Dan said, motioning to the tub. He grabbed his towel, drying his face.
"But I thought you could play with me, if you wanted to," Stephanie said, standing in the middle of the hot tub.



"No, no more playing. This isn't right," Dan said, turning to head inside.
Stephanie made a decision, one fueled by lust and desire for Dan. She quickly undid her bikini top. "Dan."
"What?" He called over his shoulder.
"Are you sure you don't want to play with me?"
"I told you I – " Dan turned around, eyes wide open, frozen. He watched his mother drop the blue bikini top in the bubbling water. His mouth hung open. He couldn't turn away from her breasts.
"I, uh, I," He stuttered, watching his mother step out of the tub, walking toward him.
"It'll be our little secret," She said pulling him in for a kiss. His hands went to her waist, pulling her close to his body as they kissed.
Coming to his senses, he broke the kiss, grabbed his towel and ran inside to his room, closing the door behind him.
"This is insane. This is a nightmare," he said, sitting on the side of the bed. "Is this really happening?"
Dan looked to the erection in his boxer shorts. "No. It can't be. This has got to be some sort of bad dream."
There was a knock at his door. "Please don't come in," he thought. She did. Not saying a word, Stephanie, still topless, entered Dan's room.
His eyes went to the floor, avoiding looking at his mother's body. She kneeled in front of him, tipping his chin with her index finger once more, "Dan, let me take care of you."
He shut his eyes, shaking his head, "It's wrong."
"Please, honey, please let me take the edge off."
Dan shook his head again.
"It'll be our little secret. When we leave here, things will be back to normal."
Dan glanced at her smiling face, he felt like a young kid, being asked by his mother to do something he was unsure off. "You won't tell anyone?" he asked.
"You don't have to worry about that," Stephanie, on her knees, moved forward, her large breasts resting on Dan's crotch.
She gently placed her fingers into the waistband of his boxer shorts. "May I?"
Her sweet smile, adorable face, beautiful breasts, he couldn't say no. Dan slowly nodded his head.
Pulling his boxers down, Stephanie's eyes lit up, "Oh wow, oh wow!" she thought, seeing his erection. It was all hers.
"Beautiful, just as I knew it would be," Stephanie said, a hand going to the base of Dan's cock. He closed his eyes.
"Hey, it's fine," she said, slowly stroking it. "It's just me. I'm going to take care of this."
"Mom," Dan whispered.
She engulfed his cock, his eyes rolled into the back of his head. Stephanie moaned, tasting the most delicious cock she had ever tasted. She immediately slid a finger of her free hand into her bikini bottoms, furiously rubbing her clit. She was in heaven. "I'm doing it! I'm actually doing it," She thought.
Lovingly servicing Dan's cock, rubbing her own clit, Stephanie felt euphoric. "Mom," Dan said. "Stop."
Popping his cockhead out of her mouth, she smiled at him, "Enjoying it, honey?"
"I um, I don't think I can last long,"
"That's fine," She grinned. "You can go in my mouth. I would love to taste you."
"Are, are you sure?"
"Of course. Don't worry about a thing and let me drink you up," Stephanie answered.
Dan took a deep breath; he couldn't believe this was happening, that he was letting his mother do this, that he was going to allow himself to ejaculate in her mouth.
Stephanie resumed, jacking his shaft with one hand, sucking on that bulbous tip with her mouth, her other hand playing with her clit. This was real, it wasn't a toy, this was really her honey.
Dan started shaking, watching his mother work. "Ahhh," he groaned.
"Cum in my mouth, cover my tongue, I want this so bad," Stephanie thought, feeling her own orgasm approaching.
"Here it," Dan gulped, unable to stop his balls from emptying, feeling them tense up. "Comes," he finished his sentence.
"Yes! Yes!" Stephanie screamed in her head. "Give that cum!" she thought. Her own body began tensing, her pussy spasming.
Then she tasted it - that delicious salty semen erupting from Dan's cock. "Uhnnn" Dan moaned loudly as he ejaculated.
Stephanie's mouth began to fill with cum, her legs began shaking, she was moaning, hungrily sucking every last drop from Dan while her own orgasm washed over her.
Dan, out of breath, lay back on the mattress, eyes to the ceiling, in shock. He couldn't believe he let her do that. Stephanie was still on her knees, recovering from her own orgasm, licking, kissing, and lapping up semen and saliva from Dan's dick. She cleaned it thoroughly, climbed on the bed, snuggling with Dan.
"Thank you, honey. That was delicious," She kissed his cheek.
"Yeah," he said, catching his breath.
"Did you like it? Did mommy do a good job?"
"Uh huh."
"Good. Do you want mommy to do it again. Because I would love to."
"Yep."
"Mmmm, good. Rest up and I will," Stephanie kissed his cheek, resting her head on Dan's shoulder.
He replayed the best blow job he ever received in his mind several times, holding her against him, wondering why he felt no guilt or shame.





Chapter 9
"Mmm, I love it. I love it. So good," Stephanie was saying an hour later, Dan lying on his back, watching her head bob up and down on his cock.
"I love the way you taste, Dan," She was sliding her tongue up and down his shaft, covering it with drool. "Mommy loves taking care of you."
Dan said nothing, silently watching his mother work, still in shock.
"I could do this all day," Stephanie said. "In fact, I think that's what we're going to do. Do me a favor? When you feel like cumming, let me know and I'll stop for a moment, then keep going. Mommy will be playing with herself while she's working. Is that ok?"
Dan cleared his throat, "Uh sure."
"Good. Now you lay there, relax, and let me suck this thing the rest of the afternoon. If I get a little loud when I have an orgasm, it's ok," Stephanie said.
Dan watched his mother for the next few hours suck his cock, her hand in her bikini bottoms, playing with herself while she did. He was in awe, unable to focus hard enough to cum again, mesmerized by this gorgeous woman taking so much pleasure in sucking his cock.
"Oh shoot! I need to fix us some dinner!" Stephanie exclaimed, after another self-induced orgasm subsided. It had been three hours of sucking Dan's cock raw. Her jaws were also starting to hurt a bit, but she didn't care.
"Do your mother a favor and let me taste you before I go cook dinner," Stephanie said.
Dan nodded, watching her suck his cockhead, her cheeks sinking inward with each hard suck. It felt so good, so perfect. He loved the sounds she made, the slurping noises, the soft moans, the loud cries of pleasure while she simultaneously masturbated.
After he filled her mouth again, she thanked him, kissed his cheek, and made her way to the kitchen, still topless. Dan was alone, staring at the ceiling once more. "This is real," he told himself. "She spent most of the day giving me a blow job."
Dan sat up, gathering his thoughts. He rummaged through his bag, getting some new boxers, pajama pants and a t-shirt. Fully clothed, walking to the bed room door, a single thought hit him, "I loved it."
He left the room to join his mother in the kitchen.
Stephanie was naked. She had kicked off her bikini bottoms and was busy cooking spaghetti. Dan stood, mouth agape, watching her.
"Oh hi there!" she called out to him. "Aww, you put on pajamas. I was hoping you'd get naked with me."
"Um, I," Dan said, watching her move about the kitchen, staring at her ass.
"Well, call it a hunch, but I think you and I will be naked together later tonight," Stephanie winked.
Dan was quiet throughout dinner, his mother talking on and on about random, normal things, still naked. He watched her put the plates and silverware in the sink.
"Join me in the shower," Stephanie said, kissing his cheek, walking pass him.
*****
The lights were on in the bathroom this time. They were passionately making out.
"Are you going to let me clean you down there?" Stephanie asked, breaking their kiss. Dan smiled and nodded. He watched her lather up his cock and balls, tenderly cleaning them, rinsing them off, and then giving his cockhead a quick kiss.
"Would you clean me?" She asked. Dan grabbed the soap, his mother turning around, her back against him.
He lathered up her large breasts and stomach, his hands all over her. Stephanie moaned, extending her arms above her head, behind Dan's neck. "Wow," he whispered.
"You like them?" his mother asked.
"Yeah," he replied, squeezing her handfuls of tit flesh.
"Clean me down there too," Stephanie said. "No need to be shy."
One of Dan's hands traveled down his mother's soapy body, the other still massaging a tit. "There we go, just like that," She said.
"I can do this," Dan told himself, encouraging his hand to go to a forbidden area. He kept sliding it down, reaching her trimmed pubic hair. He kept going, urging himself southward, his hand traveling over her clitoral hood, over her labia lips, covering her in soap.
"Yes, that's it," she said. "Clean me, rub me," she grabbed his hand, holding it in place.
Dan knew what she wanted. He placed slow kisses on her neck, tweaked and pinched her nipple, and then guided two fingers inside her. She was so warm, so wet, and again, so perfect.
"Mmm," She moaned. Dan kept sliding his fingers in and out of her.
"Here, work this area some more," She said, guiding his hand to her clit. "Rub me really good there."
Dan thought about Alice, the last pussy he had touched; she always liked it this way too. This was different though. This woman, Stephanie, wasn't some woman who might dump him a couple years after "falling out of love", or a woman who would be dissatisfied with his skills, or lack thereof, in bed. This woman loved him unconditionally. Rubbing her clit, kissing her neck, massaging her breast, he felt this woman orgasm in his arms, right there in the steaming shower.
When his mother's climax ended, she turned around, grabbed his face, kissing Dan with all her might. "I love you. You know what's next?" she asked.
Dan shook his head.
"We'll dry off, go to bed, and this," she said, grabbing his erection, "is going inside me."
"Are, are you sure?"
Stephanie kissed him again, answering his question non-verbally. She broke the kiss, "Mmhmm, we're going to have a busy night ahead of us."
She kissed him again, then stepped out of the shower, grabbing a towel, making her way to her bedroom.
Dan was alone, thinking about his situation. "We're going to have sex. We're going to – " he couldn't complete the sentence, disbelief, mixing with some form of excitement taking over.





Chapter 10
"There you are. Get in here!" Stephanie said, pulling away the towel wrapped around her son's waist.
She pushed him on the bed, tickling his sides, climbing on top of him. "This is going to be so much fun. Are you ready?" She asked, sitting on his throbbing erection, running her hands over his chest.
"I think so," he smiled weakly.
She leaned down, kissing his lips, "Don't be afraid. This won't change things for the worse, I promise. Ok?"
"Ok."
She kissed him again, whispering, "Make love to me."
Dan sat up, his fingers going through his mother's hair, kissing her in return. Stephanie grabbed the base of his cock, guiding it to her dripping wet cunt, slowly lowering herself down on it. "There we go," she smiled.
Dan was inside her – all the way. She rested her hands on his shoulders, shaking lightly, "I did it."
"Mom?"
"You're inside me. You feel so good," She opened her eyes. "I've wanted this for awhile, maybe years and didn't even realize it."
"I, I don't think I will last long doing this either," Dan admitted.
Stephanie laughed, "Shut up. I don't care about that. I just want to feel you explode in me, knowing I caused it, is all I need."
Dan nodded, mother and son gazing into each other's eyes, "Are you ready?" she asked.
"Good. Keep looking in my eyes. I want to see your face when you," Stephanie paused, "cum in me."
"Ok," he smiled.
"I love you," his mother said.
"I love you too."
Her hands resting on his shoulders, Stephanie rose up to squatting position, paused and impaled herself on his cock again. "Yes," She thought; the real thing inside of her, not her dildo.
She did it again, Dan wincing with pleasure, his eyes not looking away from hers. A third time, she squat up and down on his cock, watching his face. His moved his hands to her waist to support her.
"This is amazing," she said aloud, her son agreeing.
Stephanie started going faster, her mission, to make Dan cum inside her. "Dan," she whimpered, bouncing up and down on his cock. "I love you. Give it to me."
"Mom! You feel so good," he said, grabbing her waist, watching her tits bounce with her.
Dan closed his eyes, her pussy walls, sliding up and down his shaft, giving him so much pleasure. "Look at me. Don't close your eyes," Stephanie said.
She was getting out of breath, squatting up and down, "So good," she managed to say.
"I won't last much longer," Dan said, in between breaths.
"Good, fill me. Give me everything, honey," his mother said. "I won't stop bouncing, until you tell me to."
"Ahhh, uhnnn," he moaned, feeling his balls tighten again, his cock tingling. "Yes!"
Stephanie bounced several more times, then stopped when she felt the first spurt of semen against her cervix. "Oh Dan, yes, fill me up," she cried, her legs wobbling, his warm cum splashing inside her, sending her to her own climax.
She felt another spurt inside her, Dan moaning, his face contorted. Stephanie started bouncing again, faster this time, her pussy milking his cock dry, her own orgasm coursing through her. She grabbed the back of his head, holding it still, her forehead against his, cumming hard on his cock – harder than ever before. There was no cock more perfect than his.
When her orgasm subsided, both were out of breath, Dan easing back on the mattress, holding his mother in his arms, his cock still embedded in her. "Wow," he said.
Stephanie was still shaking, saying "I love you" over and over again, kissing at neck.
After a few moments, having caught their breath, Dan spoke up, "Maybe this could continue when we get back home."
Stephanie rose up on her elbows, smiling at her son, "That's music to my ears."
Dan chuckled, holding her close, "Yep. That Patrick is one lucky little bastard."
"No," Stephanie said. "He WAS. And only for a brief time. You ARE now until you no longer desire me."
"To be honest, I think I'll desire you for a very, very long time."





Chapter 11
The next morning, Stephanie was woken up by her cell phone. It was 11:30 in the morning, she was exhausted and sore – in a good way.
She answered the phone, Vanessa saying hello on the other end. Stephanie looked at herself in the mirror. Her hair was a total mess, her huge breasts were covered in hickeys due to the hours of Dan sucking them, worshiping them with his mouth. Her nipples were sore. Her legs were weak and sore. Her pussy was slightly chafed and her back hurt. She couldn't help but smile.
Dan was no better. His cock was hypersensitive, sore to the touch. His butt muscles were sore due to pumping and pounding Stephanie. He listened to his mother chat with his sister, a smile on his face.
"Ok great. We'll see you tomorrow then. I'm glad the weather cleared up. Oh I know. But we can come back here again, maybe in the summer," Stephanie was saying.
She ended the call, joining Dan back in bed.
Later they showered, Dan slowly gliding his cock in and out of her from behind, kissing her neck, squeezing her breasts. He didn't care if he was sore, she didn't either. They kept going and going, cumming all day.
After dinner, they were in the hot tub, relaxing, making out for an hour or so. They were attempting to let their sex organs take a break, enjoying each other's company.
"Truth or dare?" Dan asked, breaking the kiss.
"Truth," his mother replied.
"What in the world happed here?" Dan laughed.
"We crossed a line," she smiled.
"I know that, but how? Why? What caused this?"
"I think these urges have been in me for awhile now. Something woke them up."
"What woke them up?" Dan asked.
"Your Aunt Diane."
"How?"
Stephanie leaned kissing, nibbling at his ear, "She and your cousin, Elliot, are like this."
"They are?"
"Mmhmm, and I saw them in the act."
"Wow," Dan said.
"Truth or dare?" she asked.
"Truth."
"Are you ok? You and I have been getting it on so much in the last 24 hours, we haven't talked much. Are you fine with us being like this?" his mother asked.
Dan paused a moment, looking into her loving, sweet face. "Mom, yes, of course I am. This has been the most amazing experience I've ever had. I was reluctant at first, but when I gave in," He paused, grabbing a breast, bringing it to his mouth, gently kissing a nipple.
Stephanie arched her back, allowing Dan to keep tenderly kissing her sore nipples, kissing away the pain. "When I gave in," he licked her breast meat, in between each mound, then up to her neck, "there were no regrets."
Stephanie intercepted his tongue with hers, covering his mouth, his erect cock against her pussy lips under the water.
"Truth or dare?" Dan asked.
"Truth," she answered.
"What's wildest thing you've done sexually?" Dan asked, a grin on his face.
"Well I would say having sex with you, but I haven't yet done the wildest thing," Stephanie answered.
"What do you mean?"
"Answer dare. Truth or dare?" his mother asked.
"Dare."
His mother smiled, leaning into whisper into Dan's ear.
*****
Dan was behind Stephanie, holding her by her wrists in the middle of the hot tub. She was moaning, water and sweat dripping off them.
Dan was carefully sliding his cock in and out his Stephanie's anus, inching his way further into her rectum. When his cockhead touched the area where her colon curved, he pulled back, going as slow and as gentle as he could.
"You feel so good," he said, just before unloading his cum deep into her body. He would be even sorer in the morning, but when she dared him to take her anally, he couldn't say no.
Stephanie's eyes fluttered, feeling his hot cum fill her up, loving the full feeling. She couldn't wait to get home, her man would stay with her for a few days.
A couple hours later, they went to bed, nude, kissing passionately until they couldn't stay awake any longer.
They slept late the next day, had lunch, and started packing. Taking leftover booze and food with them, they left their cabin, returning to their new life at home.
"I'll be very careful," Stephanie said in the passenger seat.
"Alright, go ahead," Dan said, moving his arm, letting his mother unzip his pants.
She was careful. She kissed and licked his red, chafed cock, all the way home, breaking only to discuss plans for their future.
When they arrived home, the rest of the family joined them, the snow and ice having been cleared off the roads.
Sitting on the couch, next to Dan, they chatted with everyone, pretending nothing happened. They left later in the evening, Dan staying behind.
"Hi honey," Stephanie stepped out of her bathroom, a large white towel wrapped around her body.
"What are you doing in mommy's bedroom?" She asked.
"I'm sleeping in here with you tonight," Dan smiled.
"Oopsie," Stephanie undid the towel, letting it fall to the floor, revealing her naked body. "Mommy is so very clumsy."
Dan was sitting on her bed, watching, admiring her body.
"I'll just bend down and pick the towel up, unless you want to take a nice long look at me. I don't mind, honey."
"I'd love to," he replied.



Dan watched her do a sexy little dance, spinning around, gyrating her hips, playing with her tits for him.
"You ever do any stripping, mom?"
"Yep."
"Oh really?"
"Uh huh. Very briefly," She said, still dancing, running her hands over her body. "Looking back, I guess it was training, preparing me to do it for you one day."
"Well you certainly look incredible."
"Thank you. You think that nice dick of yours is able to please mommy?" she asked.
Dan sighed, "If you have some lotion to put on it afterward, this thing is getting raw. But you know what?"
"What's that, honey?" Stephanie stopped dancing, climbing on the bed to straddle Dan.
"It's all worth it," He sat up, kissing her, Stephanie guiding his cock in.
*****
In that very same moment, Diane, Stephanie's sister, and her son were in the exact same position across the country in Charleston, South Carolina, "That house will be ready for us to move into this summer," Diane told Elliot.
"Oh yeah? Sounds great," he said, bringing a breast to his mouth.
"Mmm, yes," Diane moaned.
"You think my Aunts will really move in with us? Are they like you and me?" Elliot asked.
"I don't know sweetie," Diane said, kissing his lips. "Time will tell. I suspect if they are, you and I will find out eventually."
"Yes," Elliot said, kissing Diane back, their tongues colliding.
In the very same moment, Dan was kissing Stephanie. Breaking the kiss, he gazed into her eyes, "I love you."
"I love you too. I'm so glad we did this," his mother replied.
She guided Dan back on to the mattress, lying next to him, making tender, sweet, love for the rest of the night.
Stephanie and her son had no idea just how wonderful the coming year of changes would be for them.
The end.
*********************************************
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Former Playmates Pt. 06: Julianne's Medicine
Chapter 1
His cock was embedded deep into Fernanda. Greg looked down, seeing her ass quiver, feeling her pussy contracting - she was cumming again. He slowly slid his hand up her sweaty back, finding her dark hair, grabbing a handful and pulling her hard against his body. Fernanda cried out with pleasure, having been thoroughly fucked all night by Greg.
"Feel good?" Greg asked, holding her head back so he could lick her neck and ear.
"Uh huh," Fernanda whimpered.
"Ready for my cum?" He asked.
"Yes!"
Greg pushed her back to her hands, slapping her ass a few times. He slowly stepped back, withdrawing his cock from her tall, light-brown, Puerto Rican body. Fernanda moaned, feeling him exit her, Greg smiling at the gaping hole left by his dick.
She went to her knees, grabbing, stroking his cock. "That's it. Just like that, make me cum baby," Greg said, standing tall, arching his back to stretch, his hands behind his head as Fernanda finished him.
Greg loved coming to Miami once a month to visit Fernanda. She was more than worth the four hour drive to get there. Watching her worship his cock, roaming her hands over his washboard stomach, he thought back to that night a year ago when he met her in a bar. He was in Miami with friends, mainly to score some pussy from the locals. Score some he did.
Fernanda, around ten years older than 25-year-old Greg, taught him quite a few things. She wanted to be manhandled; she told her younger lover exactly that, teaching him how in the process.
Right as Greg was ready to cum, he pulled out of her throat, grabbed the back of her head, holding her in place. He let her grab his cock, stroking it to completion using her own drool as lubrication.
"Yes!" Greg moaned, his cock erupting, covering her pretty face with cum, some of landing in her dark hair.
Fernanda smiled up at him, her face covered with his seed.
"You look great," Greg said.
"Thank you. I'll be in the shower, don't keep me waiting," Fernanda grinned, walking by him.
Greg smiled, watching her hips sway gently as she made her way to the bathroom. He started packing his things, preparing for the trip home that Sunday evening.
He checked his phone, seeing a missed call from his sister. He shrugged, figuring he'd call her later. He picked out some clean clothes to put on after his shower and joined Fernanda.
A little later, Greg at full strength once again, was behind Fernanda in the shower, slapping her ass, calling out her name as he came inside her. "Fernanda!"
Close to 11pm that night, Greg arrived at his apartment in Tampa Bay. He was tired, deciding to return his sister's call tomorrow.
He stripped naked, climbing into bed, thinking about which woman in his stable of women he was going to fuck next.
After work the next day, Greg was at the gym, watching Aline. Smiling inwardly, he knew that dark haired beauty would be riding his cock later that night. It had been a week or so since they last slept together. He knew she could not resist.
He loved Latina women. He loved plowing them from behind, gripping their dark hair tightly, just like he was going to do to the Venezuelan-born, Aline, a couple hours later.
At midnight Greg missed another call from his sister. He was standing, holding Aline upside down, while she sucked his cock dry, his tongue buried in her pussy, ending a several hour-long fuck session.
Lying on the bed, Greg watched the exotic beauty kiss her way up his muscular thighs, kissing his balls, then his weakened shaft. "You love that dick don't you?" Greg stated.
"Mmhmm," Aline purred, sucking tenderly on his cockhead, coaxing it awake again.
"Yeah," Greg said, smugly looking to the ceiling. "I don't blame you."
His phone vibrated yet again. Greg rolled his eyes thinking the caller could leave a message. His sister, Gisele, did just that.
"Call me now you jerk! I need to talk to you," was the angry message his younger sister left.
Greg set his phone on the bedside table, turning his attention back to his cock sucking friend.
"Ready?" he asked, sitting up, turning Aline around.
"Yes," she smiled, looking over her shoulder. Greg slapped her ass hard a few times, opened his mouth, letting saliva land on her anus, rubbing it in with his thumb, before guiding his cockhead into her asshole.
The next morning they woke up, had sex in the shower, and Greg went to work, Aline leaving with him. He flirted with his manager, some of his coworkers, and even though he couldn't see the female clients he was talking to on the phone, he flirted with them too. His arrogance was fueled after another day with zero complaints and plenty of flirting back.
"I guess they all want my dick," Greg shrugged, wondering if his married manager would ever let him have a taste of her pussy.
Pulling into the gym parking lot his phone rang again. It was his sister, this time he decided to answer it.
"Hey Gisele, I don't have much time. I have to - "
"Greg, go see mom," Gisele interrupted him. "Go see her. She's worse than ever now. Please. Stop in and check on her for me," Gisele pleaded.
"Wait. I know she's been down in the dumps, but - "
"No, it's far worse than that. I spoke to her last week, I've never heard her sound so bad since she and dad divorced. You have to go by there, TONIGHT, and check on her," his sister ordered him.
Greg wanted pussy again. He was hoping Aline or another woman would be at the gym. He didn't want to go check on his depressed mother. He was sure she'd be fine.
Gisele went on and on, saying she didn't know if their mother was taking medication or not. Finally Greg interrupted her, "Ok! I'll stop by after I leave the gym."
Gisele sighed, accepting that answer, "Fine. Please let me know how she is or what kind of living condition she's in."
"Alright, alright, I will," they ended the call and Greg went inside the gym.
Aline was already there, working on sculpting her shapely butt. "Hi Greg, you want to hang out again tonight?" she asked seeing him approach.
"Yes, but I need to stop by my mom's first. I'll call you when I'm on the way back to my place," Greg said.
"Sounds good," Aline smiled, glancing to the bulge in Greg's gym shorts.
Greg continued his workout, thinking about the phone call with his sister, "Shit, I'm going to make this quick so I can get back home sooner for some of that juicy pussy of Aline's."
Cutting his workout time in half, Greg said goodbye to Aline, reminding her he'll call her a little later. He left the gym, speeding to his mother, Julianne's, house across town. He wanted to drop in, say hello, and make sure she's ok then leave - he had his daily dose of pussy waiting for him.
Chapter 2
His mother's house was dark. No answer when he rang the doorbell. Using his spare key, Greg entered the home, looking around. "Mom?" He called out to her, walking to the kitchen. It was a mess. The dishes hadn't been cleaned; the trash can was nearly over flowing.
Greg noticed most of the house was fairly cluttered, as though his mother didn't care about cleaning.
"Mom?" he said a little louder. Making his way to her bedroom, he saw the door was closed, slowly opening it, he peered in. There she was, asleep, lying on her side facing away from him. It was 8:30 in the evening.
He stood there, unsure of how to proceed. Greg didn't want to wake her up, but wanted to make sure she was alright.
"Mom?" He said, inching toward her bed. "Mom?"
Greg gently nudged her shoulder, there was no response. "Mom?" he said louder. Julianne stirred, rolling onto her back.
Greg nudged her again, "Hey, you ok?"
She sniffed, scratched her cheek, made a whimper sound, and rolled over to face Greg. "Mom? You ok?"
"Hmmm? Mmhmm," Julianne answered, half asleep.
"Weird," Greg thought. He shrugged, quietly making his way out of her room. He had some pussy waiting for him.
He glanced in his mother's bathroom for a second, doing a double take, he entered. Flicking the light on, Greg saw several medicine bottles. They appeared to be barely used. Picking them up, he recognized some of the names from depression commercials. He had no idea his mother was taking antidepressants, or used to. He noticed the expiration dates were expired. He thought maybe she stopped taking them.
Like the rest of the house, her bathroom was a mess, like it hadn't been cleaned in weeks - maybe longer.
Greg peeped on in her one last time, sighed, and left. He'd call his sister tomorrow to let her know their mother seemed ok.
As he was bouncing Aline up and down on his cock later that evening, Greg was quieter than usual. Normally during sex, Greg would slap the woman's ass he was with that evening, tease her, urge her to cum, ask her if she loves his dick, and generally treat her like a fuck toy - something he'd thought of women since he found it so easily to sleep with them.
This night, however, he wasn't doing any of those things. Something was on his mind. "Greg, yes! Greg!" Aline saying, riding to another orgasm. Greg silently watched her tits and long black hair bounce. He was thinking about his mother's messy home, how she was asleep so early in the evening, and the unused medication.
Shaking those thoughts from his head, he grabbed Aline's waist, threw her on her back, flipped her over and brought her ass and hips against his cock. Sliding himself in from behind, he went at her like a rabid animal, grabbing her hair, slamming into her.
"Ah! Fuck me!" Aline cried out. Greg obliged the rest of the night.
******
The next day at work, Greg was taking a break, talking to a friend on his cell phone about the newest addition to the sales team. "Yeah she started yesterday. Black hair, a Puerto Rican or Cuban maybe, named Melissa. Has a cute, barely noticeable accent. You know how I love Latinas. Give me a few more days and I'll have her in bed by the weekend."
Greg ended the call to his friend, making his way back inside, when his phone rang. It was his sister, Gisele.
"Hey, I was going to call you - " Greg said.
"How is she?" Gisele interrupted him.
"She's ok. I think. She was asleep when I went over there. She must've gone to bed early."
"No, that's not it. I mean, yes, she did, but it's not normal. I'm betting she's sleeping all the time now. I'm not sure if she's going to work still. I've never seen her this depressed before," Gisele said.
"Maybe she was tired."
"That's not it. She's 43 not 83. Go back over there tonight and check on her again," Gisele ordered her older brother.
"Wait, I think it's - "
"Do it. What condition was the house in?" Gisele asked.
"It was really messy."
"See? She's not cleaning, she's probably barely bathing. Greg I'm really worried. Did you even talk to her?"
"No, I nudged her and asked if she was ok. I think she was barely awake but seemed to respond," Greg answered.
"Go back over there tonight and have a conversation with her. Go before 8, maybe take her some dinner," Gisele said.
"Ugh. I got stuff to do though," Greg said, pussy on his mind.
"Don't be like that. Just do it, ok? When she and dad split up it destroyed her and we weren't there for her like we should've been. I've been up here in Atlanta, but you've been in Tampa the whole time. You could've been there for her better than I could have," she said.
Gisele had a point. Greg barely visited her, barely spent time with her, and he knew his sister was right. He didn't want to be around his mother in her depressed state. It brought him down too, plus he felt helpless, as though nothing he could do would cheer her up. He wasn't going to admit that to Gisele though.
"Fine," he sighed. Greg returned to work, setting his focus on his new coworker for this weekend. He'd go to his mother's house that evening, clean up a little, bring her some food and then make up for the lost pussy during the week with Melissa during the weekend.
Chapter 3
She was a shell of a person. Greg's mother sat alone in her living room, emotionless, blankly looking out the front window when Greg arrived.
"Greg?" she asked, watching her son enter.
"Hey mom," Greg brought in some Chinese take-out. "I thought I'd stop by and bring you some dinner."
"Oh," she replied, not moving.
Greg went to the kitchen, taking boxes out of the bag, grabbing some utensils. "Mom? In here."
Julianne stood, slowly making her way to the kitchen. Greg noticed she was thinner than usual. Her hair was a mess, skin was pale; she looked sickly. He had to look away, her visage made him feel guilt for not being around much.
He attempted small talk and failed. Julianne would only nod, shake her head, shrug, or barely speak a reply when Greg asked about random things. Has she been out much, has she seen so-and-so recently, has she heard about this or that were some of the questions he thought up. His mother pecked away at her meal, uninterested.
"What about work, mom? How is that going?" Greg asked.
Julianne simply shook her head.
"Yeah? What does that mean? Don't like the job?"
Shaking her head again, "I don't, I don't work there anymore."
"What do you mean?" Greg put his fork down. "You get a new job?"
His mother shook her head, taking a small bite.
"No? Are you working at all?"
She shook her head again.
"Mom, did you quit or what?"
"I stop going in. They let me go."
Greg paused for a moment, "Wait, so you just stopped going in? What about the bills? What about - "
"Greg please," his mother quietly spoke up.
"You can't just stop going to work. You still have a mortgage right?" he said.
"Greg," Julianne shook her head, setting her fork down, her eyes to her lap.
He could tell he was upsetting her. He backed down. He sat, looking at this frail, sad woman, realizing she was too depressed to even go into work. Greg had no idea what to do. His first thought was moving in and helping out with the finances. The lights were still on, so he thought she was living off her savings.
They finished their meal in silence. Greg did the dishes and spent another hour cleaning the kitchen. His mother went to bed before he left. He stood in her doorway, watching her lie there, her back toward him. His sister was right; she was far worse than they ever thought.
******
Greg couldn't concentrate at work the next day. He kept getting texts from his friend asking about Melissa and if he's closer to scoring with her yet. He replied, saying not yet and that he's busy. Aline called him too, leaving a voicemail, inviting him over for sex. He texted her after work saying he couldn't that night.
That night he returned to his mother's, bringing more dinner and extra groceries. They ate in relative silence, Greg cleaning up after the meal, and asked his mother to hang out with him in the living room.
"I think I'll come by this Saturday and clean up some. Probably mow the yard too," Greg said. His mother nodded.
She stood, making her way to her bedroom. "You're going to bed really early. You sure you don't want to sit and chat awhile?" Greg asked.
"Tired," Julianne replied.
Greg sighed, watching her walk away. He took a tour through the rest of the home, making note of what to move, pack up, and clean on Saturday. Everything was fairly dusty. The living room had coffee mugs and trash strewn about on tables. "All she does is sleep," he thought. "She eats her little TV dinner, drinks some coffee, and that's it."
He entered a small office area, seeing boxes on top of a desk. They were filled with old photos, letters and other papers. Scanning the room, Greg saw a familiar sight, a Playboy magazine on the dusty bookshelf. He smiled, recognizing the woman on the cover - his aunt Alyssa.
She was actually a half-aunt, his mother and Alyssa sharing a father. Even though he or anyone else in the family hadn't seen her in years, she was still referred to as an aunt. Because of their lack of closeness, Greg easily was able to ogle her nude pictures in the magazine. In his teen years he'd even jack off to them on occasion. He wasn't close to the woman and felt no weirdness or guilt.
He thought about having a quick wank right then and there, but decided against it. It's been years since he brought himself to orgasm - a stable of women happily did this for him.
He set the magazine down, making a mental note to clean the office, along with bathroom, living room, mow the yard, trim the trees and - Greg sighed. Saturday was going to a busy day.
Looking in on his sleeping mother once more, he could feel her sadness transferring from her body to his. He chastised himself for not being there for her like he should've been.
"I'll clean up Saturday and maybe come over more often. I'll help with groceries too," Greg thought driving back to his apartment. "Man, she's in bad shape."
He needed release. He wanted to add another notch on the figurative wall of pussy conquests. Greg was going to get Melissa's number the next day. Taking her out Saturday night, fucking her, should take his mind off his depressed mother.
A few well timed slick comments, compliments, and suggestions and Greg scored a date with Melissa Saturday night. "Too easy," he said to himself, a smug grin on his face.
Friday night Greg was urged by his sister to spend it with their mother. He explained he'd be over there all day on Saturday, but Gisele would hear none of it. Greg figured it'd be fine. He'd go all night with Melissa the following evening, covering her hot little Latina body in his cum, making up for missing out on pussy the last couple evenings.
It was more of the same. Greg brought dinner, sat with his mother, failing at any meaningful conversation, feeling down and helpless, as if nothing he could do could cheer her up, then leaving after she went to bed.
Chapter 4
The next morning Greg arrived at his mother's, bringing her breakfast, finding her still asleep at 9:30. He set the meal on the table, knowing he'd have to warm it up for her. He shrugged and went about his cleaning.
After cleaning the living room, dusting, moving some furniture around, he cleaned the hall bathroom. It wasn't as dirty as his mother's, but it needed cleaning nonetheless. Greg cleaned the kitchen again, far more thoroughly than earlier in the week. He discarded old and expired items from the pantry and refrigerator, then ran the dishwasher.
Making his way to the office room, he began dusting. "Doing a girl's job," he joked to himself, not truly minding the task, knowing it had to be done because his mother wasn't going to do it.
He arranged a few books, photo albums, and picture frames. Greg saw his aunt's Playboy magazine once more. "Might as well," he grinned, pulling down his gym shorts, tugging at his dick.
"Yes," he whispered, looking at Alyssa's pictures, while stroking himself. "Big titties."
"Greg?" his mother called for him.
He hurriedly closed the magazine, reaching to put it on the top shelf, pulling his shorts up, "Yeah? In here."
"Hi," she said, just waking.
"Hey. I thought I'd clean up the house, then do some yard work. That ok?"
"Oh. Sure, yeah," Julianne nodded.
"Great. I'll clean your bathroom next."
"No, you don't have to."
"I want to. Just trying to help," Greg shrugged, watching the solemn look on his mother's face.



"Alright," she sighed, leaving Greg to his work.
"That was close," he thought. "She almost caught me slapping my dick around to my aunt's nudie shots."
"Don't worry big fella. Tonight Melissa will be riding you till dawn," Greg told his penis. He sat at the desk, sliding some pens, stapler, and other office supplies into the drawers. The large box he saw earlier in the week sat in front of him.
"What's in here," Greg grabbed the first piece of paper from the top, unfolding it, eyes widening at what he saw.
"I miss you. I miss your pussy, your tits, and your mouth around my cock. Send Gisele and Greg to my brother's house tonight. When I get home, I'm fucking you all night!"
"Whoa!" Greg put the letter down, realizing it was a letter his father wrote to his mother when Greg was a kid.
He stood, looking into the box, there were a ton of folded letters. He opened and quickly closed several of them. "I love you so much," "I want you so bad," "I can't wait to take you to bed," were a few of the lines he peeked at from his father to his mother.
"You're my little slut. You're all mine. I can't wait to bend you over and - " Greg folded the letter then put it away.
"Wow," he thought. "They must've been quite active in the bedroom."
He looked over his shoulder, and then peeped into the living room. His mother was sitting there, sipping coffee, otherwise motionless. Waves of sympathy came over him. She had a husband that always wanted her sexually and now she didn't have anyone.
He glanced at another letter. "I'm so proud of you for posing in Playboy. I have the hottest, sexiest wife in the world. I'm in this hotel thinking about you. My dick is about to fall off I want you so bad! You drive me crazy! I can't wait to get home and lick every inch of that perfect body of yours."
"Holy shit!" Greg yelled in his head. "Ok, I'm not reading anymore."
"I love you with all my heart," Greg glanced at the last line of the letter before folding and putting it away.
"Yeah right," he thought about his father, rolling his eyes, remembering the reason for his parents' divorce - his father's affair.
Greg saw a few old photos from the 90's in the box. They were of his mother. His father took the pictures on various boating trips they'd go on with friends. They were all of his mother in bikinis.
One was of Julianne in a bright orange, tiny bikini, sitting on the side of the boat, giving a seductive smile. Greg smiled into her image, flipping the photo over, seeing his father's handwriting. "My sexy babe."
Another old photo was a full body shot of his mother in a tiny leopard print bikini standing next to Greg's father. "Me and my woman," was the writing on the back.
A third picture was of his mother on her knees, long blonde hair blowing in the wind, wearing a tiny red bikini. There was nothing but a crudely drawn heart on the back. Greg smiled. Both he and his father had trouble drawing hearts for some reason.
The last photo he looked at was of his mother looking sweaty, tired, her tanned body glistening in the sunlight on the deck of a boat. The tiny blue bikini barely covered her breasts. On the back Greg read what his father wrote. "Just after sex with this wild woman. Going for a swim now."
Greg shook his head in sadness and disgust with his father for hurting his mother like this. He was the man that worshipped her. No wonder she's so depressed now.
He finished cleaning up, moving on to his mother's bathroom next, scrubbing the tub. He mowed the yard next, struggling with the lawnmower because the grass was so thick and high. The entire time he worked, he thought about how angry he was at his father, empathy of his mother's current emotional state washing over him.
"She was a hottie, that's for sure," Greg thought, pushing the mower back into the garage.
He said goodbye to Julianne, leaving her alone, but deep down not wanting to. Greg went home and showered for his date.
"Idiot," he called his father, while in the shower. "If I had a hottie like that, mmm," Greg laughed. "But she's my mom."
On the way to Melissa's he figured he'd go see his mother the next day, just to say hello and be around her. Greg even thought about complimenting her some, maybe that would cheer her up.
******
The date didn't go quite as planned. Normally, he'd have his cock balls deep inside whoever he took out within two hours. It took four with Melissa. Greg was distracted, thinking about his mother's situation. After he cleaned her house, took care of the yard, she didn't seem to have noticed, nodding at him as he left.
Greg couldn't shake the solemn look on his mother's face. Back at Melissa's apartment, he pulled his cock out of her, letting it rest on her lower back. He watched it spew semen all over her light-brown back, a hand gripping her hip. Melissa moaned feeling his warm cum land on her.
"You going to stay the night?" Melissa asked, curling up next to Greg as he lay down on her bed.
"I didn't last as long," he thought, cupping her ass. "Her pussy is top notch, but still, I should've lasted longer."
Greg sat up in her bed, wiping his forehead, grabbing his shirt when the thought hit him. "What if I lose her?"
"Uh, I gotta go," he said, putting on his clothes.
"Aww, you sure?"
"Yeah, I need to go check on my mom."
"Ok, well I'll see you at work Monday. Maybe I can play with this on a lunch break," Melissa said, standing to kiss Greg goodbye, rubbing his bulge.
"Heh, yeah," he nodded, taking his leave, with one thought, the thought of losing his mother, on the forefront of his mind.
He sped to her house. It was just after midnight, he knew she'd be asleep.
Greg saw her motionless body lying on her side facing away from her bedroom door. He slowly walked to her, placing his hand on her hip, feeling her warmth, he smiled. His worst nightmare hadn't come true.
He chuckled, thinking about the naughty and raunchy love letters his father wrote to her. Sitting on the bed next to her, he ran his fingers through her messy, blonde hair, seeing the photos of her younger, happier self in his mind. "She was so beautiful. Why would he cheat on her?" he asked himself.
Greg leaned down, kissing the side of her head, "I'm going to fix you breakfast tomorrow."
He stretched out, lying next to her, bringing his arm around her, holding her against him while lying on top of the covers. "I have to make her better," he thought.
Just before he drifted off to sleep, he felt slight movement of her hand coming to rest on top of his. Greg didn't see the very subtle smile upon his mother's face.
Chapter 5
Greg watched his mother eating the dinner he fixed for her two weeks later. He couldn't help but smile as she scarfed it down. He had been cooking all her meals recently. Steaks, chicken casseroles, pasta dishes, huge breakfasts were usually on the menu.
"What?" his mother paused, seeing Greg smile at her.
"Nothing. It's just nice to see your appetite so strong. In fact," Greg reached for her hand, "It's been really nice spending this time with you. I really love being here."
It was a half-truth. Part of him did enjoy it, but she was still very depressed.
"Saturday night, I'm taking you out for dinner, mom."
"No, you don't have to Greg," Julianne sighed.
"I want to. It'll be a nice place, so we'll have to dress up," Greg said.
His mother shook her head, "Fine."
"Good," Greg stood, grabbing her plate, while she made her way to her bathroom.
"Hey, wait," he stopped her. He gave his mother a long hug, holding her tightly against him. He ended the embrace and watched her retreat to her room.
Moments later, Greg was in the office room once again, reading through letters his father wrote her long ago.
"I love the way you pulled your panties to the side last month, mounted me, and fucked me. You wanted my cock so bad, didn't you? You were in such a hurry to cum. Once you did, you returned to the kitchen fixing my wonderful dinner. You're the perfect wife."
Greg put the letter down. He didn't know why he was reading them. Something about his mother in her younger, happier years, gave him hope that she could come out of this depression.
He knocked on his mother's bedroom door, letting her know he was leaving. "Come in," she said.
"Hey mom. Wow, look at you!" Greg flirted, seeing his mother with a large white towel wrapped around her body, her hair slicked back.
"Greg," she shook her head.
"What? You look amazing like that," he said, moving behind her, rubbing her shoulders. "Also, you look amazing period. I think you've gained a couple pounds since I've been cooking for you."
"Ugh, great," she scoffed.
"It is great," Greg turned her around to face him. "You are a gorgeous woman and you need to eat healthier. So that's where I come in. I've inherited your cooking skills and will continue taking care of you."
"You didn't inherit them. You just learned to read simple instructions from a cookbook," Julianne rolled her eyes.
"Maybe," Greg shrugged. "But still, I'm going to be your chef. Now about Saturday night," he turned walking to her closet. He picked out a small, simple black dress.
"I'm not wearing that. It's been years since I have."
"I'm taking a hot woman to dinner. I want her to wear this. Please?"
Julianne stared at the dress, then to her smiling son. "Fine."
"Yes!" he cheered bringing her in for another hug, kissing her cheek. "I love you and I'll see you tomorrow."
Julianne nodded her head, watching him leave. Greg didn't see another small smile form on her face.
******
"I want that big dick in me. When are you coming to Miami again?" Was the text Greg read at a stoplight on the way home. It was from Fernanda, the slut in Miami he visited every month or so. He texted her back a simple "2 weeks."
He had a lovely evening to plan. One he hoped would make his mother happy.
After a shower he received a text from Aline. "It's been awhile, you ok?"
Greg chuckled replying to her text, "Yep, been busy. We'll fuck again soon."
The next day at work, Greg had Melissa pinned against the bathroom stall, making her cum. "Saturday night," she tried saying in between Greg's hard thrusts.
"What about it?"
"You, me, and my friend. Ahh! Threeway!" she was cumming.
Greg was too, filling her with semen. "Yes!" he replied.
Back at his desk, he remembered his planned evening with his mother. He figured he could take her to a nice dinner, spend some quality time with her, and then come back to his place around 11pm for a double dose of pussy.
Chapter 6
"Good, this is really good," Gisele commended her brother on the phone. He was on his way to pick up his mother. "Be really sweet to her. Compliment her. Make her feel great."
"I know, I know. I'm working on it. I also cook for her. I think she's gained a few pounds in the past couple weeks, she was pretty underweight."
"Even better. That's so sad about her job though," Gisele said. "We'll need to figure something out when it comes to that."
"We will. I'm almost here. We'll talk later," Greg ended the call.
"That's what I'm talking about. Look at you!" Greg exclaimed seeing his mother exit her bedroom, wearing a tight, black dress. "Hot!"
"Greg, stop," she grabbed her purse.
"Just being honest," He glanced over her hourglass figure, her long legs.
"No you're being flirty. Cut it out."
"So? No harm in flirting with a gorgeous lady," Greg extended his arm to her.
"Thank you. But I'm your mother," Julianne grabbed it, walking with her son.
"Again, so? We're going to have a wonderful evening."
He escorted her to his car, opened the door for her, and did his best to make her smile.
He failed for the most part, but Greg was persistent. He was in a tough spot because he wanted to talk about her younger, happier years, but they involved his father - someone he didn't want to bring up at all. So he stuck to talking about himself.
"Remember that? I showed up to the prom with you?" Greg asked over dinner.
"Yes. You took your mother to your prom. It was very strange."
"No it wasn't! You were, I mean, are, the best looking woman I know. What 18-year-old kid wouldn't want to take you to the prom?"
"A normal one, probably. Certainly not the 18-year-old son of one," Julianne rolled her eyes, taking another bite.
"Well I had a great time and you did too. You were laughing, dancing with me. All my buds wanted a dance. Good times," Greg reminisced.
"Greg, you just wanted to be able to say you took a Playboy Playmate to the prom."
"Well, maybe, but it wasn't just that. None of the girls in school compared to you," Greg told another half-truth. In hindsight perhaps this statement was true, but also trying his best to lift his mother's spirits - he never once exhibited a crush on his mother in his younger years. Looking at her now, watching her slowly eat, he couldn't help but think she was still beautiful after all those years since his father took bikini photos of her and since Greg finished high school.
Greg once again grabbed her hand, sitting across from her, "You really are beautiful. I'm just not saying that. I mean it." His mother's eyes met his for a few seconds, his thumb caressed her hand.
"Greg," she whispered only to be interrupted by the waiter bringing the check and wishing them a good night.
Greg released her hand, grabbed the bill, eyes to his wallet to fish out his debit card. He didn't see his mother smile and blush.
"Shall we?" he extended his arm once more. He held her hand all the way all the way to her home.
"You don't have to invite me in. But any man would love it if you did," Greg said at his mother's front door, slightly regretted his choice of words - his father's infidelity on his mind.
"You probably have some girl to go visit anyway," Julianne said, turning the key in the door.
"I'd rather stay with you, to be honest."
"Greg, go home."
"Alright," he hugged her tightly, kissing her cheek. "I love you."
"I love you too," his mother replied.
******
It was such a small world Greg lived in. At 11 pm he found himself lying on his bed, nude, while Melissa and Aline covered his body in kisses. Aline was the friend Melissa mentioned. Licking their way down to his cock, kissing it, one on each side, Greg's eyes snapped open.
"Mom," was who he thought of. "I need to be there with her."
He watched the two dark, exotic beauties service his dick, thinking, "No, I should stay and enjoy this."
The two women moaned, one sucking at his big balls, the other on his big cockhead.
"No. She's alone. I have to keep this going to make her better," Greg sat up, causing the two ladies to pause.
"Hey, I'm really sorry, but I have to go."
"But," Aline said.
"I'm sorry. It's my mom. I'm worried about her," Greg got off the bed, searching for a t-shirt and gym shorts.
"You two can stay if you want, but I need to go," Putting on his shoes, he glanced at the two naked women standing at the foot of his bed. "Sorry."
When Greg closed his door behind himself, Aline and Melissa turned to one another, eyed their bodies up and down, shrugged, grabbed each other's face and began hungrily making out. They fell backward on to Greg's bed, rolling around, falling off it, and hit the carpet with a thud.
He arrived at his mother's dark, quiet house, once again standing in her doorway. Greg approached her sleeping body, his hand trailing her hip, feeling her warmth. He slid under the covers, wrapped his arm around her, holding her against him.
"Greg?" Julianne whispered groggily.
"I told you I'd rather spend the night with you more than anyone else."
Rising on his elbow, he looked at her face, caressing it before kissing her cheek again. "Mom?"
"Hmm? What is it?" Julianne rolled to her back, causing Greg's hand to rest on her stomach. He instinctually began rubbing it over her t-shirt.
"My apartment lease is up for renewal next month. I'm moving in with you. No discussions. I'm going to help with bills and take care of you."
"Oh Greg," Julianne placed her hand on his.
"I am. Ok?" he kissed her forehead.
Greg finally saw his mother smile widely. She nodded her head and hugged him.
She slid over towards the middle, allowing Greg more room. Lying on his back, holding her in his arm, he continued his flirtatious ways. "I'm going to be roommates with the hottest woman on the planet. I'll try to keep my hands to myself."
He felt his mother slightly shake in his arms, chuckling softly.
Chapter 7
Much to his mother's chagrin, the next day Greg took her shopping. He got her a new cell phone, moved her on his plan, and then bought her matching shoes and a dress - both white. Julianne complained she was too old for a short dress like that, but Greg would have none of it.
He took her home, cooked her dinner, and made sure to always have his arm around her, his hand holding hers, or giving her hugs and kisses on the cheek.
Greg packed a suitcase of clothes and essentially moved in with his mother. All his other stuff would be dealt with closer to his official move out date the following month.
The next week, Julianne still went to bed earlier, but her son coaxed her to stay up a little later than normal. Those were quiet evenings on her couch, his arm around her. When she went to bed, Greg would sometimes sneak into the office to read the letters.
"This is why you're perfect - the perfect wife, the perfect woman. You knew how hard it was for me to make that sale. You joined me in the shower, turned around, and offered that perfect pussy to me. I'm so thankful for you, Julianne."
That letter hurt to read. He remembered his father traveling a lot when Greg was 14. "The perfect woman," he whispered his father's words. "I'll treat her like she deserves. I'll never hurt her, I'll always be there for her."
When Greg climbed into his mother's bed later that evening, he smiled when she rolled over to face him, his arm sliding around her body, resting on her waist.
"You ever thought about dating again," Greg held his mother from behind the next morning after breakfast. She was looking to the backyard.
"No, never."
"Good. More for me. We're dating now," Greg joked.
"Ha. Yeah right," she said.
"I know I'm right. Tomorrow you have a very busy day. I've made an appointment for the spa. I'll drop you off after breakfast. You'll have a steam bath then a lovely massage. After that, I'll take you to lunch, then to your hair appointment."
"Greg, are you serious? You're doing too much," Julianne said.
Greg spun her around to face him, grabbed her face and quickly kissed her lips, "No I'm not. I'm happy to do it. I'm happy to be here with you."
Julianne blushed, looking to the side. "Oh and then," Greg continued, "I'll take you to a movie tomorrow night."
"Greg we don't have to do this."
"Like I said, we're dating now. I've never dated anyone before," He admitted, feeling shame. It was true. Most of his associations with women involved sex. There was an occasional dinner here and there, but it was always physical.
"You haven't? I thought you were a big shot ladies man," his mother said.
Greg shook his head. "I had friends, but nothing serious or real." He paused, realizing he used past tense. He wondered if he'd see Aline, Melissa, or other ladies in the near future. "No," he answered his question in his head. His focus was being there for his mother.
After her incredible Saturday, Julianne sat next to her son in the movie theater, his arm around her. She was looking at him, before the lights lowered and the movie started. She didn't realize she was smiling - the first long and legitimate smile in ages.
She felt amazing. The spa visit, followed by the salon, had her feeling rejuvenated. Greg complimenting her trimmed hair with blonde highlights, made her day.



Her son turned to her, gazed into her eyes, smiling back at her. He leaned over, kissing her lips once more.
"Thank you for everything today, Greg," she said.
"No thank you. Thanks for letting me pamper you. We'll enjoy this movie, go home, and I'll take you to bed," he joked.
Julianne laughed. Not a chuckle, but a loud laughter. Greg beamed while he watched her. "Ok, big shot. Sure," she said.
He did indeed take her to bed later, joking she should sleep nude, suggesting he might. Julianne stopped him, climbed in bed, into his arms, and immediately fell asleep after a wonderful day.
"Who is the sexy lady?" Greg asked her the next day after dinner. He retrieved a picture of his mother from the box in the office. It was the one of her wearing the bright, orange bikini.
"Ugh, geez, no idea," she rolled her eyes.
"I know who," He sat next to her. "It's you."
"A long, long time ago," She said. "Where'd you find that?"
"The office."
Julianne sighed, realizing Greg must have looked through the box of memorabilia from her marriage.
"I found a few other pictures too. Most just papers and stuff," Greg downplayed what he saw and read. "You don't look much different than this now. You're still gorgeous."
"Greg, cut it out," She shook her head.
"No I mean it. I'm sorry, mom. I'm sorry for Gisele and I not being there for you like we should've been. I won't go into it much, but dad was an idiot to do what he did. He had you as his woman, his wife, and he gave that up. So, so stupid," Greg shook his head, fighting back anger.
Julianne sniffed, trying not to cry. She leaned her head on Greg's shoulder, gently rubbing his thigh. "Fernanda," she whispered under her breath.
"Hmm?" Greg asked.
"The woman I caught your father with."
"Who?"
"Her name was Fernanda," his mother answered, Greg's eyes shooting open. "I went to Miami one weekend to surprise him. He was there on business. I walked in on him and her. He was calling out her name, Fernanda. He didn't see me at first."
Greg cleared his throat, "That, uh, sounds like a uh, different kind of name."
"Yeah, she was a younger woman. Hispanic, or Latino, or whatever the hell they're called," his mother said, bitterness in her tone. "She might've been Cuban, no idea. Really tall too."
"I see," Greg breathed slowly to calm his racing heart. He wanted to ask more, but couldn't believe what he was hearing. He wondered if it was a different Fernanda than the one he was sleeping with during his visits to Miami. In his heart he knew, it was the same, tall, Latina his father cheated on his mother with. He wanted to vomit.
"Be right back," he said, quickly getting up, going to the bathroom. He splashed cold water on his face.
"It can't be," he kept telling himself. "But it probably is." He knew Fernanda was quite sexually active - a whore, which is one reason he liked her. It wouldn't surprise him if she had a few married men in her stable of studs.
After regaining his composure he joined his mother on the couch again.
"You ok?" she asked.
"Yeah," he smiled. "Just thinking about all the wonderful things we can do together."
Julianne smiled once more, resuming their cuddling position.
Chapter 8
"Greg! Stop it!" Julianne swatted playfully at her son's shoulder. He was tickling her sides, trying to pick her up at the same time. "You're all nasty and sweaty."
"Ok, ok, come outside then," Greg motioned for his mother to follow.
It was the next weekend and Greg was doing more yard work.
"What is this? Why have you dug up this area?" his mother asked.
"You and I," Greg said, wiping his forehead, "are going to plant stuff."
"Plant stuff?"
"Yeah. Flowers, vegetables, crap like that," Greg replied.
Julianne chuckled, "I see. So a nice little garden."
"That's right," Greg said, removing his t-shirt, using it to wipe his head. He moved behind his mother, holding her from behind. "It'll be fun."
"Alright. If you say so," Julianne turned around, glancing at Greg's muscular frame. She gathered up sweat from his chest and flicked it at his face.
"Hey!" Greg grabbed her, pulling her against his body. His mother feigned a struggle. "You know you like it! I bet you're secretly a wild and crazy woman!"
"Ha! Sure," Julianne stopped struggling, letting her son hold her. "You look good, Greg. I mean, I can see you work out."
"Thanks. I haven't been in a few weeks though - ever since I started spending time with you - my favorite person."
She trailed her hands up and down his sweaty back, not caring about getting her hands wet. "You're sweet. Maybe this will be fun," she ended the hug.
Later that night, they went to bed at the same time - 11 pm. "You want me to sleep shirtless, don't you mom? After seeing me today in the backyard. I understand. I'll do it," Greg solemnly said, pretending that it was a huge deal.
"Oh yes. I certainly do," his mother joked in return, watching Greg remove his t-shirt.
She curled up in his arms, like always, except this time she trailed her hands over his bare stomach and chest.
"You've been so sweet lately, so affectionate," she said.
"Well, I'm just glad to be here. I'm going to take care of you, remember?"
Julianne smiled, closing her eyes, when Greg kissed the back of her head goodnight.
Greg was woken up an hour later by his phone buzzing on the bedside table. He picked up, feeling disgust at himself when he saw who it was from.
"I thought you were coming to see me this weekend?" was the text from Fernanda. Attached was a nude photo she took of herself.
Greg deleted the text and Fernanda from his contacts list.
******
Melissa confronted Greg at work the following week. "Hey, you ok? Aline said you aren't returning her calls. We were hoping to try again for a three-way."
"Oh right. Yeah, I'm sorry. I've just been really busy. My mom is going through some problems. I gotta focus on her," Greg explained.
"Oh. I understand, that's sweet of you," Melissa said.
Greg nodded, watching her walk back to her cube. He took out his phone, scrolling through the contacts, deleting Aline and Melissa's information. He was going to give his mother all of his attention.
After dinner that night, he and his mother took a long walk, holding hands, through the neighborhood. He drew a hot bath for her when they returned and walked around the house, thinking of what to plant in their garden. He walked by the office and darted inside.
He looked through the box once more, digging deeper, toward the bottom. Greg usually grabbed a few letters or pictures that were near the top, so not to disturb the contents as much. But his mother knew he found the box, and he admitted to seeing the photos and "papers," so he figured why not investigate it further.
There it was, at the very bottom. Greg saw it after removing most of the contents. It was the Playboy issue his mother posed in so long ago.
He chuckled, picking it up, debating on looking at her photos. He shrugged and opened the magazine, thinking if he accidentally flipped to her spread, then it'd be ok. Greg kept randomly flipping through the pages, not seeing his mother. Pretending it was an accident, he flipped to a random page near the back, then another, then another.
Then he saw, for a split second, a very nice pair of breasts. He looked away, then back at the picture, "Yep I think that's her. Oh well, just an accident."
Then he started at the breasts. Then he looked to his mother's smiling face. "That's her. Very nice mom. Good job," he said in his head.
He couldn't look away. He flipped the page; it was his mother on all fours, his eyes lit up. "Oh wow, yeah, that's her alright."
He kept going, looking at every single picture. Admiring her ass, her long legs, and her breasts. "Ok that's enough," he said, nearly out of breath. He put the magazine back in the box, burying it with the letters, documents, and old photos.
A couple hours later, Julianne was lying in his arms, gliding her hands over his bare midsection. Greg spoke up, "I saw someone naked today."
"Oh yeah?" his mother laughed.
"Yep. Best looking naked woman I've ever seen," Greg continued.
Julianne rose up on her elbow. "Who?"
Greg grinned. Her face flushed with embarrassment. "You didn't! Me?"
"Oh yeah. Mmm, gorgeous."
"Ugh, I can't believe you looked. I should've thrown that out long ago," His mother said.
"Hey it's alright. We're both adults. The lighting was great," he paused, "your body was great. It still is. I haven't seen you naked in person, but I'm willing to bet what's under the pajamas is still a perfect 10."
"Stop it!" She swatted at him and rolled over, embarrassed.
Greg rolled over too, holding her. He kissed her head, "I'm sorry. I was just curious."
She shook with silent laughter, "It's ok Greg. Like you said, we're both adults now."
"I love you."
"I love you too," She rolled over, her face in his, giving him a long goodnight kiss on the lips. They smiled at one another for a few seconds, before she rolled over and went to sleep.
Chapter 9
The following weekend's project was taking his mother to pick out flowers and other plants for the garden. Greg felt this would be something she would enjoy and they could do together. He personally didn't care about gardens, but wanted to give her something to focus on. They bought tomato plants, tulips, daffodils, and a rose bush, along with extra soil.
Greg read the instructions that came with the plants; luckily his mother had a better idea of how to plant them. He smiled, thinking his plan to keep her busy and occupied was working, watching her go to work.
"I think I can do this one," Greg said, taking over one of the tulip plants. When he was done, he quickly swiped his mother's face with his thumb, leaving a streak of dirt on her cheek.
"Oops. Sorry," he grinned.
"Uh huh," Julianne said, wiping her face clean.
"Looks like we have plenty of soil left. I'll move the extra bags over by the steps," Greg said, squatting to lift the heavy bags. He moved them by the steps near the back door. He got a funny idea.
Greg removed his t-shirt, "Mom."
Julianne turned around, seeing her shirtless son. Greg flexed his pectoral muscles, "Let's hit the shower babe."
"Babe?" Julianne laughed.
"Yeah, let's go."
"You're such a big flirt," his mother laughed. "I think I'll pass," she added, walking by Greg, up the stairs.
"Hey," he grabbed her arm. "Are you happy with me living here?"
She paused a moment, smiled and nodded her head.
"Good," he kissed her cheek, then her lips. His mother smiled and turned to walk up the stairs.
Greg playfully slapped her ass. "Greg!" she turned around, pretending to be angry.
"What? You have a nice one. I saw it in Playboy, remember?"
"Oh geez," Julianne headed inside.
That night Greg chased her around the house after dinner. He caught her, grabbed her, tickled her and slammed her on the bed. He kissed her lips, looking into her eyes said, "I love you."
Julianne caressed his face, "Oh sweetie, I love you too."
"Good, let's go to bed!" Greg pulled off his shirt, rolled onto his back, his mother once again in his arms.
She ran her hands over his body, sat up, and smiled at him.
"I love seeing that smile. I really do," Greg said. "What are you smiling about?"
"You. Why are you here with me when you," she glanced at his stomach, "could be out? You know, having fun?"
"Are you referring to sex?" Greg asked in a shocked manner.
"No, I mean, maybe?"
"I know what you meant," He pulled her back down on top of him. "I want to spend all my time with you right now. I'm here for you. I should've been here for you back during the divorce. I was too distracted. Not anymore."
Greg caressed his mother's face, she smiled warmly. Thoughts of his father's letters, how much he loved and craved her ran through his mind. His thumb slowly ran across her lips.
"Greg?" she whispered.
"Hmm? Sorry, was distracted again it seems. This time by the prettiest lady I know," he said, releasing his mother, stretching his arms.
Julianne watched him stretch, her hands once again going to his body, gliding over the muscles, almost admiringly. Greg noticed, smiling awkwardly at her.
******
Two weeks later, Greg was expanding the garden. "Right about here would be perfect!" his mother cheerily told him.
"Alright, I'll dig it to there then."
"Thank you, sweetie! We'll plant the sunflowers there," Julianne kissed his cheek. "When you're done, I'll have lemonade waiting."
Greg smiled, pinching her butt when she walked away. They had been like that almost daily. Greg would go to work, come home, and cook dinner less and less, his mother taking over that duty. They would flirt, giggle, and cuddle on the couch for awhile before going to bed, falling asleep in each other's arms. Greg loved seeing her happy again.
Something strange was happening with Greg too. He no longer was driven by lust, by the need to get pussy, by the desire to sleep with a new woman - or any woman. Instead he was driven by making his mother smile, bringing her happiness, making her feel loved.
"Mmm, very good," Julianne said, sipping on lemonade an hour later.
"Are you talking about the garden here or me?" Greg joked.
"Both!"
"Come here!" he chased after her. She got away, reaching down to grab a clump of dirt and throw it at her son.
"Oops," she grinned.
Greg tackled her, being as careful as possible, guiding her to the freshly plowed plot of land. They rolled around, throwing dirt onto each other's face, Greg causing his mother to squeal when he pulled her t-shirt open, dumping a handful of dirt down her chest.
"You jerk!" she straddled him, rubbing dirt into his chest and stomach. He grabbed her waist, holding her in place on top of him.
They laughed, sharing another long gaze, their smiles fading. Julianne bent down, kissing her son's face, peppering his jaw with kisses. "I love you," She whispered in his ear.
Her hands slid down his side, whispering once more, "You have such a great body. So sexy."
"So do you. I gotta admit. You're a hot woman," Greg said, his hand sliding to the small of her back.
"Yeah?"
"Indeed," Greg got bold and grabbed her ass, squeezing the cheeks, knowing she'd scold him. But she didn't.
"Mmm, naughty Greg," his mother said sliding off him.
She quickly tugged at his gym shorts, throwing a large hand full of dirt into them. She stood and ran away giggling.
Greg, lying on the ground, dirt in his underwear, laughed. "She is hot though," he said out loud to no one.
After he got as much dirt out of his boxers as possible, he went inside, finding his mother removing her t-shirt. He whistled at her, startling her. "We going to shower together?"
"Greg," she gave him a look.
"What? Kill two birds with one stone. Besides, I've seen you naked, remember?" he asked, standing in front of her, his hands on her bare waist.
"We can't do that, sweetie."
"I know. I'm just being silly."
Julianne smiled, turned around and turned on the shower, giving her son a look over her shoulder.
"Alright, alright. I'll go use the other one," Greg said. "I wouldn't mind though."
"I know. It'd be kind of nice. Kind of intimate. But it's not right," his mother said. She went to undo her bra, staring at Greg. "Go silly!"
"Oh right, yeah. Sorry."
That night after dinner, he held her in the middle of the kitchen, his eyes closed, enjoying her warmth. He ended the embrace and kissed her lips, "You're so wonderful."
"You are too, Greg," she replied. She kissed him again, a little longer than his.
She was in his arms, caressing his body. "You are sexy. I meant that."
"So are you," Greg said, his mother looking at him.
They stared at one another, Greg running his fingers through his hair. "I'm sorry if I've ever disappointed you."
"Why do you say that?"
Greg shrugged, "I don't know. I just want you to know how loved you are. I'm sorry if I didn't show it much in the past."
"Are you still going on about not being there for me?"
"Maybe."
"You're here now aren't you? If you'd rather be here than out chasing girls, that's fine by me."
"I would rather be here. More than any place in the world," Greg said escorting Julianne to the bedroom. He flopped on the bed, smiling at her.
Julianne smiled, "I see. Oh well. I guess this body you've worked so hard for will miss out on fun."
"No it won't," Greg yawned, stretching his arms. "Get to work. I won't tell anyone. Our little secret."
"Get to work?" Julianne laughed.
"Yep. I'm sure a goddess like you knows how to please man," Greg said, recalling more of his father's erotic letters.
Julianne called his bluff, "Thank you. And I sure do."
"What?"
He didn't have time to react. His mother leaned down, kissing his neck, "Start here and kiss my way down."
"Uh, huh?"
"Sit up," she said, helping him remove his shirt.
"Mom?"
"Down to his chest," Julianne kissed his pec, followed by each nipple. "Then to his stomach," following it up with a trail of kisses down to his navel, running her hands all over his torso.
Greg was in shock, "Is she really going to do something like that? Would I really let her?" he thought.
"And then," Julianne paused, peppering his stomach with kisses. "I forget!"
Greg breathed a sigh of relief - she was joking around with him. "Hah, very funny."
"I'm old now. I can't remember things as well," Julianne said, resuming her usual position in Greg's arms.
"Heh, yeah, gotcha," He gulped. "Not too old," he said nervously.
He lay in bed wide awake for the next hour, asking himself over and over if he'd let her do something sexual to him. The only answer he could come up with was "I don't know."
Chapter 10
The following Saturday afternoon, Julianne twirled around in front of the mirror in her bathroom. She had gone shopping with Greg earlier and he bought her another new dress. It was a long, flowery, sundress.
Greg entered the room and whistled at her, "Everyone will see how good looking my lady looks tonight."
"Greg, I'm not your lady," his mother said.
"Yes you are."
He moved behind her, resting his hands on her tummy. "I live here, I cook for you, we work in our garden together, we go out together, I buy you things, and then we come home and go to sleep in each other's arms. You're my lady."
Julianne rested her head on Greg's shoulder, looking at their reflection in the mirror, a smile forming on her face. He kissed the top of her head.
"We'll have a great time at the fair tonight. I'll win you some prizes too," he said.
"If you say so," Julianne said.
Greg moved away from her, swatting at her flowing dress when he walked by.
******
"I gotta say, sweetie, you have been so wonderful and sweet to me the last several weeks," Julianne said, her arm wrapped around Greg's while walking through the fair that night. He was carrying a huge teddy bear he won for her in one of the silly games they played.
"No, thank you. Thank you for letting me spend this time with you. It's something I should've done long ago," Greg stopped, turning to face his mother, running his finger through her blonde locks. "I've had a great day with you."
"I have too. I feel younger with you. It's kinda like we are together. I know it just seems that way, but I like it. I haven't been this happy in a long, long time," she said.
"I know. I'm going to do everything in my power to make sure you stay happy. You will keep being my focus. I love you," Greg said, kissing her lips softly.
Julianne smiled, blushing once more, "I like that."
"What? The kisses?"
"Yes. I know it's silly, but it's just a nice little thing that you do."



"No, mom, it's not silly. I like it too. I know I've said it before, but you're so pretty, so," Greg paused, taking a chance at using his father's words from his erotic letters, "so perfect."
Her eyes widened, "Oh Greg, I, I love you too." Julianne moved to kiss Greg, to give a long, loving kiss, but was interrupted by someone behind them. It was a man the two of them hadn't noticed from before. He was drunk.
"Awww yeah. Get that pussy, boy," He said, struggling to stand, throwing his bottle down. He was a large man.
Greg stared at him, "Come on. Let's go," his whispered to his mother.
"That's right, take her home and fuck that bitch," the drunken man said. Greg turned, glaring at the man, seeing a worn down shirt with the logo of the fair and a name tag below it. The fair was closing down, he must be off duty.
"What you lookin at, boy? Huh? If you don't take that bitch home, shit, I'll do it. I'll tear that pussy up!"
Greg moved toward the drunkard, "Greg!" his mother tried to stop him.
It was too late. Greg punched the man right across the mouth, causing him to fall down. "No!" his mother cried, pulling him away. "We're going home. Now!"
"Sorry," Greg took a deep breath, put his arm around his mother and walked towards the exit.
A moment later, Greg fell to the ground, having been pushed hard. He looked to his left, seeing his mother on her knees. The impact from the huge, drunk man knocked them both down. She seemed fine, but all Greg saw was red.
Adrenaline pumping through his veins, his boiling blood, caused him to feel no pain from the beating the drunk was giving him. He was raining fists down on Greg's body, but Greg felt nothing. He only saw his mother crying.
Lying on his side, he saw the man's legs and kicked his knee as hard as he could, causing the man to stumble. Greg got to his feet as fast as possible, squatted, balled his right fist and gave the stumbling man an uppercut to the nose, breaking it.
The drunkard roared in pain, unable to react when Greg tackled him, mercilessly slamming his fists down on him. He said nothing while he beat the man that insulted the woman he loved.
The man managed to land a few blows to Greg's face, but they were unsuccessful in stopping him. Finally he gave out, the man bleeding and trying to block the onslaught of fists, Greg's mother pulling him off the man.
He held her, saying he was sorry over and over. The man crawled away, pulling himself behind one of the game booths, out of sight.
"Let's go," she said. "Let's go home."
Greg nodded, looking around, seeing a few stragglers leaving the fair, a couple of them pointing at the fight they had witnessed. "Some drunk guy," Greg heard a person say. "Yeah I saw it too," another mumbled.
Another drunken patron clapped his hands, "Yeah buddy! Defend your woman! Whooooo!"
Greg and Julianne ignored them, holding one another as they made their way to Greg's car. She drove them home.
Their timing was just right. The carnival was closing just as a late night thunderstorm was approaching. Julianne glanced over to her embarrassed son, as the clouds above opened up, thunder and lightning all around them. The car ride was silent.
"I'm sorry. I'm so sorry, mom," Greg whispered, when they pulled in the driveway.
"It's ok," she patted his thigh. "Let's get inside."
Greg nodded, sniffed, and opened the car door, quickly escorting his mother inside out of the pouring rain and lightning.
"See? We're all ok," she said, entering the house, hugging Greg.
"I know," Greg nodded.
"Let me get a look at you," she said. Greg sniffed, fighting back tears of anger and nodded.
Julianne led him to the bedroom, turning on the light, examining the small cuts on his temple and jaw. "Oh sweetie. It's ok. Anywhere else?"
Greg shrugged, "He was hitting my arms and back some, I think. It was all a blur."
Julianne smiled, helping Greg remove his shirt, looking over the red whelps of his shoulder and back. "Yes, he got you here some too. Take off your shoes and relax."
Greg did as he was told, sitting against the pillows his mother stacked. All he saw was his mother in pain, some drunk guy trying to rape her. Lightning crackled, the power went out.
He wasn't thinking of anything else. He couldn't concentrate; asking himself what he'd do if something happened to her over and over again. Greg didn't notice his mother enter the room with a lit candle. She placed on the table next to the bed, along with several more, lighting them too.
"There, that's better. Now I can see you," she smiled. She grabbed a wet wash cloth and sat next to Greg on the bed. She dabbed his face some, Greg wincing a bit from pain. "It'll be ok," she comforted him.
"No. No it won't," Greg said. "The thought of anyone hurting you kills me. I'll never, ever, let anyone cause you harm again. Not some drunk and not dad. I love you so much, more than anything, than anyone," he rambled. He was stopped by a kiss.
Julianne leaned forward, kissing his lips hard. Inches from his face, she gazed in to his eyes, glancing at his lips and kissed him once more, softer this time. Then she did it again and again, slow, loving kisses on the mouth. Greg didn't mind. He closed his eyes, holding her face with one hand.
Julianne straddled him, the kissing increasing, becoming more frantic. Greg sat up, gently tugging at her hair, causing her to arch her back. He kissed at her neck, her moans further helping his cock to harden.
Julianne broke the kiss, pushed Greg back, tugging at his pants. He helped by lifting his butt up, allowing her to pull them down a bit, exposing his erection. With her dress hiked up, she pulled her panties to the side, grabbed the base of his cock and guided inside her.
Greg still didn't mind. Part in shock, he was able to nod his head to her. Julianne grabbed his face again, kissing him harder than ever, while she grinded her hips against him.
"Yes," Greg whispered, catching his breath. "Do it," he told his mother.
She nodded, her lips quivering and kept going, grinding and riding him, working closer to an orgasm she needed.
"G-Greg," she stuttered.
"Yes, cum for me. Please," he begged, holding her in his arms. "I love you."
"Ahhh, Greg!" she whimpered, closing her eyes, her body tensing. "Yes!"
"That's it! Yes!" Greg urged her on.
Her legs began shaking, her core tightening even more, wave after wave of pleasure coursing through her spine. Julianne began tearing up, never feeling so much joy and pleasure before. Then it was over. Reality struck her over what she had just done, what she had just given into, perhaps out of loneliness.
When the orgasm subside, she quickly hopped off her son, "I'm sorry!" she cried, leaving the room.
"Mom! Wait," Greg chased after her.
Chapter 11
"No!" she cried, pushing him away, when he caught up to her in the kitchen.
"It's ok!" he chased after her, his mother running, crying, into the back yard, the rain still pouring.
She was ashamed, wanting to run, not caring about the storm outside. Greg grabbed her arm and spun her around.
"No, please, just - "
Julianne was the one interrupted this time by a kiss. Greg was holding her arms, kissing her hard, the rain drenching them.
When it ended, she spoke first, "I'm sorry, it just came over me."
"Shhh, let's keep going."
"It's not right."
"I don't care," Greg said.
"We'll catch a cold out here."
"I don't care," he said again, kissing her hard, grabbing her waist, pulling her against his opened pants.
Still kissing him in the rain, she slid her fingers into his boxer shorts, slowly pulling them down. She bent at the knees, never taking her mouth off Greg's, helping him step out of his pants. She slowly stroked his cock, still at full strength.
The power came back on. A streetlight in between her and the neighbor's house came back on, shining thought the gap between the two homes, providing a little light for them.
Julianne ended the kiss, took a step back, eyes on her Greg, and she slowly pulled her dress up and over her head. She unhooked her bra, letting it fall the grass, then stepped out of her panties.
Greg looked over her naked, glistening body. Their eyes met, she ran her fingers through her wet hair, and a soft smile came over her face. Greg lunged at her, grabbing her, kissing her, her arms wrapping around his neck. He picked her up, holding her by her ass, their tongues dancing.
With her legs wrapped around his waist, he guided his cock back inside her, momentarily stopping their kisses to look at her face. "Ready?"
"Uh huh," she replied. Greg resumed kissing her.
She felt so good, gliding up and down his shaft, almost too good. He paused his gentle bouncing, going to his knees, lowering her on to her back in the wet grass.
"Ah! Greg," she moaned, running her nails up and down his wet back. He kept working, rolling his hips into her, driving his cock in as deep as he could.
"So, so, good," he managed to say. His mother kissed him again, holding him in place while he thrust in and out of her.
Moments later, he rolled over, taking her with him. "I'll never hurt you."
"I know," she said, kissing while they made love.
Rolling around a few more times, trading the top position, then landed in the newest, unfinished part of the garden. Greg felt the soft mud on his back, ignoring it he kept kissing her.
"You're my lady. Forever," he said.
Julianne's eyes rolled into the back of her head, while Greg licked at her neck. "I know. This is so wrong, but so good."
Greg rolled back on top of her, this time her back covered in mud. Their weight, mixed with his powerful thrusts, caused an indentation in the mud.
"I can't last much longer," Greg said.
"Then cum," she kissed him again, "cum in me."
Greg rose to his knees, taking his cock-impaled mother with him. Lightning flashed in the distance, rain kept pouring on the, Greg began bouncing her, working toward filling her with cum.
"Ahh yes! Yes!" she cried, her own orgasm building.
"I love you!" he said over and over again, his balls tightening.
"I love you too! I'm yours," she cried out into the night.
"Not yet!" Greg said, seconds away from climaxing. "Ahhh!" he moaned, his cock erupting, filling his lady with his seed, truly making her his.
Coming off their mutual orgasm, they slowly went to their side, kissing each other on the way down. He held her, kissed her, not speaking for several minutes.
"Let's go inside," she smiled weakly.
Picking up their clothes, they held hands, making their way inside.
"Do you want to keep doing this?" Greg asked, a moment later in the shower.
"Yes. I do."
"Are you sure? I just want you to be happy."
"I've never been happier," she assured him, closing her eyes, standing against him in the shower.
"Good, Gisele was worried about you."
"You can tell her I'm much, much better now. Just leave certain details out. You know, about how I'm your lady now."
"Oh you are? I thought you said you weren't," Greg laughed.
"Well that was before I had some of this," she said, going to her knees, kissing her way down Greg's body.
Stopping at his navel, "Hmm, what's after this? Ah, I remember."
"See? You aren't that old."
"Nope," she said before devouring his cock.
Greg winced from pleasure, watching her suck his cock back to life. He wanted her pussy again. He wanted to eat it with as much gusto as she was feeding on his cock.
He turned off the shower, bent down, guiding Julianne to her feet. They stepped out of the shower, "Hold on tight," he said.
"What?"
Greg picked her up, flipping her upside down, causing her to squeal. He buried his face in her pussy, licking it, swirling his tongue all around it. He walked backward toward the bed, sitting on the edge, he laid back, he and his mother in a more normal looking 69 position.
The candles in the room were still burning, the two lovers mutually servicing each other orally. Greg's jaw and tongue were getting tired, but his mother kept going, kept bobbing her head up and down on his cock, slurping away on it. Greg would give himself a break, slap her ass a few times, kiss and lick all around her puckered hole, before driving his tongue back into her pussy.
She came several times over the next hour. Finally, the desire to have him inside her took over; she turned around, impaled herself on his dick, and went to work. She held his arms down, grinned at him, and bounced herself up and down on Greg until he exploded, once again filling her with semen.
"Mmm, so good," she said, lying on top of Greg, his orgasm subsiding, kissing at the small wound on his jaw as he caught his breath.
Chapter 12
They were inseparable the next few days. Greg called into work, stating a family issue he had to sort out. They believed him. Julianne had been sucking his cock throughout the phone call. He picked her up, took her to bed, and made love to her again and again.
"I've never loved anyone as much as I love you," Greg said, slamming the bed against the wall.
"I'll always be here for you. I'll always take care of you," he added.
"I still can't believe we're doing this," his mother said, her tits jiggling from each impact. "But I don't want it to end."
******
In that very same moment, Julianne's oldest sister, Diane was on her back as well. Diane's son, Elliot, was on top of her, cock embedded balls deep.
"Yes! Yes! Fuck me!" Diane screamed out, her legs trapping Elliot in place. "I love my baby!"
The house was full of boxes. They were moving into a new neighborhood soon, into a nearly complete house, specifically built for Diane and her family.
Diane wanted all of her sisters and their sons to live there. But she had no idea yet, if they were like her and Elliot.
In that very same moment, in Minnesota, Stephanie, the younger sister of Diane, and a few years older than Julianne, was squealing with delight. Her son, Dan, was in between her legs, eating her pussy for lunch.
"Ugh, I gotta have those tits," He said, going to his knees, guiding his cock inside Stephanie.
"My honey loves these big boobs," Stephanie giggled, offering a tit to her son.
"I love you more," Dan said, before taking a nipple to his mouth.
They had been lovers for the past few months. Stephanie was pleased at how well they were keeping their secret love affair from her daughters, but in the back of her mind, she knew one day, they may have to come clean.
******
Greg grabbed his naked mother in the kitchen, bringing her in for a long kiss. "Dinner is ready," he said.
Julianne straddled him on her couch, bringing a fork to his mouth. They feed each other, all while Greg's cock was inside her.
Afterward, Julianne rode him to orgasm, her pussy milking his cock of cum, her mouth cleaning it next.
They held one another on the couch, not saying a word, smiling.
An hour later, Greg was in the shower, rinsing off. He was slightly startled when the shower door opened, his mother joining him. She turned around, offering her pussy to him.
Greg looked at her back, the water streaming down it; he looked to her butt, swaying back and forth with her hips. He thought about reusing words from his father's letters once more, but decided against it. He wasn't his father. He would never run around on his mother, he would never break her heart; he would always love her more than any man ever could.
Greg bent at the knees, guided his cock into her from behind, and felt her perfect pussy welcome him home. His hands roamed all over her stomach and breasts, while he kissed at her neck, showing her how much he loved her.
The next day Julianne was in the office, nude, tearing up and throwing away all the letters her ex-husband had written. She glanced at the photos with his words on the back and tore them up too, placing all the shredded and torn up paper in a small waste basket on the desk. At the bottom of the box, she found the issue of Playboy she posed in. Just as she was about to tear it, a hand stopped her.
"Whoa, whoa, let's keep this one," Gregg said, taking the Playboy from his mother, placing it safely on the shelf.
"I figured you'd want to keep it," she grinned.
"It's great piece of memorabilia," he said, picking her up, lying her on the desk. He pushed her legs apart, guiding himself in.
"Mmhmm, and now you're sleeping with a former Playmate," she joked.
"More than that, mom, I'm making love to one. I'm taking care of one. I'm showing her how perfect she is," Greg said.
"I see. Well then get to work!" she joked, using Greg's words.
He grabbed the small trash can and dumped all the contents, the torn up letters and photos, on top of his laughing mother.
Got to work he did, fucking her as hard as he could on top the desk, torn letters of her ex-husband, his father, all around them.
That night, Greg took her so hard in the shower she accidentally tore the shower curtain off, causing them to lose their balance, spilling out onto the floor. Afterward, Greg was looking through her medicine cabinet.
"You still need these?" he asked when his mother stood behind him, her hands roaming over his shoulders and chest.
She glanced at the medicine she stopped taking a few months prior and shook her head. "No, you're all the medicine I need now."
"Good," Greg smiled, turning to face his mother, kissing her gently on the lips. He picked her up, took her bed and made love to his lady.
The end.
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Gisele's Story
Chapter 1
It was done. I was finished. College was over! I was so happy to graduate, to be done with all the studying, work, and stress. I was sitting next to Ian on the couch, snuggling tightly, with a man I loved - or thought I loved. A man I wished loved me in return, but sadly, I felt he didn't and never would. It was bittersweet too. Ian was leaving for the summer to work on an oil rig right around the time I would start my internship.
"Elite Magazine eh?" he asked.
"Yep. This internship could turn into a job there," I said, hoping for the best with the Atlanta-based magazine publisher.
Ian put his arm around me, "Good. This sounds like a great opportunity for you."
"Yeah, I know," I replied, feeling fortunate to land this internship, wanting to prove my worth.
"Maybe you'll meet a nice guy," he said. I hated when he suggested that. I only wanted him, but was too afraid to tell him. I've wanted him since I began liking boys.
I shrugged, "Maybe." I sat up, looking in his blue eyes, short blonde hair. "What about you? You going meet anyone?"
"Maybe," He shrugged. "Maybe for the summer. I'm sure New Orleans has a nice selection of ladies," he chuckled. He was leaving for New Orleans in a few days to work on the oil rig in the Gulf - mainly checking to see if things were up to code and there'd be no more mistakes and oil spills.
"You could have any woman you want," I told him.
"Ha, yeah right. Who knows," He pulled me in for another hug. "Do enjoy your summer and internship while I'm gone. If you land a job there, you're more than welcome to keep living here. You'd save money too."
"I'd love that. I really appreciate you letting me stay here while I was in school. It's helped a lot. My dad is thankful too," I told him.
"Glad to help! Now, let's head out to dinner to celebrate," Ian stood, extending his hand to me.
As much as I wanted a lovely dinner-date, ending with a night of love making to the man I loved, I knew it wouldn't happen - it would never happen with Ian. I pushed my sadness aside and enjoyed every second with him before he left
*****
A week before Ian left, I was getting a few groceries. At the store, on the isle containing magazines, I picked up the newest issue of Elite Magazine. I've seen one before, I heavily researched the website, I was familiar.
I flipped through it and sure enough, each and every article, whether they were about cars, music, movies, even the advertisements, had a black male model posing with a white woman. I thought it was a coincidence. I got to the fitness section of the magazine. Hugely muscular black males were in each photo of the article - with them a toned, sexy, smiling white woman. Her hand would be on his six pack abs, or she'd be kneeling in front of him, or his hand would be on her fairly large and muscular butt. I shook my head, shrugging, putting the magazine back on the rack to continue my grocery shopping.
That night, after making dinner for Ian, like I did every night he was home, I mentioned looking through a copy of the magazine at the store; joking I might be the only white girl there.
"Hope I don't come across too dorky," I joked.
"Ha! They may get you to pose in the magazine. Or better yet, meet a nice black man and date him. I'm sure your father would hate that!" Ian joked.
He was right, my dad would hate it if I was dating a black man. But there was one thing my father would hate even more.
"Shut up!" I playfully said, swatting at his shoulder. I grabbed the dishes, cleaning them like usual.
We spent the next few days together, just hanging out, I lost count of how many times I wanted to grab and kiss him.
Dropping him off at the airport, I tearfully said goodbye. He said he'd let me know when he landed.
Arriving at his home, I called my mother, saying hello, cleaned things up a bit, and picked out some clothes for the start of my internship the next day.
Stepping out of the shower the next morning, I let the towel drop, passing in front of the mirror. I stopped myself, doing a double take at my naked body. I was 5'9", a fairly athletic looking hourglass figure, long blonde hair. I grabbed my decent sized breasts, they weren't super huge, but were certainly a handful. Turning around I looked at my ass, "Not bad," I thought.
The image of a dark skin hand resting at the rise of my butt cheeks flashed in the mirror. It was similar to how some of the women posed in the magazine I looked through. I giggled and shook my head, while changing into my modest, work-appropriate dress.
Chapter 2
I was greeted that morning by two women: a tall blonde, maybe late 30s named Devin, and an even taller Latina woman named Fernanda. Both women were wearing sexy, tight cocktail dresses, showing off their legs, their curves, their cleavage - these were dresses I'd expect to see women wear at a nightclub, not to a workplace.
Both women were very polite. Fernanda seemed friendlier of the two, smiling more, not as serious and as down-to-business like Devin was.
They led me through the various offices and cubicles to a small conference room. Looking around I noticed the employees were all women. I found it curious that they were all white as well. I guess I wasn't going to be the only one there.
Fernanda, most likely of Latin American decent, was the only non-white woman there. I also discovered I was very overdressed! Of all the employees I saw on my way to the conference room, they were all wearing similar short dresses.
We walked by a small photo studio. I saw two blonde women with very large, muscular butts, wearing thongs, with a black man kneeling in between them. He was grinning smugly at the camera, his hands on each of their ass cheeks, just barely pulling them apart. A petite red head photographer was in front of the models a few feet away, taking their pictures.
"Have a seat," Devin smiled, gesturing to the conference table. I sat across from her and Fernanda.
Devin did most of the talking. She informed me I'd be working under her in the marketing department for June. In July I'd be working under Rob in talent relations, finally, in August I'd be working primarily under Fernanda in project management. Fernanda chimed in, saying that I'd be doing some traveling to Miami were she was based, to assist with various projects there. It all sounded very exciting. This would be experience outside of just marketing - which is what I got my degree in. I knew a broad range of skills may look enticing to employers. Hopefully, I would do a good enough job that Elite Magazine would hire me when my internship ended in August.
After another brief tour of the floor I'd be working on, Devin led me to my cubicle.
"Hi Jennifer," Devin said to the red head photographer from earlier. I nodded to her, walking pass her, following Devin to my cube.
"And here we are," Devin said. It was a small, temporary cube, employees from out of town used, but it was close to Devin's office. She went over some paper work with me and told me she'd come get me in an hour or so.
I sat, looking through the various forms I had to sign. I heard Devin run into Jennifer again about eight feet away.
"Hi again. The shoot go good?" Devin asked Jennifer.
"Very," she replied. "Jenna and Alexis always love working with Rodney."
"I don't blame them. Where are they now?" Devin asked.
"Oh, they're in the break room, getting out their frustrations - if you know what I mean," I heard Jennifer explain. "They were practically seducing him during the shoot."
My mouth dropped as I listened. "Oh really?" Devin asked. "You're joining in on the fun?"
"Nah. I have to do some touch ups on the photos before I head home. Besides, I'm still sore from the fucking Rodney gave me this morning," Jennifer answered.
I heard Devin reply, "Heh, yes he's quite a brute. I think I'll pay them a visit and join in though."
They parted ways, Jennifer sitting in the cube next to mine. I was trying to forget the little conversation I overheard, busily going about my paperwork. I don't think Jennifer knew I was in the cube next to hers, the walls were at least six feet tall.
I was almost done with the last form, still replaying the conversation in my head, when I heard Jennifer's phone vibrate.
"Hey there. How are you?" she said into the phone. "Awww, sorry to hear that. You still coming over tonight? I'll take care of you."
Take care of you? I wondered who she was talking to. I heard her moan into the phone. "Mmmm, yes I'd love to have that black dick inside me."
Jennifer wasn't even trying to be quiet; she wasn't whispering or trying to hide her conversation. "Yes. I love it when you do that. It's been awhile, TJ. When will you be over? Good, good. My son will be asleep by then. It's a school night."
A smile formed on my face, turning my head to listen better. "Yes, yes, he'll be asleep I promise. I told you I was a naughty mommy - fucking a black man while my son sleeps in his room down the hall. TJ, relax, I told you he sleeps like a rock."
There was laughter next, "He'll understand then. If I wake him up that is. He knows his mother has needs."
"Whoa," I whispered, listening in.
"I'm kidding, I'm kidding. Yes, if it makes you feel better I'll do my best to be quiet so we don't wake him. Ok? Alright, I'll see you tonight. 11pm," Jennifer ended her call to this TJ guy.
I quickly finished my paper work just in time for Devin to return to my cube. Her hair was no longer in a ponytail; she looked a little flustered, but had a sly grin on her face. I can only assume she joined in on whatever was happing in the break room.
Chapter 3
Devin went over the daily work schedule for me. I'd join her in meetings, I'd set up meetings, I'd do some market research for her, along with other entry-level type tasks.
After the brief orientation, Devin led me to Rob's office. As we approached, I saw the two blonde models, Alexis and Jenna, hugging a huge black man. He was fairly tall, but incredibly broad too. Each model kissed a cheek; his hands went to their asses, squeezing firmly, the fabric of their dresses bunching up in his grip.
The two models left as we approached, giving Devin a wink. "Ah Miss Devin, how are you?" he said.
"Good. Getting to know some of the talent?" she asked.
"I will be, later tonight. I got their hotel room address so I'll be paying them a visit tonight, before their flight tomorrow," he said, glancing, smiling at me. "Who is this young lady?"
"This is my intern for the summer. Gisele," Devin introduced me.
"Miss Gisele, nice to meet you," He extended his huge dark brown hand. "You can call me Fat Rob."
I cleared my throat and nodded. "Nice to meet you."
"Devin, take this young lady shopping later today. Buy her some clothes more fitting for our workplace," Fat Rob handed Devin his credit card.
"Will do," Devin smiled, taking his card. "Gisele, you'll be working for Fat Rob in July. He heads up our talent relations department. He finds and hires models, photographers and so on."
"I take very good care of our talent," Fat Rob said. "Isn't that right Miss Devin?"
I watched Devin slowly eye Fat Rob up and down, a grin on her face. "That's right."
"I can't wait to work with you Miss Gisele. I have some very interesting side projects I need help with," Fat Rob told me, eyeing me up and down similar to how Devin did him. I couldn't help but blush.
"I'll come by and see you before I head home," Devin told Fat Rob. I nodded politely and we left. I knew what Devin meant, this was crazy, nothing like I thought it would be.
Later that day, after lunch, Devin took me shopping. All dresses, all were short, sexy, and tight. White, purple, blue, black, red, pink, were the various colors. She even bought me matching shoes. Turning around in a skin tight, silvery-gray dress in the store, Devin nodded her head at me.
"I think you'll fit in just fine at Elite Magazine," she told me.
"Are you sure? These dresses aren't exactly professional. I want to make a good impression," I told her.
"Oh don't worry about that dear," Devin said, taking a step closer to me, glancing to my cleavage, her fingers combing through my hair. "I have a feeling, with this internship, you'll make a VERY good impression."
Not questioning what she meant, deep down knowing, we headed back to the office. I did some filing for Devin, along with sitting in on a meeting.
Before I left for the day, I stopped by the restroom. Pausing at the door, I heard something very interesting. I slowly opened the door, seeing Jennifer's red hair up above a closed stall. I could make out Fat Rob's face, grunting, grinning. He was bouncing Jennifer up and down. I closed the bathroom door, walking back to my cube, knowing that she was straddling him in the stall.
"Wow," I whispered. "This is what this place is like."
With each passing day, I would learn more and more about the culture at Elite Magazine.
*****
Later that night, I called Ian, telling him of my first day. I left out all the sexual details, only going over the mundane things.
I went to bed with thoughts of my first day on my mind. I thought about seeing Jennifer's head above the bathroom stall, with Fat Rob standing up, bouncing her on his cock. I imagined her riding a black guy that night, some guy named TJ. I thought about Fat Rob meeting those two big butt models at their hotel room and having a three way with them just like the other male model, Rodney, did earlier in the day. I recalled Devin arriving at my cube, her hair a mess after hanging out with Rodney and the two models.
The women at this place, Elite Magazine, all seemed to prefer black men. I lay awake, staring at the ceiling, wondering if I'd join in on, what seemed to be, loads of fun. Maybe they didn't allow interns to experience the magazine's "culture." Perhaps one had to be an employee first.
I slid my hand into my pajama shorts, I moaned, slowly rubbing my clit, closing my eyes. I normally thought of Ian when I masturbated. But this time I imagined myself having sex with a black guy in the bathroom at Elite Magazine.
I had a feeling this internship would be one I would never forget.
Chapter 4
The days that followed were more of the same. I wore my new dresses and shoes. Fat Rob, when he was actually in the office, gave me compliments, always ending them with "Miss Gisele." He called every woman there "Miss" followed by their first name. It was cute and flirtatious, but I knew why he did it.
He was sleeping with, from what I could tell, every woman there. I saw a few wedding rings on a few fingers too. I saw one when I walked in on him and another woman in the bathroom, or witnessed a woman leaving his office, kissing his cheek, or saw two women going on and on about his big cock at the copy machine - both had rings on their left ring finger.
Devin had private meetings in her office with Fat Rob on occasion too. Walking by her closed door, I heard her grunting and moaning, followed by a loud slap of hand against butt cheek.
Fernanda headed back to Miami in the middle of June. On her last day in the Atlanta office, I heard a fairly loud orgasmic performance coming from Fat Rob's office. I was making copies for Devin and I saw her exit his office, turn, kiss him hard, and grab the bulge his pants were covering.
I was surrounded by sex. Every day I heard or saw people in the act. Even the fucking package delivery guy, black of course, was getting blown or ridden when making a stop. I nodded to him on my way out for lunch. Upon my return, the cute little receptionist, probably right out of high school, was wiping something off her mouth while the delivery guy smiled at me and zipped his pants up.
I sat in my cube, alone, desire building, pussy oozing, wanting to taste, to feel the black cock that was around me. But I did my best for Devin, hoping this could lead to a full-time position with the company.
I'd go home and spend most the evening masturbating, thinking less and less of Ian, and more and more of black men.
Curiosity was killing me. Unfortunately, Fat Rob wasn't in the office much. His time there was very sporadic. I figured I'd hardly see him during July when I switched to working under him.
When I wasn't witnessing or hearing sex, I was in meetings with Devin and other staff members, taking notes. Everything was fairly standard right up to the last week in June.
The break room was filled with black male and white female models. Jennifer was there, chatting with some of them, organizing some advertisements she was shooting. I handed her some information from Devin. She smiled, looking the papers over.
I scanned the room, my mouth dropping at what I saw. Sitting on the couch, a muscular black man was naked, a bikini clad brunette was on his side, sucking his tongue, and another brunette was on her knees in front of him. Her head was bobbing up and down. She was giving him a blow job. I couldn't see the man's cock, but judging by her moans, it must've been delicious.
There was another black man, his back to me, standing next to the couch. I saw two white hands from the woman standing in front of him reach around his muscular back; hook her fingers into his shorts, slowly pulling them down. I watched the shorts go to his knees, landing at his feet, his toned muscular ass exposed. "Wow," I thought, my mouth still hanging open. Part of me wanted to go to my knees and kiss all over his ass. It was amazing.
I saw those same two white hands belonging to the woman in front of him, grip his ass tightly, while she, I'm assuming, sucked his cock. The black man moaned and said "that's it, yes" when he looked to the ceiling.
"Here you go. Thanks Gisele," Jennifer handed me the papers to take back to Devin, shaking me out of my trance.
I was so flustered I got lost on my way back to Devin's office. I made a wrong turn, walking pass an office belonging to an editor, whose name I can't remember. Her door was open; she was straddling a black man in the chair in front of her desk. "Yes! Yes!" she was crying out, his dark hands squeezing her breasts.
I needed to cum. I wanted to finger myself silly in the women's bathroom, but I assumed I'd be interrupted by another employee having sex with Fat Rob or one of the black models.
I gathered my composure, quelled my curiosity of the black cock crazed staff, took a deep breath, and found Devin's office.
"Thank you so much," She smiled taking the signed papers. "Got any plans tonight?"
"Oh, no I sure don't," I replied.
"Well I have a late flight tonight to LA, to take care of some urgent business there. I'll be gone all next week. So I was wondering if you could take care of Ulysses for me while I'm gone," she said.
"Ulysses?" I asked. Was that her dog, cat, bird, or pet iguana?
"Yep," She flipped through the papers. "Once, twice, maybe even three times a day."
"Who is - " her phone rang, interrupting me.
Her brief call ended, she wrote down her address. "Be there tonight. It's Friday, no work tomorrow, stay the night," She said with a soft smile.
"Uh, sure, I guess," I said.
"Thanks. I really appreciate it," She said, packing up her laptop, getting ready to head to the airport. "I'll let him know you're coming."



Chapter 5
I suspected a black man would answer the door when I arrived. What I didn't expect was how ridiculously hot he'd be.
I adjusted my hair in the rearview mirror, checked my cleavage my new dress was exposing and made my way to the apartment.
When he answered the door, I froze, my mouth dropped. He wasn't wearing a shirt, only draw-string blue pajama pants. My eyes drank in his muscles, his chest, his abs, his dark chocolate, perfect body.
I couldn't speak; luckily he did so for me. "You must be Gisele. Please come in. Devin told me you may be stopping by."
He extended his hand to me, I gulped and took it. "Nice to meet you. I'm Ulysses."
I nodded in return, too nervous to speak, quickly glancing away from his friendly smile. "Hey, it's ok, just relax," he told me, leading me into the apartment.
"Sorry," I said.
Ulysses chuckled, "No need to apologize," he told me. "Would you like some water before we get started?"
Get started? I forgot why Devin invited me over. I was to "take care" of him.
"Um, no, I'm good. Thanks," I replied, watching him open the refrigerator, his back just as muscular as his front, a pony tail of dreads lying in between his huge shoulder blades.
"Ok, have a seat then. I cleaned up some, hopefully I did a good job," He laughed, gesturing to the couch in his living room.
"So this is your place?" I asked.
"Yeah," he answered.
"Oh, I thought I was going to Devin's."
"Nah, this is my place. She's over here a lot though, so she may as well be my roommate," He said, standing in front of me now.
"Alright," I said, nodding at him.
"So you know why you're here and are ok with it?" He asked.
Without Devin explicitly stating why she was inviting me over, I knew. I knew that while she was out of town she needed me to "take care" of Ulysses. She needed me to milk his black cock for every drop of semen I could coax out of it. She needed me to service him, to worship him, to give my body to him to use just like Devin no doubt does. I was a substitute while she was away and I was going to do my very best to make sure his balls remained empty.
I nodded my head; this was my chance to experience what every employee of Elite Magazine experienced daily.
"Good," He said, smiling, undoing the draw string of his pajamas. He pulled them away from his waist, letting them fall to his feet, his cock springing upward, revealing itself as the pants dropped.
My mouth hung open again. It was gorgeous. Perfectly straight, long, as thick as my wrist, dark brown in color. The beautifully shaped mushroom head was a slightly lighter shade of brown. He had a trimmed bush of pubic hair. It wasn't a wild forest, but landscaped and neat.
Then there were his balls. His large, hanging testicles, filled with semen, beckoning me, begging me to empty them, to make his black hose of a cock spray his cum all over me.
Ulysses watched me, smiling softly, tugging on his cock. It went up pass his belly button. Suddenly, I realized while I was admiring its beauty, I was on my knees in front of him, ready to service him, ready to wrap my lips around that black dick, to taste him, drink him, to bring him to his figurative knees.
"I need to get over Ian," I said to myself, watching Ulysses slowly releasing his cock, letting it point directly at my salivating mouth.
I glanced once more up his perfect frame to his smiling face. He nodded, signaling me to begin. I grabbed the base of his cock with both hands, feeling it pulse and throb in my grasp. It was so thick, so hard. Bringing his cockhead to my open mouth, lust, urgency, and hunger took over.
I engulfed his cockhead, sucking it as hard as I could. Oh how delicious it was. I moaned at its taste, my cheeks indenting as I sucked away at it.
"Gisele, slow down," Ulysses told me. I was working his dick like a cock-crazed slut, wanting to feel his semen erupt from the tip, filling my mouth to the brim.
"Slow down," He laughed. "We have all week."
"All week?" I asked, taking his cock out of my mouth.
"Yes. Didn't Devin tell you? She wants you to stay here all week."
"I didn't bring anything with me. No clothes, or - " I said.
"You won't need them," Ulysses interrupted me. He pulled me up, grabbing my face gently, pulling me in for a kiss. "Take it off," he said, referring to my dress.
I took a step back, pulled my dress up over my head, letting it fall to the floor. Not taking my eyes off his, I undid my bra, slid out of my thong, then attacked his mouth with my own.
"Gisele," He pushed me away. "Slow down."
I took a deep breath, kissing him slowly this time, my tongue licking at his, taking it my mouth, sucking it much slower than I did his cock. If I was staying here all week, I was going to enjoy this, to savor it. I was going to give his body, his cock, what it deserved - a very thorough, attentive, white girl loving.
All those women at the office sleeping with Fat Rob, talking about black cock, bombarding me every day with sights and sounds of sex and here I was; a black cock, one week all to myself. I was going to make the most of it.
Chapter 6
I took it slow. I licked at his neck, down to his chest, flicking my tongue, kissing, sucking at his dark nipple. I licked down to his abs, kissing and sucking each one, dragging my tongue over them. Going to my knees, my hands reached around him, squeezing his muscular ass.
I cradled his black balls in my hands, massaging them, playing with them. I took one in my mouth, sucking it while I stroked the powerful cock they were attached to. They tasted delicious. Covering his hanging, cum-filled nuts with saliva, I licked my way back to his shaft.
It was so long and straight. I kissed it, licked it, nibbled it, sucking along the shaft like a lamprey on a shark.
After covering his cock in my spit, I grabbed the base with both hands, slowly jacking. I smiled seductively at Ulysses, "This is quite a lovely dick you have here."
"Thank you," He said, running his fingers through my blonde locks.
"Are women constantly sucking or riding this thing?"
Ulysses didn't say a word, only nodding and smiling.
"Are they all white?" I asked.
"They are."
I moaned, wondering how many white women gave themselves to him, bowing down to his body, in awe of his chocolate perfection.
I devoured his dick, one hand on his abs, the other on his ass, squeezing it, holding him in place while I pushed his cock further and further back into my throat. There was no way I could deep throat it, not yet at least, but I figured by the end of the week I may be able to.
I gagged on it, my drool forming bubbles on it. I took it out of my mouth panting heavily. I wanted it in me.
Guiding Ulysses to his couch, I straddled him, kissing him hard, letting him taste what I tasted - the taste of his cock on my breath. Grabbing the base of it, preparing to slide it inside my dripping pussy, he stopped me.
"All night," He said. "Can you handle it?"
"We'll find out," I replied. I squatted down, impaling myself on his dick, driving it as deep as it could go.
The past month of pent up lust and desire, wanting but not having Ian, everything came out right then. I came on that black dick as soon as it slid all the way in my pussy, landing and pressing against my cervix.
Ulysses held me as I shook, the orgasm coursing through me. My hands rested on his huge shoulders. "The first of many," he told me. I nodded, kissing him again.
Ending the kiss, I knew I had a lot of work to do. I would ride his black cock on the couch until I couldn't walk anymore.
That's exactly what I did. I came over and over on it, crying out in his living room. He'd suck my tits, kiss my neck, ran his finger over my ass crack. I kept bouncing, I kept riding, I kept grinding against him over and over, losing count of how many orgasms I had.
Ulysses never came once. "Are you going to cum for me?" I said, collapsing in his arms, a couple hours later.
"Eventually. It doesn't take long sometimes, but tonight, I feel like going all night," He answered.
He stood up, taking me with him, going to his bedroom. He laid me on the bed, climbed on top, and fucked me. The bed was slamming against the wall; I was moaning over and over, I was cumming again and again.
I rose up; I ran my hands up and down his chest and stomach. He pulled his cock out. It was covered in creamy vaginal juices. I nearly climaxed again when I watched him gather a bit of my fluid up with his index finger and lick it.
He drove his cock back inside me. Another hour passed and we were covered in sweat. He was sitting on his knees, holding me up by my ass, bouncing me up and down on him. When my eyes weren't rolled into the back of my head, I glanced at his face. He was smiling, watching me cum over and over, sweat dripping off his chin, showing no end in sight.
"You're beautiful," he said.
"So are you," I replied.
The amount of pussy this guy gets, white pussy, must be insane. He was able to control his stamina so well. As he bounced me I wondered if cocks could become desensitized from having so much sex. Or perhaps he was thinking about something else, something unsexy, controlling his stamina that way.
He laid me on my back, pulling out, licking my tummy, making my spine tingle again. "Let's take a break. Want some water?" Ulysses asked.
"Uh huh," I breathlessly answered.
Minutes later, he was see-sawing his cock in and out of me, his hand resting on my tummy. My legs spread, wrapped around him, I was writhing around as he worked. He'd pull out, offer his cock to me, I cleaned it of my juices, and he'd continue on, playfully tapping that big cock against my belly before sliding it back in.
On and on we went. I was a shaking, quivering mess of sweat and pussy juices as the night went on. He held my limp body in his arms, thrusting hard up in me. It was so very good; his black rod pistoning in and out of me, stretching me, making me cum, fucking me. So perfect.
Later, Ulysses was standing behind me holding my wrists, slamming into me. I could tell he was getting tired. His thrusts were slower and labored. I loved the sound of my butt flesh slapping against his hips.
"Gisele, look," He spoke up; I opened my eyes from my comatose orgasmic state. Looking out his balcony window, I saw it, the dark purple mixed with a touch orange in the sky. The sun was rising.
Ulysses pulled out, gently turned me around, and guided me to my knees. I took his cock, knowing what was going to happen, stroking it, milking it.
To hear him moan with pleasure was music to my ears. He went all night, just like he said. He was now, finally, letting himself cum. And cum he did. That big juicy black dick erupted in my open mouth, my lips closing around the spurting cockhead, sucking the semen out of it. He filled my mouth, I'd swallow, I'd suck some more, then swallow again. So delicious.
When he was done, he picked me up, carried me to bed and collapsed in my arms. I held this black man, this exhausted, sweaty man who I was to care for an entire week, in my arms. He kissed at my nipples, I held him close, we went to sleep.
A few hours later, we were in the shower, his fingers curled inside me as he kissed along the back of my neck.
Ulysses picked me up, slamming me against the shower wall, bouncing me, once again, on his cock as the shower steam enveloped us. I drank from him again, swallowing every drop of cum I could.
We had a late breakfast, took another nap, followed by, what seemed like hours, of a beautiful 69 on his bed. I loved his tongue inside me.
Devin called later that night, reminding me to stay with Ulysses until she returned. I did as was told. I spent the rest of the week in that apartment, servicing her black lover in her absence, making sure his succulent black balls were emptied daily, making sure his long dark cock was slick with my pussy juices or saliva.
Had I gone black? I had no idea. It seemed like it. I knew one thing; July would be here when Devin returned from LA. July was the month I'd be working with Fat Rob.
Chapter 7
Fat Rob fucked me four times my first day working for him. It was insane. His cock was insane, insanely fat that is.
There was no seduction. I arrived that morning, hoping I'd be able do what all the other employees were doing, knowing deep down that working for Fat Rob, it would happen.
He moved behind me, "Let me stretch you out," he whispered. I could already feel his bulge poking into my lower back. I spread my legs, hiked up my dress, and bent over his desk.
I couldn't help but scream when his thick cock entered me. I gripped the edge of his desk, holding on tightly, while he plowed me from behind. It hurt, I was stretching, my pussy lips wrapping around his meaty shaft, but it was so amazing.
He took me to his apartment that night. My pussy was so sore, but hurt so good.
On my back, I sucked at his nipples, while he plowed his huge, fat dick into me. "So that's why they call you Fat Rob," I observed.
"You got it. Now wrap those pretty little lips around me and get that cum," he said, pulling out of my gaping pussy. I lay on my tummy, grabbed his cock with both hands, my mouth stretching over the tip and sucked as hard as I could.
His cum tasted so, so good. Just like Ulysses'. My mouth overflowed with semen. Shit, I loved the feeling of my mouth being filled with that warm, salty, fluid.
"You gonna make so much money this month. As long as you can handle black dick, you'll be making money for me and for yourself," he told me.
"What does that mean? You'll be pimping me out to your friends?" I asked.
"And clients, yes," he answered.
He meant it too. For the remaining 30 days in July, weekdays, weekends, I didn't step foot in Elite Magazine's office. Fat Rob had me working at his various strip clubs across town. I didn't strip, but mostly got drink orders, and was told to flirt with the patrons.
I was also for sale - $500 for a few hours, $1500 for the entire night. Fat Rob gave me 25% of the share.
All these black men, these gorgeous, styling, classy, black men purchased me every single night in the month of July. I kept count.
Ulysses and Fat Rob were two. I had sex with 10 of Fat Rob's associates. For 30 days I had two men pay $500 for a few hours with me - 60 men in total. I counted eight days in July where a black man bought me for the entire night; bringing the count up to 80 black men I had sex with in the months of June and July.
It was like a movie montage playing in my head - night after night, man after man, fucking me.
"Ian who?" I joked, near the end of the month when I undressed for a sexy, older, black man from out of town. I was back at his hotel that night.
I loved their dark brown hands on my light skin. I loved how they grabbed my hips, holding me while I bounced up and down on their dicks. I loved the deep moan of pleasure they made when they finally, after hours, ejaculated on my face, or in my mouth, or in my pussy. I loved the rings they wore. I loved the smell of the cologne. I loved how clean they were, making me easily want to slobber, lick, slurp all over every inch of their cock, balls, taint, and even on occasion, a few assholes.
I loved how Fat Rob bought me birth control. I loved how he whipped out his cock for me each morning after I was given my share of money, telling me to "get that cum" every time. I loved how he or his associates would conduct business on the phone in one of the clubs, while I casually sucked their cocks. I loved how Fat Rob bought me even more sexy dresses.
Most of all, I loved how I thought of Ian less and less. Or tried to.
Chapter 8
August arrived, and with it, the end of my time under Fat Rob. I was still under him of course, but in a more literal sense. He was regularly on top of me, slamming away into my black cock obsessed pussy, whenever he felt like it.
Fernanda also arrived in August. I hadn't seen the tall, exotic-looking, Latina since June.
I smiled to myself overhearing her in Fat Rob's office. Damn, he was going to town on her - just like he had done to me so many times over the month of July.
Emerging from his office, flustered, tired, but satisfied, Fernanda smiled to me, motioning me to follow.
"Don't spend that extra money in one spot!" She joked in her thick accent. I'm guessing she knew Fat Rob put me to work at his clubs during the past month. I wondered if all the interns experienced this too.
I followed her to an office setup for out of town and remote workers. We went over some paperwork. She explained to me what she did. Fernanda was fairly high up in the company, managing many different projects, photo-shoots, and events for the magazine. Like Devin, she seemed like a smart woman - I could even admit, sexy as well.
Finally back at the office, after a month having continuous sex with Fat Rob, his boys, and many of his clients, I found it nice to back doing legitimate intern work.
"Hey," she cornered me after leaving the restroom, before heading home.
"Hi," I said a little startled.
"What are you doing tonight?"
"I,I don't know," I smiled.
She leaned in, whispering in my ear, "I'm looking to have fun while I'm here this week. Come out with me and Devin."
"Oh, uh, sure."
Fernanda winked at me, kissed my cheek, causing me to blush and left after giving me her phone number and the address of a club to meet her and Devin at.
*****
I smiled getting out of my car, seeing a beautiful Adonis of a black man, standing outside waiting for me. I knew him.
"Ulysses!" I ran to his arms.
"Hi Gisele," he smiled, lifting me up.
"What are you doing here?" I asked, happy to see the first black man I slept with.
"Devin dragged me out here with her and Fernanda," he said.
"Oh, I'm sorry. I'm sure you won't mind hanging with a few nice white women, though, right?"
"Nah. My bro TJ is here," he said.
"TJ?" I asked, wondering if it was the same one Jennifer, the photographer was sleeping with.
"Yeah, well half-brother, actually," he answered.
"I see."
I followed him into the club. There was a dance floor, bar, tables for eating. I noticed all the men were black. Was it a coincidence? I wasn't sure.
My question was answered when I saw only white women, mixed with a few Latina's - like Fernanda, in the crowd. It wasn't a coincidence. I even saw a few Elite Magazine employees; including some of the various models I'd witnessed servicing black men during my first week there.
I then saw Fernanda and Devin, sitting in a booth, taking turns tongue kissing a bald, huge, black man. Ulysses cleared his throat.
"Oh hey," Devin said, letting him slid in. Fernanda introduced me to TJ. I sat next to Ulysses.
The waiter took our order. I struggled to give mine, because I was distracted by Devin and Fernanda rubbing and squeezing a large bulge in TJ's pants. This would be a wild night.
After some chit chat over dinner, the two older women flirting, grabbing, groping at the two black men at our table, Fernanda whispered to TJ.
A moment later I followed him through the crowded dance floor after he asked me to dance with him. Looking over my shoulder I saw Devin and Fernanda trading deep kisses with Ulysses at the table.
All around me people were lost in their own worlds. To my right, a white woman was grinding against a black man, his hand in her skirt, the other grabbing a breast. To my left a younger, short-haired brunette, who looked somewhat familiar, was dancing with a black man. I wondered if I knew her from school, I shrugged and turned my attention to the tall, muscular TJ in front of me.
He smelled so good. He looked so good. I wanted to slide his black dick deep inside me, feeling it all the way in, pulsing, pumping cum. I turned around, grinding my butt against his crotch. Yes, he was hard. I wanted him right there.



I scanned the room and saw the same short-haired, brunette, doing something that made me gasp. From what I could tell, through the crowds, the dancing people, she was on her knees. Then I saw a long, dark object; she was bobbing her head around. What kind of club was this?
Before I could think more on the matter, Fernanda startled me, appearing in front of me, grabbing my face, pulling it to hers. "We're leaving soon. Take care of TJ first though. We'll be with Ulysses in the car."
"What?"
Fernanda grinned, reached behind me, slowly pulling up my dress. "What are you doing?" I asked.
"Relax," she said. "Take care of him first before we leave."
She revealed my thong-covered butt to TJ's bulge. I knew what she meant. I smiled and nodded my head.
*****
Five minutes later, TJ and I slammed open the back door of the club, kissing, groping our way into an alley. I wanted his dick. I wanted to milk it dry.
He hoisted me up, causing me to squeal, I was upside down. "I want to taste you," he said in his deep voice.
He slid my skirt up, well, down actually - since I was upside down. The man tore my thong away. It hurt a bit, but I didn't care. When he buried his tongue in my pussy, holding me up by my hips, my legs wrapped around his shoulders, I forgot any discomfort or fear of getting caught I might've had.
He was slathering, slurping all over and in my pussy, I forgot about TJ, it felt so good.
I reached for his zipper and button, and while upside down, did my best to pull them down - or up. Anyway, seeing he wasn't wearing underwear, I grinned when that big, long dick smacked me on my forehead. Clinching my thighs tight around TJ's shoulders, I grabbed the base of his cock and begin licking, sucking, kissing all over it, still upside down.
Several minutes later, after cumming several times all over TJ's tongue and face, he flipped me to upright position, moving my legs around him, straddling him. I was light-headed from the blood rushing away from my head, but I didn't care, I knew what was coming next.
I almost came again when he entered me. I grimaced with pleasure when my pussy slid over his length.
Then he began bouncing me.
There I was - a 22-year-old, college graduate and intern, having had sex with 80 different black men in the course of a couple months, having sex in an alley behind a club with the 81st.
I felt like such a whore, a black cock addicted whore. I loved every second of TJ thrusting up into me in that alley. I loved how my cries of pleasure echoed off the walls around us. I loved how TJ asked me if I was on the pill right before he came inside me. I loved feeling my pussy overflow with his semen.
Fernanda drove the way back to Devin's house. Devin sat in the front seat. I was in the back seat in between two hunky black men. TJ was fingering me and kissing at my neck. Ulysses was grabbing my breasts and kissing my mouth. I was in heaven.
Later at Devin's house, I stood in her bedroom looking at TJ and Ulysses lying on her bed, nude. Fernanda startled me once again, appearing behind me.
"Devin and I have some business to tend to. They're all yours for now," she said.
I was startled once again when Fernanda began removing my dress. "What are you - "
"Relax," she whispered. "I'm undressing you for them."
I had never been fully nude in front of a woman before - wearing towels or underwear in the dorm room after a shower, yes, but never fully naked. "Shhhh," Fernanda comforted me, slowly removing my dress. "It's ok."
I nodded, letting her unhook my bra, stepping out of my dress. "All yours," she whispered again. I watched her leave and turned my attention back to the two black men on the bed.
I had no idea where to begin. I felt weak in the knees when I approached them. They were all mine, both of them, maybe all night.
I grabbed a cock in each hand, smiled softly at them, made my way in between them on the bed. They rolled to their side, facing me, grabbed my breasts, and kissed all over my body.
The three-way, my first, lasted for hours. Every hole of me was stuffed with cock. The three of us were sweaty, exhausted and sore - at least I was.
We decided I'd swallow their cum this time. Ulysses went first, then TJ, injecting their seed into my throat. It was so good, so very good. The three of us became one.
Devin had a large, body length, mirror in the corner of the room. At one point in the night, I glanced to it. I saw myself, Ulysses behind me, TJ in front of me, both holding me up. My mouth hung open while TJ kissed at my neck and Ulysses kissed behind my ear. We looked so sexy; dark brown skin mixing with light colored skin. I watched myself cum. I never wanted it to end.
Eventually it did. I collapsed in their arms, lying on top of them, drifting off to sleep. I was woken an hour later by a strange sound.
Climbing off the bed, making my way down the hall, leaving the two studs sleeping soundly, I searched for the source of the noise.
I arrived at the last room on the left, a guest bedroom. I heard the noise again, a woman moaning. There was some slapping sounds too. I wondered if another black man was here having sex with Devin or Fernanda.
That wasn't it. The door was cracked, affording me a look inside. My eyes widened when I saw Fernanda behind Devin, gripping her blond hair, pulling her head back, slamming into her. Fernanda was wearing something around her waist and hips.
When Devin let out another soulful moan, Fernanda pulled back from her. I saw what she was wearing - a large, black, strap-on.
"Holy shit," I whispered, making my way back to Devin's room, sliding in bed with TJ and Ulysses. I stifled a giggle and snuggled up to their dark chocolate bodies.
Chapter 9
The rest of the week consisted of Devin, Fernanda, and I servicing Fat Rob at the office - when he was there, and Ulysses and TJ back at Devin's.
I was more and more comfortable with my own nudity in front of women, plus comfortable with Devin and Fernanda's nudity.
We took turns sucking cock; I'd taste their mouths on it. I tasted another woman's pussy, Fernanda's, after she climaxed on a cock.
By the end of Fernanda's week, I was more than comfortable working black dick with her and Devin. So much so, that I was excited to go to Miami for two weeks with Fernanda. I was wondering what sort of adventures we'd have.
When we arrived at Fernanda's house, it was dark outside, the lights were out. "Come in, make yourself at home," she gestured me to enter.
"My son is at summer camp for a couple weeks. So we'll have lots of fun," Fernanda said, undressing. I watched her, not sure what was going on. "Undress and follow me."
I complied, wondering if she was going to use her strap-on on me, though kind of hoping she wouldn't.
In her dark bedroom, she turned on the lights. I jumped when I saw a huge black man with a bodybuilder frame, lying on her Fernanda's bed. He was nude of course, and erect. I recognized him.
"Rodney?" I asked.
"Yes that's him. Now then, mount him, you'll be in here for the night," Fernanda said.
I nodded, making my way toward the silent man. I slid his cock in deep, so big, so juicy. I closed my eyes, smiling, straddling him.
That's when I heard a chain. Then I felt a chain go around my waist. "What?"
"Shhh. I have to keep reminding you to relax," Fernanda said, getting a second large chain from my left side, wrapping it around my waist too. Both chains were connected to sockets built into her walls. I wondered what kind of freaky stuff Fernanda was into.
She handed the chains to Rodney. He took them in both hands, tugging gently. "Rodney owns you tonight. If he wants you to go faster, he'll tug the chains. You are to ride his cock until he is done with you."
I never came so hard in my life than that night. Chained to a black man, impaled on his cock, used like the white slut I was - I was indeed owned by Rodney.
He'd pulled the chains harder, I'd go faster. I'd slack off due to exhaustion, he'd pull the chains, and I'd get to riding and grinding on that big dick. Oh fuck.
After a few hours the chains were hurting, making marks on my hips and waist, but I didn't care. I wanted it to hurt, I wanted to be owned, I wanted to keep bouncing up and down on that big black cock, cumming non-stop.
I wondered what Ian was up to. I pushed those thoughts aside - he would never love me like I love him. Did I still love him? I knew the answer.
Fernanda returned eventually, nude, I barely noticed her sitting in the corner, fingering herself.
I wondered what I my father would do if he knew what I was doing. He'd kill me. Screw him, I kept bouncing, cumming, riding Rodney's cock all night.
"Beautiful," Fernanda spoke up after another hour. "His cock is covered in your cream, Gisele."
I looked over my shoulder, Rodney's cock popping out of me. She gathered up my vaginal fluids with her index finger.
"Lick," she told me, holding her cream covered finger to my mouth. Without hesitation I cleaned her finger of my juices.
She guided Rodney back in, smacked my ass several times, "Keep going!" she ordered me.
I slept late the next morning. Joining Fernanda at her small kitchen table, she smiled at me. "Rodney said you were great. You will please him and his brother very well."
"Brother?" I asked.
*****
"Ah yes! Yes! Fuck me!" I screamed later that night. Two black men were taking me at once, Rodney and his older brother Ronnie. Rodney was in my ass, Ronnie was in my pussy. They were standing, holding me up, slamming me up and down on their cocks. It was paradise.
The huge, hulking, big, black brothers, mercilessly mangled me.
Afterward, Fernanda and I took turns, riding each man to orgasm - ours, then switching. Finally they came, finally they spewed their hot semen all over me, delivering two big cum shots to my face. I was so out of it, so orgasmed-out, I barely noticed or cared when Fernanda licked my face clean of their semen.
I worked at her office, some, not much. Most of my time was at Ronnie's luxurious apartment. He had a stable of white and Latina women - Fernanda and her sisters.
I'd go to work in the morning, learn from Fernanda about her job, go to Ronnie's, undress and join the other women that worshiped him and Rodney's bodies.
My last evening in Miami was very special. Rodney was at Ronnie's but they weren't alone. I came home from work with Fernanda, finding the apartment empty of all women, except the two of us.
What I did find, along with Rodney and Ronnie was 17 other black men, standing around, chatting. They all turned to look at me when Fernanda and I arrived. My mouth dropped.
They smiled and started undressing.
"Fernanda?" I asked, my heart rate soaring.
"Yes. They're all for you. You're last night here will be one you'll never forget," she answered.
I was passed around all night. I always had a cock in both my hands, my mouth, my pussy and my ass. They would rotate five men at a time the entire evening. It was another orgasmic blur.
I was jacking two cocks, sucking another, bouncing up and down on one in my pussy and ass until they changed up after 30 minutes or so. Fernanda kept the men that weren't using me satisfied when I was busy. She was beautiful. I loved watching the lovely Latina work black dick.
Near 4am, everyone was tired. I could barely stay awake. Rodney picked me up and gently placed me in the bathtub. I sat up on my knees, wondering was what going on. A moment later I knew the answer.
One by one, each of the 19 in total, black men entered the bathroom. They jacked their big cocks in my direction and blew their load all over me. I was covered in cum.
I loved the warm, delicious liquid covering me. I loved how they took turns, blowing it all over me. I loved how it dripped off my tits. I loved how it ran down my tummy in a river. I loved how it covered my face. I loved how on that night, the amount of different black men I had sex with since my internship started, was 100.
Chapter 10
The last two weeks of my internship were spent back in Atlanta. We were taking turns riding Fat Rob again, and, along with Devin, taking turns riding Ulysses and TJ at night.
The nights at Devin's were filled with orgasmic cries throughout her home. On Fernanda's last night, the night before my final day of my internship, I stepped into the shower. Washing semen off my skin, out of my hair, I knew I'd get an offer tomorrow. I knew what my future held - at least for the next day.
I didn't foresee Fernanda getting in the shower with me a few moments later. I nodded, smiling at her, feeling 100% comfortable around other nude women.
She pinned me against the shower wall, "Fernanda?" I asked, slightly nervous now.
"Quiet," she told me. "You are a part of Elite Magazine. We all know you'll be an employee tomorrow. With that, you know how the company works. You know who our target market for the magazine is and you know who we service."
I gulped and nodded my head. I felt something pressing in to my thigh.
"There's one final rule you must learn," she said.
"What's that?"
"When a black man is busy, or is with another woman, we take care of each other," she answered. "Devin is in there with Ulysses and TJ, we are not. We must fend for ourselves," a devious smile formed on her lips.
I looked down to see what was hitting my thigh. Once again shock washed over my face. Fernanda was wearing a very large and impressive strap-on.
*****
Moments later, we barreled into Devin's bedroom, the two black men she was with pausing to watch us. Fernanda was behind me, pushing me to the carpet, her strap on cock embedded deep inside me. She fucked me from the shower, into the bathroom, me riding her on the toilet, into the hallway, rolling against the wall, finally landing in Devin's room.
I didn't care about anything at that moment. I didn't care she was a woman, I didn't care that we were being watched, I didn't care about Ian.
I just knew in that moment, on all fours, still wet from the shower, a woman was wearing a strap on and fucking me just as hard as any of the 100 different black men I slept with during the summer. I was cumming. When she pulled me back by my hair that clinched it. I cried out and trembled as waves of pleasure over took me.
When I stopped, Fernanda pulled out, unclipped her strap on, tossing it aside. She rolled me over to my back, pounced on me, and kissed and licked all the way down my body. It was happening so fast. When she swirled her tongue all around inside my quivering pussy, I started cumming again.
"My turn," she said, climbing on top of me, kissing me hard. I tasted so good on her mouth.
Sliding down my body, she went to her back, her legs wrapping around me, bringing my pussy to her own. Then she started grinding hers against mine. It felt incredible. I couldn't deny the pleasure. I couldn't deny the truth that when black men are occupied, women must take care of each other.
I turned, looking to my left, Devin was being double teamed again, oblivious to us.
I rose up on my hands, along with Fernanda, in a crab-like position. Staring into her eyes I nodded and we began scissoring right there on Devin's bedroom floor.
"Ahhh!" Fernanda cried out, our pussies vigorously sliding up and down against each other.
"That's it, cum for me, like I came for you," I thought. "I'll be glad to take care of you while the black men are busy."
I could do this, I could handle this lifestyle. For how long? I had no idea, but it's what I was doing, it was the path I was going down.
I started cumming again, my spine tingling, waves of pleasure washing over both Fernanda and I. We collapsed after climaxing together, out of breath, the sounds of Devin getting double teamed in the background. We'd join them in a moment, after catching our breath, taking a cock, perhaps one of us servicing Devin if the men were busy.
*****
Black cock after black cock continued cumming on and in me on a daily basis. Usually it was Fat Rob's and his associates. But as my employment at Elite Magazine continued, I regularly serviced the models; sometimes, right along with Devin, Jennifer, Fernanda in wonderful group sessions. We were all a family of black cock crazed women.
Shortly after being hired, I moved out of Ian's. I was sad to leave, but I knew he and I could never be together. He said he was proud of me, wished me luck, and offered to help me move. He was sweet as usual; it made it hard for me to not tell him how I felt about him.
It was Labor Day weekend. I was in my new apartment, on my back, getting fucked, as usual. It was TJ I was with. Jennifer wanted him that night, but he declined her offer - something about how she loved having sex or sucking cock while her son was around. I guess TJ needed a break from that.
As I felt that big cock pulse inside me, knowing my pussy was about to get filled, I turned to my side, a look of pleasure on my face.
I thought of Ian. I would never, ever, stop loving him, but I had moved on. My dad would probably go berserk if he knew I was sleeping around with a bunch of black men. If things with Ian and I were different and we were together, my dad would no doubt kill me if he knew I was sleeping with his brother - Ian.
TJ pulled out of me, pumping his cock a few times, covering me with his cum.
I will always, deep down, be in love with my uncle. But this was my new life for now.
The end.
********************************
Feel free to read Former Playmates parts 4 and 6, they feature Gisele's mother - Julianne. They take place a year or so after Gisele's Story. An interesting connection could be found there.
********************************
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Former Playmates Pt. 07: Alyssa's Journey
Chapter 1
Ulysses ran his fingers through Alyssa's long, dirty blonde hair while she lovingly tended to his long, black cock. She kissed the tip, glancing at him, smiling softly.
"You're so good at that," He smiled back.
"You think so?"
"I do," he replied.
Alyssa blushed, sitting up in bed, crawling to Ulysses' face, kissing him tenderly, her large pregnant belly resting against his side. She was 33-weeks pregnant. It wouldn't be long until she delivered a child she was putting up for adoption.
The past few weeks with Ulysses had been amazing. He'd tenderly make love to her, or if she wanted, go hard. Sometimes he'd cum inside her pussy, her womb occupied by a growing baby. Sometimes he'd pull out, letting his dick rest on her belly, spurting and covering it with semen.
Alyssa loved it when he visited her. He'd bring her groceries, help clean her run-down, cheap, little apartment, and then take her to bed. Sometimes he'd spend the night, making love to her until the sun rose.
She loved Ulysses' friendship. He was the nicest man she'd ever met. The fact he had a perfect, muscular, dark-chocolate body and cock was an added bonus. Alyssa loved sex with him, especially in her heightened hormonal, pregnant state. Then again, she often wondered, if it was black men that did it for her.
Alyssa ended the long kiss, looking into Ulysses' eyes, stroking his ever-erect cock.
"Were you ever married?" He asked, running his fingers through her hair once more.
Alyssa nodded, looking downward.
"You don't have to tell me about it. I was just curious," Ulysses said.
"I don't mind telling you."
"Are you sure? I don't want to bring up painful memories."
"If you have time, I'll be glad to," Alyssa said. "I don't have to be at work until Monday."
"I don't have any photo shoots to go on for a few weeks," the fitness model said. "Please feel free to tell me anything. We can stay right here in bed," he added.
Alyssa looked over Ulysses' body, running her hands over his six-pack abs, "Where do I begin?"
*******
I was living in Los Angeles from my teen years to early 30s. I got pregnant at 18, had a son at 19, and married my boyfriend. All was great. We were able to go to college, get jobs, everything.
For eight years things were perfect. My husband, Owen, was a good man. Was, being the key word.
He made love to me regularly. It was sweet, gentle, caring. He didn't last long, but I know he enjoyed it. I rarely orgasmed without stimulating myself, but I loved feeling him cum in me, his moans bringing a smile to my face.
When I posed in Playboy Magazine, that's when things changed. Owen seemed proud at first. He was married to a Playboy Bunny! But over time he seemed less and less happy. He put on weight, I didn't. I had a close knit circle of friends, moms in the neighborhood, coworkers, and so on – he didn't. I was called back by Playboy to pose again a year later, bringing in a good amount of extra income – he was stuck in a job he hated, making an amount he felt was lower than it should be. He was miserable. I felt horrible for him, but I loved him, and stuck with him. Even after he started hitting me.
It was a slap here and there, nothing major at first, the words hurt most. Hateful, mean spirited, jealousy fueled words. He shamed me for posing in that magazine. He accused me of cheating, even though all my spare time was spent with our son; someone who became the only positive aspect of my life.
Then the frequency of the slaps increased, followed by a punch on occasion. Then, over time, those too increased in amount. I went to the hospital a couple times. I had to get stitches on my chin. I was knocked out a few times. I received a couple more stitches on my temple. But I stayed with him, thinking it was a phase; loving him unconditionally – what a good wife would do, right?
I hated lying to my son. Joshua was 11 or 12 at that point. I think he was able to tell I wasn't being truthful with him, that I didn't really fall down the front steps.
I begged Owen to talk to a professional, to seek help. He hit me for even suggesting it. Our sex life ended. I would have dreams about him and I in a happier place. I'd dream of him grabbing my breasts from behind, whispering how much he loved me in my ear when he came in me. But it was all a fantasy.
We were getting by just fine. But I suppose it wasn't enough for him. I never thought poorly for him, I never made fun of him for how much money he made, I never mistreated him. He was, and I suppose still is, a great father. He protects his son as best he can. Sadly, he views me as a threat, and he won't let me talk to or see Joshua.
*******
"Hey, it's ok, Alyssa. You don't have to go on. I was just making conversation," Ulysses said, wiping a tear away from her eye.
"No, I can go on. I might as well tell you. You're really all I have," Alyssa said, resting her head on Ulysses' chest.
She paused a moment, thinking about how to continue, forging ahead after deciding to tell Ulysses how she left Owen.
Chapter 2
Alyssa trembled in Ulysses' arms, straddling him, cumming again. He kissed her large breasts, holding her pregnancy with his dark brown hands.
"I can feel the baby kicking," He observed.
"Yes," Alyssa said, catching her breath. "That was a pretty powerful orgasm. It probably shook things up in there," she laughed.
"Now then, where was I?" she asked, closing her eyes when Ulysses kissed her stomach.
*******
I set up a PO Box for my son. I was getting prepared, thinking the worst. One day after school, I took him by the post office, did some paperwork, and gave him the key to it. I told him to check this box for letters from mommy. I felt silly saying "mommy" to a 14-year-old, but it just fit.
Joshua was confused at first, agreeing to check it once a week starting the following week, just like I asked him to.
Owen threw a broom at me when I got home, angry that I hadn't swept recently. He muttered under his breath about how much better I thought I was than him and how I was nothing in the grand scheme of things. He belittled me, calling me a slut, and I let him. I took it, listening to him insult me in hushed tones so his son wouldn't hear, as I swept. It's so sad how some people change for the worse.
He went to check on Joshua, making sure he was doing his homework; he loves his son so very much. I finished sweeping; I mopped too, and started on dinner.
That night, I left the guestroom I had been ordered by Owen to sleep in for the last year of our marriage, and snuck into Joshua's room. I sat on the edge of his bed and woke him up. I reminded him how much I loved him. I told him I was going to stay with my niece Sandee. I told Joshua to check his PO Box in a few days. I kissed his forehead and left.
I knew that he didn't believe any of the horrible things Owen may have told him about me. I could see it in his eyes; I could tell he felt sorry for me. There was something else too. I could see restraint, as if he wanted to run with me, but was keeping his cool, trusting me to write him, letting me get away from the abuse, knowing that however things ended up he and I would always have each other – even if only by letters.
I removed my wedding ring, sitting it on the little table by the front door and left. Owen was still asleep.
I arrived at Sandee's house in Santa Monica, not far from the beach, after midnight. She is actually my half-niece. Her mother, Diane, is my oldest half-sister. Either way, Sandee and I always got along. She's 36 now; I'll be 37 in a couple months.
At the time, Sandee was a stripper, hoping to get out of that profession. Needless to say, she knew how to have fun.
*******
"Whoa, whoa. Fun?" Ulysses asked, interrupting the story.
Alyssa laughed, "Calm down. We didn't have wild parties or anything like that. I met a few of her friends though. Some would stay the night, some were quite loud."
Ulysses kissed Alyssa's neck from behind, his hands massaging her large breasts, while she sat against him in the bed. "Loud?"
"In the bedroom yes. She loved many people," Alyssa chuckled. "I was busy writing letters to Joshua, mailing one almost every day. They were simple letters, telling him I loved him, reminding him to keep my location a secret."
"Did he?"
"Yes. Owen showed up anyway a few days later. I hid under Sandee's bed. I didn't have this belly back then, so I could fit under there. He never came in to search the house. Sandee suggested I might've gone to a friend's house in Nevada, acting shocked when Owen told her I left him."
"Did your son write back?"
"A few times, yes. I told him my address wouldn't be permanent for a long time. I told him of my whereabouts every time I changed locations. I never missed a letter from him. They brought me so much joy these past three years."
"That's a long time," Ulysses said, rubbing lotion onto her belly.
"Yes. Owen was good to Joshua. I was the only one he mistreated. He never raised his voice at Joshua, hit him, or anything like that. He was a perfect father. Unfortunately, he turned into a horrible, abusive husband."
Alyssa sat up, turned around, holding Ulysses' face, kissing him again, her lotion-covered stomach pressing into his cock. She began sliding it up and down, slowly, over his erection.
"Mmm, baby, I love that," Ulysses moaned, closing his eyes.
"I know you do. I love feeling you cum all over my tummy," Alyssa said.
"You really know how to work a cock," Ulysses said. "I'm guessing you didn't learn from Owen."
"I didn't. It was after I left him."
"Sandee's friends?"
"Sorta, but not in Los Angeles. It was after I left there. My first new location," Alyssa said, picking up the pace, using her beautiful pregnant belly to service Ulysses' dick.
Chapter 3
After Ulysses ejaculated all over Alyssa's belly, they showered together, cleaning each other thoroughly, making out in the hot steam.
Their kisses intensified, leading them back to Alyssa's bed, Ulysses' cock hard and strong once more.
Alyssa took a deep breath, savoring the feeling of his long rod embedded in her. "When did you leave LA?" he asked.
*******
Thanksgiving of that year. Sandee had saved enough money in the two months I stayed with her to fly us both to Tampa, Florida.
Joshua came by her house the day before our flight. He would sneak over as often as he could. He'd ride his bike. I pretended to scold him, because it took him a long time to get there, I'd hate it if he got caught, but didn't care deep down, I was too happy to see him.
That night he delivered sad news. He told me he and his father were moving to Houston the first week of December. I was floored. Owen stopped looking for me. I wondered if he found my letters and this was an attempt to distance me. Joshua assured me he had them hidden.
We both cried, holding each other, for what seemed like hours. I had no idea when I would see or hear from him again. I couldn't confront Owen; I had to stay away from him, for fear of what he might do to me. I let him take my son and move away.
Tears streaming down my face, I told him he could get a new PO Box and write a letter to Sandee's address when he could and include his new address. It shouldn't be a problem for minors. I gave him some cash from my dwindling supply, telling him to use it for fees. I told him I'd find a way to write him.
I had no idea when I'd hear from him again. It turned out to be a few, long agonizing months.
Anyway, Sandee was the only one of my family I was really close to. My four other sisters were all half-sisters, our father remarrying shortly after their mother passed away. We got along ok, but were never that close.
That year, far, far away from Owen, zero chance of running into him, I felt safe in Florida for Thanksgiving. I enjoyed being around them for the holidays. It had been many years since I've seen some of them. They all congratulated me for having the courage to leave Owen. Some offered me a guest room. I knew they were just being polite, but it meant a lot. The sadness in my heart from the uncertainty of not knowing when I'd hear from Joshua weighed heavily on me.
I wished I had a cell phone back then; Owen wouldn't let me have one. What little money Owen allowed me to have I took, along with some in my own savings account. As a result, I needed to save as much money as possible. It turned out to be cheaper to write letters instead of buying a phone and paying monthly rates for it.
After Thanksgiving, Sandee was heading to Miami to visit a few stripper friends. She asked me to accompany her; I figured why not. I hoped this trip would take my mind off of things. I kept telling myself it would work out; I'd be communicating with my son again.
The night before we left for Miami, Sandee woke me up. The house was full of family; I slept on a small bed in one of the guest rooms, Sandee on the floor. I figured she was cold and wanted to snuggle, but there was hardly room for two on the bed. She wanted something else though.
"Do you trust me?" Sandee asked.
"Yes, of course, what's wrong? Is Owen – "
"No, silly. He's nowhere near. I have a present for you. It's something that will take your mind off of things," Sandee said. I gave her a suspicious look.
"Not all strippers are drug addicts, don't give me that look. It's something far, far better than any drug. It's addictive, but not illegal, and given your situation, won't ruin certain things," She explained.
"What are you talking about?" I asked.
"Come with me," Sandee led me out of the guest room, quietly sneaking down the dark hallway. When we got to the back door of the kitchen, she stopped me and held up a cloth of some sort.
"Relax for me please?" She asked. I shrugged and she put a blindfold on me.
"Sandee?"
"Trust me, it's fine. It's perfect actually. I want to help you relax, you've been through a horrible few years," Sandee said, taking my hand, leading me out into the cool night air.
I heard crickets chirping. I enjoyed a nice breeze against my face. The grass was damp with dew. I trusted Sandee, although I didn't realize what she meant about whatever she was going to give me not ruining certain things, given my situation. I went with it, sighing heavily when she sat me down, on what I guessed, to be a lawn chair.
Sandee tipped my chin, making me look straight forward. Then I felt it. Something caressed my lips. It was soft. I thought someone was kissing me perhaps. Maybe it was a finger. But then it caressed my lips again, harder this time, my heart was racing.
I felt the large tip of a penis slide across my closed mouth. It had been years since I had performed oral sex on Owen, but a woman never forgets the feeling of a man's cock in her mouth.
"Sandee," I recoiled, realizing what it was.
"It's ok, trust me," she said.
"Who is he?" I asked.
I heard kissing sounds, Sandee moaning while locking lips with this stranger. "He's a friend," She said ending their kiss. "I go way back with him and his son when I used to live here."
I heard them kiss again, and then felt Sandee's finger on my chin. "Open up, enjoy this, then I'll reveal who he is."
"Alright," I sighed. I slowly opened my mouth, inching forward in the lounge chair. My lips kissed at it, stretching around it, they covered the tip, bringing it into my mouth. It was huge, so much bigger than anything I'd ever had.
Gingerly sucking on it, my pussy was soaking wet, it tasted so good – a musky man taste, mixed with pre-cum. Sandee was busy making out with this man, but I stopped, clearing my throat. "Sandee? Can I – "
"Use your hands? Of course! Don't be shy in front of me, please unwind and enjoy this," Sandee said, taking my hands guiding it to the man's body.
His muscular thighs were rock hard. My hands traveled up to his stomach feeling its sculpted musculature too. Then I found the base of his cock. My hands barely wrapped around its girth. "Wow," I whispered, slowly jacking him off with both hands. He was so long, thick, and powerful.
I devoured his dick. My mouth was stretched and completely full of it. Jacking his long cock off while I sucked hungrily at him, Sandee took one of my hands, lowering it to my pajama pants.
"Relax and enjoy this," She whispered, pulling at the strings of my waist band, sliding my hand into my pants. I knew what she wanted me to do. I was so lost in sucking this mystery dick, this massive monster, I happily started playing with myself.
I heard the man moan while Sandee resumed kissing him. I went to my knees, pushing the chair back, furiously rubbing my clit while I sucked his cock. I paused, licking the shaft up and down, over and over, covering it with my saliva. Then I resumed sucking that juicy dick. I was so close to cumming. I needed this release, I needed this orgasm, I needed this cock. Sandee knew me too well.
"Mmmph mmm," I moaned as the orgasm hit me, my mouth still closed around his cock. I rubbed my clit until the wave of pleasure finished washing over me.
I took his cock out of my mouth, kissing the tip several times.
"Better?" Sandee asked. I nodded and caught my breath.
"Good," She said. Sandee kneeled down, slowly removing the blindfold.
Before me, was as towering, hugely muscular, black man. My eyes shot open, my necked arched back to take in his naked body.
"Alyssa, this is Tony. He's lived next door here for a long time. His son, TJ and I, used to have lots of fun as teens, and then later," Sandee paused, kissing Tony on his cheek. "I would spend time with Tony too."
I have never done anything sexual with a black man. It never crossed my mind. But his cock in my mouth, sending shivers down my spine; was Sandee right? Was it addictive?
"Alyssa, would you like to have more fun with Tony tonight? We can go inside. He has a nice guest room area in the basement. We can – "
"Hell yes!" I said, grabbing Tony's hand, leading him into, what was apparently, his home next door.
*******
"Nice. So Sandee helped you release some stress that night," Ulysses said, getting dressed before leaving in the morning. Alyssa had to go to work soon.
"She did," Alyssa replied, getting dressed as well.
"I can't wait to hear more of the story. I'll be back next week," Ulysses said, hugging and kissing Alyssa goodbye.
"I can't wait for that!" she chuckled, grabbing Ulysses' bulge, looking forward to another all-nighter during his weekly visits.
Chapter 4
A week later, Ulysses was back at Alyssa's apartment. She was on all fours; he was behind her, sliding in an out of her as fast as he could, her large tits jiggling from the impacts. "Yes!" she cried out.
A few hours later, they were kissing in a post-sex make out session. "So you went inside Tony's home?" Ulysses asked.
"Oh! Almost forgot. My story. Yes we did. In his basement. He reminds me of you in ways. We went all night. I had never had a black man inside me before. He stretched me out good though. Sandee told me to pretend she wasn't there. I did and rode his cock with abandon. It was incredible. When I got tired, Sandee took over, riding and cumming on it until she got tired. You know the best part?"



"What?" Ulysses running his fingers once more through her long, dirty blond hair.
"Tony was taking us up to Miami the next day. He volunteered. You know what's great about Sandee?"
"What?"
"She drove the whole four hours to Miami. I was in the back seat of Tony's Suburban riding his cock the entire time. His windows were tinted, but I honestly didn't care if they were or not. That cock was, mmm – "
"I get the point. He has a nice one," Ulysses said.
"Not the best black cock I would encounter though," Alyssa said.
"Oh yeah? Who was the best on your journey?" Ulysses asked.
Alyssa said nothing, smiling, continuing her story.
*******
When we arrived in Miami, at the luxurious apartment complex of Sandee's friend, she joined me in the back seat and we both attacked Tony's cock with our mouths. Just as he was about to cum, finally, Sandee backed off, smiled and let me swallow all Tony's cum.
"See? Told you it's addictive," She chuckled.
"Delicious," I said. "Thank you Sandee for setting this up."
"Oh sweetie, we aren't done. We're going to have a great few days in Miami."
We got dressed in Tony's car, entered the apartment building, and rode the elevator to the top floor. We were greeted by a busty brunette, wearing a large towel around her body. She hugged Sandee, smiled at Tony and me.
Sandee introduced us. "This is my Aunt. My mom, her sis, had me at a young age, so Alyssa and I are only a year apart."
Crystal gave me an equally huge hug. I was a little taken back by it, but her infectious smile, sweet nature, made me feel at ease. She nodded to Tony, winking at him.
"Come in! Come in!" She said. "This is where I'm staying for a few months. Ronnie? You around?" Crystal called out in a fairly strong southern accent.
The apartment was huge, almost like a penthouse. I saw several women sitting in the living area; they all waved and smiled at us, giving extra long looks to Tony. Then I heard a moan, it got louder and louder, a female moaning similar to how I had been moaning most of the way to Miami.
Then my mouth dropped again, another huge black man exited a bedroom. A smaller white woman was straddling him, grinding against him, moaning over and over.
"Hi! You must be Sandee" the man extended his hand, smiling warmly, while the woman impaled on his cock slowed down and quieted a bit. "I'm Ronnie, nice to meet you."
He seemed very friendly. It was almost comical chatting with a nude, huge black guy, while a smaller white woman was straddling him as he stood, seemingly oblivious to her.
"This is Alyssa and Tony," Crystal introduced us. Ronnie and Tony shook hands. "Ma'am," Ronnie said, gently shaking my hand.
"This is, uh – ," Ronnie said, referring to the woman riding him.
"Trina!" she said, playfully swatting at his huge shoulder. "Hi," she turned around and nodded. "Sorry I'm a little busy."
We chuckled at her joke. Ronnie slapped her butt and made his way back to the bedroom. "I'm going to finish up with her, shower, and I'll rejoin you."
"Ok baby," Crystal said. Then, to even more shock, she disrobed, revealing her large breasts and hourglass stripper body. Sandee didn't seem to even notice. I avoided looking at her, though over time, it didn't seem like a big deal.
"Kitchen, more guest rooms are down there. Out there on the balcony is Ronnie's brother, Rodney," Crystal said, showing us around. More shock when I looked toward Rodney, another huge bodybuilder-like black man, on the balcony behind a dark haired woman, who appeared to be in her late 30s, slamming his cock into her.
"I believe that's Sandrah he's going to town on," Crystal said. "Let's have a seat!"
"Tony can I get you anything? Water, beer, pussy?" Crystal asked.
Tony laughed, "I think some pussy would be great right now."
"Good! Stacey, Trish?" Crystal asked the two blondes still sitting on the other couch. "Those two sisters do everything together!"
They stood, each grabbing Tony's hands, leading him down the hall to another guest room. I couldn't believe it.
"So how many days will you be here?" Crystal asked Sandee.
"Five. We'll fly out from here," Sandee answered.
"Mmmm, we're going to have so much fun. We'll be going out clubbing each night. Then back here for," Crystal smiled, closing her eyes. I knew what she meant. Sandee patted my knee, letting me know it was ok.
We heard moans coming from Tony's direction. He was feasting on pussy I assumed. "What about you? How long are you Miami?" Sandee asked Crystal.
"Well I'm working here for the next few months. I stay here with Ronnie, sometimes with Rodney at his place. It's fun," Crystal said.
An idea popped into my head. Crystal said "a few months."
"Then what?" Sandee asked her old friend.
"Well I'll head back to the trailer park!" Crystal squealed.
"You sound excited," Sandee giggled.
"I miss my son. Can't wait to go home and see him. I've made so much money here in Miami. It'll be nice to put it in his savings account," Crystal said. She was a mother, stripping, dancing, and who knows what else, for money all for her son.
"You ever going to move out of that trailer park?" Sandee asked.
"Nope! It's a very special place," Crystal winked. I had a feeling she was withholding why. Sandee shook her head and smiled.
A few moments later after more small talk, sounds of orgasms in the other room, another woman arrived. Crystal stood to greet her, hugging her as well. She was very tall, brown skin, black hair, a Latina I assumed. She had an heir of authority about her, as if she was a manger or boss. She introduced herself as Fernanda. She sat down, saying hello to us.
After the introductions and small talk, she asked us if we were coming out with them tonight. I shrugged and Sandee nodded her head.
"Alyssa is it? You seem unsure," Fernanda said in a thick Spanish accent.
"Well, I uh, don't know. I don't have many clothes with me," I replied. Fernanda smiled, looking me over, studying my chest, my curves.
"I will take care of that," she said.
*******
"So let me guess. Fernanda took you shopping, buying you all sorts of sexy dresses and clothes?" Ulysses asked.
"Yep. Not sure where she got the money, she had great taste. Several cocktail dresses, high heels, and so on. I looked like all the other women in that night. I looked like a porn star or a stripper from Miami."
Ulysses grinned like he knew something Alyssa wasn't telling him. "Mmhmm."
"What?"
"I've been to Miami many times. But please go on," Ulysses said.
"You're funny," Alyssa said, climbing on top of Ulysses, sliding his cock back inside.
Chapter 5
"Yes! Yes!" Alyssa cried out, once again cumming on Ulysses. He gripped her belly hard, feeling the baby moving inside, the power of the orgasm waking the poor thing.
Ulysses sat up, holding her, guiding her onto her back, and continued pummeling her.
"So good," She whispered as Ulysses worked.
"I've been with a pregnant woman before. I learned a lot. I learned I can't break you or hurt the baby," Ulysses whispered in her ear, fucking her.
"She white?"
"Of course. Sweet white woman named Emily. I made her go into labor," Ulysses said. Alyssa grinned, thinking about how amazing that would be.
She climaxed once more under him, Ulysses rolling off, holding against his sweaty body.
"So you all went out that night? How was it?" he asked.
*******
There were 12 women, all of the ones I met in the apartment, along with several other that joined later. Nine were white, three were Latinas. Fernanda and her two sisters, one of them was Sandrah, were from Puerto Rico. Each of the three black men, Rodney, Ronnie and Tony, had four dates each. Fernanda orchestrated everything. She put Crystal, Sandee, herself, and me in one group and we were all Ronnie's date. I thought it was amusing, but again, went with it.
We had dinner in a club first. We had a huge booth to ourselves. Some of the women were underneath the table sucking cock while we ate and chat – Fernanda being one of those women. I sat there, smiling, taking it all in, thinking of the idea I had earlier.
Ronnie was the most entertaining and charismatic. He'd make jokes, flirt, and compliment us. The fact he smelled intoxicatingly good was an added bonus.
"Mmm, mmm, mmm," Ronnie said leading me to the dance floor after Sandee and Crystal encouraged me to dance.
"So, Alyssa, I think you know where tonight is headed, right?" Ronnie said, pulling me into a dance by my waist.
"Yeah," I blushed, looking away.
"Yeah. You and I are probably going to get it on," Ronnie said, pretending to be sad about it. "You're so gorgeous, I probably won't last a minute," he joked on himself. I couldn't help by laugh, memories of Owen briefly entering my head.
"I'll do my best though!" He said, again making it seem like he would need to pep talk himself.
I went first. The three black men and their four dates each took a bedroom. I rode and came all over Ronnie's big cock for thirty minutes straight, before it was another girls' turn.
"You were amazing, Alyssa," He said, kissing my lips, before I slid off his still erect cock. "A beautiful woman."
"Ok who's next up for the most amazing 30 seconds of your life?" Ronnie again, poked fun at himself. He went all night, never cumming until morning. All three of the men did the same.
We traded guys too. The four of us would go to another bedroom, another man, and do the same there. Tony was next and was good as always. Rodney was last on our group's stop.
Rodney was different than his older brother. He wasn't as silly or outgoing. He didn't talk as much. But when he fucked me, it was more intense. I saw something in his eyes that night more than just desire. I saw something like ownership. He wanted me to be his. I didn't quite know what to think of it. Later on, Sandee and Crystal both said they never experienced that with Rodney.
Just before dawn, all 12 of us were lined up, on our knees, naked, mouths open, awaiting our present. Ronnie and Tony jacked their cocks off, walking back and forth on the line, spraying cum on the women's face. But Rodney didn't. Instead he stayed right in front of me the entire time, spewing his load all over my face alone. He looked into my eyes, while he jacked that big black cock of his, unloading his balls on me. I lapped up his cum, wiped my face, licking my hands clean.
Rodney picked me up, threw me on his bed, climbed on top, and sucked my tits as hard as he could. He was hard again several moments later, then he fucked me. It was so very hard, so very intense, and so very orgasmic.
At that moment, I was getting the best cock I ever had.
*******
"Ah, so it was this Rodney guy then," Ulysses said. "He has the best cock you've had."
"Nope!" Alyssa said, offering a tit to Ulysses to suckle from.
"Ok," he said releasing a nipple from a gentle bite. "How was the rest of the Miami trip?"
"Well, Tony, left to drive back to Tampa the next afternoon after a nice nap. The rest of the trip was very similar to the first days. Sometimes there'd be 12 women, sometimes nine, sometimes six. Fernanda and one or two of her sisters were a constant. Crystal, Sandee, and I were too, of course."
"So all of you had sex pretty much the rest of the trip then," Ulysses said.
"We did. I started feeling more and more comfortable being nude, obviously. All of us remained that way, unless we left the apartment."
"I bet it was sad to leave then."
"I didn't."
"You didn't?" Ulysses asked.
"I didn't return to Los Angeles with Sandee. I needed a steady address. Miami is closer to Houston, Texas, than Los Angeles. Not that I could afford to fly to Houston, but still. I told Sandee to a look out for a letter from Joshua. IF she got one, write him at the return address on then envelope and include the address of the apartment in Miami."
"Ah I see. Makes sense. So you stayed with this Crystal woman and Ronnie," Ulysses said.
"That's right. Crystal was more than understanding after I told her everything, a real sweetheart about it," Alyssa explained.
"I have one question though."
"Sure."
"Weren't you still technically married through all of this?"
Chapter 6
"Yes. By law. But when I removed my ring, placing it on the table, and left Owen, the marriage was done. I wasn't going to stick around to deal with him screwing me over in court. I didn't want to deal with the lawyers, paperwork, and fees. I wanted out. I could've gone to the police perhaps, but I only saw it as an uphill battle, full of red tape to cut through. I've read of women who have filed multiple domestic violence reports – nothing happened. I didn't want a restraining order, I just wanted out. I left, plain and simple," Alyssa explained.
"Understood. I suppose that makes sense too," Ulysses said.
"I could've gone about it a better way, I realize that. But Owen doesn't know where I am, he never will. Joshua will never tell him where I am."
"I take it you started to receive letters from your son again?"
"I did. In January."
*******
Rodney did own me, sexually at least. Something about me he wanted. I loved the way he'd squeeze my tits until they were sore, his big dark skinned hand clamping down on one, while he grit his teeth, unloading his cum in me.
I was able to get a job bartending at the strip club Crystal danced. Rodney would come by on nights I worked and take me in the alley during one of my breaks.
I'd get off work. Crystal would drop me off at Rodney's place instead of Ronnie's. I'd fuck his brains out until morning.
That dick, that big black dick, cumming on it over and over again for months. He'd have other women of course, he and I weren't a couple per say, but over time I stayed at his place more than Ronnie's.
After a three-way one evening with Rodney and Ronnie, Crystal entered the bedroom, sifting through mail. "You have a letter, Alyssa."
I jumped off their cocks as fast as I could. "Hey!" Rodney said, annoyed. Crystal stripped and took my place, a cock in each hole.
The letter was from Joshua. I sat in the living room, reading it, crying tears of joy and sadness. How I missed him so. He told me he was fine, his father was fine and rarely spoke of me. Joshua would say how Owen would tell him to work hard and never let a woman bring him down. I was relieved to read Joshua didn't pay much attention to him.
I immediately wrote him back. Sitting naked at the dinner table, I told him I was fine. I told him I got a job as a bartender, how much I missed him, loved him, and was happy that he was safe in Houston. I reminded him to keep writing and that we'd see each other again one day.
I sealed the letter, stamped it, and set it on the table to mail the next morning. Back in the bedroom, I tugged at Rodney's arm, his cock slid out of Crystal's pussy. I jumped in his arms, impaling myself on him, he grabbed a tit, slammed me against the wall and fucked me oh so good.
September arrived. Crystal, having stayed way longer in Miami than she planned, was leaving to go home to her son. She asked me to come with her.
"How old is he?" I asked.
"Would you believe my baby boy is 17?" the late 30's stripper replied.
"Wow! Really?" I couldn't believe it. She looked much younger than someone around my age.
"It's true!"
"Your son is a couple years older than mine. Joshua is 15 now."
"I know you miss him so much. I miss mine too. Please, please come with me. I know it's a trailer park, but believe me, it's one very, very special place," Crystal winked at me. I couldn't say no to the woman, who over the last nine months, had become my best friend.
Rodney wasn't happy about it at all. Hours later a combination of my and his sweat pooled in the crevasse of my back. He introduced me to anal sex months earlier, and I'd come to love it, but this was an angry, brutal sodomization, in which Rodney was telling me he didn't want me to leave.
I could see the anger in his eyes, but I knew he would never hurt me like Owen. He and his brother loved white women, they loved the way we eagerly and easily serviced their cocks. I get it. With Rodney, maybe he felt something more for me. Maybe he was in love with me and didn't know how to communicate that. I have no idea.
After a final night of exhausting, continuous sex with Rodney, we showered that morning. The way he kissed me told me the brute of a man did care about me and would miss me.
I gathered my precious letters from Joshua I had been receiving weekly, packed my bag, now with slightly more clothes than I had before I arrived in Miami. I gave Ronnie a hug goodbye.
"Can I just grab these real quick one last time?" He asked. I laughed and pulled up my shirt for him.
He did more than grab my tits, he kissed them, sucked them, "Mmm, mmm, I'm gonna miss you two the most. Mmm, those are some good titties."
I said goodbye to Rodney next. We kissed for several seconds, "I'll see you again I'm sure. You can come visit us."
"Maybe," he shrugged. I knew they had so many women in their stable I'd soon be forgotten, I might have been wrong though.
We even passed a few walking into the apartment building on our way out. It was Trina and Fernanda's two sisters. "Hey, be extra good to Rodney," I told Trina, who had similar hair to me, perhaps she'd help take the edge off of missing me.
"I will," she said, hugging me goodbye.
Crystal grabbed my hand, holding it as we made our way to her car. "I'm so happy! You'll be my roommate. Ugh, my boy is going to be jacking off to you all the time!" she joked.
"Crystal!"
"Well, look at you honey," she said, causing me to blush. I briefly wondered if Joshua ever did that to me. I shook the thoughts from my head and got into her car.
*******
Ulysses rested his hands on Alyssa's waist, assisting her with squatting up and down on his cock. She was giving her ass to him, giggling over the fact they hadn't yet done anal since they met.
"Tight back here," Ulysses said, watching his cock disappear into Alyssa's body.
"Mmhmm," Alyssa bit her bottom lip, her eyes closed. She loved the full feeling a cock in her ass gave her, pushing deep past her rectum.
"Gotta cum," He said, shaking, balls tightening.
"Go for it. I gotta get to work soon," Alyssa said in between breaths. She moaned when Ulysses filled her colon with semen. "Yessss," she hissed.
Moments later, Ulysses kissed her goodbye, "Tell me about this trailer park experience next. I'm betting you have a story to tell, yes?"
"I do, yes. Next time," Alyssa said.
She sat on the couch, still naked, rubbing her belly, trying to hold Ulysses' cum in her ass as long as possible. She would love the feeling of it oozing out of her later at work. Alyssa reread the newest letter from Joshua.
Chapter 7
Ulysses missed a few weeks. He stopped by to deliver groceries and for a quickie, but had to go due to other errands and what not. He couldn't spend the night and listen to more to her tale.
At 40 weeks pregnant, Alyssa was on her back, Ulysses in between her legs, eating her delicious pussy out.
She came like a tidal wave. Ulysses trailed his tongue over her mountainous mass, climbing on top of her, his tongue finding her mouth.
"Pregnant women are beautiful. You're beautiful," Ulysses said after ending the steamy kiss.
"So are you," Alyssa replied, caressing his cheek. "Get inside me again and I'll tell you about the trailer park."
*******
Nestled away in the swampy regions a hour and a half north west of Miami was a little place, Crystal went on to call, her heaven. I knew why too. It contained the two things she loved most in the world – her son and black cock.



They all knew her by name; they all smiled and waved upon seeing her car arrive. I could feel them looking at me. I'd turn and see two younger black men walking by, "Ma'am," they'd nod their head at me. That, coupled with Crystal's excitement to be home, made me struggle to conceal giggles.
"Hey Crystal," A young black woman, probably late teens, exited the trailer.
"Hey Sheena! Good to see you," Crystal hugged the black girl. "You been taking care of my son?"
"Yes ma'am. I've been taking real good care of him," She answered.
"That's what I like to hear," Crystal kissed Sheena's cheek.
"Who is this white woman?" She asked.
"Oh this is my friend Alyssa. She'll be staying with me awhile."
"Oh," Sheena looked me up and down. "Ok. I see. You gonna be busy if you staying here."
I smiled and nodded, knowing deep down what the girl meant.
"Oh by the way, the air conditioner is broke again," Sheena called over her shoulder, walking away.
"Good," I heard Crystal say under her breath. I found that odd, but shrugged it off.
"Hey, can you wait here for a minute or two? I need to talk to my son about something in private," Crystal asked. I agreed and stood at the car outside the trailer.
Three minutes later, a voice from behind me, startled me from my staring off into space, "Whew, who are you? Such a pretty little white girl."
I turned around and saw an older black man smiling at me. He was fairly thin, a white beard, almost completely bald, and missing several of his front teeth, top and bottom. He was also carrying a walking cane.
"Hi," I said. "Thank you. I'm Alyssa," I extended my hand to shake his. He took it in his own, slightly shaking, with barely any firmness. I wondered how old he was.
"Are you staying with Crystal?" he asked.
"I am. Not sure how long though."
"Ah, I see, I see. Well a pretty white girl like you is gonna have a great time here," He said. "Call me Hoover."
"Hoover?"
"Like the vacuum cleaner."
I laughed, "Alright. That a nickname?"
"It sure is. Want to know why they call me that?" he asked, leaning in close, putting his hand on the small of my back, getting ready to whisper in my ear. "It's because – "
"Hoover!" Crystal said opening her trailer door, running to the old man, throwing her arms around him.
"It's good to see you again, it's been awhile," He said.
"Yes it has! We will have to meet up later on."
"Yes ma'am. It was nice meeting you Alyssa. Ya'll take care now," Hoover said, slowly walking off.
I turned around and saw another black man. This one was much, much younger, and was standing in the doorway of the trailer.
"Who is – "
"My son," Crystal said. "Jared. His daddy is black. Of course," She giggled.
I gulped, averting my eyes away from his shirtless, toned, young body. "Ok."
"Nice to meet you," Jared said nodding at me. I smiled, saying hello back.
"Ok first things first, I'm getting you a job," Crystal told me moments later in the stifling hot trailer. "You're going to keep making and saving money."
I had saved nearly every penny I made bartending in Miami. I had no idea what sort of jobs were around here, but I'd find out an hour later after we settled in.
I was watching Jared walk up and down the aisles of a nearby convenient store and gas station. He was looking at random items while we waited for his mother in the back. She was busy fucking the black manager of the store in the back room.
Crystal appeared a little later, clearing her throat, smiling, pointing to the back room, gesturing me to go in there.
"When can you start?" the manager asked me, my eyes transfixed on his cock hanging out of his pants.
"Um, well – "
"And can I have some of that pussy of yours while you're here?" he asked.
I licked my lips and paused, "Yes!"
I started work the next morning. I met him there, we had sex, and he started training me on the cash register.
*******
"Wow," Ulysses said flatly.
"Yep," Alyssa said.
"Quite a story."
"Well that's only a small portion of it. After I sent my Joshua a letter, giving him Crystal's address, I settled in a new routine."
"Let me guess. Every black man in this trailer park slept with you and Crystal."
"Of course. That's why she loved the place. Jared had his little girlfriend, or whatever she was, Sheena to take care of him. While Jared was busy and their trailer was rocking back and forth, Crystal and I were in the middle of the trailer park, around a huge bonfire, getting fucked by all the black residents. I'd say at least 30 of them," Alyssa explained.
"So you'd go to work at the store in the morning, have sex with the manger," Ulysses said.
"Sometimes three times a day," Alyssa added.
"Right. Then go home to the trailer park, shower perhaps, then get taken by 30 or so black men each night?"
"Well not every night. Crystal usually would though. I came up on her parked car in the woods nearby, on a walk with Jared, who befriended me by the way. That car was steamed up and rocking. 'That's mom,' Jared said with a smile."
"I asked him if he minded that she was so sexually active. 'Nope' he said with another interesting smile. The car's window rolled down, Crystal stuck her head out and waved, 'Hey baby!' to her son."
"Interesting. How come he didn't mind?"
"Well he had a little lady friend, Sheena. But another reason, I only have a theory about."
"What would that be?" Ulysses asked.
Alyssa didn't answer, only giving Ulysses a funny look. She changed the subject. "By Christmas, a few months later, they all knew my name too."
"Mmhmm," Ulysses kissed at Alyssa's neck.
"There was a Christmas orgy of sorts. I was covered in semen. So was Crystal. We went back to the trailer, laughing, holding hands. We showered, and for the first night since I arrived, Crystal slept in the bed with me."
"So wait, she slept in her son's room usually?"
"Yep. I never heard anything, I never saw anything, but I could tell something was odd about them. Her love of black cock, she has a black son, I read between the lines."
"So the Sheena girl was a substitute while his mother was out?"
"Possibly. They'd have their fun and when Crystal came home, they had each other," Alyssa answered.
Chapter 8
"The letters kept coming from Joshua. I read them, re-read them, stowed them away safely, read them again later," Alyssa said.
"Was he ok?" Ulysses asked.
"Perfect. His father, while bad mouthing me and women in general, was having zero effect on Joshua. He even started to say how in his letters he'd leave his father one day too. For different reasons though. Owen never abused Josh."
"I'm guessing Owen moved to Texas, thinking you couldn't file for divorce if you didn't know his address," Ulysses said.
"Yes. But I do have the address. I'll get to that later. Back to my trailer park black utopia."
*******
Month went by, semen flowed like water, and orgasms were constant. I never once thought of the place like heaven, because the other love of my life, Joshua wasn't there.
I had another substitute son though – Jared. He was an overall sweet kid. During the following summer, I realized why Crystal never had the air conditioning fixed.
We were covered in sweat, almost all day and night. While in the trailer she and I hardly wore much of anything. Jared was the same way. He often walked around in boxers, complaining to his mother to get it fixed, but having his complaints ignored.
Crystal traveled to Las Vegas, 10 months after I arrived there, in July. Jared, just turned 18, and I was watching him again. He was soaking wet with sweat. It was flowing down his dark skin in tiny rivers. That's why Crystal never got the air conditioner fixed.She was turned on by sweaty, muscular bodies.
A small smile came over my face, watching him drink some water on the couch, in his boxers. I stood in the door way of my bedroom.
"Hey," he said.
"Hi," I replied, then I removed my white tank top, my tits dripping with perspiration.
Jared said nothing. I straddled him, kissed him, fished his cock out, and guided that black teenage missile inside me. I fucked him so good, so long, so hard. It's like he knew it was only a matter of time.
We went at it like animals, non-stop. Poor Sheena was gently relieved of her duty a week later. I'd go to work, have sex with my manager throughout the day, come home and had sex with Jared throughout the night. I loved it.
Crystal was gone for a couple months, making tons of money in Vegas. She came home in mid-September, I had been living there for about a year. There I was, lying on top of her son in a 69-position, sucking that juicy cock of his, when she walked in the door.
"Oh my goodness! I'm sorry!" she backed out the door. I ran after her.
"Wait! Wait!" I said, running outside, still naked, a couple residents whistling at me.
"No, I should've knocked," She said. She was laughing.
"You aren't mad?" I asked.
"Of course not! I'm surprised it didn't happen sooner. Besides, a young man like him needs to be taken care of," She said, giving me a hug. I read between more lines with her statement. I went inside, dressed, and the three of us went to dinner in town.
******
"I knew that's where it was headed. As soon as you said she had a black son," Ulysses said.
"Yep," Alyssa smiled.
"So how long did you live there and you never saw Crystal and Jared doing anything sexual?"
"A year and three months. I never did. They hid it well IF they were doing anything. He had one impressive cock though, I wouldn't blame her!" Alyssa paused. She thought of Joshua. A simple thought entered her mind, one that defined unconditional love.
"I wouldn't care how big or small Joshua is," Alyssa thought, blaming the perverse nature of the thought on how bad she missed her son.
"I have to go soon," Alyssa said. "Make love to me before I have to get ready?"
Ulysses nodded, happy to oblige.
A week later he returned with groceries and a rock hard cock all for Alyssa. Immediately taking her to bed after putting the groceries away, they went into the night, candles illuminating their sweaty, tired bodies.
"So you lived there for a year and three months?" Ulysses asked, holding Alyssa against him.
"Mmhmm. So much cock, it was insane. Want to know my favorite while there?"
"Sure."
"Old man Hoover," Alyssa replied.
"Really?"
"Yes. I found out he was 77 years old. I also found out why they called him Hoover."
"Go on."
"His mouth, with several front teeth missing, enabled him to suck my tits harder and further back into his mouth than anyone. He was able to get more of them in his mouth without teeth hindering their path," Alyssa paused.
"Then his cock. Wow. So incredibly long, mixed with decades of sex, probably with white women, made that old man the best lay in the trailer park. I remember one night outside, lying on a log bench, a roaring fire next to us; he pulled that cock out of me, held it, and let it spew cum all over me like a garden hose. I loved it."
"Well then, I guess I know who your favorite cock is now. Some 77year-old guy," Ulysses said, shaking his head, pretending to be jealous.
Alyssa grabbed his face, pulling him in for another kiss, mounting him in the dark candle lit room.
******
I got a letter from Joshua that changed everything. He said he was looking into colleges in the Atlanta area. Owen fully supported this since he had no idea where I was living. I decided to move once more. This is what brought me to Atlanta – a chance that my son may end up here.
I told Crystal and she was happy for me. She wanted to take me to Miami for a final night out and to see Rodney and Ronnie one last time. I missed them, mainly their cocks, but still.
The residents gave me a goodbye present – all of their cum, all 30 pairs of testicles, emptying on me and only me. I rubbed it into my skin, I licked it from my fingers, I showered after letting it dry, and then had sex with Jared for the hell of it, showing him how much I enjoyed being his substitute mother.
After arriving the next day at Rodney's apartment, I stripped naked in the elevator, I ran to his room, knocked on the door, leapt into his arms when he opened. I was so happy, I was giddy. He took me to his room and fucked me hard. Crystal lagged behind, but she caught up and joined me in servicing Rodney's cock.
There was nothing that could bring me down. I believed I was one step closer to being reunited with Joshua. Sadly, for Rodney, things hadn't been that good. Ronnie moved away to Charleston, South Carolina and his pool of women was drying up for reasons he couldn't understand.
Here is where I made a mistake. I decided to stay in Miami with Rodney for a few months. He had to travel to Atlanta in March for some event the magazine he modeled for sometimes was throwing. So I figured to stay with him until then, maybe make him feel better in the process.
I told Crystal to mail any letters I received from Joshua to Rodney's and thanked her for everything. She said she strips in Atlanta sometimes, so she'd be sure to visit me.
When Rodney was at work, I surfed his internet, looking for jobs, anything really. I applied to some sales stuff, but no luck. When Rodney came home, he'd take me to bed and have his way with me.
Ronnie came down from Charleston to visit his brother in Miami. He stayed from Christmas to New Year's. Constant three-ways ensued.
Normally I took cum in my throat, my ass, my face, my stomach, or my tits, but on December 31st, I took it in my pussy.
Rodney was on top of me, powerfully slamming into me. Shaking the bed, pinning me down, snarling at me, royally fucking me. I was cumming nonstop under that big black brute.
Then he did it. He paused, stabbed me with his cock, and then started cumming, erupting inside me. My pussy overflowed, the sheer volume of semen sending me over the edge. "Your mine. This pussy is mine," his growled at me.
"Clean my dick," he ordered, rising off me. I obliged, sucking his cock clean of my juices and his cum.
We waited a little while. His cock was hard again, and we went at it more. Ronnie came in next, he and Rodney whispered something, and then Ronnie took me.
Normally Ronnie was somewhat talkative, sweet, silly even while having sex, but that night I saw the same fire in his eyes that Rodney had. Looking into my eyes while on top of me, Ronnie moaned, grit his teeth and filled me semen.
They were mating with me. They were breeding me all night, taking turns filling me up with their potent seed. I feel asleep before dawn, my gaping pussy oozing cum out of it. An egg was fertilized that night.
I don't know which man was the father, and honestly I don't care. I know it sounds silly, but being black bred, being taken by those men all night for the sole purpose of getting me pregnant, was a huge turn on.
Ronnie left a couple days later and Rodney and I were joined at our respective sex organs. Cumming over and over on each other, I never took cum anywhere but in my pussy. We went at it for three months, only stopping to eat, sleep, reading letters from Joshua, and Rodney going to work.
Rodney, never one to share his feelings, seemed sad by then. His brother didn't live there anymore, his supply of white women was dwindling, and I was leaving again. I felt bad for the big guy.
I found a job in Atlanta. It wasn't anything impressive - an assistant manager at Goodwill. Using Rodney's internet, I applied for it, did interviews using his cell phone, and somehow charmed them into hiring me. The pay is horrible, but I don't care. I'm here, taking a chance that Joshua will join me.
As I mentioned, Rodney had an event to attend in Atlanta in March anyway. So I rode up with him. We stopped at Crystal's to say hello, pick up a few belongings and continue on.
I found this apartment within walking distance of the Goodwill. I can afford the rent, barely, but I'm able to get by. Rodney dropped me off and ravaged me again. This time he was angry. Maybe he only communicates with sex.
When he took me once more, the look in his eyes said, he didn't want me to leave, he wanted me for himself. He fucked me so hard, I was far more sore than usual after sex. He'd pull my arms behind me and slam his cock into me as hard as he could. My new neighbors must've been annoyed beyond belief to hear me scream and cry out over the pummeling I was receiving.
"I'll be back. You understand? I'll come back and take this pussy again," Rodney angrily said, pinning me against the wall, fucking me one last time before he left. At the time it sounded so hot to be talked to like that. But Rodney was disturbed, unable to properly communicate how he feels, holding his emotions inside. He could've told me he had feelings for me or asked me to stay with him, but we never talked, we had sex instead.
I recovered, started work, and started this new chapter. I wrote Joshua again letting him know where I was.
Chapter 9
It was October 1st, Alyssa was 42 weeks pregnant – she was more than ready to give birth, wanting this child to get out of its temporary home and into the arms of the loving family she was giving it to. The baby wasn't showing any signs of wanting to leave.
Ulysses was back for another visit. They two of them were lying in bed, chatting, kissing, cuddling; Alyssa was finding sex more uncomfortable than ever.
"So first Tony, then Rodney, then that Hoover guy," Ulysses said.
"Hmm?"
"Your favorite cocks. Currently old man Hoover is the title holder."
Alyssa laughed, "Absolutely not!"
"He's not your favorite?"
"No."
"Who is then?"
*******
I volunteered to work July 4th. I'll take extra hours when I can get them. I hadn't had sex since March when Rodney took me one last time. To be honest, I didn't care about it as much anymore. Deep down, I knew why.
Anyway, I saw a man drop off some stuff at work. I checked it all out, labeled it, and smiled at him. He was gorgeous. He returned a few hours later, donating even more items. I asked him about it, he told me he was cleaning his stepmother's house and making several trips to this particular Goodwill – apparently the closest one to her home.
He came back three more times that day. On the final time, we chatted for maybe 45 minutes. I learned his named, his profession – it was all very sweet and innocent. He never once asked if I was pregnant, or how far along I was, even though it was obvious to anyone. He knew it's best to never assume a woman is pregnant when she might just be overweight. He had perfect manners. Something about him was very special.
As he was getting into his car, I stopped him. He probably thought he forgot a receipt or something. I asked if he had plans for dinner. I offered to cook for him, since I lived nearby. Instead he took me out to dinner – a very nice place too. I felt underdressed not having as stylish or expensive clothes to wear.
He didn't care. After dinner, he dropped me off; I invited him in, not expecting anything to happen. But it did and it was incredible. He made sweet, tender love to me, almost worshiping my pregnant body. I thought it was so pleasurable because I hadn't had sex in four months, but it was something else about him. It's like he knew what a woman wanted, pushing all the right buttons. I never had sex that was so good.
His body was perfect; his cock was perfect – a long, dark brown stalk that fit perfectly down my throat, in my pussy, in my ass. He has the best cock I've ever had. My favorite cock.
*******
"I remember that night," Ulysses said. "I'm surprised I was able to last so long with you. Cleaning her house was exhausting."
"I'm sure it was."
"Thank you. I'm glad my friend down there is pleasing to you," Ulysses joked.



"Very much so," Alyssa paused a moment, tapping her belly. "Ulysses?"
"Yes?"
"Will you fuck me until I go into labor?"
"As you wish," Ulysses grinned. "I won't hold back."
"I don't want you to. I'm tired of walking and eating spicy food. Hopefully rough sex will do it instead."
Ulysses picked her up, determination in his eyes, he'd been in this situation before with a pregnant woman.
He slammed her against the wall, pumping upward into her. He slammed her on the bed, climbing on top, pummeling her pussy from there. He bent her over a chair, grabbed her shoulders, and stabbed her with his cock as hard as he could. Alyssa cried out with each impact against her cervix.
He gathered up her belly in his arms, hugging it, while he thrust into her with all his might. Alyssa came over and over again, her body quivering from orgasmic bliss.
The next morning, they were exhausted, sweaty, and barely able to go on. Ulysses wouldn't stop.
"Just one more!" he groaned, driving in as deep as he could.
"Ahhh!" Alyssa cried out.
"Come on!" Ulysses said as though he was trying to start an old lawnmower. "Come on!"
"It's, it's breaking! Keep going!" Alyssa urged him on. He did so, feeling the warm trickle of amniotic fluid cover his cock and make its way out of her pussy.
Ulysses thrust several more times with all the remaining strength in him. When he finally came, he bellowed loudly, maybe even waking the neighbors, if they already weren't from their insane labor-inducing sex all night.
"Shower," Alyssa said. They washed off their sweaty bodies, cleaning each other thoroughly. Afterward they ate breakfast, relaxed in bed, and waited for the contractions to begin.
They were taking a nap when the first one hit, waking Alyssa. She woke Ulysses, they put on clothes, and he drove her to the hospital. Traffic was horrible, but they were able to make it without too many issues.
The nurses let Ulysses stay in Alyssa's room. They asked if he was the father, he smiled, shaking his head, "Just a good friend."
More hours passed. He stood behind her, holding her hand as she pushed, wondering if he'd ever have one of his own.
Finally early the next morning, a baby boy was born, Alyssa said hello to him, followed by goodbye a moment later. Ulysses holding her hand, she felt at peace, relaxed, knowing she was doing the right thing.
Chapter 10
"Are you going trick or treating?" Alyssa asked Ulysses a week before Halloween. He had stopped by, once again, to deliver groceries he had purchased for her. Alyssa smiled, watching him put them away, sorting letters from Joshua.
"Nah. Just going to a party. I'd ask you to join me but I have a date already," Ulysses said.
"Aww. That's fine. I'm not big into parties. Who's the lucky woman?"
"My stepmother. Technically, she's not my step mom anymore, but I think of her as a mother. And more," Ulysses said, putting up the last of the groceries.
He sat on the couch, happily waiting for a thank you blow job from Alyssa. She couldn't have vaginal sex for another few weeks – doctor's orders. But her mouth worked perfectly.
After swallowing his seed, Alyssa left the room, returning with a box. She and Ulysses, naked as usual, looked through it. Alyssa handed him a letter, the newest one from Joshua. He gave her a look as if he asked if it was ok that he read it. Alyssa smiled as an answer.
"He's a smart guy," Ulysses said after reading it.
"I know. He received an early acceptance to college."
"Well, yes, it's less than 10 miles from here. But that's not why I was thinking he's smart."
"Ah. I think I know what you mean. He doesn't want me to file for divorce from Owen, because there's a chance Owen would learn of my whereabouts and not let him come to college here, or not pay for tuition."
"Yes. Sounds like you two have planned things out pretty well," Ulysses said.
Alyssa handed him a bunch of pictures. They were all of Joshua. School pictures, pictures with friends, football team pictures, Christmas pictures with some of Owen's family, all contained a smiling, happy Joshua.
"He's been in good hands all this time. I wouldn't have been, but Joshua was," Alyssa said.
She took the pictures from Ulysses, handing him a clump of letters. "These are my favorites. You can read them if you want. I'm so happy I'll be seeing him here, I just felt like sharing them."
Ulysses read each one, 10 or so, while Alyssa sorted the box of her most precious possessions. She wandered to the kitchen, putting up some dishes while Ulysses read.
She sat next to him on the couch; Ulysses extended his arm, putting it around her as he read the last two letters.
There was a long pause before he spoke.
"These read like love letters," he said.
"Love letters?"
"Yes. Right here, 'I miss you so much,' 'You mean so much to me,' 'I can't wait to hold you in my arms,' 'I know our time apart has been hard, but we'll be together again soon,' 'I love you with all my heart.'"
Ulysses continued, "Then this newest letter, 'I'll live with you while I'm there. I'll take care of you. It'll just be you and me.'"
Alyssa was quietly contemplating Ulysses' observation.
"Maybe it's nothing," he broke the silence. "To me, as an outsider, it sounds like a guy deployed overseas and is writing home to his wife or girlfriend," he said.
"Maybe," Alyssa was speechless. She never once thought of them as love letters.
"How did you write back to him?"
"Same stuff. Same type of wording. I called him my love, said I couldn't wait to be held by him and so on."
Ulysses shrugged. "Again, could be nothing. I have no idea how he was saying these words in his head when he wrote them. Could've been platonic. Probably was."
"Maybe, yes," Alyssa whispered, still thinking about the letters, looking at them with a new point of view.
"Did you tell him about getting pregnant and all the, uh, therapeutic sex you've had in the last three years?"
"No, I didn't. No point. Maybe one day I'll tell him I had another child. But most of the stuff we wrote about was him updating me on school, his plans, and how much we mean to each other," Alyssa answered.
An hour passed and Ulysses had to leave. Alyssa was giving him a long hug goodbye.
"When he arrives, I won't be seeing you as much," he said. "Maybe every once in awhile. But I think we both know that Joshua will be your main focus – as he should be. You'll be seeing him all the time, you'll be making up for lost time, it'll be great."
"Yes it will be. Thank you for everything," She said.
"My pleasure. I don't mind getting you groceries and a little loving here and there," Ulysses smiled.
"Yes, but this," Alyssa grabbed his bulge. "Not just yours, but everyone's. Tony's, Rodney's, Ronnie's, the countless others of the past three years. They've brought me so much joy, relief, pleasure – without these cocks, who knows what sort of state I would've been in. I can't imagine worrying constantly over lack of money, a stable home, seeing Joshua again all the time. These dicks," Alyssa said, "distracted me from all that, and things sort of fell into place."
"Aren't you glad Sandee helped you relax that night?" Ulysses asked.
"Yes, she knew what I needed."
"Typical Fernanda. That's so like her to organize outings and events like that."
"You know her?"
"I've known Fernanda since I was 18."
"You jerk! Why didn't you say anything?" Alyssa said.
Ulysses shrugged. "I was enjoying your story. Truth be told, I might know every woman you mentioned, maybe even your sisters, even it was for one night. And Tony, I'm pretty sure you're talking about the same Tony whose son TJ, is my half-brother and best friend."
Alyssa's mouth hung open.
"Funny how everything is connected," He grinned.
"I saw a lot of black guys here at the apartment complex, you going to go out on the prowl when your lady parts heal up?" Ulysses asked.
"No," Alyssa smiled, shaking her head. "I don't need to do that anymore. That time has passed. I'm happy now. I don't need a distraction."
"Fair enough," He kissed her lips slowly before he left.
"You can stop by every once in awhile though," she jabbed his side.
"I will," he called out to her, leaving her apartment.
Alyssa was alone, looking out the window of her bedroom, contemplating putting on clothes or taking a hot bath.
The words "love letters" ran through her mind once more. She wondered if Joshua really was in love with her, or missed her really badly. She didn't know for sure. "What if he is?" she asked herself.
Alyssa smiled, thinking more silly fantasy thoughts, mixed with seeing her son when he arrives for college. She closed her eyes, envisioning being held by him, in his arms, together, away from Owen, reunited.
She trailed a hand over a breast, down her gradually flattening tummy. "I can't wait to see him," she thought. "It'll be just the two of us."
Alyssa's fingers combed through her pubic hair, finding her clit, slowly rubbing it. She stood there, waiting for Joshua.
The end.
********************************************
The final part in this series – part 10 – will be Alyssa's incest story.
********************************************
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The Challenge 6: Making Amends

Chapter 1


"Bob? You wanted to see me?" Janet, Bob's executive assistant knocked on the huge double doors of his office.
He surprised her by opening the door, smiling, waving her in. "Yes!"
Bob was rarely in the office anymore these days. His age and the fact he was a multi-millionaire who dabbled in side projects, kept him at home mostly. What work he did do, Janet helped, organizing his meetings, phone calls, paperwork and so on.
The 52-year-old, dark red haired, beauty entered his office, taking her seat across from his desk.
"So? What can I do for you?" Janet asked.
"Mmm, Janet. I love it when you ask that," Bob moaned. "I can't tell you how many erections you've given me over the years."
"That's very sweet of you Bob," Janet ignored her boss's sexual forwardness. She's worked for his company for over 20 years, fully aware that Bob knew of her wild exploits with clients and other employees. Janet had calmed down in recent years, maturing even, to focus on her husband, Harvey. She purposefully requested a demotion to secretary in order to remove herself from an environment where she could easily sleep with every coworker, client, or model at the various magazines the company published.
Bob respected her choice, however still flirted with her relentlessly. Janet didn't care, since Bob never mistreated her in any way; she never felt the need to file for sexual harassment, because to her, it was in good fun.
"How's Harvey?" Bob asked.
"Good. His kidneys are working fine. We're getting all good reports from his doctor checkups," Janet answered.
"That's great! Maybe you can invite me over for dinner and he and I can take you to bed," Bob suggested.
"Sure," Janet rolled her eyes.
"Forgive me. I'm old, I'm dirty, and I don't care anymore. On a serious note, you know how grateful I am for you. You know how much I appreciate you," Bob said.
"I know," Janet smiled.
"I'd love it if you spent the weekend with me. But that's your call," Bob said.
"I think your fiancée would have a problem with that. Don't you think?" Janet asked.
Bob shrugged. "She wouldn't know."
"Bob, why did you want to see me?"
"I'm going to write you a check for $1000 for every scrap of information you can provide to me about something," Bob said.
Janet thought for a moment. She had no inside information about competitors. Even if she did, Bob was so far removed from most business deals he wouldn't be someone she'd tell that to -- a vice president, yes.
"Well, alright. I'll do my best."
"Great. Take as long as you need to tell me everything you know. I want names, history, locations, relationships, everything."
"Fine," Janet said, confused. "What is this about? What do you want to know?"
"I want to know about your family, Janet. Tell me everything about your family," Bob said. He went to the bar area in his huge office.
"I almost forgot. Here's some hot chocolate," Bob offered a chuckling Janet a small mug.
"Thanks Bob."
"My pleasure. Now, please start from the beginning. Tell me everything. I'll explain why later. It'll make sense, trust me."
Janet inhaled deeply, thinking this should be an easy grand to make. She didn't care about Bob knowing family secrets, she knew he wasn't malicious, and no one else in her family was connected to him or his business -- that she knew of.
"Oh by the way," Bob spoke up right as Janet opened her mouth to speak. "Happy New Year."
******
Ken, a 32-year-old bartender in Miami, was working at the usual dingy, run-down tavern he worked on weeknights. He was looking forward to the weekend. He had Saturday night off for a change. It was a cut in money, because on Saturdays he tended bar at a much newer and nicer establishment a few miles away, but it was Valentine's Day weekend and he didn't want to be around people.
He was perfectly content with spending the evening alone. He had no wife or girlfriend; most of the few friends he had were already in relationships. "Fuck em," Ken thought, pushing away bitterness, looking forward to downing his favorite brew all night.
The bar wasn't busy that Thursday evening, it never usually was. He was doing dishes, cleaning glasses, putting them away to dry; hoping time would flow faster toward closing. He looked over his shoulder every few seconds to make sure no one was at the bar. Restocking some vodka, he looked over his shoulder and saw a tall, short-haired blonde smiling at him. Ken did a double-take; he knew her.
"Hey, Marie," Ken said, perplexed to see his cousin there. "What's going on? What are you doing here?"
"Hi Ken. Just wanted to stop by," Marie nervously said. They hadn't seen each other in over a year.
"Oh, alright. Well can I get you anything?"
"Just a Corona," Marie smiled.
"So how's your mom and dad?" Ken asked, opening the bottle, handing it to her, making small talk out of habit, asking about his Aunt Janet and Uncle Harvey.
"Great. Dad had some kidney problems, but he's doing much better now," The 32-year-old, Marie replied.
"Good, that's good to hear," Ken said, not looking at her, going about his busy work behind the bar.
"Yeah," Marie smiled.
Ken cleaned the bar top, nodding to a few leaving customers, occasionally glancing at Marie's Corona bottle.
"You still live over near south beach?" Ken asked.
"I do. But," Marie lowered her eyes. "Divorcing."
"Oh shit. I'm sorry Marie," Ken stopped drying a glass, giving his cousin a sympathetic look.
"It's fine," Marie said. "Things happen."
Ken nodded, partly understanding, thinking back to his own failed relationships over the years.
"Seen my mom much lately?" Ken asked. "You and her still close?"
"Yes, we've been hanging out a lot in the past month or so," Marie replied.
"Oh yeah? Going shopping or something?"
"Some yes. Actually, that's why I'm here. I'm inviting you over Saturday night. My mom is coming into town this weekend, she wants to see your mom and I figured it'd be great if you came by to see her too," Marie said.
"Uh, well, I'm not sure. I have plans," Ken lied.
"Please? Stop by for lunch. It'll be nice," Marie patted Ken's tattooed forearm.
Ken was in no mood to see his mother. They weren't exactly close. The last time he saw her was a few months prior at Thanksgiving. His mother, Darla, was too drunk to converse with him, much less stay awake. He remembered helping her to her bed, tucking her in. The last thing he saw was Darla drifting off to sleep in a drunken stupor.
"I don't know," Ken shrugged, glancing at her bottle.
"I know the family hasn't been very close since you and I were teens, but please? My parents are getting older, your mom is getting older, it'd be a great time to reconnect," Marie said, smiling softly at Ken.
Ken looked away from her blue eyes. "I haven't seen Aunt Janet in awhile."
"I know. She was asking about you. Remember we used to play together all the time as kids? She'd love to see us hang out as adults."
"Alright, well, keep the alcohol away from my mom and I'll stop by to say hello," Ken agreed.
"Great!"


Chapter 2


They made more small talk while she nursed her Corona. He was surprised she remembered where he worked. Ken didn't charge her for the drink. He closed the bar after Marie left, thinking it was very odd to see her there.
During high school, their lives diverged drastically. Marie was in the popular crowd, going out with friends, going to proms, dating and so on. Ken was the opposite. As much fun they had as kids, running, playing, laughing - when they hit their teen years, they couldn't be more different.
Ken watched his cousin hang out with jocks and cool kids, only giving him a nod or slight wave when they saw each other in the hallways.
As he and Marie aged, their family lives became noticeably different. Marie had a great life with her parents. Ken came from a broken home. His mother, in her psychotic ways, drove everyone away. His father left when he was 12. His twin sisters left two years earlier when they were 18. Ken was alone with his mom.
Darla drank more and more, becoming clingy to Ken, often begging him not to leave her like everyone else supposedly did. Ken promised he wouldn't, staying with her until he was 20, and then moving a few miles away to an apartment with some friends.
They stayed in touch regularly, but Ken saw less and less of her each year. One of his sisters took over, perhaps out of guilt, attempting to repair a broken relationship. Over time, that sister left her too, moving across the country.
Ken's mother had no one. None of her sisters, besides Janet would talk to her, none of her own children, besides an occasional checkup by Ken, would associate with her. It was all her own doing, her own mistreatment of others, and always playing the overdramatic victim that drove everyone away.
Darla's only friend was, for some odd reason, her niece Marie. Perhaps it was because Darla and Janet still got along, thus creating an obligatory friendship between her and Marie. Ken didn't know or care.
When Ken arrived to his apartment after work, he flipped on the TV, grabbed a beer and channel surfed. News of Kim Kardashian and Kayne West was on a celebrity news report show. Ken extended his middle finger to their image on the television and changed the channel.
He took several more swigs of his beer, thinking about his evening while finding the last few minutes of The Tonight Show to watch.
Ken didn't hate his mother, but had no desire to have a close relationship with her. He turned off the TV, debated showering to get the cigarette smell out of his hair, ultimately deciding to shower in the morning.
Sliding out of jeans, removing his t-shirt, he examined a new tattoo above his right pectoral. The skull with bat wing artwork was looking great.
Ken climbed into bed, coughed a few times and rolled over. "Shit," he said aloud, remembering to put on a fake polite face tomorrow when he saw his Aunt and mother.
******
"Ken! Come in!" His Aunt Janet exclaimed, opening Marie's front door the next morning. "I love that beard!"
"Thanks," Ken faked one of many smiles to come. He and his Aunt had the same dark red hair color, though Janet dyed hers regularly.
"I'm so glad you'll be spending the day with us!" She led him into Marie's fairly large home, her soon-to-be ex-husband nowhere in sight.
"Well, actually, I," Ken managed to get out before he was interrupted by a hug from Marie.
"Good to see you again!" she said.
When Ken arrived in the living room, he saw his mother sitting on the couch, smiling politely. "Hey Mom," Ken nodded, faked another smile, taking a seat next to her.
Darla cleared her throat, "Hi Ken." He noticed she seemed subdued, giving off a calm aura.
Janet brought out a tray of sandwiches she ordered from a nearby sub-shop. "Dig in. There's everything, turkey, ham, beef."
As they ate in silence; Ken noticed his mother's hair looked different. Her long, bright red locks, looked brushed, cleaned, and healthy. He also noticed she smelled great -- not that she was ever stinky, but there wasn't a trace of wine or liquor on her clothes.
"Her clothes," Ken thought. Janet was going on and on about the day ahead of them. Ken kept glancing to his left at his mother's clothes. They looked new, expensive even. She was wearing a nice, fairly tight, dress, similar to something Marie might wear.
Ken glanced to Marie. She was indeed wearing something similar. So was Janet. Ken shrugged and kept chomping away at his sandwich.
"How does that sound, Ken?" Janet asked.
"Hmm?" Ken said, his mouth full of food.
Janet laughed, "My Valentine's date night idea?"
"Uh, what?"
"He's been busy scarfing down that sandwich, Mom," Marie joked.
"Ken, I was saying that tonight, you and your mom could go out to dinner for Valentine's Day," his aunt said.
"Uh, well, I don't know," Ken glanced to his mother, awkwardly smiling at him.
"Please? I think it'll be great!" Janet encouraged him. "It'll be my treat!"
"Well, I just, I don't know," Ken shrugged.
"We went shopping. We bought her some new clothes, I did her hair. She just needs a date!" Marie chimed in.
"Ken, we don't have to, if you have plans," Darla spoke up.
"No, no, Darla. We talked about this. You need a nice night out," Her younger sister, Janet, reminded her.
Janet and Marie smiled brightly at Ken, nodding their heads. He looked to his mother: she shrugged, lowering her eyes. Then Ken felt it. His heart beat, causing pity to kick in. "Ugh, shit," he thought to himself. "This is the last thing I feel like doing."
"Ok. Sure, we can go to dinner tonight," Ken said, nodding to his mother.
"Great!" Janet got up from the couch across from him, giving Ken a huge hug. This was weird, something was going on.


Chapter 3


The rest of the day was spent looking through old photo albums and reminiscing about older, better times. There were a few moments where Ken was genuinely laughing -- not faking it. Closer to dinner time, Janet asked Ken to go home and change.
"Off you go! Change into some nice clothes, come back and pick your mother up," Janet shooed her nephew away. "You do have a shirt and tie, right?"
"Yeah, I do," Ken chuckled.
"Good, go change and come back in an hour to pick her up," Janet glanced to Darla. Marie was standing next to her, her arm around Darla's waist.
"Alright, I'll be back," Ken nodded and left.
"What a weird day," He thought on the way to his car.
"See? You did great!" Marie assured her Aunt back in the house.
"I agree," Janet added. "It's all about baby steps. Take things slowly. When the time is right, we'll tell Ken about Bob and his challenge."
Darla nodded, sighing heavily, "We just aren't that close."
"Hey, it's fine. We will show him you're different now. You and he will be closer in time," Janet said. "I promise. During dinner, just stick to the discussion topics we planned."
Back at Ken's apartment, he tried on a green tie, one that matched his and his mother's eyes. Satisfied that it went well with his black shirt and khaki pants, Ken left to go pick up his mother for this date. He rolled his eyes, not looking forward to an awkward meal with her.
When he arrived, Darla was presented to Ken, similar to how a prom date would be. He thought it was odd, especially when his cousin pulled his arm at the elbow and placed his mother's hand there.
"Ok, so, you ready?" He sighed. His mother nodded and they left.
Janet and Marie watched them leave, smiling, hoping, that their plan would come to fruition.
******
"I like the tie, Ken," Darla said after another awkward silence.
"Oh, uh, thanks Mom."
Most of the short drive to the restaurant was awkward, occasionally darted with small talk, about the weather, Ken's job and so on.
Ken let her order first, thinking about what to say next while he glanced at the menu. He would not bring up the past. He would not talk about his father or sisters or anything that could cause anger to flare up. He decided to keep things light, taking his mother out as a favor for his Aunt and cousin.
"Ken," Darla spoke up after they ordered their food.
"Hmm?"
"Thank you for taking me out tonight."
"Oh, it's ok. It's no big deal," Ken replied, looking around the restaurant.
"I know, but I appreciate it. I really do. I just," Darla paused.
"You ok?" Ken asked. She seemed so different, much more calm and quiet.
She took a deep breath, remembering what Janet had discussed with her, "I just want you to know that I'm different now. I was alone for Christmas, I drank myself sick, I wasn't in a good -- "
"Mom, it's fine. We don't have to talk about that stuff."
"No. We do. I need to say it."
"Alright," Ken sighed.
"I wasn't in a good spot. I haven't been in one for decades. I don't know how much longer I'll be alive, but I'm 55. It could be 15, 20, 25 years. Or it could be 40. Who knows?"
"Mom, it's ok," Ken pleaded.
"I just want to make things right," Darla held her hands up, stopping Ken from interrupting her. "I've made terrible mistakes, I've driven family and friends away, and I want to make amends. There's something going on with Janet and Marie that I'd rather not discuss tonight. Needless to say, I think this is a perfect open door for me to walk through and start making things better between you and me."
"Mom," Ken paused. "I understand."
"Can you and I do that? Can we rebuild a relationship? As friends?" Darla extended her hand, gently laying it on Ken's.
Ken nodded, offering a fake smile. "Friends. Yeah."
He thought about his sisters, witnessing them and Darla in their teen years -- the insults, the cursing, the fighting, the slammed doors. Ken thought about his estranged father next. He remembered similar fights his parents had -- the accusations, manipulations, the hatred. He had no idea how she'd ever make things right with them.
Ken's heart beat a second time, a small, real smile formed on his face. He gently squeezed his mother's hand. "I like what Marie did with your hair. The bangs make you look younger."
Darla chuckled, "Thank you. She's into all that stuff -- fashion, makeup and so on."
"Have you lost weight?" Darla asked.
"I think, yeah," Ken looked to his midsection.
"And, uh, is that a new one?" Darla smiled, glancing at his right forearm, the edge of the entire tattoo-covered arm visible.
"Oh. Yeah I had more work done on my arm and chest," Ken replied.
"I'm sure it all looks nice," Darla said.
"You like tats?"
Darla looked to the side, "Well, I don't know."
Ken chuckled, "It's ok Mom. I wasn't expecting you to be a huge tattoo fan."
They shared a gaze into each other's eyes, the arriving meal interrupting them.
Ken couldn't explain what was happening. He was seeing a different side to his mother, one not fueled by rage or alcohol. Darla was being sweet, complimentary, even normal during their meal.
She invited him into Marie's home after dinner. Janet and Marie peeped around the corner into the living room, watching Darla move closer to her son on the couch. They traded a few smiles.
"Ken? Can I?"
"Hmm? Oh, my arm, sure."
Darla motioned for him to open it, snuggling against him, "You smell nice."
"Thanks," Ken said, her shampoo scent finding his nostrils. "So do you."
They sat in silence for the next hour, Darla casually playing with Ken's hand. He was thoroughly confused and tense. His mother picked up on it, sitting up, "I guess I'll head to bed. I'm staying here while Janet is in town."
"Ok, sure, Mom."
They stood, walking to the door. Darla hugged him tightly, kissing his cheek for the first time in years. "Goodnight, Ken."
"Goodnight," he smiled back.
On the way home, he thought about the evening, wondering what had gotten into his mother, wondering what she was referring to in regard to Janet and Marie. He didn't know. The only thing he did know what they if she was serious about repairing damage she had done to her family, he was going to be mature enough to not hinder that. Ken was going to let it happen.


Chapter 4


The next day, Ken was woken from his Sunday morning slumber by a phone call from his mother. She invited over to Marie's for lunch again.
Telling himself to just go with it, he accepted. The three women all hugged him; all were wearing dresses which showed up their legs and cleavage. Ken noticed how nice Janet's looked for her age. Casually glancing to his mother, he saw hers were similar.



Ken got dragged along on a shopping trip. The three women were spending money like it was nothing, piling bags for Ken to carry all day.
"Where are they getting this money?" Ken asked, tired, sitting down on a bench next to his mother while his Aunt and cousin shopped.
"Janet's boss," Darla answered.
"Must be a nice guy."
"Yeah. Listen I just want to thank you again for coming with us."
"Well you needed someone to carry all this stuff," Ken joked.
"Yes, we did," Darla smiled, grabbing his hand, holding it on her bare thigh. "I'd love to reward you tonight with a nice dinner. I know I wasn't much of a cook when you were growing up, but Marie has been teaching me a lot during the past month."
"I see."
"Anyway, I'd love to cook for you tonight. Would that be ok?" Darla asked.
Ken paused for a moment, "Sure, I think that'd be nice."
"Bikini time!" Marie called out to Darla from the store, waving her Aunt inside to join their bathing suit shopping.
Darla squeezed Ken's hand, released her grip, and joined her niece in the store. She glanced over her shoulder at her son and smiled.
Several minutes later, Ken, playing with his phone, was startled by Marie. "Come here!"
"Huh?"
"We need your opinion on a bikini your mom picked out," Marie said.
"Oh, no that's ok, I don't -- "
"Come on!" Marie playfully grabbed his arm, pulling him up.
"But all this stuff here."
"It'll be fine, trust me," She smiled, grabbing his hand, pulling him along.
Inside the store, she once again presented Ken's mother to him. This time she was wearing a simple, black bikini. "Well? Do you like it? As a guy?" Marie asked.
"Wow," Ken's eyes shot open, he never recalled seeing his mother in a bathing suit. "Yeah," He cleared his throat. "That's a good choice, Mom." His eyes trailed over her body. She wasn't perfectly toned, some of her skin sagged, but for a 55-year-old woman, she looked great.
Marie motioned for her to turn around. Ken watched her long, flowing red hair, twirl with her. His eyes went to her ass. It, too, was very nice for an older woman. "Ok, yep, good choice. Can I go now?"
The women giggled, letting Ken go back outside. Darla changed back into her dress, Janet paid for everything with Bob's credit card.
******
The meal that evening turned out to be the best Ken had eaten in months. Going back for seconds, Janet and Marie traded looks with Darla.
"You know Ken, I was thinking you could sleep here tonight," Marie suggested when he took a seat back at the table.
"Well thanks, but I didn't bring anything to change in to and - "
"That's fine," Janet interrupted. "I think it'd be great if all of us spent more time together before my flight in the morning. In fact, your mom and I could each take a couch, you and Marie could take the floor."
"Well, I don't -- "
"Yeah, we can build a bed like we did when we were kids," Marie added.
Ken glanced at his mother. "If you want to, that is," She said quietly.
He paused, "Sure I guess."
"Great!" Janet said.
After dinner, Ken helped clean and put away dishes. "Thanks Mom. Everything tasted amazing," he said, drying a plate.
"Thank you for staying and eating with us," Darla replied, taking a step closer to her son.
Ken picked up on her body language that she wanted a hug. Placing the plate on the counter, he wrapped his hands around her waist, pulling her against him. Darla's arms around his neck, she closed her eyes, breathing in slowly. She kissed his cheek, ending the embrace.
"I'd love to cook for you every night," She said, running her hand up and down his t-shirt covered chest. "I guess to make up for all those TV dinners you had to warm up when you were young."
"Mom, it's fine. You don't have to."
"I know, but I want to," Darla stood taller, kissing his cheek once again, causing Ken's heart to figuratively beat a third time.
"Mom," he whispered, staring into her eyes. "I think that'd be great," Ken agreed after seeing her smile.
The strangest weekend of Ken's life continued later on. He and his cousin had made a pallet of quilts and blankets, but oddly, only one pillow. Marie said they only needed one. To Ken's dismay, he and Marie were going to share a pillow, which meant she'd be lying extremely close to him.
The problem was compounded by the three women all wearing fairly sexy pajamas. Ken immediately felt uncomfortable, seeing their bra-less breasts, tightly hugging the fabric of their tank tops, and their legs going for miles in their tiny bottoms.
Marie snuggled close against Ken, playing with his beard, her breasts pressed against his side, her leg crossed over his thighs.
When Darla and Janet quieted down after chatting about random things, Marie whispered in Ken's ear. "This feels nice, doesn't it? It's so warm and comfortable underneath these covers."
"Yeah. Yeah, it's nice," He said.
"I think we're going to be spending a lot more time together in the near future. Do you have a girlfriend? I'd hate to make someone jealous," Marie whispered, her hand crawling over his upper body.
Ken shook his head. "Good," Marie whispered. "It's going to be so nice to see you and your mother re-build your relationship."
Marie reached around, grabbing Ken's hand, placing it on the small of her back, "Better. Now then, where was I? You and her can date some, if you know what I mean. She's really changed for the better."
Her warm, soft body against his, her hot breath in his ear, her leg across his thighs, Ken found himself erect, struggling to calm himself down. He couldn't recall the last time a woman lay against him like this.
Marie must've felt it, because she slowly moved her thigh across his erection. Ken rolled his eyes in the dark room.
"I found her at her house after New Year's. She was a mess. She was depressed, crying, almost hysterical, rock bottom," Marie explained. "But now things are different."
Marie slowly kissed his cheek, "Things are so much better. And will continue to get better."
Ken was on the verge of shaking with tension.
"Mmm," Marie moaned softly, her thigh no doubt feeling his erection through his pants. "I'll be right back."
"Whew" Ken closed his eyes, relieved, using the reprieve to calm himself.
A moment later, he groaned inwardly, feeling a warm body return to his side. This one was different. He opened his eyes. "Mom?" he whispered. Marie had switched places with her on the couch.
"Hi," She whispered back, snuggling in close. She kissed his cheek, lying in the exact same position Marie was in. Ken's erection was now resting uncomfortably against his mother's thigh.
Darla didn't speak or move, Ken held her. Finally, he was able to calm his penis down with labored breathing, remembering who he was holding.
"What the hell is going on?" He thought to himself, just before sleep took him.


Chapter 5


After saying goodbye to his Aunt Janet the next morning before her flight, giving a fake smile when she told him to take care of his mother, he went home. Ken bathed, ate some food, and got ready for his night at the bar, thinking the unusual weekend was over.
When he returned home after midnight, he found a package at his door. Taking it inside, opening it, laughing when he saw it was cookies. "Marie must be teaching mom how to bake," Ken laughed, eating one.
There was a note inside from his mother: "I'd love to see you tomorrow. Call me if you are available."
Ken did just that. He called his mother when he woke up and they had lunch together. That night, after midnight, he saw a hand written card had been slid under his door.
Picking it up, reading his mother's note, he couldn't help but smile. "Hi. I had a wonderful lunch with you. I hope to see you again soon. Call me."
The next day, they went to the park, walked around, talking. Darla hugged him goodbye, kissing his cheek.
That night there was another note on the floor just inside his apartment. Ken couldn't help but wonder if this was some method Darla read about on how mend broken relationships. Either way, he found the notes adorable. "Had a great time with you today. Can't wait to see you again. I'd love to cook you dinner Sunday."
It was Thursday night. Ken hadn't seen or talked to his mother all day. Close to closing time a familiar face entered the bar.
"You again. Are you going to make this a weekly thing?" Ken asked his cousin, Marie.
"Maybe," She said, sitting on a stool. Ken handed her a Corona.
"You better hurry. I have to close in five minutes," Ken said.
"Aww. Alright," Marie replied. "Listen, your mother is happier than I've ever seen her. I'm happy too. This time you are spending with her is just what she needed."
"Yeah, well, it's not so bad. At least not as bad as I thought it'd be."
"She's really changed. She's staying with me mostly. Since the house is empty, it's kind of nice having her around," Marie said.
"Right," Ken nodded, wiping down a counter top. He went about his closing routine while Marie finished her drink.
"Ready?" He asked.
"Yes," She grabbed his arm, following him to his car.
"Where'd you park? I'll walk you to your car," Ken said.
"I thought I'd go home with you," Marie joked.
"Ha. Sure. You seem a little different too, you know? Really friendly."
"Well, maybe I'm changing too," Marie grinned.
"I see."
"Anyway, I parked right over there. So I'll be ok. This is from me," Marie leaned, giving Ken a kiss on the cheek.
"And this is from your mother," She did the same, except this time, kissing Ken's lips for a few seconds
Ken blinked rapidly, "O-ok."
"Call her. Spend time with her before you work tomorrow," Marie called over her shoulder, walking to her car.
Ken did as was requested, eating lunch with Darla the next day.
Darla grabbed his hand, "Ken, I was thinking maybe I could come over tonight. I could actually go inside your apartment."
"Oh, right. Well I need to clean it first."
"I'll do that," She blurted out.
"No, Mom, you don't have to. I should be the one."
"Please? I want to."
Ken thought for a moment, "Well I guess. If you really want to."
"I do."
"Ok, I'll leave a key under the mat then," Ken said.
His mother hugged him, holding him tightly against her. She ended the embrace and kissed his lips just like Marie had. "I'll see you tonight."
When Ken returned home after closing the bar, he saw another note on the floor: "Welcome home. I'm in your bed. Hope that's ok. If so, please keep me warm."
Ken took a quick look around. Everything was cleaner than it had ever been. There were neat little piles of items his mother didn't know what to do with. The kitchen was spotless, the refrigerator was clean, and the hall bathroom was perfect. Ken felt slight embarrassment thinking about what his mother had to clean. "She volunteered," he thought to himself, shrugging.
Smiling as he removed his clothes down to his boxers, not bothering to bathe the bar stench off him, he climbed in bed behind his mother. She rolled over, half asleep, grabbing his face, kissing him hello and goodnight at the same time.
He rolled onto his back, Darla trailing her fingers up and down his bare chest, kissing his shoulder. Ken smiled, placing his hand on the small of her back, feeling her bare skin, as her t-shirt had ridden up some.
He moaned softly, feeling a warm woman against his body. "I could get used to this," he thought before drifting to sleep.


Chapter 6


"So you ARE making this a weekly thing. Aren't you," Ken greeted his cousin the following Thursday at the bar, right before closing time.
"I am!"
Downing her Corona, before Ken locked up, Marie thanked him once again for spending time with Darla. The past few nights she had stayed with Ken.
"You probably just want your house to yourself to do who knows what," Ken said, locking the door.
"You got me. I do!" she laughed, grabbing Ken's hand, walking to her car. "Get home to your woman."
"My woman?"
"That's right. She's your woman now," Marie said, guiding Ken's hands to her waist, her arms resting on his shoulders.
"I don't know about that."
"She's a grown woman, she has grown woman needs. It'll be our secret," Marie joked.
"Sure."
"Alright. Get home. This is from me," She kissed his cheek. "This is from my mom, because she's happy that you are spending time with her sister," she kissed his other cheek. "Finally this is from your mother, because she's probably asleep at this hour," Marie kissed him on the lips, harder and longer than last week.
Ken blushed, blinking rapidly again, "Alright, well, I better go."
"Keep her warm. She said she loves to snuggle with you," Marie called out over her shoulder on the way to her car.
Ken calmed himself down in the car, taking a few deep breaths. "Ok, relax, she's just being friendly."
Ken drove off, fleeting thoughts of kissing Marie flashing through his head. When he arrived home, he discovered a fresh batch of cookies had been baked. He couldn't help but laugh. He ate one and headed to the shower.
Drying off, he put some boxers on, his mother asleep in his bed. Ken paused, looking at her sleeping form, "My woman," he repeated Marie's words in his head. He thought of his father leaving her, wondering what sort of damage it did all those years ago, empathizing with his mother, climbing in bed to hold her warm body against his.
Marie arrived at her house while on her cell phone, "Yes I'm getting naked. I'm home now."
She pulled off her t-shirt and shorts, revealing her naked body; she wasn't wearing underwear. Walking to her bedroom, she continued her conversation. "Oh I know. I can't wait to meet you in person too. You'll be here in a few weeks and you're staying with me."
Marie climbed into her bed, spreading her legs, playing with her clit, "Mmmm, Bob, I'm going fuck you so hard when you get here. You'll forget all about my mom. You'll want to give all that money to me!"
Marie laughed a bit at something Bob said. "But anyway, yes my Aunt and cousin are getting closer and closer. It's only a matter of time before they go all the way. When you issue that challenge, it'll be extra motivation."
******
"I wished you didn't have to work tonight," Darla told her son Saturday afternoon.
"Yeah, me too. But this place is pretty busy on Saturdays and it's extra money," Ken replied.
Darla hugged him from behind, as he cleaned some dishes in his kitchen, "I'm so glad to be here. I'm glad you're letting me stay. I don't want to go back to my home."
Ken turned around, hugging his mother, "It's no big deal. You seem happy. That's not something I've seen often, so I'm glad you're around."
"You forgive me for being a horrible mother?"
"I'm in my 30's now. I'm not going to cling on to the past. If you want us to be close like this, I'm ok with that," Ken answered. "You weren't horrible. You just had issues."
"Yeah," Darla sighed, resting her head against his chest. "I'm so sorry for driving everyone away."
"Mom, stop," Ken gently pushed her off him. "It's done. Let's focus on going forward."
"Can I move in with you?" she asked.
"Really? What about your house?"
"I'll put it on the market. Sell it. Start over with you here."
Ken watched his mother look down, "I won't get in the way. I won't be clingy or possessive. I just want to be normal with you. Who knows, maybe if your sisters find out how good we're getting along, maybe things can be rebuilt with them too."
Ken sighed, "Ok Mom, go ahead and pack your clothes."
"I have all new clothes. They're at Marie's house."
"Aunt Janet's boss paid for them?"
Darla nodded.
"He seems like a really nice guy, buying you a new wardrobe," Ken glanced at her cleavage. "You're wearing clothes similar to what Marie is wearing."
Darla smiled shyly, "Yeah. You like it?"
"You look nice Mom. You look healthy and happy. You could easily get a boyfriend if you wanted."
"Maybe you could be my boyfriend," Darla whispered, half smiling.
Ken laughed, pulling her in for another hug, "Sure Mom. If I can get a night off work, we'll go out."
Ken got home later than usual that Saturday, close to 3am. When he finally crawled into bed, lying on his back, his mother rolled over. She moaned softly, kissing his chest. Ken ran his hand up and down her back, his hand grazing the top of her underwear, noticing she wasn't wearing shorts. He thought nothing of it, loving the feeling of a woman in his arms, not caring it was his mother.
He woke the next morning to the smell of bacon. Darla was cooking him breakfast.
"Hope you don't mind my lack of clothes," She quietly said when Ken hugged her from behind, thanking her for cooking breakfast.
"Nah, it's ok Mom. Whatever makes you feel comfortable," He said.
"We're family after all," Darla turned around, running her fingers through his hair.
"I don't remember the last time I had a scantily clad woman here anyway," Ken chuckled.
"Well, one is moving in with you now," Darla smiled.
Ken looked her over, his hands on her waist, "Yeah. That's right Mom. You look great too."
Darla blushed, turned around, and finished cooking the bacon. They spent the rest of the day on the couch, cuddling, talking, and watching TV, his mother never bothering to put on pants. She cooked him a delicious early dinner before he left for work for a couple hours to tend a fairly deserted bar.


Chapter 7


Marie's Corona was waiting for her Thursday night at the bar. Ken nodded to her, watching her sit and sip on it.
"So, how are things going with your roommate?" Marie asked.
"Heh. So far so good."
"Is she getting on your nerves?"
"Nope. Things are oddly perfect."
"Why oddly?" Marie asked.
"Well she's very affectionate. But it's different. It's not desperate, clingy, it's almost romantic if anything," Ken answered.
"Good. I'm betting her kisses and embraces are her way of telling you she loves you. She just hasn't gotten the courage to say it verbally yet. I'm sure it's been a long time since she has."
"Could be," Ken said, starting his closing routines.
He walked Marie to her car after locking the bar. She smiled, scratched his beard, and kissed his lips. "Maybe this is how healthy mom and son relationships are," Ken said.
"Maybe!" Marie smiled, getting in her car.
When Ken got home, he showered, crawled into bed, smiling as he held a woman who gradually seemed more like a romantic partner.
They kissed each other the lips hello and goodbye. Ken took her to a movie Saturday afternoon before his shift. They held hands while sharing pop corn. Sunday was another long walk in the park; their fingers entwined with each other's, trading glances and smiles.
After an early dinner, Ken kissed her on the lips, a little longer than usual. "Thanks for dinner. It was great, as usual."
"Thank you for letting me cook for you," Darla said, kissing him in return several times.
"I'm really glad you're here."
"Me too."
******
"I don't have to work Sunday, so I'm taking mom out," Ken told Marie the following Thursday night at the bar.
"Good! Take her someplace romantic!"
"Romantic?"
"Sure! She'll feel so loved and special. Aren't proud of her? She doesn't drink anymore, she wants to spend every waking moment with you," Marie said.
Ken closed and locked the door, Marie taking his hand. "It'll be so much fun. I've never seen her this happy."
"Neither have I," Ken said.
"Well," Marie stopped at her car, throwing her arms around her cousin's neck, "keep it up. Show her love in return. Soon, she'll be able to repair relationships with the entire family."
"Maybe."
"One big happy family. I know you've never had that, but deep down, wouldn't you like it?" Marie asked.



"I suppose so. Yes."
Marie closed her eyes, kissed his lips, "Then make it happen."
Ken's hands slid around his cousin's waist, pulling her against him, gazing into each other's eyes. His hands slide further south, resting on the rise of her ass.
They closed their eyes, inching closer to one another. Marie's cell phone rang. "Ah," she laughed, startled by the phone. "I better get that. Think about what I said."
"Yep," Ken hurried away, his erection pressing against his jeans.
"Hi Bob," Marie answered her phone, starting up her car. "Yes, next weekend. I can't wait to meet you. All this talk about money and sex is making me so wet."
Marie drove off, watching Ken's car do the same in her rearview mirror. "Yes, the seeds are planted. I think this will work out perfectly."
She pulled up her skirt, revealing her bare pussy, rubbing her clit at a stop light. "She's moved in with him and everything. It's only a matter of time before they're sleeping together. My Aunt told me she wants it really badly too. Whatever buries her guilt for being a shitty mother, right?"
Marie laughed, driving when the light turned green. "Ok Bob, have a safe flight down. My mom still doesn't know your coming to see me, right? Good. You have my address. I'll be naked and waiting for you."
******
"Mom, I don't know what's going on, but this is great. This time we're spending together," Ken said, sitting across from his mother, holding her hand at the dinner table. Darla didn't reply, squeezing his hand, smiling back at him.
"You look happy. You look gorgeous," Ken stated, glancing over her pink dress and ample cleavage.
"You really enjoy having me around?" She asked.
"I do. I truly do. We had some bumps in the road during my younger years, but maybe now, that we're both older, we can forget all of that and keep moving forward."
"I'd love that," Darla replied, still holding his hand when the check arrived, not letting it go until they left and she got into the passenger side of his car.
Ken rested his hand on her bare thigh, driving to his apartment, his mother gently caressing his hand. He opened her door, grabbed her hand once more, led her inside; from there his mother guided him to his couch.
"Hey," He chuckled, when she straddled him. Darla kissed his lips, wiping the saliva away with her thumb.
"Is this ok?" she asked.
"Mom, I don't know. But I don't mind it."
"Good," Darla his whispered, giving him another loving kiss on the mouth.
"Maybe this is normal. I always wanted a normal relationship with you."
"I know. I was too angry all the time. I mistreated your sisters, your father, my sisters, everyone."
Ken brushed away her long red hair, slowly pulling her in for another lip lock. "I just," he paused.
"Just what?" his mother whispered, kissing the side of his mouth. Ken's hands found her waist, his hips instinctively, subtly flexed upward into her. Darla kissed the other side of his mouth.
"Mom," Ken whispered, his erection at full strength. "Maybe we should,"
"What?" Darla asked, kissing his lips a few times. "Relax?"
Ken said nothing, sitting up on the couch, his hands cupping his mother face, kissing her repeatedly. He kissed at her jaw line, her neck; his erection painfully throbbing against her panties.
When his mother moaned, Ken froze, stopping his affection, sitting back, breathing heavily. "Ok, maybe we should calm down a bit."
Darla smiled, kissing him once more, "Sure." She climbed off him and made her way to his room, "I'll be in bed, come keep me warm when you're ready."
Ken gulped, nodding, watching her walk away. "Holy shit," he thought running his fingers through his hair, calming himself down.


Chapter 8


The next several days, Ken played it cool. The romantic, nearly sexual, encounter with his mother after their date had him feeling uncomfortable, yet at the same time, he enjoyed the intimacy immensely.
They spent their regular times together, before Ken went to work at the bar in the evenings. Neither initiated kisses, his mother never overstepping bounds or pushing him. They continued to share Ken's bed. He would snuggle with her, keeping her warm, pretending like nothing had happened.
Thursday evening arrived and Ken was in an even better mood than he had been all week. He warmly greeted Marie when she stopped in for her weekly drink.
"I want you and your mother to come by the house on Saturday. There's someone that wants to meet you two," She told her cousin.
"Oh yeah? Who and why?"
"Let's just say it's someone who is very interested in relationships," Marie answered.
"I'm confused," Ken said, Marie grabbing his hand, walking to her car.
"It'll all make sense this weekend. Trust me," Marie said, kissing Ken on the mouth goodnight.
******
Ken and his mother arrived at Marie's, holding hands, on Saturday for lunch.
Marie greeted them and led them into the living room where an older gentleman, Bob, stood to shake Ken's hand. "Hi, I'm Marie's boyfriend."
"He is not!" Marie swatted his arm. "This is Bob, he's my mom's boss."
Bob shook Ken's hand, then gave Darla a brief hug. "Good to see you again, Darla."
Ken raised an eyebrow, wondering when his mother met this man. Bob smiled, watching Darla sit close to Ken, her arm wrapped around his.
Bob leaned back on the couch across from Ken and Darla, his arm extending around Marie, his hand resting on her hip.
"Ken, you're probably wondering why I wanted to meet you. I'm not sure what Marie told you, but I love to bring people together. Particularly relatives. Perhaps it's to make up for my own dysfunctional relationships in my younger years. Either way, I love seeing you and your mother close like this. I only want to make you two even closer."
Ken glanced to his mother; she was smiling as though she knew what this meeting was about.
"I'll cut right to it. Ken, I am offering you and your mother a large sum of money to become even closer. So close in fact, your relationship will transcend all others," Bob removed his hand from Marie's hip, sitting up on the couch, leaning closer to Ken across from him.
"I want you and your mother to become one," He added.
"Uh, excuse me?" a confused Ken asked.
"I want to give you 20 million dollars if you make love to your mother," Bob flatly said. "You can do it right now, here, on that couch in front of us. Or you can do it in private and record it on a camera I provide. Whatever you prefer."
Ken's mouth hung open, he had no words.
"Think about it if you want," Bob smiled.
Ken glanced to his mother once more, she squeezed his arm, and nodded.
"It's up to you. Darla thought it was a wonderful way to -- " Bob said.
"You knew about this?" Ken asked his mother. "That's what this is about?"
Ken withdrew his arm from her and stood. "You mean all this is for money? This is why you've been spending time with me?"
"No, Ken, it's not like that," Darla said.
Ken bolted for the front door.
"Wait!" His mother called out to him.
"No! I want you gone! I want you out of my apartment tonight! You manipulated me just like you did dad. You got close to me so you could, so you could," Ken hard trouble spitting it out. "Seduce me for money!"
"Ken, wait, please," Marie followed Darla.
"Shut up! You egged her on, you instigated this shit!" Ken glared at his cousin. "What is wrong with you people?"
"Ken! Don't leave!" Darla called to him, following him out of the house.
"I want you gone. I want all your clothes out of my apartment. I can't believe you did this!" Ken opened his car door, looking back at Darla.
"No wonder everyone left you," he glared at her, slammed his car door shut, and sped off, leaving his mother in tears.
Ken gathered all her clothes and various toiletry items his mother brought to his apartment, throwing them in a pile by the door.
He sat on the couch, in the very spot he shared intimate kisses with Darla the previous weekend, shaking his head, disgusted at himself and her. Ken showered, got ready for work, and left.
When he returned home after midnight, he saw the spare key was under the doormat, her things were gone, in their place on the floor was a note, written by Marie: "Ken, please call me or your mom. We need to talk about this. She's a wreck."
Ken balled the note up and threw it away.


Chapter 9


Ken was angry all week, barely able to focus on work. He thought about his mother's past manipulations, always playing the overdramatic victim, instigating fights at home, and doing who knows what else behind the family's backs, driving everyone away.
In his mind, this was all another game she was playing. Ken figured she wanted that money, perhaps promising to share some with Marie, buttering up to Ken, playing nice, putting on a show to make amends for being a bad mother.
Ken felt used and abused. Her kisses seemed real, her loving embraces seemed genuine. Ken told himself it was all a lie. He felt sickened that it could've led to incestuous acts with the woman.
"What do you want, Marie?" Ken snapped at his cousin when she appeared late Thursday night.
"I just want to talk," she answered. She sat on a bar stool, straightening out her short dress.
"I have nothing to say to you or my mom. Leave," he started wiping down the bar.
"Just hear me out. You don't have to say anything."
Ken shook his head, ignoring her, putting away dry glasses.
"Your mother isn't manipulating you. It's all real. When I visited her at New Year's she was a mess. She was crying, going on and on about how everyone left her. I couldn't leave her in that drunken state. I took her home with me, cleaned her up and took care of her. When she sobered up, she talked about how she failed as a mother and wife. She said she hated herself and how she treated others in the family. I listened to her and was there for her. I convinced her to make things right with you first, because you two had the least damaged relationship. She agreed. Then Bob called."
Ken, his back to Marie, closed out the cash register while she kept talking. "He's a pervert, yes, but he's giving away lots of money to families that have sex with each other. My mom works for him. He paid her to tell him everything about our family. She told him about her sister and you. Bob must've thought it'd be great if you two became close enough, repaired your relationship, and made love to each other. The money would be a motivator."
Ken walked around the bar, making his way to the door. "It was a coincidence, I swear," Marie said to Ken as he brushed by her. "She was going to contact you and initiate all of this with or without being offered money."
Marie got off her stool, as Ken opened the door, gesturing her to leave. "Please believe me. This challenge, incest for money, came after she decided to make amends."
"Leave," Ken pointed to the sidewalk outside the bar. Marie didn't budge.
"She wanted to make a better life for you and her AND repair the relationship. The money could help with all of that. $20 million, Ken."
"Leave," He said again. Marie started getting angry.
"Don't tell me to leave! You're saying you wouldn't do that for millions of dollars? I don't believe that for a second! All that money all for you, if you give in, forgive her, make love to her and move on."
Ken shook his head, sighing heavily. He turned to face his cousin, "Marie, I don't -- "
Ken's mouth dropped, Marie had slipped out of her dress and stood at the bar, naked.
"I'm not leaving right now, Ken. I may be only a cousin, but I'm willing to bet you will fuck me right here in this bar for free," Marie said.
Ken slowly closed the door, locking it from the inside. He looked to his cousin again, his eyes drinking in her body, her curves.
"Well?" Marie asked. "Would you cross the line with your mother for millions of dollars? Would you cross the line with me tonight, for free?"
"You're damn right I would," Ken said, rushing to Marie, pulling her naked body in for a hard kiss, her hands busy unbuttoning and unzipping his pants.
He pushed her away, sliding his pants and boxers down, stepping out of them. He grabbed her once more, tongue kissing her hard, Marie pulling his shirt off. Ken bent at the knees, wrapped his arms around her, picked her up, and slammed her on the bar.
"Yes," She grit her teeth, urging him on, moaning once he entered her. "Do it!"
Marie wrapped her long legs around her cousin, holding him in place. Ken began pummeling in and out of her on top of the bar, angrily fucking her. He watched her gorgeous tits jiggle with each impact.
"Ah Ken!" She cried out. Ken reached for the nearest vodka bottled, removing the top and taking a huge swig.
Marie arched her back, offering her breasts to him. Ken instead poured the rest of the vodka bottle all over her.
"You're making a mess," Marie said in between Ken's hard thrusts.
"Fuck this place," he answered.
Marie pulled him in for a kiss, her feet locking behind his pistoning ass, "Fuck me too."
Ken kissed her again, pulling out, and then moved to licking the vodka off her neck, breast, nipples, and tummy. He licked down to her engorged clit, and then reentered her, thrusting harder than before. He wanted to cum, not caring if she did or not. The hot chick from high school, who hung out with jocks and the cool kids, was covered in liquor and getting fucked on a bar, by her cousin. Ken couldn't help but grin when he felt his climax approaching.
He pulled out, pumped his cock several times, aimed and sprayed semen all over her stomach and tits. When he was done, Marie sat up on the bar, bringing him in for another kiss, "Go home, shower, rest, and go see your mother. She's at her house. Be gentle and loving with her."
Ken nodded, helping Marie off the bar. He wiped her down with a dish rag, tossed it on the floor, not bothering to clean up the mess they made.


Chapter 10


After Ken showered at his apartment, he grabbed some clothes, a few toiletry items and headed to his mother's house. He was going to wake her up, apologize for lashing out at her, and then talk about this money and challenge.
When he arrived, the front door wasn't locked. Ken shrugged, figuring she may have forgotten to lock up. Entering the living room, he saw the lights were on, the TV was as well. "Mom?" he called out to her, receiving no answer.
Ken made his way down the hallway, "Mom?" Again, there was no answer. He saw her bedroom light shining into the hallway, his heart racing.
"Mom?" he said one last time, before reaching her room.
Ken saw her body, lying motionless in a fetal position, next to a small pool of vomit. "Mom!" he cried out, going to her side.
He nudged her gently, there was no response. Her lips had a slight bluish tint and her skin was pale and cool to the touch. He checked her pulse, relieved to find a very slow one. He listened to her breathing, it was slow and shallow.
Ken frantically looked around the room, seeing empty liquor bottles, thinking she drank herself sick. He'd seen people vomit and pass out, but never anyone this bad. He called 911.
******
A few hours later the doctor was talking to Ken about his mother's alcohol poisoning. Ken was nodding his head, not taking his eyes off his sleeping mother.
"We pumped her stomach and have an IV of fluids and vitamins going in her to keep her hydrated. Her breathing was slow and shallow but she didn't need a tracheotomy. The amount of alcohol she consumed lowered her body temperature. It has since risen. We'll keep her here for a couple days," the doctor explained.
Ken nodded, not saying a word. The doctor left and Ken went to her side, his hand resting on hers, fighting back tears. He lowered his head, closing his eyes, trying his best not to break down.
As dawn approached, Marie arrived, placing her hand on a sleeping Ken's shoulder, causing him to stir. He was still sitting by his mother's bed. "How is she?" Marie whispered.
"Alcohol poisoning. I think she'll be ok," Ken sighed. "If I hadn't went by there, if I hadn't gotten to her in time," Ken said.
"But you did. You went right by there after work like I told you to," Marie patted his shoulder. Ken turned, looking up at her smiling face. She bent down to hug him, kissing his head.
"I'll let my mom know she's ok," Marie said.
After lunch, Ken called his boss, the tavern's owner while getting some fresh air. "I can't close the bar tonight. My mom is in the hospital."
"What? Well who's gonna close the bar? What the hell man. You can't come in at all?" his boss complained.
Ken paused a moment, gritting his teeth. "Fuck you and your piece of shit little bar," he hung up on his boss and headed back inside the hospital.
Back at his mother's side, the afternoon crawled on, approaching dinner time. He was drifting in and out of sleep, his hand resting on hers.
Then he heard it, a whisper. "Just wanted to make things better," Darla said.
Ken stirred, looking to his mother, "mom?"
"Just wanted us to be happy. I thought the money would help. I thought it'd make you love me," She slowly whispered.
"Mom, I do though. I do love you," Ken, grabbing her hand, kissing it.
"But I was horrible to your dad, sisters, and -- "
"It's in the past," Ken said.
"I just wanted things to be better. The money could've helped," Darla said. "Made things right again."
"No, no it wouldn't have helped. Mom, please, being genuine and making a real attempt to mend things was working. It was working! I was so happy to have you around, to have you staying with me," Ken said, choking up.
"Please believe me; you didn't need to bring in a bunch of money to buy love or forgiveness. You were already doing just fine without it," Ken kissed her hand.
"Ken, I'm so sorry," Darla started crying. "I know it was wrong, perverse even, but I thought if you and I did that for money we'd fix everything. We'd have sex one time, get paid, and move forward, happy."
"We don't need that money mom. Just talking and spending time together could fix things," Ken said, wiping away a tear from his eye. "It was working too."
Darla told him something she hadn't told her son in a few years, the last time was after a quick Mother's Day lunch he took her on a while back. This time it wasn't just a quick mention or something said to thank her son for lunch, but was far more real, her eyes locking on his. "Ken, I love you. So much."
Ken nodded, sniffing, kissing her hand again. "I love you too, Mom."


Chapter 11


A couple days later, Ken took his mother home from the hospital. He took her to his apartment, saying she wasn't going back to her home, until the following week. They agreed to go there, clean it up, throw out a lot of junk, and put it up for sale.
Ken made her a nice, warm, bubble bath in his tub, ordered some take out from her favorite restaurant. He kissed her forehead, her body obscured by fluffy bubbles, and left to pick up their meal.
They sat across from one another, eating, smiling, Darla in a white, fuzzy bathrobe.
At bed time, Ken put on clean sheets on his bed, his mother looking on, still in her robe. "So I'm guessing you aren't working tonight, either?"
"Nope. I'm guessing I'm unemployed. I didn't bother calling into the newer bar last night. I didn't answer their calls either. I don't really care," Ken said, fluffing a pillow.
"Maybe we can move in with Marie," Darla suggested.
"Maybe," Ken smiled, walking over to her, standing in front of her. "Maybe buy our own place."
"Ken?" His mother asked. He chuckled softly, running his fingers through her long red locks.
He kissed her cheek, then her lips, "How about we see if that Bob guy is legit?"



"Ken, are you suggesting that we -- "
"Why not?" Ken laughed.
"Are you sure? I mean, it's kind of a big deal, and, I mean, I -- "
"Mom, just relax," Ken said, slowly pushing her robe off her shoulder.
Darla took a deep breath and nodded.
Ken removed the robe off the other shoulder, then went to untie the waist band. Darla wiggled slightly, letting the robe fall to the floor. Ken looked over her naked body.
"Do you like it?" She asked.
"Yes, actually. You look great. May I?" Ken asked, his hand moving to one of her breasts.
Darla nodded her head. Ken gently tweaked an erect nipple, rubbing his thumb over it, he grabbed the breast next.
Darla cleared her throat, "I think you should undress next."
"Yep," Ken smiled, taking off his shirt. His mother ran her hands over his shoulder and chest, admiring his tattoo work.
"These do look somewhat neat, I suppose," She chuckled.
"Thanks," Ken said, pulling his pants down, stepping out of them.
"Oh my," Darla giggled, looking to Ken's erection.
"Do you like it?" He asked.
"May I?" Darla said, her hand going to Ken's cock.
She grabbed it at the base, slowly stroking it. "It's nice, Ken."
"Are you ready to do this? I mean, it's not normal and all," Ken asked.
"I know. But first, let's not do it for the money. Let's do it for each other," his mother said.
"Good idea," Ken agreed, bending at the knees, picking his mother up. "Hold on."
He gently laid her on her back on the bed. "I'll be gentle. You just got out of the hospital after all."
"Thanks," She smiled. Ken hovered above her, her legs spreading wide.
"Here we go," Ken smiled down at her, grabbing his cock, carefully sliding it into her pussy. Darla took a deep breath, feeling Ken enter and stretch her.
They smiled at one another, while Ken slowly slid himself in and out, her legs wrapping around him. "Good?" he asked.
"Very," his mother replied. "Don't stop. Finish inside me. I don't care how long it lasts, I just want to feel you inside me."
"Ok," Ken smiled, kissing her lips, before continuing his slow love making.
Several minutes passed, they traded smiles, watching each other's faces contort with pleasure, listening to each other moan. Ken started going faster, panting heavily as he slammed into her.
"Yes," Darla moaned. "You can go harder," she said in between breaths.
Ken did just that, increasing his pace, but still being careful with her. Their hot breath on each other's face, whimpers of pleasure escaping their lips, Ken grinding into her, working toward a mutual orgasm.
"Oh, Ken, yes, my love," Darla cried, grabbing his face, pulling him in for a kiss.
"Mom," he whispered. "I'm almost there," he said.
"Me too. Let's do it together," Darla said.
Ken grunted and worked, his mother moaning, her pussy convulsing around his cock. "Yessss," he hissed, feeling his balls tighten, his cock erupting.
"Ahh! Ken!" She cried out, grabbing the back of his head tightly, her body tensing up, her legs quivering around him.
Ken's cock injected his seed deep into her womb, their bodies giving themselves to each other, coming together as one.
When Ken was done, he rolled off his mother, lying on his side. His hand was on her belly, slowly rubbing it, her face turned toward his, lovingly kissing his lips.
After a session of cuddling and kissing, Darla spoke up, "You know we have to do it again on camera, so Bob can see it. Marie has the device at her house."
"Well, then, we'll be sure to put on a good show for him."


Chapter 12


A week later, Bob was sitting at his home office, his fiancée Robin, asleep in the bed. He was watching footage on his laptop, furiously jacking his cock.
"Hi Bob, this is Ken and my mom, Darla. We met briefly a couple weeks ago. And you already know her. Anyway," Ken said, his hand around his naked mother's waist. "I've had some time to think about your challenge, and we're going to put on a little show for you."
Bob chuckled, watching the video file play.
"Ok, remember the first thing?" Ken quietly asked his mother. "Cool."
Ken spoke up, addressing Bob, "Ok, so the past week or so, she and I have been busy. I've learned a lot about my mother. For example she likes it from behind."
Bob smiled, watching Ken position her in front of him, guiding his cock in from behind, Darla's hands resting on his bed.
"She also likes to get spanked," Ken said, spanking her several times while he fucked her. "She also likes it rough. She was in the hospital recently, so I was hesitant, but this old gal told me to let loose a few days after we first made love."
Darla shot Ken a look as if to say she wasn't that old. "So here goes Bob!"
Ken grabbed his mother's wrists from behind, slamming into her as hard as he could, her ass cheeks jiggling against his hips from the impact. "Yeah! See? She loves it rough!"
Bob laughed, still jacking off.
This went on for several minutes, Ken slapping her ass a few times, guiding her to the bed on all fours. "Now then. I told her I like the idea of animals mating, so she told me to do this."
Ken stood on the bed, bent at the knees, and re-entered Darla from behind. He propped himself up with his hands and pounded away at her. "Kinda like an animal isn't? Maybe a lion or something?" Ken directed his questions to the camera.
After that display, Darla sat up, kissing him passionately. "Ready for the next thing, mom?"
"Ken, I don't know if that's a good idea to do that again. I don't want to you to hurt your back. Let me loose a few pounds, then we can again."
"You're not that heavy mom. Trust me, I'll lift with my legs," Ken said.
Bob smiled, watching Darla sigh. Ken's mom didn't want him to hurt himself. Bob watched Ken bend down, picking his mother up, her legs straddling him.
"Now then, I love this position. She's not a fan though," Ken told the camera. Standing on the floor, holding his mother up by her ass, Ken began bouncing her.
"Feels good though, right?" He asked his mother.
She moaned and grunted, answering his question. "See Bob? She likes it."
"Ahhh!" She cried out with pleasure. "Put me down before you hurt your back!"
"Ok, here we go," Ken agreed, not wanting to admit his back was tired. The two lovers didn't speak for the rest of the session.
Bob watched Darla lie on her back, Ken on top of her kissing her face, neck, breasts, slowly making love to her once again. Bob stopped jacking off, watching this beautiful display on his laptop. He couldn't help but think about his own mother, how much he missed her.
After they both climaxed, Ken filling her once again with semen, he sat up. Darla went to her stomach, grabbing his cock, thoroughly licking and cleaning it of her and his sex juices.
Bob sighed heavily, slight sadness overtaking him, watching Darla and Ken kiss. A moment later, Ken addressed the camera.
"Hope you enjoyed our show. If you are full of shit and aren't going to pay for this, well that's fine. We don't really care. But uh, it would be nice though," Ken winked at the camera, his mother giggling in the background. The video went to black, the file had finished playing.
Bob chuckled, shutting down his laptop, taking his checkbook out and writing a check for $20 million.
******
The next day, Bob decided to go into work again.
"Bob? You wanted to see me?" Janet, Bob's executive assistant knocked on the huge double doors of his office.
He surprised her by opening the door, smiling, waving her in. "Yes!"
"What can I do for you?" She asked taking a seat across from him.
"Deposit this into your bank account," Bob said, handing her a check for $10 million dollars.
Janet was speechless for a moment, "So I take it this means my sister and nephew went through with it?"
"Yes. That's your reward for providing information that led to the beautiful reconciliation and union of a mother and son," Bob said.
"Thank you. This is five million more than you told me in January though," Janet pointed out.
"Yes, well, you have a lovely daughter," Bob winked.
"I see," Janet giggled, putting two-and-two together that Marie fucked Bob at some point.
"May I make one suggestion?"
"Sure, Bob," Janet said.
"Actually three. One, you resign, retire early. Two, you and the family take a nice vacation to the Bahamas. My treat," Bob said.
"Sounds wonderful," Janet smiled. "What's the third suggestion?"
"There's a wonderful little neighborhood in Charleston, South Carolina, that I think you and your family would be very interested in checking out," Bob replied.
Janet smiled, glancing to her check, "I'd love to know more about it."
******
The following week, Darla, Ken, and Marie flew up to Atlanta to stay with Janet and her husband, Harvey.
Harvey was washing his hair, humming to himself, in the shower the next morning. He was startled by his naked daughter, Marie, quickly opening the shower door.
"Marie?!? What are you doing?!?" Harvey exclaimed, attempting to cover himself with his soapy hands.
"Hi Dad, just thought I'd share a shower with you," Marie nonchalantly said, running the hot water over her short, blonde hair, humming to herself.
Harvey looked away, his hands still over his crotch, "Well I'm in here now!"
"Well, yeah, and I'm sharing it with you," She replied, soaping up her large breasts.
"Ok, I'm leaving," he said, pushing past his daughter. Marie shook her head and pushed him back in, resting her arms around his shoulders, her breasts pressed up against his chest.
"I don't think so," she said. "We need to talk and I think it'd be best if we talked in here," Marie smiled, running her hands down his shoulders, down his arms, to his hands, guiding them to her waist.
"Now then, you know I'm moving to Charleston after our Bahama trip next week?" she asked.
"Um, yes, your mother mentioned it," Harvey said, thoroughly confused and nervous.
"Mmhmm. I'm moving in with Aunt Darla and Cousin Ken."
"I, I didn't know that," Harvey said, making sure to look into her eyes. "I just heard you were filling for divorce."
"Already have," Marie replied, gently swaying to the left and right, dragging her breasts across his chest. "But there's a surprise, Dad." Harvey gulped.
"Aunt Darla is downstairs now talking to Mom about some very interesting things. So I'm going to do the same. You and mom are coming too, to live in the same house there with us," Marie informed him. "I thought it'd be fun if I told you instead of mom."
"I, I don't understand," Harvey stammered.
"This is a very special neighborhood we're moving into. One where families live in one house," She said, kissing his cheek. "All together, as one," she kissed his other cheek. "Loving each other," She finished, giving his lips a slow kiss.
"Marie, I -- "
"Shhh, if we're going to live there in that house together, then we need to alter our relationship just a bit Dad," Marie said, removing her arms from his shoulder, slowly going to her knees, dragging her breasts down his stomach.
"What are you - Marie, what's," Harvey gulped again, fear paralyzing him.
"I'm altering our relationship. Don't talk, just enjoy it," Marie winked up at her dad. He looked down at her embarrassed and ashamed, his cock fully erect.
Marie smiled once more, opened wide and engulfed his cock down the base. Harvey groaned and went cross-eyed.


Chapter 13


The resort was an immaculate, newly renovated, vacation spot. It had its own staff and the rooms were basically villas -- each having their own back courtyard with a bubbling hot tub.
"Oh wow, this is amazing, Harvey!" Janet placed her bag on the bed, and checked out the bathroom. The shower was huge. Her first thought was that it could easily fit her, her husband, and daughter in there.
"Look out here! Oh my..." Janet looked into the small courtyard, noticing the hot tub. Marie stood next to her. Harvey moved behind them, resting his arms on their shoulders.
"I'm going to have a great time with my favorite girls," Marie's dad joked.
Darla and Ken were in their own room across the hall, already having sex.
The family didn't see each other much during their Bahama trip. Darla and Ken kept to themselves having sex. Janet and Marie pleasured the still bewildered, yet ecstatic, Harvey the whole time.
They would all meet for lunch and dinner; sometimes hang out in the pool area, but mostly focused on each other.
Ken decided to play a prank on his cousin, calling the front office, complaining of the noise coming from Marie's room.
The resort employee was greeted by a naked mother and daughter, telling him they weren't making noise, glancing back at a sleeping, naked Harvey on the bed.
"But, but," the employee said, hoping to get another view of the naked women, while Marie closed the door on him.
A few hours later, Janet crept across the hall, naked, knocking on her sister's door. When Darla answered, Janet lowered her voice as best she could, "Please keep it down in here, there's been a noise complaint, ma'am."
Darla giggled, letting her sister into the room. "How he's doing?" Janet asked about Ken.
"He's very tired. I'm afraid his mother wore him out," Darla confessed.
"Hmm," Janet said, looking at her sleeping nude, nephew. "Mind If I have a go at him?"
"I was going to shower, and I didn't want to wake him, so maybe you could instead," Darla suggested.
"You go shower, I'll wake him up," Janet said.
She watched Darla enter the bathroom, turn on the shower, and get in. She smiled at her nude nephew, climbing onto bed, kissing his shins, thighs, hips, stomach, chest and finally, face.
Ken stirred, "Mom?"
"Nope. Aunt," Janet said, covering his mouth with hers.
"Mmmphh," Ken tried to speak.
Janet recoiled her tongue from his mouth, "Your mother said I could play with you while she's in the shower."
"Uh, ok?" Ken laughed nervously.
"Don't be nervous, she doesn't mind," Janet said.
"Ken, she's smaller than me, you won't hurt your back if you pick her up," Darla called from the shower.
"You heard her. Now then," Janet leaned, down whispering in his hear. "Give me that cock."
"Yes ma'am!" Ken said, sitting up, grabbing his aunt, kissing her in return. She guided his cock inside her, straddling him.
Ken edged her off the bed, kissing madly. He stood and began bouncing her. "Ahh yess!" she cried out.
"You know it's because of me that we're millionaires. I was the one that told Bob about everyone in the family," Janet said in between bounces.
"Yeah?"
"Uh huh!" Janet cried.
Ken slammed her against the wall, gripping her ass, "Careful out there," his mother said, rinsing her hair.
"Ahh, fuck me! Yess!" Janet called out.
Ken kept going, thrusting upward into her, against the wall. "Too bad there's no vodka in here. You could pour it all over me." Janet said.
"Marie told you?" Ken asked, huffing and puffing as he worked.
"Yes!" Janet moaned, answering his question.
"Well I'm sure we can get some for our new home. But not a lot."
"Just for sex," Janet said. "Not drinking regularly," she added, thinking of Darla.
"You gonna cum for me or keep talking?" Ken asked.
"I'll cum!"
Ken slammed her on the bed, relentlessly pounding away while his aunt's screams of pleasure echoed off the room's walls.
"Lovely," Darla said, standing by the bathroom door, a towel wrapped around her, watching her sister climax.
When Janet stopped shaking and convulsing under Ken, Darla spoke up, "Good, now both of us."
"Mom," Ken pleaded.
"I said both of us, young man. Want me to get your cousin?" Darla asked.
"Don't bother," Janet said. "She's probably riding Harvey's cock right now."
Darla removed the towel and joined her sister and son in bed, covering him in licks and kisses, taking turns riding his cock until dinner time.


Chapter 14


"Hi Bob," Janet said when Bob opened his front door, two weeks after returning from the Bahamas.
"Janet. What do I owe the pleasure of this visit?"
Janet said nothing, walking pass him.
"Janet?"
"I'm all packed," She said.
Bob glanced at her small bag,"For Charleston?"
"No. For my weekend here with you," She answered.
"Uh, what?"
"That's right. You and me. Harvey said it was ok if I properly thanked you for making us millionaires. So," Janet said, turning around, "unzip me?"
Bob unzipped her tight, sexy dress, "I see."
"Besides," Janet turned around, removing her dress, "Marie is keeping her father VERY occupied this weekend."
Bob smiled, putting his arm around a nude Janet's waist, "Wonderful."
******
Back in Miami, Ken held his mother in his arms while lying on some blankets they hadn't yet packed. They were at his apartment. It was full of boxes. They were renting a moving truck the next morning. After packing, they didn't even make it to the bedroom, opting to make love on the living room floor instead.
"Does it still hurt?" Ken asked, referring to the tattoo on his mother's ankle that she recently got.
"Yes a little. What about yours?"
"Yeah, but I've gotten used it. It was worth it," Ken replied, looking at the matching small heart on his right ankle.
Ken kissed her head, holding her against him. "You're one of several," Darla quietly said.
"Several what?"
"People I need to make amends with. I'm scared," She confessed.
"Hey, it's ok. I'll be right there with you. We'll be at our new home; you can invite them to join us. If they don't, that's fine. We'll be there together."
"Yeah. I just don't know where to start. I can handle calling and apologizing to my other sisters, but YOUR sisters would be the most difficult," Darla said.
Ken sat up, reaching for his phone, "I think it'd be best to start with the most difficult ones first."
Darla nodded, knowing who he was talking about.
"You don't have to tell them about us and our relationship. You don't have to tell them about the money, our new home. Just say hello, talk to them, apologize for the past, if they are receptive, maybe invite them to visit. Start with baby steps."
Darla nodded, resting her head on Ken's stomach.
"Here," he handed her the phone. Darla sat up, taking it. Ken kissed her, holding her face, doing his best to ease her nerves with his lips.
"Call Jessica and Lilly," Ken said, referring to his two older sisters. "I'm right here with you. You don't have to be afraid."
Darla wiped a tear, took a deep breath, and called her other children.
The End.
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The Challenge 7: Fernanda's Turn
Chapter 1
One by one, the men took her, Bob watching from his seat in the corner. Senior, middle range managers, a few directors and vice presidents, even a couple of the new guys that were able to suck up to their bosses, were all in on it.
She was tied up, wrists and ankles bound to special rings that were installed to her new desk. She was standing, bent over, as man after man, 20 of them, fucked her, making sure to ejaculate in a wine glass on the desk.
After they all left, it was her and Bob. She nodded to him, he stood, removed his belt, smiling as he walked toward her helpless body.
She cried out from pain when the belt landed against her ass. Then Bob did it again, and again, and again. It hurt so good.
Bob fastened it loosely around her neck, moved behind her, unzipped his pants and took her for himself, tugging at the belt as he worked. When he was ready to cum a few moments later he pulled out, grabbed the wine glass and added his spunk to the mix.
He removed his belt from her neck, undid the ties, poured himself some wine in another glass and smiled at his employee.
"Congratulations on the promotion, Fernanda," He said, dinging his wine-filled glass with her cum-filled glass. Bob watched her drink the semen of 21 men like it was water, taking a few sips of his wine.
"No, thank you," she said. "For all of this, for indulging me."
"My pleasure," Bob smiled, taking the six foot tall, Puerto Rican in his arms. This was all her idea - being tied up, whipped, fucked like this on the day of her promotion. Hugging Bob, she loved every minute of it and knew that evening, during Bob's quick trip to Miami; she'd spend it in bed with him.
That evening at Bob's hotel, Fernanda was on all fours, urging her employer go harder, to go faster. Bob slapped her ass, still red from the earlier belt lashing, when he felt an increasingly frequent pain in his chest.
He pulled out of Fernanda, sitting on the side of the bed. "Bob? Are you ok?" She asked the older man, putting her arm around him.
"Yes. I'm fine, I," Bob had trouble breathing.
"Are you sure? Should I call 911?" Fernanda asked.
"No, no, it's fine," he answered, calming himself down. "Too much excitement," he joked.
Fernanda retrieved some water, Bob admiring her long legs, tall, light-brown body, long, black hair, and sizable handfuls of breasts.
"There. That better?" she asked.
"Yes. I'm ok now, just need to take it easy for a bit," Bob answer. The tightness in his chest subsided a moment later. He felt better, chuckling softly at Fernanda. She was so incredibly wild in bed. He wondered if the 36-year old was too much for him. Deep down, Bob knew the reasons for his chest pains.
"I need your help with something, Fernanda," Bob said lying back on his bed. Fernanda joined him, curling up in his arms, rubbing his belly.
"Anything."
"I want you to oversee a challenge to someone of your choosing," Bob said.
Fernanda thought for a second, wondering if it was pertaining to an employee or manager Bob needed to work harder. She figured Bob wanted her to motivate and challenge this person to meet certain goals within the company. She thought about that new hire, a photographer, a cute guy. "I wonder if it involves - " she thought.
"Sex. It involves sex," Bob said aloud, answering the question she was asking herself.
Fernanda giggled, "I see. Well what sort of challenge?"
"Fernanda," Bob sat up, sipping more of his water. "I'm going to honest with you."
"Sure, Bob, what is it?"
He looked into her brown eyes, not missing a beat and bluntly informed her. "I want you to challenge someone to commit incest. If they are successful, you will pay them $20 million dollars. You'll also be paid $20 million dollars."
Fernanda's mouth dropped open.
"You will handle everything. You will arrange everything. If this person needs money to buy gifts for their family member, to buy new clothes for themselves, or needs anything to help them seduce their family member - you will have the resources to make that happen, my resources. For proof, you can use a camera, the person can film it on their phone, or if you prefer, you can watch them commit the act in person."
"Bob?" Fernanda asked.
"Yes I'm serious. Yes I want you to do this. Yes I trust you enough to not to tell anyone. Yes this is all worth it in the end, but only if they are successful."
"Why me though? Why did you choose me?" she asked, in her thick accent.
"Because I know you. I know of your sexual adventures with me and others. I know how huge a role sex plays in your life. I want you to experience this, to see two family members come together in the ultimate way. You may think it's sick at first, but trust me, like I trust you."
Fernanda paused, staring off into space for a minute, a million thoughts running through her head. She sighed heavily. "I'll do it."
Chapter 2
The next morning she arrived home, having thought about her assigned challenge all morning. Fernanda shook her head in annoyance, her son, Jonny, wasn't home again. She knew exactly where he was.
Fernanda took a shower, deciding to call him and order home after it. Jonny was spending way too much time at his aunt's house. Fernanda found herself getting more and more annoyed by this. She knew why too, but was unable to admit it to herself.
Sitting naked on the edge of her bed, rubbing lotion onto her legs, she reached for her phone, calling her son.
*******
Claudia laughed at her nephew. He was flirting with her again, just like she instructed him too. He tickled her sides, held her hand, and complimented her.
"Now can I grab it?" Jonny asked.
"Ugh, patience!" Claudia smiled at him.
Jonny's phone rang. "Crap, it's mom," he said.
"You better answer it. Remember, you came over for breakfast. You didn't spend the night," his aunt reminded him.
"I know. Hey mom," Jonny answered. "Yep, we went out to breakfast. Sure I'm on my way. Later."
"Good. Now go home," Claudia said.
"Can I grab it though?" Jonny asked.
"Fine! Give me a hug," Claudia said. "Good, now just move your hands down to it."
Jonny bit his lip to keep from giggling as his hands traveled down his aunt's back, arriving at her juicy ass, squeezing it. "Wow."
"Very good, now then, off you go."
"No, wait," Jonny said, squeezing it, almost inspecting it. "So nice."
"Ok!" Claudia said, pushing him away, smiling.
"Can I grab it bare one day?"
"Maybe one day," she winked at him. "You have to at least kiss me first," she said, closing her door on her nephew.
"No, no, no wait!" he tried to get her to reopen the door. Jonny was too slow, the rock hard, 18-year-old stood on his aunts door step. He laughed at himself, replaying Claudia's words in his mind to be patient. The flirting banter the last few months was going to pay off - he knew it. He just had to wait.
Jonny arrived home, finding his mother, sitting at the kitchen table, going through the mail. "Hey," he told her.
"At Claudia's again huh," Fernanda said, not looking up from her task.
"Yeah, we went to breakfast," Jonny grabbed some water.
"I need you to mow the yard today," Fernanda called out to him as he walked out of the kitchen.
"Ok," he sighed.
Fernanda shook her head, hoping what she feared wasn't real. Thoughts of finding someone to challenge them to commit incest left her mind, replaced by thoughts of her teen years. Staring off into space once again, she remembered her uncle in Puerto Rico, on top of her, grunting, moaning, fucking her.
Fernanda's mouth hung open, a climax building. "Yes, yes," she thought, while her uncle came inside her. Fernanda wasn't far behind, her body shaking with pleasure, one man on her mind - it wasn't her uncle.
Snapping herself out of her walk down memory lane, she threw away the junk mail, and started on dinner for Jonny. Fernanda had a busy night ahead of her and wanted him to have stuff to warm up, hoping he wouldn't hang out with his aunt again. She could order Jonny not to, but she had no valid reason or proof of anything inappropriate to do so. Plus Fernanda and Claudia were very close.
*******
Later that evening, Fernanda was helping herself to the catered buffet dinner on a section of South Beach where several photo shoots were occurring. She was overseeing all of it.
"So from New York, yes?" Fernanda asked one of the models, a new girl, mid-20s, who moved from there recently.
"Good, good. We are glad to have you, Dolores" Fernanda said, moving down the dinner line. "I think this 'Lovely Latinas' special will be a success."
"Please, call me Dolly," she smiled, piling up some fruit on her plate. "And yes, I'm very excited to shoot with Elite Magazine."
The two women sat at a nearby table, chatting more about their background. Fernanda noticed Dolly, of Venezuelan decent, had a perfect body the demographic of Elite Magazine would love - curvy, ample backside, nice sized breasts.
An hour later, the sun starting to set, Fernanda was behind a tent, making out with a model. He was doing a shoot for the first time with Elite Magazine as well. It was for their fitness section.
"Fer-Fernanda, I have - " he managed to get out.
"Just let me take care of you real quick," She said, running her hand up and down his bulge.
"I can't. I have to go," he said, moaning at her kisses. "Ah shit."
"Feel good?" She asked, squeezing his erection.
"Yeah, but I gotta go!"
"I won't take me long to make you cum."
"You're the boss lady. If a shot gets ruined due to lack of light, that wouldn't look good," he said.
"Fine! Go," she rolled her eyes. "Ulysses," she called out to him. "It's been a few months."
"I know. We'll meet up later tonight. Deal?" Ulysses asked.
"I look forward to it," She grinned.
Fernanda stepped out from behind the tent, making her way to the other photo shoot that was going on at the same time. She smiled, watching Dolly turn around, wearing a hot pink thong bikini, sticking her butt out.
Rodney, the model Dolly was shooting with, crouched next to her, his hands reaching around her hips, going to her ass. Flashes went off from the cameras; Rodney pulled Dolly's ass cheeks apart. If she wasn't wearing a thong, her puckered asshole would be on display. More flashes, Rodney not smiling. Fernanda got an idea.
Chapter 3
After some paper work, meeting with a few photographers and editors, Fernanda caught up to the newest model for Elite Magazine - one of the many publications Bob's company produced.
Dolly, a beach towel wrapped around her body, was chatting and thanking a photographer after the session.
"Dolly, may I have a word?" Fernanda asked.
"Yes ma'am," Dolly smiled, making her way to the newly promoted senior manager, Fernanda.
"Please, do not call me ma'am! I'm only, what, 10 years older than you?" Fernanda joked.
"I'm 27, so maybe?"
"Ah. Nine years then. Anyway, how was your first shoot today?"
"It was great! The photographers were so nice."
"Good. That's what I like to hear. How was the model you worked with?" Fernanda asked.
"Rodney?" Dolly shrugged. "He seemed nice, I guess."
Fernanda knew Rodney all too well. He wasn't the most friendliest or talkative person. "I see. Did he make a pass at you?" She winked.
"Ha! Well, sorta, I think. He kept his hands on me a little longer than I thought was appropriate."
"I see. Did it bother you, because if so, I will see to it that - "
"No, no, it's fine," Dolly said.
"Let me know if you ever have any problems."
"I will, I promise."
"Good. I know Rodney goes out on Saturday nights a lot. Would care to join him? Perhaps we can both go out and meet up with him," Fernanda asked, knowing Dolly's answer.
"Uh, no, no thanks," Dolly turned, looking to the hulking man. "To tell you the truth. He seems kinda," Dolly paused, "ugh."
Fernanda erupted in laughter. "That's a term I have not heard used to describe someone before. But yes, there isn't much to him, is it?" Dolly smiled and shook her head.
Fernanda cleared her throat, leaned in to whisper, "I know a very, very nice man who is shooting down the beach a little ways. Perhaps we can meet up with him later. You and I."
"Are you suggesting we, uh," Dolly gulped.
"I think you know what I mean. And I also think you would like this man far more than Rodney," Fernanda smiled, hoping the younger lady would pick up on her suggestion.
*******
Seven hours later, just after two in the morning, Dolly stood, nude, tired, and sweating in front of a bed. Ulysses sat on it behind her, slowly licking up her lower back, kissing her ass, rubbing his hands all over it. Her legs were trembling, her spine tingling
Fernanda approached her, kissing her lips tenderly. "See. I told you you'd enjoy him."
"Uh huh, yes, very much," Dolly struggled to say, as Ulysses licked at her ass-crack.
"Good. Let's get him inside you again," Fernanda said, gently pushing Ulysses onto his back, going to her knees, giving several, long licks to his cock, tasting her and Dolly's mixture of pussy juices.
Dolly turned around, slowly climbing on Ulysses. Fernanda guided his cock back inside her, and then climbed on the bed, throwing her leg over Ulysses' face, sitting on it.
"Ready? Just like before, we'll cum at the same time," Fernanda instructed. Dolly nodded, the two women held hands, grinding against Ulysses cock and tongue, working toward another mutual orgasm.
An hour later, Fernanda climbed off Ulysses to join Dolly, still nude, outside on the hotel balcony.
"It's a beautiful night," Fernanda said, switching to her native Spanish tongue, slipping her hands around the shorter Dolly.
Dolly chuckled, resting her head back against Fernanda, "It certainly is. The last time I spoke Spanish was in a dream I had a couple weeks ago."
"I do in my head all the time. When I'm thinking it's never in English," Fernanda said. She looked over to a sleeping Ulysses. "Looks like we wore him out."
"We sure did," Dolly turned around, kissing Fernanda's lips.
"I had no idea how much of a freak you'd be. But it looks like you are quite a wild girl. You remind me of myself," Fernanda said. "Except you probably have better taste than I. Avoiding Rodney proves that."
"Thank you for introducing me to him," Dolly nodded in the direction of their sleeping friend.
"There's something I want to talk to you about," Fernanda said. "Something I'd rather he not know. Hence, why we're speaking Spanish now - in the event he wakes up."
"Ah, very clever," Dolly smiled.
"Yes. Well, it's about sex," she replied. "Sex and money," Fernanda cupped Dolly's ass. "A lot of money."
"You want me to be a prostitute?" Dolly joked.
"No! Not that. I want to give you a large sum of money if you are able to do something for me," Fernanda said, lightly tugging at Dolly's long, black hair, causing her to arc her neck. Fernanda planted several kisses there.
Dolly moaned, "How, how much?"
Fernanda trailed her hand down Dolly's stomach, arriving at her trimmed bush, "$20 million." Fernanda slid her fingers down further; rubbing them against Dolly's hooded clit.
"Ahhh," she moaned softly. "R-really?"
"Mmhmm. All yours if you can do one simple thing for me," Fernanda said, her middle and ring fingers sliding against Dolly's wet pussy lips.
"Anything!"
"Seduce a family member," Fernanda said, her fingers entering Dolly.
"Yes! I mean, uh, I don't know," Dolly said. "That is a lot of money. Who?"
Fernanda paused, thinking for a moment. Flashes of her uncle, slamming into her as hard as he could, then flipping her over, bringing her hips back to him, taking her doggy style, danced through her head. Teenage Fernanda was cumming again and again on her uncle's cock. But he wasn't who she wanted. He wasn't the man she wished was teaching her all about sex.
"Your father," Fernanda answered Dolly's question, thinking back to her younger years and how much she desired her own father - how many nights she stayed up wide awake wishing he was the man, not her uncle, making love to her.
"I, I don't know."
Fernanda resumed fingering Dolly, "$20 million, all yours, if you do it. I'll help you anyway I can. I'll buy you new clothes, I'll give you money to buy him gifts, I'll send you two on trips, I'll arrange everything."
"Fer - Fernanda," Dolly struggled to get out, feeling her manager's fingers curl upward inside her. "How will you, ah! Proof?" Dolly was on the edge of climaxing again.
Fernanda paused, thinking if she was sure about what she was going to tell Dolly. She told herself yes. "I want to see it. In person. You two will do it in front of me."
She resumed her finger fucking of Dolly, causing her to climax, "Yes! Yes!" she cried out in the humid night air, 10 stories above ground level.
"Good," Fernanda pulled her fingers out. Still speaking Spanish she ordered Dolly to follow, "Let's go shower." She grabbed her hand, leading her to the bathroom.
That very same moment, across down, at Claudia's, Jonny was having trouble staying away, fighting with all his might to keep going, to keep kissing his aunt, to keep holding her gorgeous face, locking his lips with hers.
"Jonny," Claudia broke the kiss. "Let's go to sleep. We're tired."
"I know, but this is so nice," He pleased.
"Jonny," Claudia gave him a look a mother would give. She was his aunt, she loved him like a mother.
"Fine," he sighed.
"You were really good. You did a great job," Claudia said, getting under the covers.
"I did?"
"Of course. The way you held my face, the way your hand roamed over my body. Girls like that."
Jonny smiled, "Cool."
Claudia fell asleep minutes later in her nephew's arms, happy to teach him all about sex, just like her and Fernanda's uncle did when she was younger.
Chapter 4
Fernanda drove home at 11 am, wondering how and why Dolly was so eager to take her up on her challenge. She wondered if Dolly and her father had a great relationship. Maybe her family was poor and really needed the money. She wasn't sure, but couldn't get her own father, a man she lovingly called Papi, out of her head. In fact, he was always on her mind. Every man she slept with, she pretended it was him. She loved him more than anything. Her predator uncle, who looked like a younger version of her father, had no trouble getting into his niece's pants - telling them he could be their "teacher" when it came to sex.
Jonny arrived moments after his mother, seeing an annoyed look on her face. "With Claudia again?" she asked.
"Oh, yeah," he shrugged. "Just hanging out some during the weekend."
Fernanda, older, wiser, and now knowing what their uncle was up to, wondered how easily it'd be for Claudia to prey on her nephew. Claudia was beautiful and slightly shorter than Fernanda. She had a curvy body, Fernanda got her sister a few modeling gigs with Elite Magazine. Her face reminded her a little of someone not of Hispanic decent; she could easily pass for Lebanese or Israeli.



She didn't know if Jonny had a crush on his aunt, but she couldn't blame him if he did. Somewhere inside her, she was extremely jealous.
This pattern had been happening for several months now. Jonny and his aunt spent more and more time together, since late the previous year. It was usually during the weekend, which is when Fernanda worked the most.
"Are you going to prom?" Fernanda asked Jonny.
He shrugged again. "Not sure. Maybe," he said. Taking a chance he added, "Claudia might go with me."
"What?" Fernanda said flatly.
"Maybe. We were talking about it some. It'd be kinda cool. She said she never went to her prom. I offered to take her to mine. She looks young enough I guess."
Fernanda was fuming, but tried to remain calm. "Jonny, I think it would be best if you took a girl from school. One your own age."
"We might not even go. It's just an idea. She's a really cool aunt."
Fernanda grit her teeth, and then took a deep breath. "I have no reason to suspect anything. No proof. Maybe she's just being sweet to him," she told herself, calming her anger. She said nothing and headed to her bedroom. Pushing anger aside, she called Dolly.
The two women had dinner that night. They talked about their plans. Fernanda was happy to learn Dolly was serious about it and it wasn't just something she agreed to in the heat of an orgasm.
Dolly's father moved back to Venezuela a few months prior after Dolly's mother passed away. He was 60 years old, and apparently, a wonderful father to Dolly and her sisters. Fernanda said she would send Dolly to Venezuela, authorize and excuse her time off from the magazine, and wire money to her, should she need any to help her seduce him. Dolly's visit would be a surprise, she would stay with him, take care of him - hopefully in every way.
Fernanda took Dolly to get her hair and nails done a few days later. She even arranged Dolly's apartment rent to be sent to her while Dolly was away. They had no idea how long it would take Dolly to accomplish her mission.
A few days later, Friday night after dinner, Fernanda had Dolly pinned against her apartment door, kissing at her neck. "My flight home is early tomorrow. I need to go to bed soon," Dolly said.
"Mmhmm," Fernanda ignored her.
"Ulysses isn't in town this weekend either. As gorgeous as you are, I'd prefer to have a cock," Dolly said.
Fernanda turned Dolly around, slamming her against her door, rubbing her crotch into Dolly's ass.
A shocked Dolly gasped, "Fernanda is that a - "
"A big dick? Yes," Fernanda stepped back, pulled up her long, flowing skirt and revealed a strap-on dildo easily concealed.
"I'll stay with you tonight. I'll make sure you don't miss your flight. Maybe you can sleep on the way there," Fernanda winked.
"You're insane," Dolly giggled, looking to the strap-on.
"I am. And I'm going to fuck you. Get inside," She ordered.
*******
At that very same moment, Jonny was sitting on his aunt's couch, eyes wide. "Can I do it?" he asked her.
She was standing in front of him. Claudia giggled, wiggled her hips from side-to-side, "Sure."
Jonny put his hands on her hips, hooking his thumbs in to her gray yoga pants. He took a deep breath and slowly slid the pants down revealing little-by-little of her juicy bare ass, until it was fully revealed, no underwear, just inches in front of his face.
"Wow," he said, staring at it.
"You like it?" his aunt asked.
"Uh huh. It's beautiful."
"Jonny. Kiss my ass," she pretended to fuss at him.
"Ok!" he said, immediately diving in, kissing, grabbing all over her ass cheeks.
"Yes, that's it. Just like that," his aunt instructed.
"Wait," she told him to stop. "Kiss it deeply," She bent over, reaching back, pulling her butt cheeks apart. "There you go."
Jonny watched her puckered hole clinch before him. "Holy shit," he thought, before diving in, his tongue licking all around it.
A few moments later, she stopped him, made him sit back and lowered herself onto his lap. His throbbing erection painfully begged to be free. But Claudia wouldn't free it. Instead she slowly dragged her bare ass across his tented pants.
"Feel good?" she asked.
"Yep!"
"Good," she moaned. "I can feel that you enjoy it."
"I do. Very much."
"Oh Jonny," Claudia said, loving the way her nephews erection felt sliding in between her butt cheeks.
"I, I, I think I'm gonna - " he said.
"Cum? It's ok, do it," Claudia finished his sentence.
"Yes! Yes!" Jonny cried out.
"Don't be embarrassed, just do it," she reassured him in the event he had doubts. He, of course, didn't and has wanted her since he became interested in girls.
His cock erupted in his pants, Jonny threw his head back on the couch, moaning. "That's it, that's it. Let it come out," Claudia said, feeling a damp spot against her ass.
Jonny gripped her butt cheek, squeezing once more, as the orgasm coursed through him.
"Very good, Jonny. Very good," Claudia said, turning around, sitting on his lap, kissing his face.
Chapter 5
Fernanda arrived home early the next afternoon after dropping Dolly off at the airport and doing some shopping. Jonny wasn't there, no note as usual. She knew he was with Claudia though.
Jonny was at the mall with his aunt. They were looking at girls, Claudia asking him what he thought of the ones that walked back. He said some were cute or ok looking, but overall wasn't too interested in them. His smiles and glances at his aunt gave away his true desires.
"So prom, or no?" Jonny asked.
"Oh right. Yeah I don't know about that Jonny. I mean, look at me. I'm too old!" she laughed.
"You could pass for a senior. Trust me."
"You're just saying that. But it would be nice. No one would know who I was," Claudia said.
"Yeah I'd have the hottest chick there."
"Sure," she rolled her eyes. "It would be a special night though," she added glancing to his crotch.
They smiled, their eyes meeting. Jonny's phone rang, distracting him. He answered it, saying hello to his mother.
"Yeah we're just hanging out at the mall. Probably going to come home soon," he told her.
"Yep, I will. I know," Jonny said, remembering tests to study for.
"Ok, bye," He ended the called, annoyed.
"You better get home," Claudia said.
"Can I come see you tomorrow?"
"I don't know about that. I don't want your mom getting annoyed with me, distracting you from studying."
"All right," he sighed.
Claudia held his hand to his car, kissing him on the cheek goodbye. "I'll see you again soon. We'll work on other things."
"Other things?
Claudia nodded, her hand grazing against the bulge in her nephew's pants. "Uh huh."
She kissed him once more and went home.
Fernanda was waiting, thinking, wondering about Claudia, her uncle, and always her father. She called her Papi, chatting briefly about Jonny finishing high school, her promotion, and other general things. It was like all their phone calls, somewhat boring, and obligatory. She wanted to tell him she was in love with him, but never did, throughout all these years.
Jonny arrived later, his mother telling him to study.
That evening Fernanda got a text on her phone from Dolly. She was there with her father, they were going to dinner, and he was very happy to see her. She added that she'll send emails to Fernanda to let her know of her progress in this $20 million dollar challenge.
Fernanda sighed, horny, bored, thinking of calling Rodney for a good fuck session, but ultimately decided against it. She instead curled up in bed, did some work on her laptop and watched a movie.
*******
The emails came on Monday. Fernanda sat at her desk reading one she received before lunch.
"Things are going great so far. I've helped him move some old items and belongings of mom's out. I cleaned the house. I took him to dinner. He's been so happy to see me; it was a total surprise. The best part was last night. I went to sleep in his arms. He asked me if I was seeing someone and I said that he was the only man I wanted to spend my time with. I laughed and held me closer.
I was only wearing a large t-shirt, so when he finally went to sleep, I slid out of my thong and pulled my shirt up a bit, exposing my butt. This morning his hand was resting where my butt started. I don't think he noticed.
I'm going to take him out again tonight. I want it to be romantic. Maybe we'll take a nice long walk and then, who knows!"
Fernanda found herself imaging it was her and her father instead. She closed out of the email, frustrated, but confident Dolly would be successful - thus earning $20 million for herself in the process.
That evening Jonny was late getting home from school. Fernanda wondered where he was, but deep down knew.
What she didn't know is that her son was busy kissing his aunt, grabbing her butt and dry humping her until he came in his pants again.
Fernanda ate dinner alone, hoping her sister wasn't taking the role of their uncle.
The next day, another email.
"I told him how much I loved him last night. We have often told each other that, but this time it was different. I think he could tell. I curled up in his arms again, wearing only a long t-shirt. I kissed him. I don't mean a peck, but a long kiss on the mouth. He was surprised by this, but didn't seem too unnerved by it. I will make this a habit - kissing him.
We're going to the beach tomorrow. I only have tiny thong bikinis used from my Elite Mag photo shoots.
Fernanda, I must admit, this is turning me on so much - this challenge and the money from it. Like I said before I left, you're insane, but I suppose I am too."
It was another repeat of her night before; home alone, waiting for Jonny to arrive for dinner. He never did though, saying he ate at Claudia's when he finally did show up. He said goodnight to his mother and went to study.
He failed to mention his aunt let him see her breasts that night. Claudia let him fondle them, kiss them, suck them. It felt so good that she ground against his erection causing them both to climax.
"Fernanda, I'm playing with my pussy as I type this email. I showered with him! I actually bathed him and we were both naked and it was amazing! It felt natural.
We were at the beach all day. He joked about my butt, saying it appeared to be a handful. I grabbed his hand and put it there. He squeezed it a few times, we laughed about it.
Then after dinner, I suggested we shower. He was reluctant, which was no surprise. I told him it was just me and that I'd scrub his back.
We stood there naked, not caring, while I cleaned his back. Then he sat on the small bench and I washed his hair. He rested his hand on my waist. It was so cute. He wasn't erect, but it just felt so normal. I'll let you know how things go in a few days. We're going sightseeing."
Fernanda shook her head, "So easy for her." She shut down her laptop and headed home for the day.
She sat alone, thinking of her father, still in Puerto Rico, thinking about calling him, but not wanting to bother him. She often wondered if he knew his younger brother was fucking his daughters. If he did, he never brought it up.
Jonny was at home, studying once again. Fernanda peeped in on him; he smiled, nodded and went back to his book.
Her phone rang, it was Claudia. She invited Fernanda out Saturday night to a new club that was opening. She declined, ending the brief and slightly terse phone call. She didn't want to see her sister.
Chapter 6
"Where are you going?" Fernanda asked her son Saturday night. He was adjusting his tie.
"Claudia invited me out with her friends."
"Oh no, no, no. I don't think so," his mother replied in her thick accent.
"What? We're just going to hang out."
"Then I'm going too," Fernanda blurted out. She wondered why she didn't just order him to stay home. Part of her wanted confirmation for herself of what her sister was up to.
The night was fairly miserable for Jonny. Claudia was fine with it, assuring her nephew that everything was cool and to relax.
They went to an 18+ club and Fernanda was all over her son - he was thoroughly embarrassed. She wouldn't allow Claudia near him; she wouldn't give her a chance to touch her nephew in anyway.
Rodney showed up alone. He approached Fernanda, asking her for a dance, putting his hand on her ass. She swatted his hand away, adjusting her short dress, "No!"
"What the hell?" he asked; stunned.
"No," Fernanda gave him a stern look.
Rodney shrugged, walking over to Claudia next, she politely turned him down, explaining she was hanging out with her sister and nephew. Rodney went home alone.
So did Claudia. Fernanda made sure of it. The hug between aunt and nephew was interrupted by an increasingly jealous mother. "Get in the car," she ordered her son.
He shrugged and waved goodbye to Claudia. "You ok?" she asked Fernanda.
"Fine," she lied.
She was far from fine. Knowing what Dolly was up to in Venezuela, suspecting what Claudia was doing with her son, and still wanting her father made her miserable.
They were silent on the way home. "You aren't going to compliment me?" was the only thing she said to her son.
"Uh, well, you look nice mom," Jonny said. Fernanda shook her head. There was nothing in his reply, no emotion, no desire.
Desire. That's what it boiled down to. Jonny didn't desire her, like she desired her father. Now she suspected Claudia was filling the role of their uncle.
*******
"It's amazing here. But I think I can convince dad to move back to America and be with me there, live with me that is. I just need a little more time. But we are so much closer now. We bath regularly together. It's all very innocent, but I can tell that he finds me sexually attractive based on the way he looks at me in the shower. He's even flirted with me - making a joke about being my boyfriend so some scumbag guy doesn't take me away."
Fernanda teared up at her desk the next week. She thought about her Papi. Why it couldn't be him, she wondered. Why couldn't he be the one to take her virginity? She wondered if this challenge to Dolly was a mistake.
Another few days, more emails. Fernanda had a throbbing headache sitting alone at the dinner table, wondering what her son was doing. He said he had a study group to go to, but she didn't know if that was a lie.
It was.
"Yes! That's it, Jonny!" his aunt exclaimed on her knees, her hand gripping the base of his cock, watching it spurt semen.
"See? Wasn't that nice? Plus, I love giving hand jobs," She said, wiping her hand clean, giving Jonny a paper towel.
"Yeah," the teenager said, out of breath. "Nice."
Claudia sat next to him, leaning against him. She moved his arm, positioning it around her. "We're going to have so much fun in the near future."
"Uh huh," Jonny said, still in shock.
Another morning; another update from Dolly.
"I don't even care about the money anymore. I'm having such a wonderful time with him. To think he and I could be like this, just the two of us, together. I could never replace my mother, but I think he knows I could be something of a substitute, a companion.
We've been kissing more and more. Not just pecks, but long kisses on the mouth. I sat in his lap last night after dinner, running my hands through his hair, just kissing his face, his mouth over and over.
I found myself, lying in his arms the other night, wanting to pull his shorts down and take him in my mouth. I actually wanted to drink his cum. I'm sitting here typing this email, soaking wet. I want to swallow every drop of him, knowing that I caused it and I'm taking care of him."
Fernanda closed out of her email program. She had a busy weekend ahead of her. She had to meet with a new photographer and attend an event the company was holding. She looked out her office window, wondering what Jonny would be up to that night. She cringed thinking he would rather be with Claudia than his mother.
*******
Claudia's mouth filled with semen that night. It didn't take long. A few long licks and several hard sucks on Jonny's cockhead and he erupted in her. She smiled inwardly feeling his warm seed coat her throat, never taking her eyes off her nephew.
She swallowed every single drop, then sat next to him, whispering in his ear, "You're going to stay with me tonight. We'll shower in a little bit, and then I'll suck your cock all night."
At the event, Fernanda turned around when hearing Rodney's deep voice behind her. "Oh hi," she said.
Rodney waited for her to be alone, seeing her coworkers leave to refresh their drinks. They were in a corner of a hotel banquet hall, turned to a temporary dance room. It was low lit, strobe lights flashing.
"Right here, right now," Rodney commanded. Fernanda's eyes trailed down to his crotch. Rodney's cock was hanging out. She sighed and shook her head.
"What's gotten into you?" he asked.
The only thing on her mind was her father, her son, and her sister. Jonny said he was staying home that night, but deep down she knew he was lying.
Back at Claudia's apartment, they were in the shower, kissing, hands roaming all over one another's body.
"I want you," Jonny said. "I want to go all the way."
"I know you do. But not yet. I have plans for you," Claudia said turning around, grinding her butt against his erection. His hands cupped her breast.
"Prom night," she said over her shoulder. "We'll go all the way then. For now, give me your hand."
Jonny did as his aunt commanded. She guided his hand to her pussy, "Right here. Rub just like this. Keep going until the water runs cold."
After turning Rodney down, along with a few others, Fernanda left, almost in tears. She called her father, there was no answer; he was probably in the bed. She thought about calling Bob, letting him know Dolly was close and the challenge was almost complete. She decided not to. It reminded her of how close Dolly and her father were becoming - jealousy growing.
She went home instead. Jonny wasn't there, just as she suspected. She called him, no answer. Finally after midnight she got a text from him. He said a buddy invited him over to spend the night, they were playing video games. Jonny was still at his aunt's of course, lying on her bed, naked, watching her show him all the different cock sucking techniques she had picked up over the years.
Fernanda cried herself to sleep. She didn't care about the money anymore either.
Chapter 7
"We did it," was the only line in Dolly's email Fernanda received at work a few days later. She sat, silently staring at it, reading it over and over again.
"It's done then," She got up, took the elevator to the ground floor, and got some coffee. She had nothing to say, she felt numb.
That night at home, Jonny said casually that he was indeed going to the prom in a couple weeks and that Claudia was going to "tag along." He played it down, like it wasn't anything serious.
"It'll be cool I guess. I don't know. She said she never went back when she lived in Puerto Rico. So whatever," he shrugged, as if it was nothing.
His mother didn't reply, she only nodded, almost not caring anymore.
The next morning she received another email from Dolly.
"It was incredible. It was perfect. I told him about the money, he laughed and agreed we could do it. He even said that without this challenge, he probably would've been ok with making love to me. He said he would never initiate it, but if I did, he'd let it happen.
I can't believe it! Thank you, Fernanda! We'll be arriving in Miami in a couple weeks. We look forward to seeing you. Also, I'm not sure he'd want to have sex with a stranger watching, so we'll have to work something out.
Anyway, take care!"
*******
Jonny asked his mother if she was ok several times over the course of the next week. She lied, saying she was just tired. He continued visiting his aunt, loving her pussy eating lessons. Jonny became quite good at it, making his aunt cum easily.



Fernanda did nothing. One phone call to her father ended with her telling him how much she loved him, thinking of Dolly and her father, on the verge of tears.
"Are you alright?" Fernanada's father asked.
"Yes, I just miss you. I need to fly you here to visit soon."
There was a brief pause, "I miss you too darling. I'll see you again before Christmas."
That night, along with several others, Fernanda had a recurring dream.
She was on her back on a beach, her uncle on top, fucking her. She felt nothing. She looked to her left, seeing Dolly, naked, holding hands with a man Fernanda assumed was Dolly's father. They were laughing, happy, in love.
Fernanda turned to her right. She saw Jonny and Claudia, nude as well, holding hands, walking along the beach. They were laughing, happy, in love.
She turned to her uncle. He grinned and stuck his tongue in her mouth. When he ended the kiss, he went to his knees, stood and started jacking his cock, aiming it at Fernanda's face. Then he started changing. He got a little older, hair slightly grayer; he was morphing into Fernanda's father.
"Si! Si!" she called out in Spanish, but her father stopped stroking his cock, shook his head and moved away from her. Fernanda chased after him, but moved much slower in this dream. She watched him walk into the ocean, fading from view, the dream ending.
*******
Fernanda sat across from Dolly and her father at lunch the following week. They held hands, looking like more of a couple than parent and child. Fernanda did her best to be polite, even though on the inside she was miserable.
That afternoon, she adjusted Jonny's tie, sighing heavily. "You sure your ok, mom?"
"Yeah, just work has been really rough since the promotion. I'll be fine," she said. "What are you doing after the prom?
"Probably drop Aunt Claudia off, and then head over to my friends. He's having a few folks over," Jonny lied.
"I see. Well have fun," She said, seeing him off.
She had a busy night ahead of her, one she was dreading. Fernanda was going to meet Dolly and her father for a nice dinner, then walk around South Beach to check out some of the night life. Fernanda would claim she felt ill, Dolly would sneak her a spare key to her apartment, and Fernanda would go there, waiting for them to return. Dolly suggested hiding in the shower. Dolly's bed was arranged so the large bathroom mirror caught its reflection. She'd have a perfect view of them.
Fernanda waited about 30 minutes, feeling slightly foolish, but needing to see this as proof and possibly needing to see this in order to live vicariously through Dolly.
The two lovers wasted no time getting to the action. Fernanda peaked behind the shower curtain, watching them reflected off the bathroom mirror.
Dolly practically tore her and her father's clothes off. She mounted him, she rode him, and she came so very quickly.
Fernanda was wet, watching them, unable to look away. The bed shook, banged against the wall. Dolly's ass slammed down on his cock over and over again. He rolled on top, kissing at her as he rolled; slamming his hips into her. He was an older man, but he went at Dolly like someone much younger.
Jonny entered Fernanda's mind for a split second; she wondered how good he'd be in bed, if she would ever be able to teach him anything. Her attention went back to the Dolly. She was on all fours, saying how much she loved him in Spanish.
He pulled out, and Dolly cleaned his cock, pulled him on top of her and kept going. Finally, he came inside her, both of them climaxing a final time, whispering sweet nothings in the other's ears. Fernanda was on the verge of tears, she couldn't even masturbate while watching it.
Dolly held her father, his face turned away from the bathroom entrance. Fernanda tip toed out of the shower, holding her shoes, slowly, quietly walking by them, the carpet hiding any sounds she might make. She opened the apartment door, closing it as quietly as she could. She slipped the key under the door and left.
Sitting in her car, she looked at the check for $20 million of Bob's money she wrote earlier. She sealed the envelope it was in and walked back to Dolly's door, sliding it underneath.
Fernanda left the complex, driving home. She changed her mind halfway there, sadness turning to anger. She drove to Claudia's instead.
"Eat my pussy, that's it, just like that," Claudia ordered her nephew. She was on her back, her legs hooked around his shoulders, holding Jonny in place. They had no idea Fernanda was on the way.
"Why couldn't I just tell Papi how I felt?" She asked herself, speeding to her aunts. "Why couldn't I say something? I was too scared."
She pulled into Claudia's apartment complex. Inside the apartment, Claudia was cumming hard on her nephew's face. She got up, pulled him to the living room, pushed him on the couch and grinned.
"Ready?" she asked.
"I am," he grinned back.
Fernanda stared at her son's car in the parking. "I knew it." She angrily slammed her car door and marched toward Claudia's apartment.
"This is going to be so good," Jonny said, watching his aunt mount him, grabbing the base of his cock, guiding it to her pussy.
"Yep. Remember, it's ok if you don't last long at first. We got all night," she rubbed her clit with the tip of his cock. "Mmm," she moaned.
Fernanda burst through the door, mistakenly left unlocked, by her sister. She stood watching in horror as her son's cock was resting at the entrance of her sister's pussy. All three were paralyzed, shocked looks upon their faces.
"Get off him! Now!" was all Fernanda managed to yell. Claudia complied, unsure of what to say or do.
"Get dressed!" Fernanda grit her teeth, staring at her son. She looked to Claudia, shaking her head, while Jonny hastily put on his clothes.
"Sit in my car, wait for me," his mother ordered. Jonny ran outside, thoroughly embarrassed.
"How could you?" Fernanda asked her sister, tears streaming down her face, her suspicions proving true.
"Fernanda, I can explain, I thought I would - "
"Be like our uncle?"
"No! Nothing like that, not like him, it's different," Claudia pleaded.
Fernanda sat on the couch, holding her head, crying. "He's never asked me. He's never said he wanted me. He's never shown interest."
"Who?" Claudia said, sitting next to her sister, rubbing her shoulder.
"Jonny!"
"Oh Fernanda, I'm sorry," Claudia said.
"Here you were teaching him everything, just like our uncle did."
"I know how much you love Papi."
"The whole time I wished it was Papi doing it," Fernanda cried.
"I know, I know," Claudia hugged her.
"I wished Jonny was Papi's son, not - "
"Our uncle's. I know," Claudia kissed the side of her sister's head.
"And now Jonny and you. He's never once came to me about sex or asked me about it. He's never desired me at all," Fernanda managed to get out in between sobs. "You've already taught him everything!"
"No, I haven't though. Honestly. There's one thing that we haven't done," Claudia said. She tipped her sister's chin to face her. "He never penetrated me. We were going to, but," she shook her head, "you walked in and it didn't happen."
"You can teach him that," Claudia whispered in Fernanda's ear. "You can be the one he goes all the way with. Just like how you wanted to with Papi."
"But how? He doesn't want me like that."
Claudia giggled, "I think you'll find a way to make it happen. You've been known to be domineering at times. Take that boy and make him yours."
Fernanda wiped her tears. "I do it. Yes."
They both stood. "I'm sorry, Fernanda. I hope you can forgive me," Claudia said.
"I can. Just stay away from my son. Do you understand me?" Fernanda pointed her index finger in her sister's face. "At least until after I fuck him."
Chapter 8
Upon entering the car, Fernanda told her son that his ass was hers; Jonny had no idea it was a double meaning.
He became her house slave for the next couple weeks. He cleaned the house from top to bottom. Jonny also was made to apply lotion to his mother's long legs after her shower. She smiled watching him work, sitting there in her robe.
She made him feed her grapes, moaning suggestively with each bite, sometimes nibbling at his fingers.
She made him mow the yard, but didn't allow him to shower afterward. Fernanda ordered him to remove his shirt if he was hot. Jonny shrugged, following orders, fearing the punishment could be worse.
She made him rub suntan lotion onto her back, telling him to unhook her bikini top. He fumbled but did so without complaining.
At night, after studying for his final exams, she made him rub her back while sitting on her butt. She was naked and was covered by a thin sheet. He massaged her back until his hands were tired, never once complaining about the sexually charged moans his mother was making.
After his high school graduation, Fernanda ordered Jonny to take her out - secretly celebrating his achievement, but not telling him that.
As Fernanda predicted, Rodney was at the club, looking for pussy.
"See that guy there?" Fernanda pointed Rodney out to her son. "Defend me from him."
"What?" he asked, his mother not answering, making her way to the bar.
She hiked up her already short dress, waiting Rodney to make his move. The pinch on her ass let her know he was behind her. "Hi," she smiled, looking over to her son.
Jonny watched his mother, take Rodney's arm, following him on the dance floor. "Defend her?" he asked himself.
Moments later, he put two and two together. His mother was facing away from Rodney, grinding her butt against him. Jonny watched Rodney grab her breasts from behind. "Crap," he got up, realizing the game she was playing.
He tapped Rodney on the shoulder, "Excuse me."
"What?" he turned around, releasing a handful of tit.
"Um, she's with me tonight," Jonny awkwardly said.
"What did you say?" Rodney glared at him, his mother smiling from behind the huge man.
"I s-said, she's with me."
"Fuck off. This pussy is mine tonight," Rodney said, turning around groping and dry humping his mother.
"Oh crap," Jonny was scared. Scared of the large man and scared that his mother would be even more difficult to deal with should he not do what she commanded.
Jonny grabbed his arm, quickly moved to Rodney's other side, put his arm around his mother's waist, pulling her tightly against his body. "I said," he glared back at Rodney, "she's with me tonight."
Rodney chuckled, looking around, not wanting to get arrested for beating up some young guy. He glanced at Fernanda who nodded her head. "Alright. Fine. Take her then. Bitch ass."
Jonny watched Rodney walk way, his heart racing.
"Very good," his mother said, throwing her arms around him, hoping he'll dance.
"Can we go home now? He could've hurt me."
"Not yet, I'm with you tonight. Remember?" Fernanda said. She grabbed her son's hands, guided them down her sides, and placed them on her ass. His eyes widened with embarrassment. She held them there for the rest of the song. "No, he wouldn't hurt you. Trust me."
Back home, a small towel draped over Fernanda's nude body. "This time rub my legs too."
Jonny did the best he could, getting reprimanded for not massaging hard enough. He ran his hands over the back of her thighs, listening to his mother moan seductively. He had no idea what sort of game she was playing, but mustered all the will power he could find to keep his cock from getting erect.
*******
She made Jonny accompany her to Atlanta the following week. They flew up in Bob's private jet. Fernanda had money to collect.
"Congratulations," Bob said, handing her a check for $20 million. "What's wrong?"
Fernanda looked at it, shaking her head, thoughts of her father popping into her head again.
"Bob," she opened up. "My uncle took advantage of me and my sisters at a young age. It became very consensual. I loved it. I needed him regularly. Do you know why?"
Bob, a concerned look on his face, asked her to go on.
"Because I wished it was my father who I was with. I pretended it was him for so long. When my uncle impregnated me with Jonny, I wished my father had done it. But he never knew about what happened. My uncle died in a drunk driving accident when I was 19, my father never knew about us."
"Fernanda, I'm so sorry," Bob said.
"It was why I challenged Dolly to seduce her father. It's like I could experience it with her. But I never did. It only made me long for him more. There's more. My sister started showing signs of acting like my uncle with Jonny. I walked in on them, they were naked, and she was on top of him. Nothing had happened yet, but a second later - "
"I see," Bob said.
"I was more jealous than angry. I wanted Jonny to desire me like I did my father when my uncle was taking me," Fernanda shook her head, looking down at the check.
"Here I am, a millionaire thanks to you, and I'm thinking more and more everyday about seducing my son. Taking him, fucking him, just like I wanted my father to do to me."
"Then do it," Bob said flatly. "Do it. Go back to your hotel room, undress, and take him."
Bob rummaged through his desk, finding a brochure, tossing it to Fernanda, "Hell, go there and do it. Take time off if you want, go there this week."
Fernanda looked at the brochure. It was for a resort in the Bahamas.
"After you make him yours, move away from Miami. Move somewhere special where you and he can be together, just like you wanted you and your father to be. I know just the place."
"I don't know what to say," Fernanda sniffed.
"Go. Take the boy, make him a man, make love to him, and make him yours."
Fernanda started smiling, then laughing. She stood, hugging Bob, kissing him over and over, "I could fuck you right now. But I have a flight to book!"
"That's the spirit!" Bob said, slapping Fernanda's ass as she turned to leave.
Chapter 9
"Mom, what are we doing? Why are we going there?" Jonny asked, loading the car to head to the airport in Atlanta.
"Shut up," his mother snapped. "You and me, vacation, don't ask questions."
Jonny shrugged, wondering if this was part of his very, very bizarre punishment.
*******
The resort was an immaculate, newly renovated, vacation spot. It had its own staff and the rooms were basically villas - each having their own back courtyard with a bubbling hot tub.
But Fernanda didn't care. She had one thing on her mind. Jonny followed behind her, making their way to their villa.
Upon entering, he set their luggage down and checked out the bathroom after noticing there was only one bed. He felt like pointing it out, but kept his mouth shut. Jonny noticed the shower was huge and there was a hot tub in the courtyard out back.
"I guess this is nice," he thought, turning to re-enter their room.
He was met by his mother, slamming and pinning him against the wall. "Mom?"
Jonny watched his mother practically tear her blouse off, revealing large bare breasts. She quickly slid out of her skirt, kicking it aside.
"Mom! Are you insane?" Jonny cried. His question was met with a slap to the face by his mother.
"Yes! I mean, no! I mean," Fernanda paused, eyes darting to the side. She grabbed her son, kissing him as hard as she could.
"Mmmph," Jonny tried to speak, his mouth covered by his mother's. He struggled to push her away, but she clung to him tightly. She was moving backward, dragging him to the bed. She turned, pushing him down onto the mattress, breaking the kiss.
"Mom! What are you doing?" Jonny yelled. His mother pounced on top of him, straddling him, pinning him down.
"No talking," She said, tugging at his belt.
"No, wait! Please!" Jonny pleaded.
"I said no talking," Fernanda grabbed his face, staring into his eyes, inches from his lips. She kissed him again, a slow, long, soulful kiss.
"I'm going to finish what your aunt started. I'm going to be the one you give everything to. I'm the one whose name you'll scream. Me, your mother. Do I make myself clear?" she demanded.
Jonny's mouth hung open as he slowly nodded his head.
"Good. Now be still while I fuck you," she said.
She dragged her breasts across his chest, down his mid-section. She pulled at his shorts, Jonny watching on in disbelief. He pushed away from her, but it was no use. She pounced on him again, holding him place.
"Mom," he whispered, Fernanda tearing his t-shirt down the middle, ripping it from his body. She kissed him again as hard as she could, forcing her tongue into his reluctant mouth.
"Shhh," she silenced him again, breaking the kiss. Squatting over him, she grabbed the back of his head, pulling it to her chest. "Suck," she commanded.
Jonny paused a moment, looking at her large, round breasts. They were a little bigger than Claudia's. "They're nice," he thought, talking himself into doing it.
One final look to his mother's face, she nodded, and Jonny grabbed both her tits, bringing one to his mouth, licking and sucking the nipple. Fernanda closed her eyes, head arching to the ceiling, "That's it, just like that," she said.
"Very good," she said, releasing her son's head, she slid down his body, finishing her task of removing his pants. "Lift," she told Jonny.
He did as he was told, allowing his mother to remove his shorts and boxers. "Mmmm, beautiful," Fernanda said, grinning devilishly at the erect cock revealed to her. "I see it's ready for mother too."
Jonny backed away, reality kicking in, "No, wait, we can't."
"Yes we can. You were about to with your aunt," Fernanda said, crawling toward her slowly backing away son.
"But that was different," he pleaded.
"Incest is incest. Now let me take you how I always wanted my Papi to take me," Fernanda said.
"Wait, what?" Jonny's eyes widened, but didn't receive an answer. His mother buried her tongue in his mouth, her hand stroking his cock, guiding it to her waiting pussy.
They kissed and moaned throughout the entirety of Jonny's penetration into her. When he was balls deep inside her, Fernanda broke the kiss, arching her back, "Yes!"
"M-mom?"
Fernanda came to, reality kicking in for her next. She snarled like an animal at Jonny, grabbed his hands, pinning him down. She went to her feet in squatting position and proceeded fuck Jonny's brains out.
"Yes! Yes!" she cried out with each bounce. She impaled herself on his cock over and over, Jonny, helpless, watched this woman, his beautiful mother, take him, making him hers in every way.
"I, I'm, c-c," Jonny stuttered.
Fernanda released his hands, grabbed his face, "Cum inside me. I want your perfect cock to fill me up!" she said in between bounces.
"Ahhh!" he cried out, wrapping his arms around her, holding her tightly, while she completed the sex lessons his aunt started.
"Yes Jonny!" she yelled, feeling his cock erupt inside her, filling her with its warm, teenage sperm. It sent her over the edge. Their bodies tensed up, convulsed, as orgasmic wave after wave washed over each of them on that bed, in each other's arms. Just like Fernanda wanted with her father.
Jonny fell backward onto the bed, looking to the ceiling, out of breath, his mother lying on top of him, kissing his face and neck.
"Every day," she spoke up, in between kisses. "I want you every day."
Jonny, still in shock and panting heavily, "ok."
She kissed her way down his body, taking his weakened cock in her mouth, cleaning it lovingly. She smiled, stood, extended her hand to Jonny and led him to the huge shower.
Fernanda guided his hands to her ass in the shower, continuously kissing him. Jonny just went with it, no longer seeing this as punishment, but accepting that his mother wanted to fulfill this sexual role instead of his aunt.



"You and grandpa?" Jonny ended the kiss and asked.
"Yes. I've always been in love with him. I always wanted to make love to him. But we never crossed that line. He was never, how shall I put it, he was never what some people would say, as inappropriate with me."
"You wanted him to be?"
"Very much so. I never tried to seduce him in my younger years, because I didn't know how he'd react and I was scared. Would he get angry? Would he kick me out? I wasn't sure. So I did nothing."
Jonny caressed her face, "I'm sorry about everything - with Aunt Claudia."
"I forgive the both of you. My uncle and I had a sexual relationship. I wondered if you and your aunt did, and I wondered if you felt the way I felt when I was having sex with my uncle."
"How did you feel, mom?"
"I was wishing it was my Papi. I hoped that perhaps you wished your aunt was me. If you two got that far, that is," Fernanda said, a slight grin on her face.
"No, we didn't get that far. Someone interrupted and stopped us," Jonny said, jabbing his mother's side. "I'm glad you did though. You're just as beautiful as her, if not more. It was weird at first, but I think I could get used to this!"
"You better, because you and I will be joined by this for a long, long time," Fernanda said, tugging at her son's cock.
She brought it back to life, went to her knees and kissed and licked all over it. She stood, turning around, kissing him, her arm behind his head. Jonny bent at the knees, guided himself in from behind, and made love to her.
His hands roamed all over her breasts and stomach, kissing at her neck and shoulders while he slid in and out, the hot steam enveloping them.
Chapter 10
Three days later and they had hardly left their room. They were tired, sore, chafed, but didn't care. They were fucking until it hurt, taking a break, and going at it again. Fernanda was very pleased at how well her son was doing.
Jonny was on top of her, she had a belt secured around his neck ,not tight enough to choke or cause him pain, but just enough to hold him there. Her legs were wrapped around his hips.
"Harder! Harder!" she ordered him, slightly tugging on the belt. There was a knock at the door.
His mother released her hold on him, got off the bed, not bothering to dress and opened the door.
She saw an employee of the resort furiously jacking off. Unbeknownst to Fernanda and Jonny he had been standing at the door, listening to them have sex for a few moments before knocking. He didn't bother to cover himself.
Fernanda smirked at him, grabbed his cock and slowly stroked. "Let me guess. There's been a noise complaint? Yes?"
She kept jacking him off. "We'll try to keep it down then."
Fernanda watched the employee tense up, his breathing becoming ragged. She smiled, released his cock, stepped to the side and let it shoot semen onto the floor; avoiding it landing on her thigh. "Don't worry, we'll clean it up. Bye!"
She closed the door and joined her son on the bed, pulling him back on top of her. "As I was saying, harder!" she playfully slapped his face.
Jonny smiled, "You are insane."
"For you," She grinned back.
*******
Upon Bob's suggestion, mother and son moved to Charleston, South Carolina to a very special neighborhood Bob had constructed.
Their house was huge and had several requested customizations. Her and Jonny's bedroom had four chains hanging from the ceiling, with wrist bracers so Jonny could hang his mother up.
The closet was expanded to have an area to hang up whips, belts, and floggers. Fernanda also hung a few of her strapons which Jonny refused to have used on him.
"Oh shit!" Claudia cried out. Fernanda was behind her, slamming into her with a strapon, slapping her ass.
"Looks like she's enjoying it mom," Jonny said. He was standing in front of his aunt. Claudia nodded her head and resumed sucking his cock.
They had rules. Jonny would always service his mother first - once in the morning, then again for most of the night. He was allowed to have sex with his aunt once a day, usually in the afternoon. Sometimes Claudia joined them for threeways at night, if Fernanda was ok with it.
On the weekends their debauchery was increased. Led by Fernanda, chains, toys, and of course, strapons were used.
All this changed when a new housemate moved in a few months later.
Fernanda was straddling her son in the ocean, kissing, caressing him, Claudia behind Jonny, kissing his shoulders and back.
"Are you ready, mom?" Jonny asked.
She took a deep breath. "I think so. I can do this. Yes."
They kissed once more.
"Claudia, take over please?" Fernanda asked her sister. She happily agreed, straddling Jonny, picking up where his mother left off, guiding his cock inside her.
Fernanda exited the water, making her way to her bikini on their private beach. She put it on and used one of the outdoor showers people used to wash off sand and sea water. Then she traversed the path to her new neighborhood.
Fernanda entered the kitchen. She saw an older man standing, putting away dishes from various moving boxes strewn about. Switching to Spanish, she greeted him, "Hi Papi."
"Hi darling," he answered in their native language.
"Almost settled in?" Fernanda asked, helping her father.
"Yes, almost. I'm glad to be here. I think this was a good idea. You have a lovely new home."
"Thank you," she replied, looking out the window. She saw Dolly and her father walking a puppy they just bought. They moved in to a house down the street a couple days after Fernanda, Jonny, and Claudia moved into their new home. Fernanda then moved her father there, not taking no for an answer, a couple months later.
Her father was putting away coffee mugs from Puerto Rico when he heard Fernanda clear her throat behind him.
"Papi?" she asked. He turned around. She was standing completely naked in the kitchen, her bikini at her feet.
"Fernanda, I, I don't think - " he looked away from her nude body.
"Shh," she took a step closer. "I've wanted this so long, I've wanted you for so long - since I first became interested in boys. Please, Papi, please," she caressed his face.
"I, I would never hurt you."
"I know."
"I would never take advantage of you or your sisters. I would never,"
"It's ok. Please?" Fernanda grabbed his hand, slowly bringing it to her breast. "I love you."
Her father gulped, looking over her toned body, "I uh, I," his eyes met her smiling face. "I love you too."
She nodded her head, still smiling warmly.
Her father paused, "All these years?"
"Yes."
He nodded, struggling to speak, "I think I knew it deep down. But I could never bring myself to cross that line with you."
"I know. But I want you to. It's safe here," Fernanda said.
He nodded slowly, bending at the knees, "Forgive me if I stumble."
He picked his daughter up, her tall frame, heavier than he thought, causing both of them to giggle. He was able to make to the nearest bed room on the first floor of their massive home.
He gently set Fernanda on the bed and then made his way to the door. He turned around, facing his daughter, returning her smile. He closed the bedroom door and joined her on the bed.
The end.
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The Challenge 8: To The Haven
Chapter 1 - What About Bob
Bob pulled his fiancée, Robin, closer against him on the couch with one arm, his other pulling in Robin's younger sister Joanne. "Why don't you two young ladies go ahead and suck my dick right now," he joked on the last evening of his week-long visit with Robin.
"Bob!" Robin cried, swatting at his arm. "You've had a bit too much to drink for tonight."
"Yes, and we aren't exactly young," Joanne said.
"Well you certainly look it," The 70-year-old Bob smiled appreciatively at his 62-year-old wife-to-be. Robin looked far younger with dark brown dyed hair, amazing body, large breasts, and very few wrinkles.
"You too," Bob glanced at Joanne. She was 52, had equally thick, luxurious dyed brown hair, few wrinkles, and like Robin, a body some women in their 30s would love to have.
"At my age, an erection should never be wasted," Bob pulled them in closer, their large breasts smashing into him, his hand traveling down Robin's back, cupping her toned butt.
"I think that's a great idea," Joanne said, catching Bob and Robin by surprise.
Robin coughed, "Uh, you aren't actually thinking about - "
"Going to see Krista while you two have some alone time? Yes," Joanne said, removing Bob's hand from her hip, bending down to put her shoes on. She hadn't had any wine and could easily drive the few miles to visit her niece, Robin's daughter Krista, for a little while.
Joanne shook her head, backing out of Robin's driveway, thinking about how silly Bob was sometimes. There was something off-putting about him though. She couldn't put her finger on it, assuming she didn't know him well enough.
Joanne arrived at Robin's seven months earlier, in January, seeking asylum after her marriage fell apart. Joanne has thoroughly enjoyed living and reconnecting with her older sister. Joanne's niece, Krista and her son Allen, had recently moved back to town after a brief tenure living in another city due to work. Joanne always thought of Krista as her favorite niece and was glad to live closer to her now.
********
"AH!! Yes!!" Krista screamed and bellowed her answer to her son, Allen, simultaneously cumming again on his cock.
"Who?" he grunted back, on top of her, slamming into her, their bed banging against the wall. They were playing a game. Allen would ask his mother about her sexual past during sex and "punish" her either through royally fucking her, or a far more torturous method he sometimes used.
Krista was too busy climaxing to answer right away, her eyes rolling in the back of her head. Allen stopped his powerful thrusts, giving her time to calm down. "Who? What family member, other than me, have you fantasized about having sex with?" he calmly asked, catching his breath.
Krista panted heavily, smiling up at him, caressing his face. "Joanne," she quietly whispered.
"Really? Your aunt, huh?"
"Mmhmm. I always thought she was gorgeous. Her breasts were, and possibly still are, very impressive. Nothing ever happened of course, but in my teen years I'd pretend that she would be my first lesbian encounter during a few of my masturbation sessions. That's all that ever became of it," Krista explained.
Allen smiled down at his lover, kissing her forehead, "That's kind of cute, I guess."
"Aren't you going to punish me?" his mother asked.
"Oh, right, yeah," Allen replied, his mouth going to her neck, pretending he was taking a bite out of it. Suddenly the doorbell rang. Krista's eye shot open.
"Quick, go to the shower!" she told her son. Krista hopped off the bed, grabbed a bathrobe, and closed the bathroom door, hiding Allen in there as he started up the shower.
"Oh hi!" Krista said to her aunt, Joanne, greeting her at the door. Her face was slightly flushed and her hair disheveled due to the hours of sex with Allen.
"Hi!" Joanne replied, stepping in and giving Krista a hug. "Hope it's ok that I dropped in."
"Oh sure, it's no problem at all, come in, have a seat."
"Are you sure? Looks like you are getting ready to go somewhere," Joanne noticed, sitting on the couch across from Krista.
"Oh yeah, no, I'm not. I'm waiting for Allen to get out of the shower. He has a date tonight," Krista said. This was a true statement and a girl Krista handpicked for Allen to date, in order to throw people off the scent of their secret taboo relationship. The girl was nice, but it was all a sham, orchestrated by mom and son.
Joanne and Krista chatted briefly about mundane things, Krista occasionally glancing at her aunt's cleavage, giggling inwardly at herself over what she admitted to her son during sex.
"Have you noticed anything unusual about Bob?" Joanne asked after a moment of random chit chat.
"Hmm, no, I don't think so," Krista replied, gulping, looking to her side. "What about him?"
"I don't know. He seems very sexual and flirtatious. It just makes me wonder if he's completely faithful. He's got all that money you know. Maybe I'm just paranoid after what happened with my ex-husband," Joanne shrugged.
"Bob is quite a character, but I think he's just having fun with his jokes and flirts. But as a randy old man, who knows? He may be having fun on the side. My mom might even be ok with it," Krista said.
Just then Allen appeared, dressed and ready for his date. He nodded at Joanne and feigned nervousness, asking his mother how he looked, if the shoes were ok, if the shirt was right. Krista played along, acting motherly, saying her son looked great.
Allen waved goodbye to Joanne, Krista walking him to the front door. Hugging her son, she whispered in his ear, "Try to save some cum for me to suck out of that big dick of yours later tonight, sweetie."
"Ha, ok mom, I'll try," He kissed her on the lips and left.
Returning to the living room, Krista smiled at her aunt, "I'm going to grab that shower and I'll be right back."
"Oh, I can come back later if you want, I didn't mean to barge in," Joanne said.
"No, please stay. He's going out on a date, so maybe you and I can have our own date," Krista smiled, thinking about her teenage crush on her aunt.
Joanne chuckled, "Ok sure, that sounds great. It'll be the first date I've had since leaving Tony!"
Krista turned, making her way up the stairs, disrobing as she was half way up. "Two secret relationships to maintain? No thanks! She's probably not even bi-sexual anyway," Krista thought to herself.
When her hand brought about her own orgasm in the shower minutes later, aided by thoughts of her aunt, she couldn't help by laugh at her silliness. "I haven't thought of her like that since before college!" she said to herself.

Chapter 2 - His Final Challenge
"Uh! Ahh! Yes!" Robin was grunting every time she bounced up and down on Bob. She was straddling him on the couch, riding his cock like a teenager.
Bob gritted his teeth, squeezing one of her massive melons, "Yes! Ride it baby!"
"I'm cumming!" Robin cried out. Bob grabbed her ass, squeezing it as his own orgasm approached.
Bob moaned, filling her womb with semen, Robin shaking with pleasure, "That's it, yes, baby." He kissed her lovingly as their orgasms subsided.
"We really need to get your sister in on this," Bob said, he wasn't joking.
"No, I don't think so," Robin rolled her eyes, getting off him, cum dripping out of her pussy. She stood in the kitchen, pouring more wine.
"What if I paid you?"
"Paid me for what? And why?" Robin asked.
"What if I paid you," Bob said, turning around to face her from the couch, "a large sum of money to seduce your sister which would, in theory, lead to the three of us having many incestuous sexual romps."
Robin burst into laughter, "Ok, Bob, sure!"
"I'm not joking. Do you know how erotic it would be to see you and your sister having sex in front of me? The three-way aspect would be nice, I suppose, but just to witness you and her together. Wow."
Robin shook her head, taking her seat next to Bob on the couch, both still nude. "I think you're losing your mind."
"Robin, what if I gave you $45 million dollars to have sex with Joanne. This would be in addition to the $30 million dollars I have in my will for you, amongst other things," Bob said, gently caressing her hand.
"Bob, no, that's silly."
Bob nodded and stood, walking to his duffle bag in the bedroom, pulling out a device that looked like a web camera.
"See that?" he placed it gently on the couch cushion in between him and Robin. "It would record it. Set it up. Then you can record it with this, or this option here," Bob pointed to a button on the side "would allow you to live stream it to my computer. In the event I'm in Atlanta if it happens. This way I would have proof of it happening."
"Bob, I don't know what to say," Robin replied skeptically. "You're serious about this?"
"I am."
Robin chuckled again, "You're weird. No thanks."
"Suit yourself, I'll leave this here," Bob said, a sneaky smile appearing on his face as he grabbed the remote control. "I'll also provide you with any resources you may need to accomplish this. Clothes, gifts, vacations with her. Whatever you need. When you and Joanne go to the Bahamas next month, you could become intimate there."
"Great idea. Joanne and I going to the Bahamas. But your 'challenge' is pretty ridiculous," Robin said.
Robin couldn't believe she had just been challenged that. He was actually serious. She thought about why, wanting to ask him, but was too embarrassed for both of them. They sat in silence watching TV for the rest of the evening. Her mind was racing as one show ended and another began. Incest was something she had no experience with, though watching her hunky grandson, Allen, grow and mature, occasionally having inappropriate thoughts that were quickly vanquished was all she had ever done. She wasn't a lesbian or bi-sexual, actually having sex with Joanne seemed so wrong.
As the night progressed, she wondered more about Bob. Was he a sexual deviant? Did he have a secret life? Was he visiting hookers? Robin felt very uneasy at bedtime.
Chapter 3 - Telling Joanne
Joanne and Krista were asleep on the couch, the movie they were watching was almost over. Krista was lying against her aunt's shoulder. Joanne had her arm around her niece. Both women stirred when they heard Allen get home, stretching, smiling at one another.
Allen didn't bother coming to say goodnight. Instead he went straight to his and his mother's bedroom, stripped naked, and waited for her.
Krista chuckled, listening to Allen climb the stairs, "Must've been a bad date."
"Yeah, poor guy," Joanne chuckled back, grabbing her purse and keys.
"Our date was fun, even if we did fall asleep," Krista joked.
"Yes it was! Walk me out?" Joanne asked. Krista giggled, bending and extending her arm, her taller aunt sliding her hand through it.
Standing at Joanne's car, Krista hugged her aunt. "I had a wonderful time tonight. I think we should do this again sometime."
"You know, I think that's a great idea!" Joanne said, pulling Krista in for another hug.
"I know I haven't mentioned this before, but I'm so sorry about what happened with your marriage," Krista said, brushing a lock of brown hair behind her aunt's ear.
"Oh sweetie, thank you," Joanne smiled.
"I've always thought you were so gorgeous. You really are so very beautiful," Krista smiled softly at her.
"So are you," Joanne smiled, touched by her kind words, pulling her niece in for another embrace, ending it with a slow kiss on the cheek. "I'll see you later."
Krista waved goodbye as Joanne backed out of her driveway . Turning to go inside, she giggled at herself once again, blaming Allen for asking that question during their sex game. She closed the front door, locking it, then headed upstairs. She was naked by the time she reached the top step.
"You know I ought to punish YOU tonight. You asked me about family members other than you, that I fantasized about. Well Joanne happened to show up and I luckily didn't do anything stupid. Having to have two secret loves would be really difficult," Krista explained.
"Yes it would. For now you're stuck with just one, me," Allen said.
"What about you? What other family members have you fantasized about?" Krista asked, climbing on the bed, grabbing his erection.
"Someone I spent most of my childhood and teen years with while you were working or out with friends," he answered immediately.
"I figured as much," she chuckled. "Your grandmother is quite a knockout for someone her age." Engulfing his cock, slobbering all over it, they began their marathon nightly sex session.
********
"HE WHAT?!?" Joanne whisper yelled at Robin after she was told of Bob's insane challenge.
"Shhh, yes, he's serious," Robin replied. She was sitting on the edge of the bed in the guest bedroom Joanne had been staying in. Bob was asleep in Robin's bed.
"You told him no, right?"
"I did," Robin confirmed.
"That's a lot of money, but that's still very strange."
"I know it is. It makes me wonder about him too."
"How so?" Joanne asked.
"He is rich, he challenged me to do this, I don't see him everyday, and he could be up to other perverse activities in Atlanta. Who knows," Robin replied. "He's always been flirtatious, but it's always been in good fun. Challenging me to commit, um, incest, that's a little extreme."
"Yeah really," Joanne rolled her eyes. "When does he go back?"
"Tomorrow. I can't help but wonder though," Robin looked away, shaking her head. "It's just so bizarre. It's like I thought I knew him. Some screws would have to be loose for him to challenge me to do this."
"How much money did he offer?" Joanne asked.
"$45 million."
"Wow. That's a nice chunk. But still you'll get money when he dies, right?"
"$30 million."
"So a total of $75 million if we did this. Hmm."
Robin looked at her sister skeptically, "You aren't thinking about going through with it are you?"
"No, it's just, that's a lot."
"I wonder if he's giving money away to other people too. He seemed like he had it figured out, even providing a camera of sorts. He said I could keep it and film us doing it so he'd have proof."
"Ok that is odd. If he's that prepared, then something is definitely going on that you don't know about," Joanne said.
"How do I find out though?"
"If you had a spy of sorts that can relay information to you about what he's up to, that would be ideal," Joanne suggested.
"Yes it would," Robin smiled. "They could go to Atlanta and maybe snoop on him. Who knows? If someone worked for him they could keep an eye on him. If they got close enough, they could really gather some great intel!"
"Who though?"
Robin answered immediately, "Krista."

Chapter 4 - Asking Krista
Krista and Allen's bedroom was dimly lit with candles. Allen was sitting in a large chair in the corner. His beautiful mother was straddling him, his cock embedded in her all the way. The silk, black tie of her robe was loosely tied around her neck. The robe discarded, lying on the carpet next to the chair.
Allen gently tugged on the tie, pulling her head back, arching her neck to him. He slowly kissed and licked along it, sending shivers down her spine, causing her to moan, torturing her. He was playfully interrogating her about her past sex life again a few nights later.
"You've been with eight women, huh? That's a lot, I guess," He shrugged, resuming his kisses, his mother's eyes to the ceiling, fluttering shut when his lips made contact to her neck. He released his pull on the silk.
"I suppose," Krista smiled at him. Running her hands over his muscled arms, she kissed his lips, savoring his taste.
Allen broke the kiss, "What's the youngest guy you've been with?"
"It was over 10 years ago. He was 19. He was home from college for the summer. I worked with his stepmother. She admitted to me that he and she had been having a sexual relationship for a few years. She invited me over. I knew why. The night was spent with the three of us in bed. Then next morning it was just me and him. His name was Ulysses," Krista explained.
"Very bad," Allen teased, pulling the silk tie back once more, his mother arching her neck for him. He licked and kissed all the way from her nipples up to her jaw line. She shivered as the tingles went down her spine to her ass. The upward thrust of his cock nearly caused her to climax once more.
"Anyone else worth confessing?" He asked, ending his pleasurable torture for a moment.
Krista paused, glancing to a burning candle next to the bedside table. She thought about her younger years, she thought about the company she used to work for, she thought about the man she used to work for. Brief images flashed in her mind of his huge master bedroom, a roaring fire in the fireplace, his king sized bed, the silk sheets she gripped while her pussy was eaten out, lowering herself on his cock, crying out with ecstasy.
"Bob," she said.
"Huh? What about him?" Allen asked of the man his grandmother was engaged to.
"Bob," His mother said once more, a slight smile appearing on her face.
"You mean, you and him? You worked for him and - "
"Yes. When I was in Atlanta on business, we'd have meetings, afterward he took me to bed," Krista explained, caressing her son's face, moving her hands over his neck, and arms.
"Does grandma know?" he asked.
"No. Bob and I played it off like we never did anything. He'd flirt with me and I'd flirt back. It made things come across as though we never did anything - like it was all just playful fun," Krista explained.
"Wow."
"Yeah, I was a very different person back then. But you are all I ever need and want now. You feed my addiction," she said, kissing his lips.
Allen smiled, "Thanks for telling me."
"You aren't upset?"
"No. It was in the past. Like you said, you were a different person back then. I'm still going to punish you though," Allen grinned. He untied the silk cloth from around her neck and stood, guiding his mother to the bed, her legs wrapped around him.
"But not for sleeping with Bob. I'm going to punish you for making us move back here, closer to grandma. Because now," Allen said, grinding his cock deep into Krista, "it's more difficult to keep our lifestyle a secret."
"I know, I feel bad about that," Krista moaned. "But you have another date tomorrow night. While you're on it, I'll be spending time with your grandmother."



"Uh huh," Allen said, another hard thrust into Krista.
"Ahhh!" She cried. "Maybe take your date back here and sleep with her. Just not in our bed."
"You won't be upset?" another hard thrust.
"Yes!" she moaned from pleasure, "I mean, no, I won't. Because you are mine in every way, forever. I love you unconditionally. If you have sex with some girl your dating, it's nothing compared to making love to me. You'd just be using her for a quick fix."
"What if my little sham girlfriend wants to get married one day? How do I handle that?" Allen asked thrusting again.
"You marry her, and on your wedding day, you and I would make love. At the reception we would sneak off and do it again," his mother said. "You could get married. I have no desire to. But we would always have this," She added.
"Wouldn't you be sad? I would. I don't mind going out on a date every once in awhile to throw people off, but the thought of moving away from you, getting involved in a sham marriage," Allen cringed at the thought.
"We could always tell your grandmother and other relatives that you're gay," Krista smiled, attempting to alleviate a bit of tension.
Allen laughed, giving his mother a few more hard thrusts, "Yeah let's wait and see how things are in a few years before spreading that lie, ok?"
"Ok, sweetie," Krista kissed along his jaw line, while Allen guided her hands above her head, tying them together with the same silk belt from her robe.
"Now, then, let's continue," He grinned down at her and resumed his methodical, hard thrusts into her, never taking his eyes off hers.
********
"No, I can't. I won't," Krista told her mother the next evening. Robin had asked her to speak to Bob about getting her old job back, or at least seeing if there was another position that was open in his company.
The last thing she wanted to do was go back to the sex-filled corporate life she once led that took her away from her beloved son. Krista was done with that, admitting to herself that the hypothetical marriage situation she and Allen discussed last night would be heartbreaking. She could never be separated from him again.
"I understand that you want to keep an eye on him, that you're suspicious of him, but I can't be your spy. I'm sorry," Krista added. Thoughts of her secret sexual relationship with Bob, before she introduced him to her mother, flooded her mind.
Krista's aunt, Joanne entered the room with more tea, "Are you sure?" she asked, having heard the conversation from the kitchen.
"I'm sorry, I just can't. I've settled and calmed down. Working at the company is not something I want to go back to. My life if simpler now, more enjoyable," Krista said, thinking of the love of her life, Allen.
Robin and Joanne traded looks. Joanne spoke up, "Who else? Do you have any friends in the Atlanta area that could get closer to him?"
"No, I don't," Robin replied.
"What about Nikki?" Krista asked of her youngest aunt. "I don't know if she could infiltrate his company. Plus she may have a hectic work schedule, but you never know. It wouldn't hurt to ask her."
"She would probably love to do something like this," Robin thought out loud. "She and Bob don't know each other very well, but she always flirted back with him."
"She's a bit of a tease and, well, she gets around," Joanne added.
Robin took a deep breath, "Yeah, I guess I'll call her then."

Chapter 5 - Nikki's Input
Nikki was so excited about this spy and infiltration plan that she decided to drive down from Charleston, South Carolina the following weekend to discuss the details in person.
"Now then, let's begin," said the butt-length, long haired brunette in her late 40s. "I can't do it, but we can talk about who can."
"Wait, what?" Robin asked. "I thought you could and that's why you're here."
"Oh, no, I can't. I'm going on a 10 day singles cruise this month, plus a few extra days off here and there. I'm tapped out for days off," Nikki explained, gulping down her wine.
Robin and Joanne sighed, sharing another look.
"Ok, that's fine; maybe you could share some insight with them?" Krista added. All four women sat in the living room with their wine glasses in hand. Nikki brought several bottles with her.
"Oh I will, sweetie," Nikki winked, taking another gulp. "Bob is up to something. You want someone to stay with him, to get close with him, to SLEEP with him," she smiled. "You want someone to gather intel. I love this! We, I mean, you, will use what you gather to CRUSH him on your wedding day," Nikki added.
"Wait what?" Robin asked again. "No one said anything about sleeping with him."
"I've been thinking about this all week," Nikki grinned. "On your wedding day, you say 'no!' when asked if you want to marry him. At that point, whoever we can find to go up to Atlanta will come forward, bringing photos, documents, and other files incriminating him. The police will show up, he'll be arrested and maybe, just maybe, you can sue him for millions for emotional damages."
"That sounds ridiculous," Robin shook her head. "And I said nothing about sleeping with him!"
"Nikki, you still have an active imagination I see," Joanne added.
Nikki rolled her eyes, sipping more wine. "Why do you think he's up to something anyway?"
Robin glanced to Joanne, who nodded her head, downing her own glass of wine.
"Nikki," Robin sat on the edge of the couch, "Bob issued a challenge to me. One that I didn't agree to. This challenge made me think about what sort of perversions Bob may have. It was one that made me question how he feels about me."
"What sort of challenge?" Nikki asked.
Robin took a deep breath, glancing at Joanne once more, "He challenged me to have sex with Joanne."
"What!?!" Nikki exclaimed. Krista's face reddened, her eyes widened.
"He offered me a large sum of money to cross that line with Joanne," Robin added.
Nikki settled, quietly pausing for a moment, "How much?"
"$45 million," Robin answered.
Nikki's eyes widened as well, "And you said no?!? Are you crazy?!?"
"Well, I mean, come on. You don't expect - " Robin tried to answer.
"For that amount of money? Yes! Yes to anything!" Nikki shook her head, disappointed in her sister.
Nikki got up to retrieve more wine, coming back to the couch, "Close your eyes and go at it. It's as simple as that."
"No, I don't think it's that simple, "Joanne said. "We've never been with a woman before. You might have, but not us. Plus she's my sister."
"Right, and that's a lot of money," Nikki said flatly.
"Listen, he gave me a web camera thingy to record it, should we decide to go through with it. If we don't, then we don't," Robin said.
"Look, I know he probably has you in his will and all that, but that's even more money on top of whatever you get when he kicks the bucket right?" Nikki asked.
"Yes, but," Robin said.
"Then do it! Turn on the camera thingy, close your eyes, and go at it! Pretend she's someone else!" Nikki said.
"Listen, you're missing the point," Joanne said.
"No you two are," Nikki glared at her older sisters.
"That rich scumbag is giving away money, or should I say, even MORE money than you would get when he dies. All you have to do is get it on with a woman you love and care about. Right? You never have to do it again, and you collect an extra $45 million," Nikki said. "This seems like a no brainer to me."
"We aren't lesbians! We aren't bi. Or whatever it is you are!" Joanne fussed. Krista remained perfectly still and quiet, hoping her red flushed face wasn't noticeable.
Nikki went quiet for a moment, "Is that the only issue? Sex with a woman?"
Joanne glanced at Robin, the two women shrugged.
"You didn't state the incest part was an issue. I'm just saying," Nikki added.
"Nikki, please," Joanne shook her head.
"Why don't we take baby steps. Alright? I can help. Maybe, just maybe, that large sum could be yours. You could split it with her, deposit it, and invest it, whatever. It'd be yours. Then at some point down the road, when Bob passes, away, that'd be even more money. I'm sure he's got other people he'd be giving his fortune away to. Well, you'd have a little extra, if you went through with this challenge," Nikki calmly explained.
Robin sighed once again. Nikki got off the recliner she was sitting in, taking a seat next to Robin. She put her arm around her, pulling her in tightly for a hug. "You could even give me a couple million if you wanted," Nikki whispered, quickly bringing a hand to grab Robin's nearest breast.
"Nikki!" Robin pushed her sister away.
Retrieving more wine from the kitchen, "Just think about it. It'd be a onetime thing. You don't have to give me any, unless you wanted to."

Chapter 6 - Their Plan
"You know what we should do," Nikki said after taking another sip. "We continue with your infiltration plan. Get someone to get close to him. Find out what we can. IF he is indeed very shady, we expose him at the wedding and get as much of his fortune as possible."
"Nikki," Robin sighed.
"Expose him AFTER you two get it on. You'd collect $45 million. At the wedding, whatever crimes or shady things he's up to you expose, then you try to get even more out of him. Did you sign a pre-nup?"
"Yes and it wasn't anything that I could use against him. It was basically saying in the event of divorce, I get a smaller sum of money - $10 million. I'm old, I'm not young, and I don't have many years left. I'm not too concerned with trying to bleed him dry."
"I understand that," Nikki said. "But what about your children and grandchildren?"
"You could leave a lot for them," Joanne said, glancing at Krista.
"Ugh, now you're on me about it as well," Robin chuckled.
"I'm just thinking that maybe he could be investigated. It couldn't hurt," Joanne stated.
"If whoever we get to go to Atlanta, we can see if Bob seduces her, then she could get closer enough to snoop around," Nikki added.
"There you go again with wanting someone to sleep with him," Robin sighed.
"Maybe we could say he assaulted this woman or drugged her. First collect the challenge money, expose him at wedding, sue for some BS reason and get even more money!" Nikki explained.
"I don't think that's how it works. The cheating exposes what kind of person he is, yes. But I don't feel like accusing him of crimes he wouldn't commit," Robin said.
"Ooh! How about blackmail? We find out what he's up to, then blackmail him to give you everything in his - " Nikki said, before being interrupted.
"No! Enough," Robin said. "This is getting silly. I'm ok with someone going up there, one of you, and seeing if he'll cheat, I guess. If so, maybe even snoop around a bit to see what you can find. I'm even ok with," Robin paused, turning to Joanne, "attempting to take baby steps toward, well, you know."
"Um, what? Really?" Joanne spoke up, her eyes widening. "It's the wine talking, right?"
Robin shrugged. "IF we find out what he's up to, I'm even ok with saying 'no' on the wedding day, AFTER we get the $45 million," Robin continued. Krista still remained quiet, watching her mother and aunt's plan and scheme, her insides tightening.
"I don't want to blackmail, I don't want to expose and sue and get him arrested. If he is indeed up to something, I'll want that money and then end it with him on the day of the wedding in front of everyone."
"The money we'd get if you and I," Joanne attempted to ask.
"Yes! Now then, let's drink some more wine and think about who to send," Robin said, Joanne quietly sipping her wine in shock.
"Krista is out, so she's can't go. Nikki, you said you couldn't due to work and time off. Joanne?" Robin asked. "If you go there, would you be willing to do what we discussed?"
"Well, she can't go," Nikki spoke up just as Joanne was about to. "We have to work on getting you two to feel more comfortable about sex with each other."
Robin and Joanne both sighed heavily, "Oh yeah, that," Robin said.
The women thought for a moment. "What about Denise?" Nikki asked, referring to Robin's younger daughter.
"She lives in Miami though," Robin said.
"Maybe she could take a long vacation from work. Perhaps she'd be willing to spend it in Atlanta, claiming she's looking for a new job in the area. Staying at Bob's could be cheaper than a hotel," Joanne added.
"She did go through a horrible divorce; perhaps taking some extra time off work would be great for her. Plus I don't think she's seeing anyone. I know she's only met Bob a couple times, but I know for a fact she's always been attracted to older men. Her first husband was considerably older," Robin explained.
"It could work," Nikki added. "If she's single and willing to help us with our little plan, then call her up!"
"Krista you've been quiet. Everything ok?" Robin asked her daughter.
"Yep. Just mulling this over," Krista replied, thinking about Allen and wondering if he was home from his date yet, her pussy starting to ooze.
"How's Allen by the way?" Nikki asked of her nephew.
"Oh. Um, he's good. He's actually on a date tonight," Krista said, hoping her and Allen's little strategy would keep their incestuous relationship a secret.
"Great. He's a hunk of a guy," Nikki said, causing Krista to blush again. Luckily no one noticed.
"I do need to call Denise anyway. We haven't spoken since her birthday last month," Robin said.
"You do that. In the meantime, I want you and Joanne to work on getting more comfortable with each other. Kissing, hugging, undressing in front of each other, all of that," Nikki said. "I'm going on a singles cruise this month; you two better be getting more acquainted with one another while I'm gone."
Robin and Joanne shared another look, attempting to hide a giggle.

Chapter 7 - An Excited Mommy
"Ahhh!!" Henry screamed in agony. "Get off me! Get off me!"
"What! What happened?" Denise yelled back. "Henry!?!"
"It's hurt mom! Something happened," Henry said, sitting up, throwing his legs over the side of their bed.
"What do you mean?" Denise asked, going to her knees in front of her son. "Let me look!"
Henry winced, removing his hand from his cock, "We, we, gotta go to the emergency room," He struggled to say.
"Let me look," his mother said. Denise carefully removed his hands from his penis, going in for a closer inspection. "Oh my."
"What? What is it?" Henry shut his eyes, the pain radiating over him.
"It's red and swollen," She said.
"I heard it pop. It made a popping sound when you landed on it that time," Henry tried getting out.
"Ok, let's go. Hurry," Denise grabbed their clothes, helping Henry dress, his hands cupping his injured penis once again. Helping him to the car, Denise sped to the nearest emergency room.
The last several sex-filled months have been amazing. Henry's cock was usually inside Denise every second they were at home together, before and after work.
"Still hurt?" She glanced over at her son on the way. Henry closed his eyes, nodding his head.
"Almost there, I'm so sorry baby," she said, tears streaming down her face.
"It's ok mom, just please hurry," Henry replied.
They rode in silence the rest of the way, Denise ducking and speeding around the slow drivers. After some paper work, Henry was taken by a nurse, leaving his mother alone in the waiting room worried sick. She was worried that it was damaged permanently, all because she got too excited and wild with her baby boy.
The hours crawled by. Thoughts of surgery entered her mind. She came down with all her body weight onto it, Henry's cock wasn't aligned perfectly to re-enter her, and then they heard it - a popping sound, followed by Henry's scream of agony.
Henry emerged, finally, with the aid of a nurse. She helped him to his mother. "Well?" Denise asked, meeting them in the middle of the waiting room, running her hands up and down his arm.
"The doctor said it's severely bruised. The urethra wasn't torn or damaged. There didn't appear to be any nerve damage. He said it bent," Henry paused, cringing over visualizing his penis bending, "sharply, but the damage doesn't appear permanent and I should be back to 100% in several weeks. I won't have a crooked penis or anything. He gave me a prescription for pain. He said to ice it down too."
"Whew, ok, good," Denise said, running her hands through her thick mane of brown hair. "Henry, I'm so sorry."
Henry made sure the nurse was out of earshot before speaking Denise's title. "Mom, please, it's fine. You got really excited. You do that often," Henry said, turning to her, smiling weakly. "I'll tell my boss I injured my leg."
"Good idea," Denise answered, mom and son sharing a chuckle. She drove back, holding her son's hand on the way back to their home. She helped him inside, slowly guiding him down on their bed, taking his shoes off, climbing in next to him, kissing his cheek several times.
"Please forgive me," She pleaded.
"Mom, I do, it's fine," Henry caressed her face. "When I get all healed up, we need to remember to take it easy, to make sure I'm lined up perfectly if you want to start bouncing on me like that again."
"Mommy was very excited," Denise kissed at Henry's ear, "a very naughty mommy."
"Whoa, whoa, hold on. We can't be doing anything that'll get ME excited," Henry moved away from his mother.
"Awww, no kissing?" She pouted.
"No. And don't even think about walking around naked like you usually do. Getting an erection is the last thing I want to do in my injured state."
His mother was tearing up again, "Henry."
He shook his head, pulling his mother close to his body, smelling her hair, breathing her in, kissing her head. "I'll be fine. We just have to wait for it to heal."
"Do you think we're being punished for, you know, having this type of relationship?" Denise asked, wiping away a tear.
"Ha! No. We're being punished because you got too excited during sex and we weren't paying attention. You were practically jumping up and down on me," Henry said.
"Mmm, I sure was," Denise smiled seductively.
"No, no, no sexy talk. Tomorrow morning is going to be a nightmare when I wake up."
"Morning wood eh?" his mother asked.
"Yep. So you wear a bunch of baggy clothes, we'll keep the affection light. No mashing those big boobs against me when we hug. No talking about your big boobs either. Nothing to make the blood flow to my injured little guy," Henry said.
"Well, I wouldn't say he's little," Denise licked her lips, glancing at his crotch.
"See? You can't stop being sexy can you?" Henry joked. "In all seriousness mom, please, let's hold off for awhile. An erection will be extremely painful for me."
Denise sighed, snuggling into her son, "I know. No flirting, teasing, and so on, I'll let it heal."

Chapter 8 - Asking Denise
The next few days Henry rested, icing his injured penis, while his mother waited on him. She worked half days, leaving after she saw he was comfortable and watching TV, coming home to prepare dinner. Mornings were the worse, as he predicted, his mother offering to assist him with urination, to which he declined.
Denise was growing more and more anxious. With each passing day, she wanted to pull her hair out. Sex with Henry had been constant in the last several months. It was what she needed, it was what she craved. As his mother, he was her most prized creation, as his lover, he was her everything. Suddenly, she was without the cock she craved most, her addiction wasn't being fed. She was miserable, but also felt bad for injuring her son. She had trouble thinking straight, work was difficult, her mind often visualizing his penis - then eventually any penis. She was incredibly horny. She wanted to ravage him, but knew he had to heal first.
"You know if you want to, you can go out on a date or hang out with someone," Henry suggested Friday night as the two lovers were lying in bed watching TV.



"You're suggesting I find a man to sleep with?" Denise asked.
"Well, I mean, I'm out of commission. Why don't you have a friend to, uh, provide a little relief," he winked.
"You wouldn't mind?" Denise asked, curious about his proposal.
"Nah. What am I going to do? Dump you?" Henry laughed at the absurdity. "If you're horny, I'm not available and you have sex with a friend, am I going to not want to be your son anymore or love you any less?"
"Well, no," Denise smiled.
"What would you do if you walked in on me and some chick?"
"I'd probably laugh, and say 'excuse me,'" Denise answered.
"Right. You wouldn't end our relationship," he said, waving his hands in a mocking way.
"That would be impossible."
"I know. What we have transcends everything. If you were some girl I was dating, then yeah I'd be upset that you would be cheating on me. Same goes for my wife. But you are more than that. You gave me life, you love me in every way a woman can love a man. So no, I don't give a crap if you find some dude to take the edge off, or at least buy some toys to use on yourself," Henry explained.
Denise looked at her son, eyes watering at his words, running her hands through his hair, "It's unconditional love. That's what I have for you."
"Would you be in love with the guy? No. Just using him as a substitute while I heal up. If you were a just a wife, yes, I can see myself getting angry. But like I said, you transcend that. So yes; unconditional love."
"You know I'd still love you if you went on some sort of killing spree rampage. I'd be heartbroken, but I'd visit you in prison as much as I was allowed to," Denise said, causing Henry to laugh and slightly wince in pain.
They paused for a moment, gazing lovingly into each other's eyes, "Look why don't you call someone and see if they're busy. Go out to dinner, maybe dancing, and who knows, you could get laid and think of me the whole time," Henry suggested. "Just make sure I'm not around, because seeing you in action, well, I can already feel blood flowing to my cock."
Denise laughed at her son, "Well the thing is I don't have many friends anymore. You and I haven't socialized much. Most of our time has been in bed. Plus I don't have many male friends, and no, I'm not into women." Denise shot her son a look, anticipating his suggestion.
"I know, I know. I don't regret our lack of getting out though."
"Me neither," Denise smiled.
"What about that Ulysses dude. You and him are friends right? Maybe hangout with him?"
"He lives in Atlanta. He's not in Miami as often anymore," Denise said. "I'll just buy some new toys; I can't find my old one. I'll be sure to use them out of ear shot," She added, winking at her son, climbing off the bed.
Denise took a shower, careful not to undress in front of Henry, attempting to avoid causing blood to flow to his injured member. She gently circled her engorged clit as the warm shower water rained down on her. "He loves his mommy," She thought, now sliding her fingers in between the slit. Pushing two of them inside her, "I need a cock so bad," she whispered. The thought of a substitute never occurred to her. But Henry was right. There was no way their bond would be broken or their relationship could end now that it's evolved to the highest form possible - parent and child lovers.
********
The next morning Denise received an unusual phone call from her mother, Robin. She slowly entered her and Henry's bedroom, sitting on the bed next to him, her mouth open.
"Something wrong?" Henry asked, sipping on his orange juice, his legs propped up on pillows.
"Well, no, not really. That was your grandmother and she asked me to do something very strange," Denise answered.
"Like what?" Henry asked, sitting his juice on the bedside table.
Denise explained everything Robin said, including interruptions from her Aunt Nikki when she grabbed the phone from Robin, going into details of the plan.
"Seduction, sex, and spying! Denise, this would be so much fun for you," Nikki said before Robin took the phone away from her.
"Yes, well, that may be a part of it. Are you seeing anyone? I wouldn't want this to interfere with your relationship with him," Robin said.
"Oh, um, well, I kinda," Denise paused thinking about her secret relationship with her son. She then thought about staying in Atlanta for a few weeks, away from Henry, letting him heal up without accidently turning him on, giving him a painful erection.
"You don't have to, Denise. We can find someone else," Robin said.
"So you want me to see if Bob will try to seduce me? Should I let him?" Denise asked.
"It's not key that you sleep with him. But if you allowed something to happen, IF he makes a move on you, you may be able to find out if he's doing anything illegal or shady as well. There's something else too," Robin paused, not wanting to share the incestuous challenge Bob issued her with Denise. "But I'd rather not get into that right now. Suffice to say, I'm very suspicious of him and what he's up to sexually."
"I see."
"He may not be doing anything, but I just have a hunch that he's up to something. I figured you'd be sort of like bait, but you could also see what you can discover about him," Robin said. "I just know you haven't gotten to know him much, plus you always seemed to be attracted to older men, maybe it'd be enjoyable if he took the bait so-to-speak."
"You wouldn't be upset if we did?" Denise asked. Her mother was right. She had always been attracted to older men, especially ones that had a father-like aura about them. The couple of times she met Bob, they shamelessly flirted, deep down feeling attraction, curiously wondering about his skills in bed.
"I'd be upset that he would do this yes. But not with you. I just know he's up to something, and you'd be helping me find out what."
Nikki grabbed the phone from her older sister, "I can see it now. You and Bob having amazing sex. He goes to sleep, you sneak into his office, you find files and evidence of money he's embezzled or people he's had killed. He wakes up. He nearly discovers you going through his things. You smile and take him back to bed. So sexy and hot!"
"Ok that's enough out of you," Robin took her phone away from Nikki. "Denise, just think about it ok? Let me know later."
"Wow, that sounds insane," Henry said, after his mother explained what she was asked to do. "You gonna do it?"
"I don't know. I could take off work for that amount of time. Mom suggested a leave of absence, blaming it on my divorce or something."
"I think you should. By the time you get back, I'll be all healed up. You could tell me stories of your adventures. You could be a sexy spy," Henry joked.
"It sounds like you WANT me to leave for a few weeks," Denise pouted.
"It is pretty difficult to look at you knowing I can't perform right now," Henry said, patting his mother's hand. "So would you stay with Bob or Ulysses?" Henry casually asked. Denise had forgotten about her fitness model friend, Ulysses.
"Oh right, I'm not sure. I may stop by to visit Ulysses, I guess."
"So you're going to do it? Whoa this is getting me a little aroused, thinking of you coming home and I'm all healed up, us going at it like animals," Henry said.
"Well then, I guess it's settled. I'll let your grandmother know," Denise winked at Henry. "If I hadn't injured you, I'd probably say no."
"Well I'm unavailable, so you better pack, get up there and seduce that old rich bastard and find out all his secrets," Henry teased.
"You remind me of my Aunt Nikki," Denise rolled her eyes, grabbing her phone to call Robin back.

Chapter 9 - Arrival and Progress
A couple weeks later, after setting up her time off at work, Denise drove to Atlanta from Miami. She wanted time to think about everything. She thought about Henry's recovery, how she would get closer to Bob, the possibility of sex with him, and what it all meant.
Her mother arranged everything. Robin asked if Denise could stay with him while she went on job interviews, lying to him, saying she was looking to move to Atlanta. Bob, of course, was as friendly as always, agreeing to let Denise stay as long as she wanted, suggesting it would be a great opportunity to get to know his future stepdaughter.
Denise and Bob spoke on the phone a few times before she left Miami. It was all very pleasant conversation about her plans and what's going on in her life. Glancing to her injured son, she chose to leave out a few details. Especially the detail about how horny she was, how she wanted cock more than ever, how she injured the one cock she loves most, how she masturbated as often as she could, sometimes at work, and finally, how her fetish was mature men, ages 60-75. She also failed to tell Bob that the idea of living with one for a few weeks, him, excited her beyond belief - especially in her heightened horny state.
When she left Miami, Henry kissed her hard, lovingly, grabbing her butt, squeezing her breasts, moaning as he kissed her. Just as he felt blood flow to his penis he ended the kiss. Denise glared at him and sighed, knowing he had to end it to prevent pain. His bruising was still pretty gross, a dark purple and blue, but the area was getting a little better. Some of the bruise was green and yellow, a sign of improvement.
Denise drove as fast as she could; only stopping once. She arrived in Atlanta early and decided to take the edge off with the help of a friend.
"Denise! Hi! You're early, are you - " Ulysses was interrupted by Denise lunging at him, kissing him, pushing him back into his apartment.
The fitness model moaned, bending down to scoop her up, her legs going around his waist, still kissing him, relief via cock was the only thing on her mind. Ulysses took her to his bedroom, sitting her down on the mattress, undressing frantically.
"It's good to see you too, friend," He smiled, watching Denise tear off her clothes. It was going to be a long night.
********
"You mean you haven't made any progress while I was on my cruise?" Nikki asked, annoyed at her sisters.
"Calm down, ok? We have plenty of time to ease into this," Joanne said, rolling her eyes.
"Have you two even kissed?" Nikki asked.
The two older sisters shrugged. "A couple times. To say hello, things like that," Joanne answered, flipping through a magazine.
"Ugh. It's early August. The wedding is in late September. You two need to work on getting that money before then. From the sounds of it, Denise's job in all this might be the easier one," Nikki fussed.
"Has Krista been over at all to help you two?" Nikki continued.
"No, I think she's a little freaked out by the whole incest thing," Robin answered, unbeknownst to her, Krista had just had another orgasm with her son, Allen, a few miles away in their home at that very same moment.
"Whatever. Alright, let's keep working. Kiss for me," Nikki ordered.
"Nikki, come on, is that necessary?" Joanne asked.
"Yes it is. Now do it."
"Oh alright," Joanne stood, walking to her sister, quickly grabbing Robin's face pulling her in for a hard kiss on the lips. "There, see?"
"Good. Robin, you kiss her now," Nikki ordered.
Robin sighed, rolling her eyes, pulling Joanne in for a similar hard kiss on the mouth.
"I want you two to both kiss again, except this time more slowly," Nikki instructed.
Robin and Joanne sighed together, shrugging, "Just do it!" Nikki raised her voice.
The two elder sisters smiled at each other. Joanne ran her fingers through Robin's hair, their eyes meeting. Slowly inching toward each other's mouths, Robin and Joanne kissed, their lips interlocking, pressing against the other for several seconds.
"There, see? Not so hard. Keep it up. I'm here this weekend. We'll get a lot done. I'll make sure of it," Nikki grinned devilishly. "Let's get Krista over here. All of us will be involved to help get you two in bed."
"I'll call her," Robin chuckled, somewhat amused at Nikki's dedication to this little challenge. She was far more interested than Robin and Joanne were.
Krista was lying in Allen's arms, catching her breath. She had just decided to lick her son's sweat from his chest when her phone rang. It was her mother. She figured she'd answer it since she and Allen were taking a break before another round of lovemaking.
"She wants me to come over tonight? I'm not sure how I feel about that whole incest thing," she grinned at Allen, climbing on top of him, straddling him. "She does? Yeah I don't mind hanging out, but don't you think it'd be weird to have me watch you and Joanne kiss?"
Allen ran his hands slowly up and down her torso, gently cupping her breasts, while Krista listened on the phone. "Yeah. Maybe. Nikki does like being involved. For all that money, we probably should all come together to support you two. No, not at all. If you two go through with it, I wouldn't think any less of you," Krista told Robin, while running her hands up and down Allen's chest, winking at him.
"Ok, well I have some laundry to tend to, so I'll come over later tonight," Krista ended the call, tossing her phone to the side, bending down, kissing and licking at Allen's muscular frame.
"Maybe grandma and Joanne doing this could open doors for all of us. You and I could be honest about our relationship. Maybe if Joanne is into it with her sister, you and her could - "
"Stop," Krista smiled, putting an index finger on her son's lips. "I agree with you, but let's not assume anything like that."
Allen nodded, pulling his mother's face to his own, kissing her passionately. Krista had finished the laundry hours earlier.

Chapter 10 - Nudity
"Oh good, we're all here," Nikki stated after Krista arrived. To their shock, Nikki began undressing.
Robin looked on, "What are you - "
"Getting naked. All of us," Nikki replied, tossing her shirt aside, unzipping her shorts.
"Uh," Krista's mouth hung open.
"Just do it. Relax, we're going to drink and share stories. No need to freak out. We're just going to sit around naked. It's no big deal," Nikki explained, unhooking her bra, letting her medium sized breasts breathe.
The other three women glanced at each other, sharing uncomfortable looks, silently agreeing to go through with it.
"That's it, good. I leave Sunday. We will remain nude until then," Nikki said.
Krista spoke up, "But what if - "
"If your son shows up? Well then I guess he'll be in for a nice little surprise," Nikki winked at her niece.
Several minutes later, all four women were naked, sitting on either the couch or chair. Krista blushed, glancing over to Joanne's large breasts, thinking about how amazing they still looked. Glancing at her mother's, she noticed hers were similar, though slightly more saggy. Both had fairly large nipples.
Nikki walked around, grabbing wine from the kitchen, as if she were clothed. Coming back to the living room, she told Robin and Joanne to sit closer together, to relax.
"Now then, let's talk about sex. Not with each other, but just sex in general," Nikki said. "Go around the room and tell everyone what the wildest thing you've done sexually is."
Krista's gulped, shrugging nervously, not wanting to go first. "Robin I think I know what yours would be. Why don't you go first," Nikki suggested.
Robin sighed, "Fine." She took a large gulp of wine. "You were there after all."
"Go on," Nikki grinned. "Forget that we're all naked, just relax and share the story."
"Well a few years ago, before Bob and I started dating, you and I went to Atlanta for some conference thing for my former work. You just had to drag me to some dance club, you just had to buy me a bunch of drinks, and you just had to get me talking and dancing with this younger guy."
"Mmm, I knew you'd pick this story," Nikki grinned over her wine glass.
"Yeah. Anyway, that was the first and last time I was ever in a three-some. It was a blur of bodies, mostly yours, unfortunately, and it was awkward. I tried focusing on the guy as much as I could, but you were all over him. After you had your, um, turn, you passed out and I was able to relax a little bit. It wasn't all that great. Had you not been there egging me on that night, I might've had a more enjoyable time with him," Robin said.
Joanne chuckled, "I bet he had a good time."
"Oh he did. I almost wore him out though," Nikki added.
"He was very sweet and polite to me. Uly, Ulysses, I think was his name."
Krista's eye's shot open, Joanne nearly dropped her wine.
"Was he a fitness model? Did he have dreadlocks?" Joanne asked.
"Yes, how'd you know?" Robin asked.
Joanne took a large gulp of wine, sitting her glass on the table next to the couch. There was only one Ulysses she knew. "When I left Tony, my stepson, TJ, was so wonderful and sweet to me. He's nothing like his father. I stayed with TJ a few days, but knew Tony would suspect I was there. So TJ sent me to Atlanta for a week or so, before I came here, hoping it would throw Tony off in case he checked here first. I stayed with his half-brother, a fitness model, with dreads, named Ulysses," Joanne admitted.
Nikki's eyes brightened, "And you two?"
"Oh yes. I was so angry about Tony, he was there, and he was sweet to let me stay there. I went for it," Joanne said.
Krista cleared her throat, "Um, around 10 or so years ago, I had a threesome with a woman named Devin and her stepson. The next day, he and I, spent time together, just us two. He was 19 and home from college break. His had just started to grow his dreads." Krista paused, taking a deep breath, "His name was Ulysses."
The other three women erupted in laughter, calming Krista's nerves, causing her to smile a bit.
"He must get around then!" Nikki joked.
********
Denise collapsed on Ulysses' chest. She was exhausted. They had been going at it for hours. "Are you sure Henry doesn't mind you being here?" Ulysses asked.
"No, not at all," Denise replied breathlessly, kissing Ulysses. His cock was still embedded in her, he hadn't cum yet.
He broke the kiss, "I mean I would hate for him to be upset."
Denise smiled into his face, "Henry and I have a very special relationship. Perhaps I'll share that with you one day, but please know, to tell you I love him more than anything would be a huge understatement. Our love transcends everything. I told you how much I need sex from him, I told you about his injury, and I told you why I'm here in Atlanta. With that said, I want you to keep fucking me until the sun comes up," Denise ordered her friend.
"Yes ma'am," Ulysses sat up, bringing Denise with him, taking one of her large breasts to his mouth.
********
Back at Robin's the four women were getting drowsy. The wine was kicking in. Nikki was curled up on the recliner, asleep. Krista was dozing off in the other one. Joanne was lying against her sister, trying to stay awake.
Robin kissed her head, whispering in her ear, "You think we can do this?"
Joanne shrugged.
"I mean it's just us, you know?" Robin slurred.
Joanne nodded her head.
"I do love you very much," Robin slurred again. "I know I haven't said it much, but I really, really do."
Joanne sat up, turning to face her sister, "I love you too." She giggled, falling over on her, their large breasts pressing against each other, Joanne giving Robin a sloppy, drunken kiss before resting her head on a breast, falling asleep. Robin closed her eyes, holding her sister tightly against her body.

Chapter 11 - Bob's House
"So you're going to meet Bob today?" Ulysses asked, yawning and stretching the next morning.
Denise did the same, saying she might stay there awhile, but would be back at Ulysses' apartment that evening.
"I'll give you a spare key then," Ulysses said, sitting on the side of his bed. Denise sat up, thanking him, kissing him along his shoulders. "You think that old guy can resist those?" Ulysses asked when he felt Denise's breasts against his back.



"Who knows," she sighed. "I would hope he doesn't cheat on my mother, but if it leads me down a rabbit hole of information, it's best she knows who she's really marrying."
"Yeah. I'm going to grab a shower," Ulysses stood and stretched once more.
"I'll join you," Denise moaned, slapping his ass playfully.
A few hours later, Bob answered his front door, smiling widely, motioning Denise to come in. "It's good to see you again!" He hugged her tightly, quickly kissing her cheek.
"Yes, likewise, it's been awhile!" Denise smiled back him. "He's adorable," She thought of the old man, following him into his mansion.
"When is your first interview?" He asked.
"Oh, um, Monday," Denise lied. She had no job interviews.
"Great! That'll give us today to spend some time with one another. I'll get to know my future stepdaughter a little better," Bob said, putting his arm around the busty brunette.
"Yes!" She agreed, putting her arm around him, patting his back, as they walked.
"I love that top, by the way," He complimented her.
"Oh thanks," She smiled, looking down at her black and silver, floral pattern tank top.
"Let me show you around some," Bob said, not removing his arm from her waist. He showed her where the nearest restroom was, the huge kitchen and dining room, many guest bedrooms, finally arriving at his.
"Oh wow, Bob, you have a huge bedroom," she smiled, looking at his king-sized bed with dark red silk sheets, a fire place, and master bathroom, featuring a huge hot tub and a shower that could easily fit four adults with room to spare. Denise couldn't ignore her increasing heart rate. Thoughts of a white haired, older man, slowly sliding into the hub, followed by her, refilling his wine, made her tingle.
"Thank you dear," Bob smiled, looking over his future stepdaughter discreetly. "Happy belated birthday by the way."
"Thank you," She said, turning around, smiling at him.
"How old are you? IF you don't mind me asking."
"I turned 39," Denise chuckled.
"39. You look 29. You're one of a family of gorgeous women, all looking younger than they are. Great genes," Bob smiled. Denise blushed, looking to the floor.
"Come, let me take you to lunch and then shopping."
"Shopping?" Denise asked.
"Yes, I want to buy you some nice clothes for your interviews," he winked.
"Oh, Bob, no you don't have to do that," Denise said.
"I know, but I want to. It'll be a great time for us to get to know one another. Plus I get to walk around with a beautiful young woman on my arm," He winked.
Denise laughed, swatting at the playful older man, "People will think you're my sugar daddy."
"Well as long as you're here, I will be," He pulled her in for another hug, Denise smiling at him, resting her arms on his shoulders. "Let's go."
Denise followed him out, instinctually holding onto his arm. Bob opened the passenger side door of his car for her. He opened doors for her. He bought her several dresses and shoes. Finally he bought her lunch, sitting across her from, holding her hand, "You said you're staying with a friend?"
"Yes," Denise smiled back at him.
"You're more than welcome to stay with me," Bob said.
"I know, but I haven't seen my friend in awhile. Maybe another night."
"I would love that," Bob said, caressing her hands. "You are stunning Denise."
She blushed, "Thank you Bob. Thank you for everything today. You really shouldn't have taken me shopping."
"It's not a problem. I enjoyed it," He said.
"Why don't you come back after your interview Monday afternoon? I'll have dinner prepared for you."
"Sounds great," Denise said, guilt for lying tugging at her heart.
They enjoyed dessert, Bob paid the bill, and then took her back to his mansion. Denise thanked him again for buying her clothes, halfway wanting to return them, but didn't. She kissed him on the cheek goodbye, letting him know she'd be back on Monday.
Bob watched her leave, closing his door when she made her way out of his long driveway.He clutched his chest, his forehead beading with sweat; he took a few deep breaths, and tried to calm down. It wasn't heartburn like he originally thought. He gave Robin a call to say hello, temporarily ending the anxiety.

Chapter 12 - Showering
The next morning, Krista was also feeling anxious. She was glad Nikki was leaving in a few hours, returning to Charleston. She had made all four women sleep nude in the bed together. Luckily, she didn't urge anyone to do anything sexual - mostly likely to reinforce the nudity comfort level first. Krista slept on the left side of the bed, enjoying her Aunt Joanne's naked body against her own, feeling Joanne's butt against hers. She wanted to turn around and snuggle against her back, but was too nervous.
They had been nude all weekend - Nikki shamelessly answering the door to a shocked pizza delivery guy the night before. Everything they did was in the nude. Besides admiring glances from Krista to Joanne, they barely noticed the lack of clothes by Sunday. Until Nikki made them all shower together before she left.
The four brunettes hardly fit in the shower, squeezed in there uncomfortably, like a sardine can. Krista watched Nikki direct Robin and Joanne to bathe one another. It was all very casual, nothing seemed sexual about it. They'd lather each other up and rinse each other off. The only sexual aspect was when Krista whispered to Joanne, "I'll do your back."
Joanne said that was fine. Krista slowly caressed her aunt's skin, gliding her hand down her wet back, covering it with soap. She rinsed her off with the extendable shower head, watching the soap flow into her ass crack. When she was done, she passed the showerhead to her mother, closed her eyes and rested her forehead in between her aunt's shoulder blades, her hands resting on her waist. "Allen, you're going to get it when I get home," she thought to herself, angry that he unintentionally awakened her aunt fantasy.
"Finally!" Robin cheered when Nikki left. "I can get some clothes on."
"Yeah, I need to be going too," Krista piped up, grabbing her clothes.
"It was kind of fun, though, wasn't it?" Joanne asked.
"I suppose it was nice to have someone to bathe me," Robin shrugged. "But Nikki is gone for now and it was crowded in there."
"Yep," Joanne agreed, putting her bra on.
Krista, fully clothed now, hugged her mom goodbye, followed by an awkward hug to her Aunt. She sped home, finding her son in the shower, stripping and joining him, not caring that she recently showered herself.
"You're going to get it!" She pushed her son against the wall, kissing down his body, going to her knees, taking his cock in her mouth. "Give me that fucking cock!"
Allen obeyed, picking Krista up, her legs wrapping around him. He spun around, pressing her against the wall, guiding himself in, powerfully thrusting into her. The bathroom echoing in her cries of pleasure.
********
In that very same moment, Krista's younger sister, Denise was in an identical position with Ulysses. She held on, her feet locked around his butt, as he thrust upward. Denise's eyes closed, thoughts of Henry filled her mind. She climaxed loudly, when visions of her and Henry in bed, followed by Ulysses joining them. Her pussy convulsed on Ulysses' shaft when she pictured Bob watching them, smiling and removing his clothes.
Bob. She'd see him tomorrow afternoon. Ulysses moved her out of his shower, quickly reaching back to turn it off, still straddling him, he guided her to his bed. Denise asked herself if she could really go through with sex if Bob came on to her.
Ulysses' machine-like fucking caused her to climax again, "Yes!" she cried out from pleasure, but also answering her hypothetical question.
That day, Ulysses took her to his gym, working out with her. They showered together afterward. That evening, they met up with his stepmother, Devin. The two women hit it off immediately. Denise learned she worked for Bob. She asked questions about his character. But Devin only had good things to say about Bob.
After several drinks, the two women were dancing with Ulysses - one on each thigh, grinding into him. When Devin went to the restroom, Ulysses pulled Denise in for a long kiss, stopping when Devin returned. As they were leaving, Devin pulled Denise in for a hug, whispering in her ear, "He loves to have his ass licked." Denise's eyes widened as his stepmother kissed her cheek.
"So, you and your stepmom?" Denise asked, later that night, lying in Ulysses' arms.
"Well technically, she's no longer my stepmom. But she's the only mother figure I've had in my life," Ulysses sat up.
"How long have you and her been, you know, doing that?" Denise asked, running her fingers over Ulysses' six-pack abs.
"Since I was 15."
Her eyes widened, "Hmm, ok."
He shook his head with annoyance, "She must've been drinking again. She gets very open and forgets to be discreet with certain information!"
"Hey, it's ok," Denise said, sliding down his body, planting kisses on his stomach. "I think it's beautiful."
"You do?"
"Yes," She thought of telling him the truth about her and Henry, but her phone vibrated interrupting her thoughts.
Denise gasped, "Henry!"
"Hey mom."
"How's your friend, sweetie?"
"About the same. It's a little better I guess," he answered.
"I miss you and him so very much my love," Denise smiled into the phone.
"Do you have any stories of sex, scandal, and spying to tell me when you return?" Henry asked.
"Ha! Nothing major has happened on that front. Sex, well, maybe," She giggled.
"Mmm, naughty mommy. You love your baby's cock the most don't you?" Henry asked.
"Mmm, yes, nothing and I mean nothing compares to it. I want to devour it, I want to feel it explode in me, I want to - "
"Whoa, whoa, that's enough mom," Henry stopped her. "My penis twitched and it hurt. So let me let you go, and we'll talk later."
They ended their phone call. Denise curled up to her substitute cock-provider, they chatted about her schedule tomorrow, Ulysses telling her to come and go as she needed. She silently wondered if she'd be spending the night at Bob's.
********
Nikki was moaning with pleasure while slamming her ass into her mountable dildo in her own shower that night. She was cumming to thoughts of a family-wide orgy. Her sexually deviant mind was racing with potential possibilities and ideas Bob's challenge to her sister created.

Chapter 13 - Getting Closer
"Tell me you didn't wear that dress to your interview!" Bob joked the next evening, opening the door for Denise. She was wearing a dark red, tight, slinky little number he had purchased with other, more professional dresses.
"No, of course not!" Denise smiled, kissing Bob on the cheek, entering his home.
"Well you look incredible," he said, spinning her around with her hand, looking over her hourglass figure. "How did your interview go by the way"? Bob said, taking her hand, leading her to the back of the house, out onto the balcony which overlooked his huge backyard and swimming pool.
"Uh, well, not so good. But I have a couple more, so hopefully something will stick," Denise answered.
"Yes, I'm sure everything will work out. Care for some wine?" he asked, grabbing a bottle from a small wine rack next to some stairs, which led to the pool house. Denise smiled and nodded, watching the old man pour her a glass. She took in her surroundings, his home was huge.
"Here you are, dear," Bob said, standing behind her, reaching around to give her the glass. He put his hands on her waist, gently massaging her with his thumbs. "You smell wonderful too," he said after leaning into her hair to breath in her scent. Denise blushed.
"Thank you again," She placed her glass down, turning around in his arms, resting her own on his shoulders. "My mother is very lucky to be marrying such a charming man."
"It's all an act," Bob joked.
"Is it?" Denise raised an eyebrow. The two stared into each other's eyes. Bob glanced down at her generous cleavage. Looking back into her eyes, a small smile formed on Denise's mouth.
Their trance was interrupted by the cook letting them know dinner was served. Bob let the cook know they were eating outside and to bring the food to them. Bob guided Denise to a small, candlelit, table for two near the pool.
She smiled at him through the candlelight's orange glow, illuminating their faces in a soft orange. "Bob this is amazing. Your house, your kindness, everything."
"I'm just glad to be spending this time with you. I've convinced your mother to move in after the wedding. You, her, your whole family could move in for all I care."
For a moment Denise thought about how amazing that would be, but then remembered her secret with Henry would be difficult to maintain. "Bob that does sound great, but I'm sure you and my mother would like privacy for your intimate moments," Denise said, giving him a naughty smile.
"Perhaps."
"I'm sure she'd love to climb in that hot tub with you. I know I would. I mean, uh, use the hot tub," Denise caught her slip, blushing as dinner arrived.
"Aww, you got my hopes up. An old man like me would love to share a bath with you," Bob winked, cutting into his steak.
Denise thought back to her first husband. She was in her early 20s, he was in his 60s. She loved bathing him, even though he was perfectly capable. She loved kissing him, making love to him; his fatherly appeal was similar to Bob's. She was eating her steak, trying to ignore her increasing wetness.
The cook brought out dessert, followed by a small box. After Denise finished her cake, Bob stood, opening the box, making his way behind Denise. He pulled out a pearl necklace. "Bob?" She asked.
"Shhh, relax," He said, bending down, pushing her hair out of the way, putting the necklace around her, clasping it. He slowly massaged her shoulders.
"Bob, I don't know what to say."
"Don't say anything," He extended his hand, helping her stand. "Stay the night."
"Bob, I can't. I didn't bring clothes," Denise said. "I wouldn't need them," She thought to herself. "Plus I have another interview in the morning and I,"
"Ok, It's fine, darling," Bob said, caressing her face. "Will you come back tomorrow?"
"I'd love to," She caressed his face in return. He led her by the hand back inside, this time to the dining room. There was a cabinet in the corner that had a stereo system. Bob turned on a CD; it was some old Frank Sinatra music, a slow song.
Denise knew what he wanted to do without being asked. She gladly took his hand for a dance, staring lovingly into the old man's eyes.
"I know from your mother, that you and your father weren't close. I'd be honored if you considered me like a father," Bob said.
"Bob, I - "
"You could even call me your father," Bob suggested, pulling her closer against him, her breasts mashing against his sports-coat covered chest.
"I don't know what - "
Bob leaned in, whispering to her ear, "or dad." Bob planted several kisses along her neck and cheek. Denise's heart fluttered, her breathing increased, she wanted to kiss him back, but at the same time she wanted to run.
"Bob, I, I better go. I have an early interview," She pushed him away, slightly shaking nervously.
"As you wish. Will you come back tomorrow?"
"Yes," She said without hesitation. She knew where this was going. She felt guilt flowing out of her. Her mother would want to know if he tried to seduce her. Denise would let it happen, too.
She grabbed her matching red purse and headed back to Ulysses'. Bob watched her car pull out of his long driveway. He did his best to ignore the pain in his chest while they danced. He calmed himself down, took an aspirin, and then called Robin to see how her day went.

Chapter 14 - For Herself
After a sex-filled night with Ulysses, cumming over and over again, thinking about Bob, his gifts, his words, his home, and where everything was headed, Denise arrived at his house around noon.
Bob acted like nothing had happened the previous night, welcoming her warmly, giving her a hug. He led her out back once more, stating how hot it was. Pulling out a bag near the pool house door he handed it to Denise.
"Which is why I bought you this," He said, nodding at the bag.
Denise's mouth dropped when she pulled what looked to be a small garment from the bag. Upon closer inspection, she saw it was a tiny, black string bikini with diamonds consisting of the top and bottom straps. She had no idea if they were cubic zirconia, or the real thing. She only knew that Bob could easily afford it.
She was speechless. "I have some business to tend to, please take a nice swim, enjoy your summer," Bob said.
Denise's mouth still open, nodded, and made her way to the pool house to change. When she exited, donning her new bikini, Bob was indoors, leaving her alone. She had put on a bit of suntan lotion found in the pool house.
By the pool, she decided to lounge in the sun - thinking about her situation, the gifts, the affection, and her own desires. She considered calling her mother to discuss things, but changed her mind. Denise was enjoying spending time with him. She was enamored by Bob and his kindness. She briefly thought of him as a father-figure. Those thoughts led to making love to him. She never once questioned why they led to pseudo-incest with the man, her thoughts naturally went there. Perhaps her mature man fetish, perhaps it was her incestuous relationship with Henry, perhaps she just wanted to - for herself.
After awhile, she slowly entered the water, enjoying the cool and refreshing sensations on the hot day. She swam and went under the surface, wondering if Bob would join her. He never did.
Back inside the house, in his master bedroom, Bob's doctor was reminding him to take it easy. He gave him a prescription, and told him to call if he had any questions. Bob nodded and walked his doctor out, feeling his chest tighten, he asked his driver to take him to get the anti-anxiety prescription filled, not wanting to drive himself in the event something happened to him.
"Hi there!" Bob called out to her from the balcony overlooking the pool an hour later.
"Getting in with me?" Denise called back.
"No, we have to get ready!"
"Ready? For what?" Denise asked back. Bob held up a white bathrobe, coaxing her out of the water. He watched, with a sly grin, her curvy, busty frame emerge from the water. Denise pushed her long, wet hair back, grabbed a towel and made her way up to him on the balcony. He smiled, holding the robe open for her to slide into. Afterward, he grabbed her hand and led her to his bedroom.
"Go ahead and shower. They'll be something on the bed for you when you get out," Bob winked at her, leaving her to bathe.
She showered quickly, wrapped the towel around her, and was once again shocked at what she saw on the bed. It was an elegant, silvery, gray dress, next to it, diamond earrings.
It was a perfect fit. It came to her middle thigh, any shorter and it would've been inappropriate for a dinner date. The material was silk soft; it also supported her breasts perfectly. The slight dip at the neck exposed very little cleavage. Denise put on the earrings, turning around in front of his full body mirror in the corner of the room. She was speechless once again.
Denise was going to enjoy this night. She was going to thank Bob for his kindness. She wasn't thinking about anyone else but her and him. She nodded at her reflection and left his master bedroom. She wasn't wearing underwear.

Chapter 15 - Even Closer
Bob ended his call with Robin, talking about her and Joanne's Bahama trip soon, not suggesting she use that gift vacation to seduce her sister. He hadn't brought it up at all, not mentioning the challenge to Robin since he offered it to her that night in July. Tucking his cell phone in his coat pocket, he waited for his date to arrive.



She did a few minutes later. His date, Robin's daughter, Denise looked stunning in her silvery dress. Standing in front of her future stepfather, she smiled, kissed his cheek and took his arm.
It was one of the most romantic evenings she had ever had. They had dinner, flirted, danced, and went for a lovely walk afterward.
They found themselves staring to each other's eyes on a pause in their walk. Bob had just told her how much he enjoyed her company tonight. Denise caressed his trimmed white beard, looking lovingly into his eyes.
Denise took a step back. The moonlight that was illuminating her face, turned orange. Still looking in Bob's eyes, their surroundings changed from a romantic, nighttime park, to Bob's master bedroom. The orange glow of his fireplace was to their left.
Not taking her eyes off his, Denise slowly slid her dress over her shoulders, sliding it down her stomach, letting it fall off her hips. Bob said nothing, watching as a nude Denise slowly removed his jacket, unbuttoned his shirt, sliding that off his shoulders as well.
Bob looked over the naked woman's body, nodded to her, bent down, scooped her up and took her to his bed.
********
"Well, how are things? Have you two gotten closer? Have you heard from Denise?" Nikki asked Robin on the phone the next morning.
"I haven't heard from her. I spoken to Bob like I normally do, but he only mentioned that she stopped by," Robin said.
"Ugh, I should've gone. I'd be on top of things. But that's ok. Anyway, your trip is coming up soon. I want you and Joanne to shower together, maybe even take a nice bubble bath together. Maybe pretend she's someone else and you are really close with her. I think you should use this Bahama trip Bob is buying you to get even closer," Nikki tried to help.
"Sure," Robin rolled eyes.
They ended the call, Robin sitting next to Joanne on the couch, "Nikki seems to think you and I are going to get it on when we go to the Bahamas."
"Ha. Is that right?" Joanne passed her sister part of her biscuit.
"She just likes to help. She likes to feel involved. I should've known she'd be excited about this challenge," Robin said, eating the morsel.
********
Denise was on her back, legs spread wide, her fingers gripping the silk sheets of Bob's bed as he lovingly lapped at her pussy. It was a wonderful way to be woken up in the morning. They didn't go all night, but after Denise's final orgasm, which happened as Bob was ejaculating into her, they laid down, Denise in his arms. Bob held her close to him, kissing her head, sweetly, just like a father might. Denise melted in his arms, their nakedness reflecting light from the fireplace, watching the dwindling flames as the night progressed. She fell asleep in his arms.
After Denise climaxed the next morning due to Bob's oral skills, he guided his erect cock into her, rolled over on to his back and sat up, bringing one of Denise's breasts to his mouth. "Bob," She whimpered.
"Yes darling?"
"So good," She breathed heavily, slowly grinding against him.
"Our little secret, yes?" Bob asked, before resuming squeezing and nursing her breasts.
"Yes!" she moaned her answer, right as another orgasm coursed through her.
"Good," He said, grabbing her waist, feeling her shake in his grasp.
They continued for the rest of the day. After each session they would rest, take a nap, or Bob would tickle her, flirt with her, ending the teasing with holding her against him.
Later that night, after dinner in bed, Bob had settled into a warm bubble bath Denise prepared for him. Getting in the huge tub with him, she poured herself some more champagne. Afterward she poured Bob a glass. She gave it to him, slowly easing herself into the water, Bob's other hand guiding his cock gently into her hungry pussy. She let out a soulful moan when she straddled him, his cock embedded all the way.
"This feels amazing," She said, sipping from her glass.
"Yes you do," Bob said.
Denise chuckled, "I meant the water, but yes, you feel great as well. Can I ask you something?"
"Anything."
"You said I could call you my father. I was thinking of something else," Denise said.
"Oh? What would that be?"
Denise took his and her glasses and put on them on the side of the tub. She bent down, her breasts resting on Bob's chest, and kissed him seductively. "I was thinking I could call you dad."
"I would love to be your dad," Bob answered.
"And you can think of me as a daughter, not a stepdaughter," She kissed him again, harder and longer this time; Bob's hand coming out of the bubbles, gently rubbing her ass.
"I like the sound of that my sweet, beautiful girl," Bob said, kissing at Denise's neck.
Denise broke away, grabbing his face, "Make love to me. Dad."
"I will. All night, darling," Bob said, thrusting gently up into her.
********
The next evening, Denise's moans of pleasure were echoing off the bathroom walls. Bob was behind her in the shower, slowly guiding himself in and out of her. Her eyes rolled in the back of her head when Bob reached around to hold her large breasts as he made love to her. When he came, Denise went to her knees before him, sucking him clean.
"I trust you Denise," Bob said after she orally cleaned his cock. "There's something I want to share with you."
Denise kissed her way up Bob's stomach, chest and finally mouth. Moaning while they kissed, Bob held her close to his body while the steam enveloped them.
"You can share anything with me," Denise said, Bob kissing at her neck, causing her to moan once more.
"I will," Bob said, bending down to kiss at her breasts, Denise arching her back for him.
They finished their shower, Bob telling her to put on a robe if she liked, while he prepared to show her something. Bob put on some pajama pants and exited his bedroom.
Denise was alone, wrapping herself up in the soft white robe, smiling at herself, and thinking about the last 24 hours of love-making to Bob. "It was more than sex," she thought. To her it felt like finding a new father and making sure he knew how she felt. She never had a chance to do that with her real father before he left when she was young.
One thing she didn't think of was her mother Robin. It never once crossed her mind that she had slept with the man her mother was engaged to. She even forgot about infiltrating and getting closer to him to learn of any wrong doings. She assumed he was going to get her another extravagant gift.
Thirty minutes later Bob appeared, smiling, gesturing her to follow him. She wondered if it was a new car. Following him into his office, she watched him take a key to a small hole where a lamp on the wall was. After turning the key, Bob slid, what appeared to be a book shelf, to his left, revealing another room behind it. He gestured Denise to enter it.
Her mouth hung open in shock. She slowly walked into a room with many monitors and computers lined up on the wall. Video footage was playing on the various screens. Denise froze, paralyzed, unable to look away.

Chapter 16 - Bob's Secrets
Denise saw a monitor displaying footage of Bob having sex with a blonde woman. She was on all fours and was looking over her shoulder at him, her large, muscular ass, jiggling with each impact from Bob. Another monitor showed two women making out in a bathroom stall. One of them looked familiar to Denise, but couldn't say for sure who the woman was from her vantage point. Another monitor showed a young female using one of Bob's restrooms. Another monitor showed a younger man sitting across from Bob in his office. The poor guy looked upset, as though he had been asked to do something unpleasant. Three other monitors all had different footage, but appeared to have the same brunette woman in each of them. The people she was having sex with were all different - three younger women. Another monitor had a bearded young man and an older redhead. He was muted, but Denise could tell he was talking to the camera, the woman in the background smiling. Then Denise looked at a final monitor in the middle of the others.
"You look so beautiful during sex, Denise," Bob whispered in her ear. Denise was watching footage of herself. She was on her knees, her arms extending behind her, her hands running through Bob's hair as he took her from behind, his hands holding her breasts.
"Bob what is - "
"There's more," He interrupted. He sat at a laptop, clicking to open some files, Denise sat in his lap watching him work. The files were blue prints and various house designs. Some other files were photos of land in various stages of development. Marsh areas, palm trees, the beach, followed by foundations of homes, completed images of homes, and finally, a photo of a large concrete structure with a sign on it. The wording said: "The Haven."
"That's the name of the neighborhood I own and had built. It's in Charleston, South Carolina," Bob explained. "See that woman there on those three monitors? That's her and her children. They live in that neighborhood. See that guy I'm talking to in that one? He and his mother, the blonde I'm having sex with here, they'll be moving there too. There's more as well," Bob explained.
"Since January, I've been issuing challenges to various people. The challenges involved sex with a relative - usually a mother and child. However, my latest and final challenge was to a woman and her sister. I challenged her to seduce her sister for a very large sum of money. A little more than what I offered the others here. Do you know why?" Bob asked. Denise just shook her head, still in shock.
"Because it was your mother. I challenged her to have sex with your Aunt Joanne. If she goes through with it, she gets $45 million dollars in addition to what she gets when I pass away," Bob said.
"If, if she doesn't do it?"
"Well, then she only gets what's in my will. But that's not the best part. These challenges have been to people who I was using as test subjects. These test subjects are moving into the homes of this neighborhood AFTER I see they have incestuous hearts - via my challenges. I needed to see if I could build a neighborhood where each and every house consists of special, incestuous, loving families. If your mother meets my challenge, then she and Joanne, and even the rest of the family, can move into a home there," Bob explained.
"If not," Denise said.
"Well, according to my will, she'll have complete ownership of the neighborhood when I die. But if she's isn't wanting to perform incest with her sister, she'd be missing out on that aspect. She'd probably be the only non-incest house in the neighborhood - if she moves in at all. Plus, she only gets ownership when I die, which may be awhile, and then again, it may not."
"What if you two divorced or didn't get married?" Denise said, gulping, imagining a neighborhood where everyone lived as one community of incestuous families. The challenge her mother issued her, to snoop and spy on Bob entered her mind next.
"Well, she'd get nothing then, no houses, no ownership of that neighborhood," Bob answered, Denise couldn't let that happen. Even if her mother didn't have sex with Joanne, she'd still own that neighborhood when Bob died. Denise and Henry could move there - perhaps even before Bob passed away.
She was speechless. "Bob, I don't know, this is,"
"Amazing, isn't it?" He asked. "Imagine a whole community of love that transcended any form of romantic love. Full of love that encompassed all forms into one."
Denise nodded and slowly stood. Turning to face Bob, she disrobed, straddled and kissed him.
"Ah, my newest daughter," Bob said, looking into her golden brown eyes. "So beautiful, so perfect."
"Why did you tell me about this?" Denise asked.
"Perhaps it was the way you spoke to me, calling me a dad, followed by making love to me. Perhaps I wondered if you and your son Henry ever crossed any lines. Maybe if I had a mother like you, I would."
Denise started tearing up, wiping her eyes with one hand, the other fishing out Bob's erection, "We have."
"You and your son?" Bob asked, wincing as his cock entered her. Denise sniffed and nodded. "Oh my sweet darling, that's so wonderful to hear."
Denise cried, kissing Bob through her tears, slowly squatting up and down on him in the chair. Minutes later she orgasmed once again, throwing her head back, eyes shutting when the upside down monitors came into view. Bob climaxed as well, grabbing her breasts, injecting her with semen.
********
The next morning, Bob rolled off Denise after cumming in her, pulling her against his chest, catching their breaths, "I have five other daughters, Denise."
"What? Five?" She sat up on her elbow.
"Yes. I impregnated my mother twice. Of those two daughters, Diane, knows I'm her father. We met as adults and have slept together quite a few times over the years. She was the first to move into The Haven with her son. The other," Bob sighed, shaking his head.
"I also impregnated my aunt. She had a daughter named Julie, who I found as an adult living nearby. She was my very first challenge. She was able to deduce I'm her father shortly before she and her son moved to Charleston."
"I have two other daughters. They were with my first wife," Bob continued. "Sadly, I was a fool and didn't consider them my real daughters, even though they were. My love for my mother and aunt blinded me to that. I lost contact with them shortly after they were born when their mother and I divorced many years ago."
"Wow. Does my mom know?" Denise asked.
"She only knows about my first marriage and that I'm estranged from those two daughters. I hope one day I can find them. Perhaps one of my other children will. I kept my other children a secret from her. I couldn't exactly tell her about meeting them as adults, having sex with them and so on, so I kept my mouth shut."
Denise didn't know what to say once again. She simply shook her head, wiped her eyes, and gave Bob a kiss.
"Would you like to meet them? Julie and Diane that is. In The Haven?" Bob asked.
"I suppose. When?" Denise asked.
"We can leave tomorrow. I have a small plane we can take. There's a small airport outside the city my pilot can land in. We can stay a few days, unless of course, you have more interviews," Bob said.
"No, no more interviews," Denise smiled, "I'd love to meet them and see this place."
"Good, we'll leave tomorrow morning."

Chapter 17 - Traveling
"That was Bob just checking in on us," Robin hung up her phone the next morning, thankful it wasn't Nikki that called. She and Joanne finished packing for their trip.
"You know she's going to call and harass us about all this before our flight," Joanne said.
"Then I'll just let her drone on, in one ear and out the other. This challenge is really quite absurd, but whatever!" Robin sighed.
"I hope you two have a great time," Krista said, watching them pack.
"We will! It'll be a great time," her mother said. "Thanks for taking us to the airport too."
"Have I packed too much?" Joanne asked. "Maybe I shouldn't pack any clothes at all!"
"Ha! Very funny. Nikki would say you shouldn't," Robin chuckled.
"Ok, I think we're about done then. Krista, ready?" Joanne asked.
Krista drove them to the airport, silently wondering if her aunt and mother would have sex. She wondered if Joanne would go through with it. She found herself getting aroused at the thought of her and Allen going to the Bahamas with Joanne, stopping herself when she thought of her own mother joining in too. She secretly wanted something to happen, but dared not urge them on, for fear of exposing things with Allen. She wondered if her mother would even tell her if she and Joanne had sex on this trip.
An hour later, Krista watched the two beautiful older women walk down the long terminal, secretly hoping they would make love to each other. They hardly acted any different from that weekend Nikki was in town. They didn't seem interested in keeping up with Nikki's "coaching" either. If they did go through it though, she and Allen could come out of their closet, so-to-speak, and everyone could be happy. She sighed and turned to walk back to her car.
"Ok, Ok! Geez," Robin fussed at Nikki. She called right before the plane took off and passengers had to turn off electronic devices.
"Why'd you even answer?" Joanne asked.
"Just to humor her. She's getting really antsy about this. She went on and on about the money, about you and I, and ugh, so silly," Robin said.
The two ladies were in first class, thanks to Bob. They dinged their champagne glasses, smiled at each other, making a small toast to a wonderful vacation. Sitting the glasses down, they held hands, the plane taking off to their island destination.
********
Bob's small private plane landed in an equally small airfield outside of Charleston shortly before noon. He had a rental car waiting. Denise bent down to suck his cock while he drove; Bob chuckled, pulling over to park instead. He told her he wanted her to take in all her surroundings. Denise agreed, giving him a blowjob, swallowing his seed on the side of the road, before making the drive into town.
Bob phoned his daughters informing them he was in town on a surprise visit, explaining his sexy new daughter was with him. Diane and her son weren't home, but would be the following day. Therefore, Julie's home was the first stop.
The dirty blonde, busty, 41-year-old greeted her father with a wide toothy grin. Denise's eyes widened seeing Julie in a small, red, thong bikini. She was outside planting some flowers in the front yard. She hugged Bob, followed by a long kiss on the mouth. Bob introduced Denise, explaining she was his newest daughter, his hand cupping her ass so Julie could see.
Julie gave Bob a knowing smile, hugged Denise, welcoming her and her mother to the family. Just then, a young man, around 18, exited Julie's home, hopping down the front steps.
"And who is this young man?" Bob asked, thinking he looked a little familiar.
"Oh that's Lenny. He lives a few houses down. He had a sleep over last night," Julie said, putting her arm around the kid's waist.
"Ah, you're friends with her son?" Bob asked. Lenny blushed, looking to the grass.
"Well, yes, they are friends. But it was just Lenny and I last night. My son, stayed with Lenny's mom. He should be home soon," Julie explained.
"Ok, I better go," Lenny blushed again.
"Alright, give me some sugar," Julie said, pulling the younger guy in for a steamy kiss, causing Denise to blush too. "Tell your mom I said hello. Hope she wasn't too wild for my boy."
Lenny nodded, waved to everyone, and made his way down the sidewalk.
Julie gave Denise a tour of her massive home. There were six bedrooms, six bathrooms, a huge dining room, a pool and hot tub in the backyard, along with a very spacious living room area. Julie explained she hoped, in time, to fill the bedrooms with other family members. For now it was just her and her son, Ray.
They were chatting in the upstairs bedroom Julie and Ray occupied. It was then that Ray arrived home from the neighbors. "We're up here Ray!" his mother called to him.
Bob shook his hand; he was introduced to Denise, shaking her hand politely. Bob and Ray talked amongst themselves, while Denise and Julie did the same.
"So, um, your son was at another mother's house last night?" Denise quietly asked.
"Mmhmm, they recently moved in and I made her a casserole. Ray went with me to give it to them. She thought Ray was a cutie and asked if she could borrow him for the night. I said sure, as long as I get to borrow her son. So that's what happened!" Julie informed Denise.
Ray came over, putting his arm around his bikini-clad mother, "Her daughters got involved didn't they?" Julie asked him. Ray blushed and nodded. "Great now you'll be over there all the time!" she joked.



"It didn't bother you that your son was with another mother?" Denise asked, glancing at the blushing teen.
"Nah," Julie waved her hand, then gave Bob another hug and kiss. "We're all cool moms here, there's no drama or anything like that. It's kinda like we're all one big family, I guess," she said, resting her arms on Bob's shoulders, kissing him several times. "Thanks to you!"
"I don't know about that," Bob chuckled. Denise's heart melted, this all seemed incredible.
"Are you taking me out tonight, dad?" Julie asked.
"I'd love to," Bob smiled.
"Great! Denise you're a mother, right?" Julie turned, asking her.
"Yes I am, why?"
"Can you babysit?" Julie winked, nodding to her 18-year-old son. Denise tried not to laugh and nodded in return.
********
"So, you and your mom," Denise said, sitting next to Ray with a bowl of popcorn, watching TV.
"Yep," He quickly replied.
"You don't care that she's not with you tonight and that she was with another kid last night?" Denise asked.
"Nope, we're kinda together, so at the end of the day she's still mine. Forever," Ray said.
"Right, more than just mom and son," Denise nodded. "You like living here?"
"We love it. My mom got so much money from Bob we don't have to work. I'm taking a year off from college to spend time here with her," Ray said.
"That's wonderful. Will you miss her when you do decide to go to school?"
"Yeah, I'm hoping to go somewhere close. But either way, I'll know she'll visit me at school," Ray said.
Denise couldn't stop smiling. This seemed like a wonderful place. She imagined her and Henry living here. She imagined her mother one day living here. She had no idea if Robin would be involved in the incestuous nature of The Haven, but she hoped that her and her Aunt Joanne might be. In the back of Denise's mind, it meant her and Henry could also come out with their secret relationship.
"Ok, it's 10pm, bedtime for you!" Denise said, standing, pulling Ray up with her.
"Huh?" He asked.
"I'm your babysitter and I say it's bedtime!" Denise joked, pulling Ray along.
"I, uh," Ray stammered when Denise pushed him into his and his mother's bedroom. She stood in front of him, removed her tank top, and unclasped her bra, letting her large breasts free.
"It's bedtime," She winked. Ray's open mouth slowly curled into a smile.
Several hours later, Denise was woken to sounds of laughter. It was Bob and Julie finally getting home. She removed Ray's arm from around her naked body, sat up, got off the bed, and tip-toed down the hall. She peeped into one of the guest rooms to see Julie naked, straddling Bob. She watched the two of them make love for a few moments, before smiling and heading back to bed. She curled up in Ray's arms, running her hands up and down his stomach, she thought about how much she missed Henry, wondering if he'd love this place too.
********
"So how was he?" Julie asked a shocked Denise, sitting at a smaller kitchen table the next morning. Julie was nude, serving breakfast, after saying she only put on clothing to leave the house. Denise couldn't help think of the similarities between herself and this woman.
"Oh, he was very good. Very sweet, too," Denise looked over to a clothed Ray.
"Good. His mother taught him well," Julie said. "Morning Dad," She said to Bob when he entered, tying his pajama pants.
"I'm so glad you call me that," Bob said, pulling Julie in for a long kiss.
The four of them ate breakfast, chatting about nothing important, mundane things, just like a regular family - except one of them was naked.

Chapter 18 - The Bahamas
The resort was an immaculate, newly renovated, vacation spot. It had its own staff and the rooms were basically villas - each having their own back courtyard with a bubbling hot tub.
"Oh wow, this is amazing, Joanne!" Robin placed her bag on the bed and checked out the bathroom. The shower was huge - large enough to fit two people.
"Look out here! Oh my..." Joanne looked into the small courtyard, noticing the hot tub. Robin joined her, standing next to her; she put her arm around Joanne's waist.
"Bob was nice to send us here," Joanne said.
"Yeah, this is amazing, it really is. Thank you Bob!" Robin laughed.
Joanne grabbed Robin's face, bringing it to hers, kissing her hard.
"Mmm, eager to get started sis?" Robin said, breaking the kiss.
"I've been wet since we got on the plane this morning," Joanne said, pulling her sister in for another passionate kiss.
"Well, then, let's get to it," Robin said, taking a step back, looking at Joanne seductively.
The sisters embraced once again, kissing frantically, peeling and tearing their clothes off. Joanne spun Robin around, pinning her against the wall, "Silly Nikki."
Robin moaned, pushing Joanne away, grabbing her bra, yanking it hard, "We didn't need her coaching at all."
Joanne tore her sister's bra off, kissing her again, smashing their breasts together, "But like you said, she loves to feel included."
"I'm giving her a share of the money, might as well include her," Robin added, unzipping Joanne's shorts, helping her slide them down, while Joanne did the same to Robin.
"This is quite absurd. What we're doing for money," Joanne noted, stepping out of her shorts, her mouth attacking Robin's again.
"Mmhmm," Robin moaned into the kiss, "but we're old, might as well have fun!"
The two sisters spun each other around a few times against the wall, making their way to the back door leading out into the small, private courtyard, which featured the hot tub.
"I've never been with a woman," Joanne breathed in between kisses.
"Neither have I," Robin replied. "But we're old, I don't give a shit, we're getting paid, so let's fuck!"
"I agree!" Joanne said, dipping to scoop up her older sister. "We'll figure it out!"
Robin's legs wrapped around Joanne who was struggling to hold her sister's weight. She basically tackled her down into the hot tub, causing both of them to laugh and scream. Robin regained her balance, quickly tackling her sister in return. Continuing their kissing, Robin's fingers went to Joanne's crotch, sliding up and down her pussy lips; her thumb grazing Joanne's engorged clit.
Getting lost in the sensations Robin was sending through her spine, Joanne nearly forgot she had a pussy to play with too, her sister's. Joanne pushed Robin to standing position in the middle of the hot tub, her hand mimicking Robin's actions. The two sisters paused their kissing, gazing into each other eyes, stimulating each other's clits. Their fingers simultaneously dipped into each other's vagina, curling forward, causing each other to moan with ecstasy, never taking their eyes off the other. They resumed kissing, their tongues getting involved, swirling around in each other's mouth while they fingered each other, standing in the hot tub.
Then it happened, for both of them. That tingling, burning, explosion building and building, getting bigger and bigger, coursing through them in waves of pleasure; the two sisters climaxed together. "Yess!" they both cried out in the hot tub, their hands furiously working, their arms speeding up and down, against each other's bodies.
When it passed, they held each other, out of breath, moaning. "Let's go inside," Robin said.
Minutes later, after a brief discussion of positions and determining what would be most comfortable for the two of them, the sisters were on their backs in bed, their legs interlocked with one another, their pussies grinding against the backs of each other's thighs. Joanne moaned, gripping Robin's knee. Robin moaned in return, placing her hand on top of Joanne's.
"I can feel it again," Robin cried out.
"Me too! I'm, I'm cumming!" Joanne exclaimed. Their legs tightened, trapping each other in a vice, their bodies shaking with orgasmic delight.
Joanne climbed on top of Robin, making sure their thighs ground against each other's pussies, kissing her passionately. "We're doing it," Robin spoke, "we're millionaires."
"Well you were marrying one," Joanne said, grinding against her sister.
"I know but now, you're rich, we all are," Robin said, grinding back. They came again minutes later.
"I've never eaten pussy before," Joanne said, spinning around into a 69 position. "May I?" she asked, looking over her shoulder.
"Of course, I want to try it too!" Robin answered.
The next hour consisted of the siblings licking, kissing, and eating each other out in a 69 position. Joanne was on top first, they took a break, and then Robin got on top. Afterward they laughed about how their jaws were sore.
Holding each other, making dinner plans, Robin remembered they didn't bring the camera Bob gave her. They thought for a moment in silence, then turned to each other, smiling mischievously about an idea each of them had.
They showered next, taking turns sucking each other's breasts, kissing over each other's bodies. They went to dinner, took a nice walk around the resort, and ending the evening attempting a crab-like position. They propped themselves up on the hands and feet, their pussies meeting in the middle, grinding against each other for several mutual orgasms.
They fell asleep, naked, in each other's arms, with huge smiles on their face. They woke the next morning, showered again, ate breakfast, and sat out by the pool in their bikinis, flipping through magazines, like nothing had happened.

Chapter 19 - The Haven Continued
That same morning, after breakfast with Julie and her son, Bob and Denise walked down to Diane's. She and her son, Elliot, went on a small trip together and were returning home.
Diane and Elliot were considerably older than Julie and Ray. She was 53 and Elliot had recently turned 31.
"So I guess that makes Bob my father-brother?" Diane chuckled, after meeting Denise, explaining again, that Diane's mother was also Bob's, and that Bob was Diane's father.
"Yes, you're right. Julie is a daughter-cousin then," Bob chuckled back. Denise smiled at both of them.
"I came out ok. At least I don't think there's anything wrong with me," Diane jabbed her son. "I'm sure Elliot wouldn't agree."
"You are pretty crazy," Elliot jabbed her back, making his way to the kitchen. Their house shared an identical floor plan with Julie's.
"Crazy in bed," Diane smiled to Bob, hugging him again.
After lunch, Diane suggested they all get in the hot tub. Bob said he'd join them a little later after making a phone call.
Denise put on the same bikini Bob had gotten her. Diane complimented her on it. "She has nice boobs too, doesn't she Elliot?"
"Huh? Uh, yeah," he smiled awkwardly at Denise as if to apologize for his mother's silliness.
Inside Diane's home, Bob was on the phone with his doctor, "I don't need to go to the emergency room."
"Bob, are you sure? Please don't hesitate to do so," His doctor sternly advised.
"I'll be fine, it's passing now. I feel better," Bob told a half truth, rubbing his chest.
His doctor sighed on the other end of the phone, "Alright. I'm still stopping by when you get back."
Minutes later, Bob joined the others in the hot tub, Diane sliding next to him, curling up against him. "You going to take me out tonight?" she asked, just like her half-sister/cousin hybrid, Julie.
"I'd love to," Bob smiled.
Diane moaned, reaching under the water, into Bob's swim trunks, attempting to pull his cock out. "Mom! Come on," Elliot said.
"He doesn't want to see my old man penis. I don't even want to see it," Bob chuckled, his daughter laughing, withdrawing her hand from his shorts.
"I'm going to try to get my other sisters in here, living with us," Diane said. "Poor Elliot will be surrounded by sexy blonde women."
Elliot nodded and shrugged. The four of them chatted a little longer, Diane increasing her flirts with Bob to the point where Elliot suggested they go inside. Diane thought that was a great idea, leaving Denise and Elliott alone in the hot tub. She was sitting across from him and figured she'd use this time to interview him similar to how she interviewed Ray.
"So, you and her are together as well?" Denise asked.
"That's right," Elliot answered. "I was married. But my wife wasn't very attentive. In short, mom gave me the attention I needed. And it is incredible."
"I know," Denise smiled.
"Oh yeah? You have a son?"
"I do, and yes, we are together as well," Denise answered.
"Maybe you two can move here one day. It's a great place; we got a nice private beach area too. I love it," Elliot said.
"I'm guessing your mom and Bob are uh, upstairs," Denise winked.
"Probably. They'll probably be out all night too. She's pretty wild," Elliot said. "Wears me out."
"Do you have any other family members that know about you and her?" Denise asked.
"Yeah my sisters know about it. One of them was a little shocked when we told her, the other was totally for it," Elliot explained. "Do others in your family know about you and your son?"
"No, I'd love to tell them. I'd love to live here with all of them, maybe even under one roof. But I'm not at that point yet. There are certain things involving my mother that need to be worked out first," Denise said, wondering if her mom and Aunt Joanne had sex yet.
"Well I hope everything works out for you. You seem like a lovely woman," Elliot smiled. The two of them were startled by a loud moan coming from inside the house.
Elliot chuckled, shaking his head, "Mom."
"She's getting into it," Denise added. "There seems to be a lot of sex here."
Elliot smiled, leaning back, enjoying the sun. "Yeah there is. It's all casual sharing of mothers with other children or sisters and brothers and so on. There's a house full of redheads down the street, they are all friendly, and even invited us over. It led to an orgy of course," Elliot explained, watching the white, fluffy clouds float above them.
"It's kinda like everyone is part of one large family. The mothers are everyone's mother, occasionally sharing kids with each other, their own biological children are their main lovers of course," he added.
"Sounds like a beautiful system," Denise said.
"It is. If we keep getting more families to move in, I can only imagine the size of the Mother's Day orgy we'd most likely have," Elliot said.
Denise thought about his words, picturing entire family units joining with others, their offspring making love to all of them. Denise stood in the middle of the tub, reaching around, undoing her bikini top, letting it fall in to the water. "Elliot."
He looked to her topless body, his mouth curling into a smile. "Shall we?" Denise asked.
"Might as well," he shrugged. Denise pulled her bottoms off and straddled Elliot.
Inside the house, Diane was looking out of her bedroom window, watching Denise ride her son. Bob was standing behind her, slamming into her. "Ahh yes! Harder!" Diane begged. Bob grunted as he worked, Diane's eyes rolled into the back of her head.
********
That evening, Bob took Diane out to dinner and as Elliot predicted, they were out late. "You could talk to a realtor," Elliot suggested holding Denise against his body on one of the lounge chairs by the pool. "You and your son could move in. I'm sure Bob wouldn't mind."
"Maybe. I really want my mom to move in here. She's not incestuous like us, but," Denise replied.
"But what?"
"I'm hoping certain things will happen," Denise said, unsure if she should tell this guy about the challenge. "If things do happen, then yes, my son and I will move in." She closed her eyes imagining all of them in the house together. She wanted to call Robin and tell her about everything. But Robin didn't tell Denise of the challenge. Her mother had no idea any of her children were in incestuous relationships.
In that same moment that Denise gazed to the starry sky above them, her mother and aunt were in the Bahamas moaning, cumming, joining their bodies in orgasmic bliss.
The next day, Julie called the new neighbor she traded sons with to ask if two of her daughters were available for Ray and Elliot. Diane wanted to spend some quality time with just Bob, Denise, and Julie.
They stayed the night at Diane's. Denise's future stepsisters slowly removed her clothing, telling her to relax, not be nervous, and reminded her they were all family. They guided Denise to Bob, letting her cum on him first. Rubbing her back as she ground against him, they kissed her arms, shoulders, and neck. Denise's eyes opened wide when the two women each took one of her breasts, kissing and sucking them gently.
"It's ok, darling," Bob whispered. She looked into his face, grinding against him, she let an orgasm wash over her - nearly the most powerful one she had ever had.
The other two women took turns riding Bob in a similar fashion. They went on all night.
Just like Robin and Joanne. The two sisters collapsed on the bed in their resort room, exhausted and sweaty, kissing each other's lips over and over before fading off to sleep.

Chapter 20 - Phone Calls
The Bahamian employee of the resort knocked on Joanne and Robin's room, a smug grin on his face, he's done this before. He politely asked Joanne to keep the noise down. Robin was on the bed, wrapped in a towel, putting finger nail polish on. Joanne in a similar towel eyed the employee up and down.
"When do you get off work?" She asked him.
"I am off duty at 5 pm, in one hour, ma'am," He asked. The luckiest employee at the resort knew what Joanne was getting at.
"Do you mind?" She turned around to Robin.
"Oh no, go ahead. Go out and have fun. I have to call Nikki and tell her about everything anyway," Robin answered.
An hour and half later, Joanne wearing a lovely sundress, answered the door. The same employee answered, extending his arm. "We'll be back," Joanne looked at him, then back to her sister, "tomorrow."
"Have fun," Robin chuckled, she was exhausted and was perfectly fine with her younger sister going out. Joanne pulled her dress up, exposing her bare ass to her sister as they left.
Robin called Nikki a few minutes later. She cheered excitedly for her. They then discussed how to inform Bob and prove to him they did the deed, since Robin forgot to bring the camera. After they figured out a delightful plan, Robin called her other daughter Krista, telling her the same news.
Her and Allen were in the middle of sex, but Krista paused, recognizing the ring tone. She pretended to be happy, but in truth she was overjoyed. She agreed to the plan Robin and her Aunt Nikki came up with, hoping she didn't sound too enthusiastic. She told Allen and the two lovers, thinking about how to tell them of their relationship. Krista decided she would when Robin gets home.
*********
Denise was back at Bob's home. They made love for most of the day, rolling around on his bed. Visiting The Haven made her miss Henry even more. She wanted to call him and tell him all about it, but more than that she wanted to see how he was healing up.
"I'm at 95% mom," Henry excited told her. "In two days I should be 100% healed and ready to go!"
Denise started crying, tears of joy, mixed with tears of desire, and tears of bittersweet memories. She desired Henry so badly, but never expected to learn of such wonderful things about Bob and The Haven.
The next evening she left Bob's, giving him a loving kiss goodbye, caressing his face, telling him he'd see him at the wedding, following by a genuine "I love you, dad."
She went to Ulysses' apartment to return his key and gather any clothes she may have left there. She stayed the night, planning on leaving at dawn the next day.
Denise watched the sunrise out of Ulysses' balcony. She was dressed and her bags were packed. He exited his bathroom, still naked, searching for some pajama pants, putting them on, and made his way over to Denise. He rubbed her shoulders, "You sure you don't want breakfast? I'll be glad to fix you some."



Denise shook her head, turning around to face him, "I need to be going. But thank you."
He escorted her to his door, hugging her, kissing her goodbye. Denise trailed her hand up and down Ulysses' bare stomach, "I want you to promise me to focus on your stepmother. Make her your everything. Not that you haven't already, but please, just do it."
"Denise, I, I will. I love her," Ulysses answered.
"Make sure she knows it - that you love her in every way. Maybe you could even move," Denise stopped.
"Move?"
She sighed heavily, not wanting to get ahead of herself; it could be a long time before she ever saw The Haven again, IF she did. She didn't want to go inviting people to live at this place just yet. "Just make her your world," She gave Ulysses another long kiss goodbye, thanking him for letting her stay there.
Halfway home, she called her mother. Robin and Joanne were packing for their return flight the next day. "So, you're going home. How was it? Did you uncover anything about Bob?" Robin asked.
Denise thought for a split second about all the love making sessions, about learning of his incestuous challenges, about building The Haven, about meeting his children, about his plans for Robin.
"No, nothing," She answered. "He was a perfect gentleman. He took me shopping for clothes, he was sweet, entertaining, he was perfect. You are a lucky woman, mom. We're all lucky to have him join the family," Denise added, wiping away a tear with a hand, quickly putting it back on the stirring wheel.
Robin sighed a sigh of relief, "That's wonderful."
They ended their phone call. Joanne asked what Denise said. Robin smiled, shaking her head, "She didn't find anything. She said he was a perfect gentleman. I guess he just had a fetish for me and you to get it on for money."
"Well, then, our little plan to prove to him what we've done here should be a very enjoyable reward for him," Joanne said, taking Robin, kissing her, grabbing her breasts.

Chapter 21 - Return
"Mom," Henry said, seeing his mother in tears, standing outside their home in Miami. He rushed to her, picking her up, spinning her around. Denise began kissing him, guiding him back inside.
Once indoors, she's began peeling off her clothes, guiding Henry back to their bedroom. Her top, her bra, her belt, her shorts, her thong, mixed with Henry's t-shirt, shorts, and boxers. She pushed him back on the bed, her lips glued to his. He sat up, guiding her to straddling position.
Denise nearly came when he entered her. Seconds later she did. She shuddered in his arms, his hands holding her face, kissing her, sending her overboard. She began crying, wiping away tears.
"Mom?" Henry asked.
"I have so much to tell you," She said, his perfect, functioning cock balls deep inside her.
"You had an amazing spy adventure?" He chuckled.
His mother shook her head, "There's so many beautiful things I learned, Henry."
"Tell me."
"I will, but for now, I want you to keep fucking me until the sun comes up," Denise ordered her son.
"Yes ma'am," Henry replied, taking one of her large breasts to his mouth.
********
"Yes!" Nikki barged into Robin's house, startling her and Joanne. She sped as fast as she could from her home in South Carolina; incidentally a few miles from the utopian Haven, Denise was shown.
"I'm ready!" She squealed.
"Ok, ok, calm down. Let's get Krista over here and discuss it with her," Robin said.
Krista arrived a little later, assuring her mother that the plan they decided on was ok with her.
"Please be honest with me. If you are uncomfortable doing this," Robin asked her daughter.
"Mom, it's fine, I understand," Krista said, biting her bottom lip, blushing, wanting to scream to the room that she and Allen were together. She didn't. Carefully biding her time until it was right.
"Ok, Joanne?" Robin looked to her sister.
"Nikki and I," Joanne said, looking to her beaming younger sister, "are going to teach you ladies something. It's something that I could do during my marriage and Nikki apparently can do as well."
"Ready?" Nikki asked.
Krista and Robin nodded. "This will be a great thing when we show Bob. But we need to practice," Joanne added.
"There are tricks to allow us to do this," Nikki said.
"We're ready," Robin spoke up.
"Undress," Joanne said, glancing at her niece. All four women removed their clothing.
********
Days passed. They practiced and practiced, rehearsing their routine over and over. They were ready.
Nikki told them all she quit her job, she was on her way to become a millionaire. On Labor Day weekend, a few weeks from Robin's wedding, she drove them to Atlanta to stay with Bob.
Halfway there, Nikki spoke up. "None of you all asked about my singles cruise I went on in July."
"Oh, sorry, how was it?" Robin replied, sitting in the passenger side seat.
"I ran into Ted. He was on the same cruise," Nikki said, speaking of her 25-year-old son. "Yeah. I fucked him."
Joanne spit out her water, getting some of it on the back of Robin's seat. "You did?!?" Robin asked.
"Yep. It was beyond amazing," Nikki answered. "All this incest talk, and the fact I hadn't seen him in a long time. It happened. I don't regret it. I'm going to New York and drag his ass down here to live with me later this month, before the wedding."
Robin and Joanne chuckled at the interesting news.
Krista cleared her throat, quietly speaking. "Allen and I have been lovers for over a year now."
Robin's mouth dropped, turning around to look in the back seat, "Krista. Really?"
"Mmhmm," She smiled back. "When he came home from the Marines."
"Oh sweetie, that's, that's wonderful," Robin said. "Look at me! Saying that you and your son doing that is wonderful!" she laughed.
"Well it is," Nikki added. "After everything you and Joanne did and all of us did, I think it is."
Krista leaned to her right, into her Aunt Joanne's arms, overcome with joy that she was able to get it off her chest thanks to her Aunt Nikki.
The next hour, the car ride was spent in quiet reflection. Krista sat up, smiling at her Aunt Joanne. "Joanne."
"Yes sweetie?" She asked.
"When I was 18, I remember masturbating to thoughts of you. I would pretend you were my first lesbian encounter," Krista said.
Joanne's mouth dropped, a few seconds later, they started giggling. "We're going to have a wonderful weekend," Joanne told everyone in the car.

Chapter 22 - Proof
Robin arranged everything. She alluded that she and Joanne had slept together and wanted to prove it to Bob. She asked him to wait in his office for them to arrive at his home. Bob wasn't told that Krista and Nikki would be joining them.
The women let themselves in, pausing before entering Bob's office. "Everyone ready?" Robin asked.
"Just like we practiced. Krista, Joanne, you two think you'll be able to pull it off?" Nikki whispered.
"I think so yes, mind over matter, like you taught us," Joanne answered.
"Good, let's undress," Robin said. The four women quietly began removing their clothes, placing them in a neat pile by the door. When everyone was naked, Robin knocked on Bob's office door.
"Come in!" He said, thinking he'd be watching Robin and Joanne. When four naked women, instead of two, made their way into his office, he looked on in shock. "Robin?"
"Shhh, no talking."
The four brunettes lined up before him, Bob sitting on the edge of his desk, watching. Nikki, Robin, Joanne, Krista, stood, naked, smiling at him. Robin cleared her throat, Nikki turned to her, gently pushing her to face Joanne. Krista did the same on the other side. Robin and Joanne joined hands, Nikki and Krista behind them, caressing their backs.
The two sisters started kissing. The kissing intensified. Growing and growing until they were holding each other, groping each other, slowly guiding each other to the rug on the floor. Krista knelt behind Joanne, Nikki behind Robin.
They broke their kiss, sitting back on their hands and feet, staring at one another. They brought their pussies together, squatting up and down, grinding them against the other. Krista holding her aunt, Nikki holding her sister, as Robin and Joanne were scissoring, moaning and grunting their way to an orgasm.
Krista felt her Aunt Joanne tense up, she knew hers was approaching. Robin and Joanne threw their head back, eyes to the ceiling, crying out in pleasure. Krista felt Joanne shake and cum in her arms.
When Robin and Joanne came down from their orgasm, they looked over their respective shoulders, unwrapping their entwined legs from each other. Krista helped Joanne go to all fours, Nikki doing the same to Robin.
Nikki then moved over to Krista, who was also going to her hands and knees. "Initiate the love circle," she whispered to the group.
"Really? Is that what we're calling it?" Joanne whispered back, rolling her eyes. Nikki ignored Joanne, bringing her mouth to Krista's ass. Krista brought hers to Joanne's and Joanne brought hers to Robin's. Finally, Robin completed the circle, bringing her mouth to Nikki's ass.
The four women began licking and kissing each other's puckered holes. After several minutes, they all began lowering themselves to the floor, lying on their sides. Krista moaned, as her mouth invaded her Aunt Joanne's pussy, her head trapped between Joanne's thighs. Nikki was swirling her tongue around her niece, Krista's, pussy, her head in a similar trap. Joanne was eating out Robin and Robin was eating out Nikki - just like they had been practicing. Bob looked on, his mouth hanging open.
All four women were eating pussy for the next several minutes for Bob. His office was filled with moans of pleasure. He sat on the edge of his desk watching this circle of pussy eating relatives with a shocked expression on his face.
Krista struggled to keep it together, tasting Joanne's pussy almost always caused her to cum, but they had been practicing this for days at Robin's. She held it together and kept eating.
Joanne struggled too. The secret weapon Nikki and Robin taught them was truly mind over matter, but her niece was so very skilled at eating her out.
Finally it was time - time for them to unleash their secret weapon upon Bob. Robin stopped licking Nikki's pussy, which caused her to stop doing the same to Krista, and so on, until Joanne withdrew her tongue from Robin.
Their bodies were weak, nearly ready to explode. Their minds were wrought with erotic desires. Their pussies were dripping onto Bob's carpet. They all lined back up, on the floor, propping themselves up with one arm, bringing their other to their own pussies.
The four women began furiously rubbing their clits, facing Bob's direction. He watched as they masturbated in front of him, unable to speak or move.
"Ready?" Robin called out, her voice trembling.
"Yes!" the other three cried with pleasure.
"Bob. Sit on the floor!" Robin ordered him, barely able to keep her orgasm in.
Bob did as he was asked, four pussies all facing him, less than an arm's length away. He could reach out and touch each of them if he wanted, but their owners were too busy rubbing themselves to orgasm.
Then it happened. All four climaxed at once. Bob's eyes shot open when he noticed Robin's pussy emitting clear fluid, squirting all over Bob's shirt. Nikki was half a second behind Robin, dousing Bob with her squirting juices. Next was Joanne, having been taught by her sisters, climaxed and squirted her nectar all over Bob.
Finally, having trouble, Krista thought of Allen, she thought of Joanne, she thought of Bob, she thought of everything that had happened this summer. She thought of family-wide orgies. The image of her, her aunts and mother, making love to her and her son, caused her pussy to erupt like never before. All those practice sessions and instructions from Nikki paled in comparison to the torrential, water hose-like spray of her vaginal fluids onto a shocked Bob.
When it was done, the four women collapsed, lying on their backs, shivering, shaking, and writhing with pleasure until their orgasms subsided.
Bob sat there, mouth hanging open, pussy juice dripping off his bearded chin, his shirt drenched, saying nothing. He wasn't sure if he was awake or dreaming.

Chapter 23 - Money, Love, Truth
Bob slowly came to his senses, aware that he was awake and what he had just witnessed wasn't a dream. The four women were still moaning, coming off their climax, but gradually started sitting up.
Bob had wiped his face of their fluids and made his way behind his desk. Sitting there, he paused, still in shock. He watched Nikki stand and help Robin up, Krista doing the same with Joanne. The four of them, hands held behind their back, looked at Bob with small smiles on their face.
He watched them stare back at him, blinking rapidly, shaking himself out of his trance; he reached into the side drawer and pulled out a checkbook. He struggled to write four checks. Finally finishing, he made his way to the lineup of ladies, handing them each a check.
It took all of Nikki's composure to keep from squealing with delight when she received a $50 million dollar check. Joanne and Krista's reactions were more subdued, but thankful, for their own $50 million. Robin, however, threw her arms around Bob, holding him tightly, thanking him for the $100 million dollar check she had just earned. It was far more that what she was initially going to receive on top of what was in Bob's will for her.
The three other women hugged him too, Robin kissing him passionately, guiding the others to assist her with removing Bob's clothing. When he was naked, they guided him on his back, onto his desk. Each of them took turns riding him, cumming on his cock. Robin went last. She nodded to Bob and they climaxed together, Bob filling her with his seed.
They walked, arm in arm, all five, to his master bedroom next, collapsing on it with Bob in the middle. He used Nikki's flat stomach as a pillow. Robin was on his right side, Joanne on his left. Krista was on the other side of Joanne. A few moments after they settled down, Joanne rolled over, facing her niece.
They caressed each other's face, smiling lovingly into their eyes and began kissing.
********
All five showered the next morning. They bathed Bob, kissed him, sucked him, and did the same to each other. The water went cold since they were in there so long.
Bob joined them in the dining room for lunch. He put on a bathrobe and sat at the head of the table with four naked women.
"Bob, why don't you get naked like us?" Nikki asked.
"Because you ladies are trying to eat. I would hate for you to lose your lunch!" Bob joked.
After their meal, filled with laughter, Bob cleared his throat. "You get more than that money, Robin."
"There's more?" She asked.
"In my will, I've left you an entire neighborhood. It's in Charleston. I built a haven of sorts for incestuous families. I've never told you, but I was involved with my mother and aunt, sexually. I had two children with my mother and one from my aunt. Two of those three will be at our wedding this month. I met them as adults, and yes, I've made love to them," Bob explained.
"Bob," Robin said, her eyes tearing up.
"There's more. Now that you are incestuous, experiencing this most unique love with your family, I want all of you to move into that neighborhood after our wedding. For all I care, you each can have a home there," Bob added.
Robin was speechless, nodding her head in agreement. She glanced at her daughter and sisters. She stood, urging them to stand as well, all four leading Bob back to bed for an afternoon of lovemaking.
As the sun was setting, Nikki was talking casually about plans for the evening. Joanne sat up, looking over to Krista on the other side of Bob. "I was thinking Krista. Why don't you and I go out on another date?"
Krista smiled from ear to ear, "I'd love to."
"Mom, since Bob was honest earlier, I thought I'd be honest as well," Krista said, Robin, resting her head on Bob's stomach, sat up.
"As you know I used to work for Bob around a decade ago, before you and he met. Well, we had a sexual relationship pretty much my entire tenure with his company," Krista confessed. "I thought you should know. I kept it a secret, thinking it might upset you when you and Bob started dating."
"Oh sweetie, no, it was in the past and now, everything is different," Robin said, pulling her daughter in for a passionate kiss, her tongue swirling around in Krista's mouth. Bob and the others watched them make out for a few minutes.
Robin ended the kiss, wiping Krista's mouth, "We're going to have a wonderful life in this haven Bob has built."
A little later, Joanne and Krista were holding hands, walking around Bob's mansion, still naked. They ran into Nikki, who was adjusting her makeup and hair in a mirror by the front entrance. She was actually clothed.
"What are you up to?" Joanne asked.
"Oh. Well, I'm going to see a friend tonight. Luckily, his number was still the same from years ago," Nikki explained brushing her hair, adjusting her cleavage and sexy black dress. "Let that be a lesson, ladies, always keep the phone numbers of the good fucks. You never know when you might need it again!"
They laughed, watching her leave, driving off in a convertible Bob let her use.
The night ended for each one in the same way.
"Ahh! Ahh!" Joanne and Krista had rolled around on the ground, falling into the shallow end of the swimming pool, splashing as they ground their pussies together, scissoring in the moonlight.
"I love you!" Krista called to her aunt.
"I love you too!" Joanne replied.
"Ahh! Ahh!" Nikki cried out as Ulysses thrust upward, pinning her against his wall, her legs around his back. "I love that cock!"
"Ugh, ugh," Ulysses grunted, holding her up by her ass, bouncing her up and down.
"I'm surprised you remember me," Nikki said between breaths.
"I remember everyone," Ulysses said, slamming her down on the bed.
"Ahh! Ahh!" Robin climaxed once again on Bob, collapsing on top of him, kissing him. "Thank you," She said.
"No thank you, Robin. I'm so glad you'll move to Charleston. It's a beautiful neighborhood and I don't mean just the houses and scenery."
"I can't wait to spend the rest of my days there with you and our families," Robin kissed him once again, before falling asleep in his arms.

Chapter 24 - Wedding and Epilogue
It was a small ceremony. After Labor Day weekend, Robin had to pull a lot of strings to cancel the venue in Jacksonville, where the service was going to originally be held, and move it to Charleston. It took place on the private beach belonging to The Haven. There wasn't even enough time for Robin to even move in yet. She wanted it to be in that location though.
The attendees consisted of Robin's family, including Denise and Henry. Also, the growing population of The Haven - all residents now thanks to Bob.
The bride and groom stood in front of a small gazebo at the beach entrance. Robin was wearing a simple dress, a little bit of cleavage, but nothing wild. Bob was wearing khaki shorts and a nice white shirt.
Denise had planned on telling Robin about her and Henry after the service, since she was able to deduce the reasoning behind Robin wanting to marry there.
Denise didn't get a chance to.
After not following doctor's suggestions, after not seeking help when he should have, Bob's health decisions caught up with him, leading to his own demise, his downfall. He collapsed shortly before he and Robin were to end the ceremony with a kiss.
It was far worse than the others. Bob wasn't unable to calm himself down. The chest pains didn't pass. It was bad. He knew what was happening, he knew how things would end. Someone called 911. Robin hovered over him, crying, holding his hand. Joanne, Krista, Nikki were kneeling next to Robin.. On Bob's other side was his daughters Julie, Diane, and Robin's other daughter, who would've become one of Bob's stepdaughters. She learned of Bob's secrets earlier in the summer. Denise was crying along with everyone else, patting his knee.



"I'm sorry for anything I've ever done to hurt you," Bob quickly blurted out, referring to Robin, but really to anyone within ear shot.
"Bob, please," Robin cried, gripping his hand.
"Move here," he reminded her. "My will. It's all yours. The Haven. You own it now," Bob struggled to say.
Robin cried harder, nodding her head. Bob glanced around to each of the women surrounding him. "I love you all," he whispered. They said it back.
One final look to Robin, "Invite Denise," he managed to say. Robin looked to her crying daughter on the other side of Bob.
"I love you," Bob repeated to Robin only.
She leaned forward, kissing his lips, completing the wedding ceremony. "I love you too," Robin said in return. She felt Bob squeeze her hand, his eyes looking to hers, and then his grip loosened, his eyes stopped blinking, and he was completely still. Robin gently closed his eyes shut, crying with her family around him, waiting for the ambulance to take him away.
********
Epilogue
It was just before Thanksgiving. After dealing with paperwork and lawyers that handled Bob's will and estate, Robin and Joanne had just settled into their home in The Haven. They had also settled into a nice, hot, bubble bath together. "How was your date with Allen last night?" Joanne asked Robin.
"Oh it was incredible," She moaned, taking a sip of her wine.
"Details please?"
"First, my grandson took me to dinner. It was warm out so afterward we walked on the beach. You were over at Krista's having sex, so we came here instead," Robin closed her eyes.
"Yeah? Then what happened?"
"I was in the kitchen, cleaning a glass, when he came up behind me. He grabbed my waist pulling me back against him. I felt him, I felt his erection, and it felt huge."
"Yes? Oh my," Joanne sipped her glass.
"I got on my bikini, we went to the hot tub, we drank some, we flirted some, I straddled him, we kissed, I removed my top, and," Robin paused catching her breath. "Krista was right, Allen is VERY well endowed."
"What a lucky grandson!"
"We went all night. That's why I've been resting a lot today. I'm old," Robin said.
"You may be in your early 60s,but you look like you're in your 40s, so I don't want to hear it," Joanne joked. "And yes, I know he's well endowed. Krista and I had a three-way with him this morning when he came home."
"You're naughty!" Robin said, Joanne moving closer, pulling Robin into straddling position. Joanne wiped away the soapy suds from one of Robin's breasts, sucking it while Robin talked.
"After Bob passed away, Allen was there. Helping us move, playing on the beach, I knew where it was headed. I knew when he took me out on that boat I bought him, I knew how that night would end," Robin recounted her and Allen's first time a month earlier.
"Mmhmm," Joanne moaned, still working at Robin's breasts.
"We anchored out on one of the nearby creeks; he gave me champagne, complimented my skimpy bikini. Ahhh," Robin smiled.
"And?"
"That night. That night the waves gently rocked the boat in sync with his loving thrusts. Oh Joanne! He felt so good! I'm, I'm cumming!" Robin cried out, Joanne's mouth busily engulfing her nipple, her tongue flicking against it.
"I love this place," Joanne smiled, holding her sister as her orgasm subsided. "We should talk about filling this, and the other, homes in our neighborhood," Joanne said, pushing Robin off her, changing position to where Joanne was now straddling her. She offered Robin a breast.
"Yes, I agree," Robin said, holding it, taking it in her mouth.
"Now I'm not sure about my children, but look at Krista and Allen. We need to consider all of your children."
"Yes, well there's Denise. She had to get her house in order and take care of a few things, and then she and Henry will move here."
At that same moment in Miami, Denise was running away from Henry, both naked, playing with him. He caught up to his mother, tackling her on the sofa, kissing her. They were so happy to be moving to The Haven soon.
"You have four daughters, two are and will be part of this community. So what about Crystal?" Joanne asked.
"I have no idea. She and I aren't close. I need to give her a few million though to help her out, now that I'm able to, but I don't think she'd want to move here. I don't think she's like us," Robin explained.
In that very same moment, in a trailer park in southern Florida, Robin's youngest child, Crystal was soaking wet with sweat. She was straddling her son on the couch, sweat dripping off her tits, grinding against him, making the trailer sway back and forth. She looked similar to her older sister, Denise.
"Yeah, you should reach out to her," Joanne suggested. "What about your other daughter?"
Robin sighed, knowing who Joanne was referring to. Robin rarely spoke with that daughter, now living in Los Angeles, having left with her father as a young child, they hadn't seen each other much at all.
At that same moment on the other side of the country, in LA, a baby was crying. "Your turn," Dahlia told her son, Darren, the father of the baby. He sighed, kissed his mother, slid his cock out of her and put on a robe to tend to the crying child. He looked back at her naked, voluptuous body, smiling before leaving their bedroom.
"It'd be a great opportunity to rebuild your relationship with Dahlia," Joanne suggested.
"Yes it would," Robin agreed. "We could all live here."
Down the street, Julie was straddling Ray in bed, smiling down at him. He ran his fingers through her hair, bringing her down for a kiss.
In Diane's home, one of her sisters, not a child of Bob's, had recently moved in with her son. Diane was out with her nephew, leaving Elliot home with his aunt. She giggled, taking his cock by the base, and wrapped her lips around it.
Right next door, Vernon pulled his tongue out of Nicole's ass. His mother smiled, turning around, pulling him down on top of her, wrapping her legs around him. Vernon's aunts were moving in soon.
Across the street, more of Darla's family was moving in. Her twin daughters, Lilly and Jessica, were hugging her. Darla's son, Ken, smiled at them, helping them unload a truck, happy to see them make amends. Darla's house was practically full now.
A couple houses over, Marcia and her daughter, Elle, were locked in a beautiful 69 position. They had just moved in, after Julie found them thanks to information Bob had given her, and were thinking about asking more family members to join them.
At the end of the street, Fernanda closed her bedroom door, happy that her sister, Claudia was taking care of Fernanda's son, Jonny that night. Fernanda and her neighbor, Dolly, were going on a double date with their fathers.
Lenny was showering with two of his sisters in their home. The remaining sister was having sex with her mother, Lisa, in their bedroom.
In Krista's home, she was cumming again with Allen, rolling around in bed. Down the hall, Nikki's son, Ted, pulled his mother's head back by her long pony tail, slamming into her lubed up asshole. Nikki, gritting her teeth, begged him to go harder and harder.
And finally, in Robin and Joanne's home, the sisters dinged wine glasses, shared a kiss and made love until they fell asleep.
Then End.
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TIffanie is introduced in The Challenge Ch 4 if you're curious about her background. This story coincides with The Challenge 8.
Former Playmate Pt. 08: Tiffanie's Year
Chapter 1
Tiffanie's mouth dropped with shock, looking through the materials, photos, documents she found inside a package from Bob sitting on her kitchen table. Her son, Tom, must've put it there for her. She arrived home, after another weekend with Bob, to find the box waiting for her.
She started shaking, tears welling up, going through the old photos. It was all there, plain for her to see. The last eight months of sex with Bob were down the drain. The sole purpose for sleeping with her former employer from nearly a decade ago was all for naught.
Her renewed relationship with Bob began almost immediately after Tiffanie witnessed her sister, Diane, with her nephew Elliot, Diane's son, on her back deck, late at night, having sex.
Tiffanie denied what she saw, thinking it was a bizarre and twisted dream, only realizing it wasn't. The sickening taboo nature of the act between her sister and nephew disgusted her but also did something else to her.
A few days later she called Bob, a man she hadn't seen in several years, asked him out to dinner, and then went home with him. Tiffanie regularly rode his cock in his huge master bedroom for the next several months, burying the memory of the incestuous act she witnessed while distancing herself from her son for one very specific reason.
The multi-millionaire, older gentleman, Bob, was engaged, but the two of them didn't care. She stayed the weekends at his mansion, when he was in town, or visited him during the week. Her plan was working, Tiffanie was using sex to fill her mind and push thoughts of what she witnessed that night on her deck away, hoping they would never manifest in her own actions.
It turned her on; seeing a mother and son in the throes of passion like that, so connected, so entwined with one another. Deep down Tiffanie knew her feigned disgust was all a front to hide her true feelings. Feelings that could ruin her relationship with her own son should she let them control her actions. She was very thankful Bob was there for her, wining and dining her, pampering her, making love to her, taking her mind off her son. Everything was going to be ok.
Here she was at her kitchen table, crying uncontrollably, looking at old black and white photos of her deceased mother when she was in her 30's. There was a young man with her, maybe 18 or 19 if she had to guess, he was smiling, his arm around her. Tiffanie turned the photo over, reading the writing on the back: "My mother."
Another photo, "College graduation, Mom and I" was written on the back. It showed a young Bob with Tiffanie's mother, he was smiling, she wasn't.
Then there were letters Bob wrote, but never delivered to this woman - Tiffanie's mother, his mother. They were love letters, Bob proclaiming how much he needed her, loved her, wanted her to forgive him, begging to be part of his children's, Tiffanie and Diane's, lives.
Tiffanie couldn't take it anymore. She wanted to call Diane and ask her if she knew about this. If she knew that Bob impregnated their mother with them. She wanted to ask if Diane knew their mother was also Bob's mother and that he was madly in love with her.
She couldn't think straight. All this time, she was sleeping with this man, attempting to bury the shameful incestuous desires that were awakened, and he turned out to be her father. Tiffanie could hardly read the apology letter Bob wrote for her. She was able to read that he loved her, like a father and more. He couldn't tell her he was her father when she worked for him, but he felt since his life was winding down, that he should now. She read that he understood if she never wanted to see him again.
Tiffanie cried, putting everything back in the box, rushing to her bedroom, hiding it under her bed. She had to get away before her son got home from his soccer game. She didn't want to see him, not that she had much lately, but now more than ever. She had to run.
Calming down, gathering her thoughts, she decided to use up her vacation time, explaining to her employer a family emergency had come up. It wasn't too far from the truth.
Tiffanie called her older sister, Julianne, who is apparently a half-sister after learning of Bob, living in Tampa Bay. She asked if she could stay two weeks with her. Julianne agreed, saying she could take the guest room. Tiffanie noticed Julianne seemed far more upbeat and chipper than usual. She thought nothing further of it, ended the call, and started packing.
It was May 1, 9:14 am.

Chapter 2
Later that night, she arrived in Tampa after a long day of driving. She left a note for her son, explaining she had to take care of some things in Florida. Tiffanie was greeted by an extremely happy Julianne. Another odd observation, as Julianne has been known to be very depressed since her divorce years prior.
There was a man in Julianne's kitchen. He was warming up some leftovers for TIffanie. Split second thoughts of how attractive the man was entered her mind before she chastised herself. The man was Greg, Julianne's son, Tiffanie's nephew - or half-nephew. Tiffanie sighed, putting her bag down.
"You ok?" Julianne asked, giving Tiffanie another hug.
"Yes," she lied. "I'm just exhausted, it's been a crazy several months at work."
"Well then, you are more than welcome to stay here for awhile," Julianne said, Greg handing Tiffanie a bowl of spaghetti, then sitting next to his mother. Tiffanie ate up, hungry after not bothering to stop for lunch.
"I'm sure Tom won't get into trouble. He's a good kid," Julianne said, patting Greg on his thigh. Tiffanie nodded, glancing at Julianne's hand resting there.
"So how are things with you?" Tiffanie asked.
"Wonderful! Absolutely wonderful!" Julianne beamed, snuggling against her son. Tiffanie glanced at Greg.
"Yeah, I've moved in. I'm helping her keep the place in order and spending quality time with her," Greg said, holding his mother close.
"Right," Tiffanie nodded.
After dinner, they chatted awkwardly for awhile, Tiffanie feeling slightly uncomfortable around Julianne and Greg.
Tiffanie was busying herself in the kitchen, close to midnight, her sister and nephew on the couch giggling about something. Then she saw him, the next door neighbor, Tony, in his backyard. He was smoking a cigar, lounging back, shirtless in a chair near the hot tub.
"So Tony is still next door?" Tiffanie asked.
"Hm? Oh yeah, he still lives there," Julianne said, distracted from tickling Greg. "He's going through a divorce now."
"Really?" Tiffanie said, watching the huge, muscular African-American finish his cigar and walk inside. It had been awhile since she had his dick inside her.
********
Tiffanie woke up at 4am. She heard a strange noise, a female moan, followed by a male one. Her eyes shot open, she leapt out of bed, "Please no, please no," She whispered to herself, tip-toeing down the hall, toward Julianne's room. The moans got louder.
"Shhh, quiet," Julianne's voice was heard when Tiffanie's ear pressed against the bedroom door.
"Sorry mom," Greg said, followed by more moans and whimpers from the two of them.
Tiffanie snuck back to her room, sitting on her bed, a blank expression on her face. "Them too," she thought. She wanted to cry again, but was able to calm herself. Before going to sleep she thought about Tony next door. She decided to pay him a visit tomorrow.
She spent the day with Julianne and Greg shopping, riding around, and eating at restaurants. It had been awhile since Tiffanie was previously in Tampa. They seemed normal for the most part, but Tiffanie could tell something was different about them. They way they held hands, smiled at each other, hugged - Tiffanie knew they were lovers.
She felt horrible, as if her escape to Tampa had also failed. "So when does Tony get home? I think I might go say hello to him," Tiffanie said, pulling up some weeds in Julianne's garden before dinner.
"He usually gets in late, I think. Maybe around 10pm," Julianne answered, watering the plants.
"Great," Tiffanie said. "I could use some black cock right about now," She thought.
Later that evening, Tiffanie stood in at the kitchen window, looking over into Tony's driveway. She was wearing an older, short, teal dress, with matching shoes. She heard Julianne and Greg laughing about something in the living room, lost in their own world. Tiffanie grinned when she saw Tony arrive. She watched him get out of his car, wearing gym clothes, and make his way inside.
A few moments later, TIffanie adjusting her dirty-blonde bangs in the mirror near Julianne's front door, said good night to her sister. "Ok, I'm going to drop in next door and say hello."
"Mmhmm, have a fun night!" Julianne said, sitting in Greg's lap, seeming almost happy that the two of them would be alone.
Tiffanie adjusted her dress, checked the cleavage her large breasts were producing and left Julianne's house.

Chapter 3
"Tiffanie. It's been awhile," Tony said, opening his front door, eyeing Tiffanie's hourglass frame up and down. "But I'd recognize that smile of yours instantly."
Tiffanie blushed, her toothy grin on display and entered his home. She smelled Tony's musky, sweaty aroma. "I'm not bothering you, am I? I just wanted to say hello."
"No you aren't bothering me at all. Come in, have a seat," Tony said. "I was just about to grab a shower."
"No. Don't," Tiffanie said sitting on his couch.
"So you come to visit your sister next door. Saw me or learned I still live here and wanted some black dick. Is that right?" Tony asked.
"You read my mind, Tony," Tiffanie said, going to her knees. "It's been a few years since I've seen you. I figured you could take my mind off something."
"How long are you staying in Tampa?" Tony asked.
"About another 12 days."
"If you can manage to stay here with me for that time, I'll make you forget everything," Tony said, pulling his gyms shorts down, he wasn't wearing boxers. His black, sweaty cock sprung out, making Tiffanie's pussy leak. She pulled her up dress with one hand, revealing no underwear, grabbing the base of his cock with the other.
"Mmmm," she moaned, smelling the tip of his cockhead. She licked it, tasting his salty, sweaty skin. "This is going to be good."
********
Tony slammed her on his bed after carrying her upstairs on his huge shoulder. He grabbed her tits, standing above her, with his nut sack banging against Tiffanie's forehead. She was tonguing his balls, licking them clean.
Tony backed away, Tiffanie opened her mouth, and he plunged his cock deep into her throat - fucking it while grabbing her breasts.
"That's what I'm talking about. That's what you were always so good at. Taking dick down your throat," Tony said, watching drool and bubbles cover his cock when he slid out of her.
He pulled all the way out, a long string of drool hung just above Tiffanie's mouth. She lapped it up with her tongue, opened wide and welcomed Tony's cock back into her throat.
"Good, that's good," He said, pulling out. "You going to ride it all night?" Tony asked.
Tiffanie sat up, lust in her eyes, "Give me that big, black fucking cock," She growled.
"That's what I like to hear," Tony said, climbing onto his bed, lying down for Tiffanie to mount him. He smiled, leaning his head back; his arm stretched to the sides, and let Tiffanie go to work.
"This is it," Tiffanie thought to herself, sliding Tony's black rod into her pussy, stretching it out. "This is what I'll do to forget everything. I've always had a thing for black men. I'll use them to help me forgot about -"
"Ahh!" Tiffanie cried out, feeling Tony thrust upward into her, banging against her cervix.
"That's it. Take it deep," Tony slapped her ass, watching her tits bounce with each impact. "it's all you now. Go until you can't anymore. I'll last all night."
Tiffanie nodded and started grinding against Tony, admiring his muscular frame, working on her first of many orgasms.
********
One hour passed, two hours, and then a third. Tiffanie was just was sweaty as Tony was upon arriving home from the gym. She lost count of how times she climaxed on his cock. The whole time he laid there, watching her, a smug grin on his face, knowing what his dick was doing to her.
Tiffanie came again, collapsing on Tony, kissing him, sucking at his lips, his tongue. "You forgetting your troubles yet?" he asked.
"Almost," She replied, out of breath.
"Keep riding that dick then, honey," Tony said.
That's exactly what Tiffanie did. With each orgasm, she thought less and less about Bob, Julianne and Greg, and her son, Tom. "Yes! This is it, this is what I need!" she told herself, grinding against Tony so hard, the bed slammed against the wall.
Just before dawn, Tiffanie was reduced to an exhausted, sore, whimpering white woman, with a black cock, still hard, embedded inside her. It was the tool of her preference now.
"Get off me," Tony ordered. He sat up, Tiffanie climbing off him, her gaping pussy sore from friction. Tony stood next to the bed, jacking his cock in her direction. Tiffanie knew what he was going to do.
She didn't let him; she grabbed his cock, devoured the tip, and sucked it dry. Tony moaned while his semen filled her mouth to the brim, forcing her to swallow all of it.
He collapsed on the bed next to Tiffanie, lying on his stomach. She ran her hands over his back, butt, and thighs. When he was asleep, she texted Julianne, who was probably not up yet, letting her know she was going to hang out with Tony more.
A few hours later, they woke up; Tony slamming into her from behind in the shower together. He pulled out, Tiffanie went to her knees; he covered her face with cum, rinsed off and left.
She left a little later too, after drying, changing into her dress. Julianne smiled warmly at her, handing her a sandwich for lunch, not asking about her night, or pointing out the slight limp in her step. They spent the day together while Greg was at work, never once brining up any unusual relationships.
That evening, when Tony arrived home, Tiffanie left Julianne's house, letting her know she'll see her tomorrow. Julianne waved goodnight, smiling at her sister. Tiffanie turned around, looking back inside, when she reached the bottom front step. She saw Julianne's back toward her, lifting her shirt, removing it, tossing it on the floor, Greg smiling on the couch.
One more glance to her right, before ringing Tony's door bell, Tiffanie saw Julianne's nice sized breasts on display while she lowered the blinds of the window. Tony answering the door shook her from her trance.
She forgot about what she saw moments later when she was screaming in ecstasy on Tony's cock.

Chapter 4
It was like this the rest of her Tampa visit. On the weekend, she stayed the entire time at Tony's. Tiffanie would be on all fours on his bed, her arms and feet tied to a bed post, while Tony went at it all day and night. They took breaks for food and water, but for the most part, Tiffanie remained tied up all weekend, a slave to Tony, a tool for Tony to use, just like he was a tool for her to use.
By Monday morning, black cock was the only thing on her mind - nothing else.
Tiffanie and Tony kept going every night when he arrived home from work. His house filled with screams of pleasure, Tiffanie wondering if she'd wake the neighbors - her sister and nephew. Bouncing up and down on Tony's cock, she ultimately didn't care.
On her final night in Tampa, convinced Tony had fucked the incestuous thoughts out of her, she said goodbye to him with a few hour long 69-session, before going to sleep early for her long drive the next morning.
Tiffanie cheerfully hugged her sister and nephew goodbye, never once thinking about their supposed special relationship. She said she'll call Julianne when she arrived safely at home and thanked her for letting her stay. Again, Julianne seemed happier than ever, waving enthusiastically, her arm around Greg's waist, while Tiffanie drove off.
The only thing on Tiffanie's mind on the long drive home: black cock. Her new plan was working.
She arrived home later than usual. Tom was already in the bed. Tiffanie sat in her bed, laptop open, browsing for dildos. The one she had was enough. She needed one large enough to keep her pussy stretched out.
"Why didn't I think of this before?" she asked herself, slipping out of her clothes.
Still naked, boxing up her underwear and bras, she thought about having no idea Bob was her father. They both had blue eyes, but she simply didn't see any other resemblance. Tiffanie pushed those thoughts aside, examining her naked body in the mirror. "This is going to work," she thought, smiling at her reflection, knowing deep down how easy it'd be, with her looks, to get a man - particularly a black man.
"Hey. Happy Mother's day," Tom said the next morning. "Sorry I didn't call you."
"It's fine," Tiffanie replied, wearing a bathrobe, nothing underneath. "I was busy anyway," she said, thinking fondly back to a week prior when Tony was fucking her tied up, helpless body all weekend. She loved it.
She watched Tom pour a bowl of cereal, the awkwardness of their relationship, evident by eight months of barely seeing or speaking to him, shinning through. She pushed away pangs of guilt.
"So you got any plans this summer?" Tiffanie asked her son.
"Yeah. Some of us are making our own soccer league. We'll practice together, maybe even split into teams if we get enough people," Tom said, eating his cereal.
Tiffanie felt guilt again. Tom wasn't a bad kid. He didn't drink or smoke weed or skip school. He wanted to play soccer all summer. She wanted to hug him, to hold him against her, but fought the urge, Diane and now Julianne's relationships with their sons popping into her head.
"Great," Tiffanie said, turning around. "I'll probably be busy too. I might have to work late a lot," She told a half-truth. She'd be busy, but her number one goal was to be busy with black cock - as often as possible.
The rest of the day she avoided Tom. Tiffanie made some phone calls. She was going black cock hunting, but didn't want to go alone.
********
What followed in the months of June, July, and August, was a black cock, debauchery-filled, madness that would make porn stars blush.
Tiffanie's friends played games on their many nights out. They competed to see who could suck the most black dick. Sometimes Tiffanie won, sometimes she didn't.
What she, and her friends, did win at was easily scoring a black man for the night - every night they went out. TIffanie forgot most of their names; most of them were one, maybe three night stands. College and professional athletes were usually the ones she stayed the night with the most.
Sex at the gym, sex in their car, sex on the dance floor, sex with several at once at one's apartment, sex at the back of a movie theater with one she went on a "date" with, sex in a bathroom of a restaurant, night club, and even the mall with a few black teens that were checking her out. As the summer went by, she thought less and less of herself as a single mom, and more and more of a single woman - thoroughly addicted to black men.



Due to sex, she missed several of Tom's soccer games he and his friends would have in a nearby park. She continued avoiding him, pushing guilt aside with a black dick.
Night after night, she was filled with cock. She even brought her addiction to her workplace, regularly fucking the black guy in the IT department - she didn't care. If it meant she'd get better service should she have a problem with her computer, and another black guy to fuck, she was all for it.
Tom didn't have school on Labor Day. He started his senior year of high school earlier in August.
That entire long weekend, Tiffanie was at an apartment complex of a black man she recently met. While Tom sat alone at home, playing video games, his mother was taken over and over again by a group of black men. When Tom turned off the gaming system and went to bed, his mother was across town, moaning, rubbing her semen-covered breasts and stomach, watching the last black man leave the apartment. She showered, dried off and joined the man who lived there in bed, sucking his cock back to life.
Later in September, Tiffanie didn't see her son on her birthday. But she didn't care, she had plans that night.
She went clubbing, alone. She knew members of the Atlanta Falcons frequented this particular night club. Tiffanie recognized one of the players, giving him her typical seductive smile, knowing how this would end.
It ended several hours later, in the Falcon's locker room one of the players snuck her into. Twenty black men took her that night - cumming on her face, tits, back, and ass, everywhere. They would take a break, rest up, and go at her again. She had never swallowed that much cum before, she felt full from it.
When it was done, the player that helped her organize this event drove her home. She sucked his cock the entire way, swallowing every last drop. He wished her a happy birthday and left. Tiffanie was alone again, alone at home with her sleeping son. She felt foolish and empty for going down this path. Bathing the dried semen off her body she wondered how long she could keep going like that.
She thought about Bob, remembering how much he loved to make love in the shower or bath tub. She remembered how good it felt when he'd gently suck her tits in a soapy tub.
Drying her hair, she tossed the towel, noticing something on the bed. It was a card from her son. He signed it with a simple "Happy Birthday Mom."
"I could've spent the evening with my son," she thought, sadness overtaking her. She climbed into bed, still naked and wondered what Tom had done that evening. She knew what she had done, recalling all the cocks pistoning in and out of every access point on her body. "I wonder if that would turn him on to know what I've been doing?" she wondered, quickly burying those thoughts.
Bob entered her mind again. They hadn't spoken since that first weekend in May.
"Bob," She whispered, thinking about her father. She never knew him as that until recently, after all these years of knowing him. The sex was the best too. It was loving, gentle, caring.
Tiffanie's eyes watered, thinking about him and their time together. She wanted to make things right. Before she went to sleep, she wondered if all the black cock in the world would hide her guilt for not at least trying to do that with him - her father.

Chapter 5
"Tiffanie. Come in, please," Bob said the next day, opening the door, seeing Tiffanie standing there.
"Happy Birthday," he said watching her walk past him into his home. "Forty-one, right?"
Tiffanie nodded.
"There's something I want to give you. Open it later when you get home. I was planning on mailing it, but was waiting, in case you showed up," Bob said, handing her an envelope. TIffanie agreed, sliding it in her purse.
"So what can I do for you?" Bob asked.
Tiffanie said nothing, slowing removing her dress over her shoulders, sliding it down, standing nude for Bob. "One last time?" she asked.
Bob looked over her naked body, extending his hand, leading her to his bed room.
********
It felt right to Tiffanie. It felt like something she needed to do, to say goodbye to him. It turned out to be perfect timing too.
Diane called Tiffanie near the end of September informing her of Bob's passing. Tiffanie assumed Bob must've told Diane he was her father as well at some point. Either way, Diane knew enough to call Tiffanie upon Bob's death.
Tiffanie attended the funeral, sitting in the back, seeing Diane and her son, Elliot hold hands, a small smile coming over her face. They looked so happy.
When she got home late that night, black cock entered her mind. She debated going out to find some to take her mind off of recent events, but decided to open the envelope Bob gave her. She had forgotten about it. It had been in her purse for a couple weeks - she had been busy on her back and all fours during that time.
Tiffanie nearly collapsed when she opened it. Her first thought was taking Tom on an exotic vacation, mom and son becoming one while there. Her next thought was buying Tom a new car, maybe even a house of his own. She pushed that aside. Her final thought was showing her son the check for $25 million dollars Bob had written her. Their excitement would lead to hugging, then kissing, then...
No. She wouldn't tell him or anyone. This would be her secret amongst her other secrets. She'd never tell anyone about Bob. She would never admit to her other sisters that she and Diane were their half sisters. She would never admit to Diane she knew any of this.
She took a few of her friends out to dinner and dancing, her treat, the next day. Tiffanie decided to resume her black cock loving lifestyle. During girl talk with her friends at dinner, one of them suggested Tiffanie find a sexy, obsidian piece of perfection, to call her own - a boyfriend of sorts.
She thought about it more and more as the night progressed. While she was having sex with a random black guy in the parking lot, the idea hit her. She needed a black cock connoisseur; a woman with exceptional knowledge and experience with black cocks.
When Tiffanie worked for Bob, one of the magazines the company published was rumored to have such a woman working there. Word got around that she'd have sex with clients and black male models for the magazine, rising in ranks in the marketing department.
Feeling the black guy she was riding fill her pussy with cum in the fogged up car, Tiffanie thought of the woman, meeting and working with her, watching her with black men - gorgeous models for the magazine. Tiffanie decided to get in touch with her, hoping she'd remember her.
Saying goodbye to the guy she was with, she re-entered the club, with her friends, to find more dick. Devin was the woman's name. Tiffanie would call her the next day, after turning in her notice at work, and retiring a millionaire.

Chapter 6
"Beautiful. Isn't it?" Devin asked, sipping a glass of wine. "I love watching him fuck."
Devin and Tiffanie stood in a darkened room on the opposite side of a two-way mirror, watching a black man have sex with a younger white girl.
"Yes," Tiffanie agreed, watching the girl's face contort from immense pleasure. "How old is she?"
"Eighteen, maybe 19. Her name is Rhea. She's a college student I met last week at a career fair the magazine had a booth at. I could see how eager she was. I could tell she knew what Elite Magazine is all about," Devin explained, sipping her wine, referring to one of the magazines Bob's company published. It was marketed toward African-American males, age 18-35.
The two women paused, listening to the girl climax again. "One thing led to another and here she is. Ulysses has been fucking her for a week now, almost non-stop. They take breaks to eat, drink, and sleep. But just look at him," Devin grinned.
Tiffanie moaned inwardly, watching the most attractive black man she had ever seen, sweat dripping off his muscles onto the college student, relentlessly pounding her from behind.
Ulysses pulled out of her, bent down, pulled her hips back to him, and licked, kissed, and sucked her ass cheeks. Popping her butt cheek out of his mouth, leaving a hickey on the girl, he looked to the mirror, a sly grin upon his face - he knew he was being watched.
"That young woman will be fully blackened come tomorrow thanks to Ulysses and I," Devin said. "Which reminds me," Devin turned to face Tiffanie. "You want him?"
"Oh, well, I mean if he's already taken or busy," Tiffanie answered.
"It's fine. You can borrow him whenever you want. I need one thing in return," Devin said, her fingers sliding along the shoulder strap of Tiffanie's dress.
"What's that?"
"Before I let you have Ulysses for your playtime needs, I need you to help me pay a debt," Devin smiled, sliding the strap over Tiffanie's shoulder. "Not with money," She whispered.
"Uh, well," Tiffanie said.
"I made a bet, one I lost, with an associate of mine. Since I lost I must be his for a month. I don't feel like doing this, since Ulysses is home for awhile before heading out on another photo shoot, I want to spend that time with him instead," Devin explained. She pulled the dress down further, revealing more of Tiffanie's breast, the nipple erect.
"If you can belong to this man for one month, in my place, then I'll let you have Ulysses whenever you want," Devin said, bringing Tiffanie's nipple to her mouth, kissing it softly.
Tiffanie moaned, watching the college student fling her head back, arching back while Ulysses sucked on her ass cheek.
Devin grabbed Tiffanie's breasts, "Fat Rob will love these."
"Fat Rob?" Tiffanie asked. "Is that the guy you're talking about?"
"Mmhmm. Be his for a month and Ulysses is yours," Devin said, tweaking a nipple, pulling Tiffanie's dress back up.
"Why do they call him Fat Rob?" Tiffanie asked.
Devin slowly kissed Tiffanie's lips, "You'll find out," she whispered.
********
After lying to her son, telling Tom she had to go on an extended business trip, pushing away guilt, Tiffanie made her way to Fat Rob's the second week of October.
After entering his luxurious apartment, greeted by one of Fat Rob's associates, Tiffanie was led outside to the deck area. There was a hot tub with three younger white women, each fucking a black man. Fat Rob was in the corner of the deck, at his grill, cooking hotdogs.
"Ah you must be Tiffanie, Devin's substitute. Welcome," Fat Rob said. He nodded to his associate to finish the hotdogs. "Come; let me get a good look at you. You posed in Playboy?"
"Yes," TIffanie replied, following Fat Rob back into the apartment. "It was quite a few years ago."
"Well you certainly still have a body for it," Fat Rob said, leading her into a bedroom. "Strip for me."
Tiffanie didn't hesitate, removing her dress for Fat Rob. "No underwear. Good," He grinned.
Fat Rob, a mountainous black man, circled a nude Tiffanie, eyeing her up and down, studying her. He stood behind her, cupping her large breasts, "How old are you now?"
"Forty-one," TIffanie replied.
"Mmmm," Fat Rob said, sliding his hand down her body, rubbing her clit with his middle finger. He slid the finger inside her, she was soaking wet. "Excellent."
"You ever worked with black dick before?" Fat Rob asked, taking his finger out of her, smelling it, licking her juices.
"In my younger years, yes. But recently my desire for black men has exploded tenfold," she said.
"Well my clientele are mostly black men. I'm going to have to make sure you are stretched out," Fat Rob said, opening the bedroom door; five black men walking in.
"These are some of my employees. They are going to warm you up - get that pussy nice and loose for me. Then later tonight, I'll come back and break you in more with this," Fat Rob said, unzipping his pants, pulling out the fattest black cock she had ever seen.
Tiffanie's eyes widened, "Is, is that why they call you Fat Rob?"
Fat Rob chuckled, watching his associates undress, their black cocks growing in size. He left Tiffanie to them, tending to business.
Tiffanie smiled, watching the five black men stand before her naked. She went to her knees, a cock in each hand, and one in her mouth. She closed her eyes, moaning, thinking about how this may be the best month of her life.

Chapter 7
For the month of October, Tiffanie was Fat Rob's number one girl. She had no idea how much money he made off her and didn't care. She was paid with a place to live, Fat Rob's bed to sleep in, sometimes with one or two other white women, and with Fat Rob's fat cock on a daily basis.
She followed him around, her arm around his, in his several strip clubs. Tiffanie would suck the cocks of all the black men Fat Rob had business meetings with, staying on one for five minutes, before moving to the next. When the meeting would end, she'd finish them off, swallowing their seed, then jump on Fat Rob and cum over and over on his dick.
She loved it. She was forgetting she had a son, she was forgetting about Bob, she was forgetting about her latent incestuous desires. After a slip up in September, before Bob passed away, Tiffanie was renewed with her black lust, her plan to never, ever give in to her taboo desires - using black cock to suppress those urges for as long as needed, perhaps when Tom moved away and got married. She felt she was in the clear.
Near Halloween, Tiffanie was able to take Fat Rob's in his entirety up her anus. Her asshole was a gaping cavern by the end of the month. On several nights, Tiffanie was double-teamed, a cock in each hole. With her tits being sucked, her hands jacking a cock, a cock in her pussy and one in her ass, Tiffanie thought about Tom.
"This is who your mommy is, Tom," She thought to herself, when another cock entered her mouth. "I'll never cross that line with you."
In her mind, Tom was watching her, seeing who she really was. She pictured him watching the several black men take his mother. Tiffanie licked her lips clean of the fresh coat of semen and smiled. "I bet he'd like it," her voice echoed in her head. She climaxed seconds later at that thought, shaking while surrounded by cock.
On Halloween, Tom was at a friend's house, playing video games. Several others joined later, the mother bringing out snacks for them to munch on. That very same moment Tiffanie was on top of Fat Rob, cumming once again, while he sucked her tits.
"Ahh yess!" She cried out.
"You love that black dick don't you?" Fat Rob grinned. "You on the pill?"
"Yes!" Tiffanie cried out again.
"Good. I'm sure you've noticed we don't wear condoms."
"I have," Tiffanie calmed down, kissing Fat Rob as hard as she could. "I love the feeling of your cum erupting inside me.
"Well we only have another week or so together, so you better get as much of that cum out of me as possible. Understand?"
Tiffanie nodded, smiling into his face, "Yes sir."
Fat Rob was merciless in their final few days together. Tiffanie couldn't help but think Devin was missing out. Then she remembered Ulysses. His perfect body, six pack abs, she couldn't wait to get her hands on him.
Little did she know after leaving Fat Rob's, her madness would truly set in. It never occurred to her to let destiny happen, to stop running from the things she feared.
********
Tiffanie sped to Devin's house, cock-crazed, and determined. It was on now. She would, in essence, own Ulysses, or at least partly own him with Devin. She would show her family, her sisters, and her son that she is NOTHING like them. She would never, ever commit incest. She was above that. She would show all them that she loved black men, Ulysses would be hers!
Devin answered the door in a bathrobe, nothing underneath, drying her hair. Ulysses was behind her, a towel around his waist, checking his phone.
"Welcome back. I take it you're done with Fat Rob," Devin said, letting her in.
"Yes," Tiffanie said, eyes glued to Ulysses, walking pass Devin. She stood in front of him, admiring his body.
"Hi," He said, nodding politely.
"Ulysses, this is - "
"Tiffanie," She interrupted Devin, extending her hand to Ulysses.
"Yes, Tiffanie," Devin chuckled. "She's going to be borrowing you some."
"Nice to meet you," Ulysses shook her hand.
Tiffanie looked to Devin, "May I take him home with me now?"
Devin laughed, walking to Ulysses, bringing him in for a long kiss, "Mmmm, be good for her. She's very excited."
Ulysses nodded, finished getting ready, packing a small bag. Tiffanie was taking him home. She had no idea if Tom would be there, but if he was she'd introduce Ulysses, and take him to bed.
Tiffanie plugged in her address into her car's GPS, told Ulysses to drive there, got in the passenger side and immediately began sucking his cock while he drove. It was delicious, and it was hers. She'd show everyone what she truly loves, or at least what she was telling herself she truly loved.
Tom was indeed home. Tiffanie never once thought that she hadn't seen her son in a month, only politely saying hello to him. Her heart skipped several beats when she saw her boy, but she quickly calmed herself down in order to focus on her task at hand - showing everyone how much she loves black cock.
Tiffanie introduced Tom to Ulysses, they smiled and nodded politely. She took Ulysses by the hand, leading him to her bedroom. They immediately stripped naked, she guided him to bed, and rode him to several loud orgasms not caring if Tom was still in the house.
That evening, Tom arrived while she was cooking dinner. Tiffanie assumed he was gone for most of her afternoon sex session with Ulysses. She didn't care, there'd be other times for Tom was see what she's really like.
Ulysses stayed with Tiffanie most of November. They'd go out on the weekend, meeting Devin, going back to her place and worship his body until Sunday.
While at her house, Tiffanie was shameless. She'd kiss Ulysses passionately in front of Tom. She'd suck his cock, knowing Tom wasn't in his room and could walk in on it any minute; she'd have loud sex with Ulysses in her shower, bedroom, and living room couch, knowing her son could hear. She didn't care. She was a black cock queen and this is what she does.
She and her son hardly spoke; her attention was on her house guest Ulysses. She'd jack his cock under the dinner table, sitting across from Tom. She'd ask her son politely to clean the dishes after dinner, going to her knees under the table, sucking Ulysses' cock while her son quickly cleaned up. TIffanie wondered if he could hear the slurping and sucking sounds she was making.
Ulysses felt uncomfortable, telling Tiffanie several times to refrain, to wait until Tom was out of the house. She ignored his suggestions and requests.
Tiffanie wanted to up the ante. She booked a trip for Thanksgiving to the Bahamas. She purposely ordered Tom to accompany her and Ulysses. He sighed, not wanting to argue with a woman he wasn't very close to anymore, and went along with it.
On this trip, Tiffanie hardly saw her son. Her time was spent with Ulysses embedded balls deep inside her. She fucked him in the swimming pools, the ocean; her room next door to Tom's trying to be as loud as possible. By the end of the trip, her son appeared miserable. His mother completely ignored him, further showing him what she all about - black cock.
Back home, Tiffanie was riding Ulysses again, looking over her shoulder to her partially closed bedroom door. "Come in here!" she said to herself through grit teeth. "Watch me! Watch your mommy fuck!"
The bed was slamming against the wall, "Watch your mommy fuck this black dick!"
Tom was in his bedroom, the door closed, reading a magazine with headphones on, music turned up as loud as can be without pain. He knew what his mother was doing. He was counting down the days until Christmas. He'd be spending it with his father and his family, far away from his mother. He didn't quite understand what was going on in her head, but was sick of her and her wanton display. He had no idea what she was trying to prove, but was caring less and less about her and their relationship.




Chapter 8
Tiffanie's insanity went up a few levels at Christmas. She threw a nice sized Christmas party, using her secret millions to fund it, just like she did with her Thanksgiving trip.
She would show her sisters she wasn't a sicko like them. She invited Diane and Stephanie, who was now living with Diane in Charleston, South Carolina, not as far away as Julianne in Tampa. Tiffanie was able to deduce that Stephanie was also sleeping with her own son, living in the same incestuous home as Diane.
Tiffanie smirked. She'd show them. She'd show them what she loved. She'd show them she wasn't a freak like them. She invited Diane's two daughters for good measure. Everyone would know that Tiffanie, in her mind, was the most normal one in the family.
Ulysses was the guest of honor. He was nude the entire time, save for a cute little bow tie. He served the women food, beverages, provided foot or shoulder rubs. Tiffanie proudly showed him off as hers. This black man with a perfect body and beautiful black cock was all hers.
Then it was time to share her most prized cock. Tiffanie ordered Ulysses to head to her bedroom, then the women would take turns with him. Tiffanie's relatives would see what she experiences daily. She hoped they'd feel bad for engaging in incest.
"Who's first?" Tiffanie grinned.
"Me!" Diane immediately piped up, rushing up the stairs to Tiffanie's bedroom. Tiffanie's smiled, chatting with her relatives, the faint sounds of Diane climaxing on Ulysses' cock in the background.
"Well? How was he?" Tiffanie asked, a smug grin on her face, 15 minutes later.
"Oh he was great!" Diane said, sitting down next to her daughter Valerie. "You want to?"
"Sure!" her daughter said.
Diane then talked about her son, Elliot again. How sweet he was, how they spend so much time with each other. Diane's other daughter, was nodding, smiling. "This isn't right," Tiffanie thought. "Diane is talking about her son again. What about Ulysses?"
Valerie returned after cumming on Ulysses' cock, smiling, giggling, taking her seat next to her mother. Then Valerie joined the conversation with the others about the house in Charleston, how big it was, how nice it was to have family there. "No, no," Tiffanie was getting angry, her crazed mind spinning. "You're supposed to be talking about how great Ulysses was!" she thought.
Diane's other daughter went, having her turn, then the same thing occurred. Nothing. They talked about something Stephanie's son did, how cute he was, and so on. Her plan wasn't working.
"Stephanie," Tiffanie spoke up, referring to a woman, who has turned out to be her half sister, thanks to Bob. "Your turn."
"Ooh! Ok," she smiled, bouncing happily on her way to Tiffanie's bedroom.
*********
"Well, well, well mister," Stephanie said, closing TIffanie's bedroom door. "We meet again."
"Hi Stephanie. It's been awhile," the nude Ulysses chuckled, watching Stephanie slide out of her dress.
"Yes, about two years, or so," She grinned, climbing on top of Ulysses. Tiffanie had no idea Stephanie and Ulysses had a hot little fling.
"How are you? Things going ok in Minnesota?" he asked.
"Oh, I'm living in Charleston now. My son and I moved in with Diane and her son," Stephanie explained, sliding his cock inside her.
Ulysses sucked one of her large breasts, "I see."
"Yes, he and I are lovers now," Stephanie explained.
"He doesn't mind you doing this with me?" Ulysses asked.
Stephanie giggled, kissing Ulysses hard on the mouth. "No! See there's one thing you should realize."
She began grinding against Ulysses, "A good as this big dick of yours is, a mommy will always prefer another one."
Ulysses winced, moaning lightly, reading between the lines, "Oh yeah?"
"Mmhmm. So I'll have some fun tonight, then tomorrow I'll head back to Charleston to be with my honey."
"Your son," Ulysses confirmed.
Stephanie kissed him again, smiling, as Ulysses thrust upward into her. "Yes."
When Stephanie returned after her fun with Ulysses, she smiled at Tiffanie thanking her for a nice time with her man, then rejoined the others, not mentioning black cock for the rest of the night. They were unphased, Tiffanie was furious.
She put on a happy face for the rest of her party. Seeing them off, she declined to join them for breakfast at the hotel where they stayed, opting to stay in bed with Ulysses instead.

Chapter 9
"So you and your mom aren't that close anymore?" A friend's mom quietly asked Tom at a New Year's party.
"Nah, not really. She's been hanging out with this guy and I hardly see or talk to her. Things are just weird with her," Tom explained.
"I'm sorry," She empathized.
"I don't have the heart to tell her I got accepted to UCLA. I'm not sure she'd even care if I go to college that far away," Tom said.
"Oh, I'm sure she'll care. I hope things get sorted out by then though," the mother told him.
"Yeah, maybe," Tom shrugged.
"Ok everyone ready?" a friend said, urging everyone in the crowded living room to stand and countdown to one, signaling the New Year.
When the fireworks when off at midnight, not far away from Devin's, Tiffanie was cumming hard on top of Ulysses, Devin sucking one of her breasts, Devin's sister sucking another. Another of Devin's sisters was sitting on Ulysses' face, cumming too. Devin has four sisters, all of them in town for New Years. Tiffanie brought the group count to six - six white women kissing, licking, servicing Ulysses all night.
Tiffanie wondered if they'd let her be part of their family - a new family.
Over the next few months, Ulysses was resistant to spending time with Tiffanie, questioning her on her relationship with her son, wondering why she wasn't spending time with him more often. She ignored his concerns, telling him things are just fine between them.
Tiffanie borrowed Ulysses for Valentine's Day. "Ah! Shit!" she sat on him in the shower, Ulysses sucking her tits, covering them with hickeys. She arched her back, looking upward, closing her eyes, Ulysses taking her breast meat out of his mouth with a loud popping sound, while the water cascaded down on them. Tom was at the library staying late with a study group, hoping to prolong their session so he could delay going home.
Tiffanie and Ulysses argued more in March. He begged her to spend time with Tom for his birthday, she assured Ulysses all was well and she didn't need to.
"Harder! Yes!" She called out to Ulysses. He was behind her, gripping her hair, pummeling into her ass.
Tom was at a friend's house for his birthday, blowing out some candles. The 18-year-old had no interest in going home.
Tom was home alone for Spring Break. His mother took her black lover on another trip, fucking his brains out like she always did; cumming over and over while visiting a beautiful tropical locale.
Ulysses stopped the argument before it happened when he asked Tiffanie to bring Tom along on this trip. She said he'd be fine at home.
April arrived, Ulysses worked more often, leaving Tiffanie alone to go black cock hunting again. Several orgies and strangers brought to the house, caused Tom to leave. He packed his things and went to a friend's while his mother was being double and triple teamed in her bedroom.
When Ulysses learned of this after casually asking Tiffanie what she was up to while he was traveling for work, he ended it.
"What? What do you mean?" Tiffanie said.
"We're done. I'm sorry. My biological mother wasn't around, I never saw her. You gotta spend more time with your son. This isn't right," he said, packing a few items he left at her home.
"No, wait, it's fine! Really it's ok!" Tiffanie grabbed his arm, feeling her plan falling apart.
"No. I have to go. It's been fun, but he's going to college soon, he'll be grown up and resenting you if you don't spend more time with him."
"But I need you!" she yelled.
"No, you don't. You want me, but you NEED to focus on your relationship with Tom," Ulysses said, quickly taking his leave; leaving Tiffanie alone and crying.
She knew he was right. She could've chased after him, begging him to stay, or called him over and over, pleading for his return to her. But she didn't. Tiffanie was tired of avoiding her son, the one person she knew she loved most.
It was time for her face reality, to face her destiny - whatever it may be.
After a week, holed up in her room, alone, crying, accepting reality, Tiffanie removed her pajamas. Tip-toeing naked down the hallway to Tom's room, she gently opened the door, walking in.
Tiffanie stood there, watching him sleep. "Tom, I love you," She whispered. She leaned down, kissing the side of his head, one of her large breasts grazing his shoulder.
Before she left his room, she glanced at him once more, knowing it was only a matter of time, knowing what and who she truly wanted in this world. Seeing Diane and Elliot awoke that desire in her, there was no more burying it, no more trying to avoid it. She was going to make love to Tom.
It was May 1, 9:14 am. One year since she learned Bob was her father.
The end.

**************************
Remember folks: the moms in my literary universe love black cock. But there is one cock they love more than all others! Part 9 will feature Tiffanie and her son!
**************************
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Policewomen: Trina's Inferno
The sun was rising over South Beach, Miami. It was Trina's day off and she was finishing her morning jog. Pausing to watch the sunrise, she thought about the day ahead of her.
She'd spend the next few hours in the gym, focusing on her back and arms, giving her legs and glutes a rest. After that, she was going to call Mike to check in and see if any SWAT positions were open. He was friendly, giving Trina pointers here and there regarding fitness and various other exercises that may help her in the intensive SWAT team application process.
Trina loved her job, but wanted more excitement. Her patrol route mostly consisted of retirement communities not far from the beach. It was quite boring for her, but she did her best, befriending many of the elderly folks on her route.
After her workout, she jogged home. Her son, Richie was in the kitchen eating breakfast. "Hi there," Trina said, entering the kitchen, heading to the refrigerator.
"Hey," he shyly said, watching his mother bend over, looking for her preferred brand of bottled water. He stared at her long legs, her toned butt covered by tiny black shorts. He watched her stand, sweat trailing down her exposed mid-drift as she drank from the bottle. Richie almost gasped when his mother turned to face him, revealing her toned stomach, her tiny, work out tank top sticking to her skin.
"Ahhh," she finished the bottle, wiping her mouth. "You still going to your friend's house tonight?"
"Mmhmm," Richie lied.
"Great. Want to come to the shooting range with me?" Trina asked, knowing the answer.
"Nah."
"Alrighty. I'm going to grab a shower then head out," She kissed her son on the top of his head. He watched her walk down the hallway, mouth hanging open, sighing when she retreated to her bedroom.
In the shower, Trina slammed herself against the wall, "Yes, yes," she whispered, furiously rubbing her clit. Tonight she had the house to herself. A friend would be joining her. She couldn't wait to see him, to fuck him. It'd been several weeks since he was in Miami last, Trina meeting him at a charity event she did security for. He was running in the half-marathon, they spoke afterward, exchanged numbers. They've texted and kept in touch since, arranging this little date night.
It's been nearly a year since Trina got any sexual attention from someone other than herself. She couldn't wait to rip off her friend's clothes, go to her knees and suck and slobber all over his glorious cock. "Mmmm," she moaned, a little louder than she wanted.
"Ulysses," she whispered his name, right before an orgasm overtook her. Her body tensed up in the shower, she struggled to keep quiet.
Richie was outside the bathroom door, his ear pressed against it, listening to his mother. When she cut off the shower, he left the room, careful to leave her bedroom door cracked just enough to afford him a view of her naked body. He'd been doing this for years, perfecting his spying techniques. Lately though, guilt had been catching up to him. He vowed that after tonight, after watching his beautiful mother have sex, he would stop. Deep down he knew that was a lie.
After an hour at the shooting range, Trina called her sister, Kelly, who was also a police officer. Trina was often envious of Kelly. She patrolled closer to downtown and was rarely bored.
Sitting at a stop light, on her way home, Trina chatted with Kelly. "I'm not telling you any more about him. Sorry," she smiled.
"Please?" Kelly pleaded.
"Nope. He's my little secret friend," Trina joked.
"Fine. At least tell me a little how it goes tonight," Kelly said.
"Sure. If there's anything to tell."
"Well from what you've said so far, it sounds like it's a no brainer that you two will go out, and go home for a nice evening of naughty fun," Kelly said.
"Probably!"
"Ugh. Whatever. Anyway how is Richie? Still spying on you?" Kelly asked of her nephew.
Trina sighed. "I think so. I have my suspicions. Maybe it's just a phase."
"Seems like more than just a phase. He's 18. I could see a 14, 15, or even 16 year old doing it for giggles or curiosity, but at 18? I figured he'd focus on leaving for college or moving out," Kelly reasoned.
"Yes, well, maybe," Trina said, not totally comfortable talking about it.
"Have you said anything to him?"
"No. Too awkward. I figured I need to spend more time with him. Just not sure when or how yet."
"Yep. Anyway, I better get ready for my shift. Maybe I'll catch whoever is robbing these sperm banks lately," Kelly said.
"Hah, I forgot about that."
"Yep, all the sperm banks in Miami, wiped clean," Kelly said. "No pun intended."
Trina chuckled. "I wonder what they are doing with it?"
"No idea. But we think it's a guy and it's an inside job."
"Weirdos," Trina sighed.
They ended their call, Trina arrived home. She smiled thinking about her evening again. She checked her long caramel colored hair in the mirror, her blue eyes smiling back at her. "It's going to be a great night."
*
Several hours later, Trina backed into her front door, arms around Ulysses, kissing him hungrily. They had a wonderful dinner, opting to skip the movie and head back to Trina's.
Closing the door, never taking her mouth off his, she guided him down the hall to her bedroom. Richie had been waiting there, his car parked a block away, in the shadows of Trina's closet. He had a perfect view of the action through the cracked door.
Richie's cock getting erect, he watched his mother position Ulysses at the foot of her bed. She removed his shirt, revealing his muscular frame. Going to her knees, she kissed down his chest, over his abs, and tugged at his cargo shorts.
Trina moaned loudly after pulling down Ulysses' boxers, a cock as glorious as she imagined sprung free. She immediately took it to her mouth, her head bobbing and weaving back and forth on it. After a moment she stood, in a hurry to get it inside her, and pushed Ulysses back on her bed. She stood before him, removing her top, her bra and shorts. Richie's mouth dropped when he saw she was wearing no underwear.
Jealousy nearly overtook him, but Richie remained calm, reminding himself that she's a grown-up, she's single, she can do what she wants. Plus if she caught him hiding there, it would be horrible.
He watched his mother mount this man, climbing on top of him, straddling him. She grabbed the base of his cock, guiding it inside her. "Yes!" she exclaimed, throwing her head back, loving the full feeling.
Then Richie watched his mother fuck Ulysses. Bouncing up and down, impaling herself over and over again on his cock. "Yes! Yes! Yes!" she cried each time she landed on him. Richie almost came in his pants watching her climax.
Ulysses rolled over, Trina going to her back. Richie listened to their kissing sounds, watching him flex his muscular ass, rolling his hips as he fucked her in return. Trina grasped at his back, raking her fingers downward, her feet locked behind him. She climaxed again, then there was a brief pause - a calm before the storm.
Richie thought it was over. It had only just begun.
An hour later, Trina was on all fours, Ulysses behind her, running his hands up and down her back, now sweaty from their sex, pummeling her. "Harder!" she ordered, he obliged. He gripped her long hair, pulling her head back, Trina cumming again.
Richie almost lost it again when he saw the look of orgasmic pleasure on his mother's face.
Ulysses pulled out, pushed Trina to her belly, grabbed her hips, bringing her ass to his face. "Ahh! Shit!" Trina cried out, feeling Ulysses tongue swirl all around her puckered hole. Her spine tingling, she went limp, Ulysses sitting back, feasting upon her butt, occasionally lapping at her pussy.
Another hour passed, they were still going at it. Richie couldn't believe it. "Yes! Yes!" Trina grit her teeth, staring into Ulysses' face, straddling him while he sat on the bed, doing all she could to make this man cum.
He nodded his head, letting her know he was ready - finally. A sweaty and tired Trina hopped off his cock and lay next to him. Richie had a perfect view of her jacking Ulysses, begging his seed to come out. She enclosed her mouth on him, moaning, feeling his balls tense up. Ulysses erupted in her mouth, lying back on the bed as he came. Trina drank every last drop of his cum, sucking and licking his cock clean. She wiped her mouth, smiling as she curled up into Ulysses' arm.
Richie watched her slowly run her hands up and down Ulysses' body, and after several moments, she was still - asleep. He exited his hiding place, staring at his mother's naked body, guilt over taking him. "This was the last time I spy on her. I'm done," he thought to himself, before he snuck out to walk to his car.
Trina and Ulysses had sex in the shower that morning. She said goodbye to her friend, suggesting they could hook up again if he's free. He liked that idea, kissing the nude woman goodbye at her front door.
Trina called her sister, Kelly, getting her voicemail. She took a nap and later left for her afternoon shift.
*
Sitting in her patrol car, Trina called Kelly again, no answer. She sighed, shrugged and got out of the car. She adjusted her bulletproof vest, not that she had any need to wear one on her route. She didn't wear a bra with her uniform. Her breasts weren't huge, but the tight vest and clothing was more uncomfortable when a sports bra was thrown into the mix. It didn't really matter, no one could tell.
Trina adjusted her pony tail, putting her hat back on and went to talk with an elderly resident. She often visited them, spending more time with the older senior citizens, listening to them tell stories and asking them questions. If she missed catching someone going 10 miles over the 25 mile per hour limit, Trina didn't care. It helped her get through a boring shift and lifted the spirits of the residents.
After Trina's "lunch break" at 8pm, halfway through her shift, she got a call to stop by a rowdy party at the house of one of the few younger families that lived nearby. The parents were out of town.
She put a stop to the loud music, telling the kids to disperse; they listened and gave her no problems. Standing at the door of her car, watching a few of the remaining teenagers drive off to find something else to do on a Saturday night, Trina was struck on the side of the head by something very hard.
*
Trina woke up with a splitting headache. Everything was blurry. She heard a muffled male voice in the room, followed by a female moan. Then nothing.
Her right temple was throbbing. Seeing a blurry shape move away from her, she touched the sore spot, it was warm to the touch. Trina saw red on her middle and ring fingertips. Wiping her eyes, hoping her vision would regain its sharpness, she saw more red on her hands. Whatever hit her earlier, made a sizable gash on the side of her head. She wiped as much blood off her face as possible using her tank top.
In the process she was able to see what she had on. It was nothing. Her uniform, weapons, everything was taken. All she was left with was her white tank top, and white, boy shorts panties.
Then she saw the others. The entire room, a lobby or waiting room of sorts, had women lying on the floor. Most were nude, a few had on underwear, all were touching themselves, moaning with pleasure.
She heard someone coming. She quickly lay down, pretending to be knocked out. With one eye cracked open, she saw a large man carrying a briefcase. A woman rose up, her hands crawling over his pants, trying to tear them off. Trina watched him bend down, reading something around the woman's neck.
The man grabbed the woman by her blonde hair, bending her over, opening the briefcase. He took out a syringe and injected a clear liquid into the flesh of her butt cheek. She told him thank you, moaning. The man went to a door in the back of the room. He banged on it a few times.
Another man answered, "To the basement," the large man handed the woman over to his associate. With Trina's blurry vision, she could barely make out something familiar about the woman, but wasn't sure.
Trina watched him move to another woman, turning her head to the side, reading her collar. All the women had collars - all except Trina.
She wondered why she didn't have a one, she wondered what was on the collar, she waited and watched.
The man read another collar. The woman sprung to life, grabbing, kissing the man, he pushed her down, pinning her head to the floor with his large hand. "Yeah," he said. "You'll love it here."
The woman seemed possessed. She lunged at the man again when he walked to another woman. He quickly grabbed a baseball bat by the door, knocking the woman to the ground.
"That's what he hit me with," Trina thought.
"To the arena you go," the man said, pulling the woman by her hair, knocking on the door once more. His associate answered, taking the woman away.
Trina closed her eyes, playing possum again. She heard his heavy footsteps get closer. "Oh yeah. You," he grunted. "Didn't put one on you. You were the cop at the wrong place at the wrong time. " he said, kneeling before her.
He grabbed Trina by the hair, turning her head from side to side. He ran his thumb over her full lips, moaning as he touched her. "Where should I send you?" he asked.
The man released Trina and stood, looking back towards the door. She saw his feet facing away from her. Now was her chance.
She swung her knee around, sweeping the man's feet from under him. He landed with a loud thud, losing his grip on the baseball bat. Trina hopped up, pounced on him, and repeatedly punched his face, temple, knocking him out after several hard blows.
She grabbed his bat. She had a weapon now.
Peeking outside a window, Trina saw she was eight stories up. She saw the Miami skyline in the distance. Taking in her surroundings, the room she was in appeared to be a lobby. Everything was clean, but old looking. She wondered if it was a hotel, perhaps one that was recently renovated.
Trina had no way to contact anyone; searching the man proved fruitless, no cell phone, no walkie-talkie, nothing.
She sighed, seeing a woman stir in her peripheral vision. Trina went to her side, helping the woman, only wearing a bra, to her feet. "Go. Leave. Find help."
The woman smiled, shaking her head "no."
Trina said, grabbing the woman's collar, reading it.
"Heretic?" Trina read it out loud.
"What is this place?"
"Leave. Hurry, go!"
Trina hoped the women in this room would leave, but none of them moved. She watched a couple of them make out, another couple slowly grinding their pussies against one another.
"What the hell?" Trina wasn't leaving though. She was heading in, venturing into this building, hoping to make it to bottom floor and save anyone she could, even if they didn't want to be saved.
Leaving the entrance open, she read several more collars on her way to the back door of the lobby area.
"Anger," "cheater," "liar," "greedy," were the various words scribbled on the collars.
A slightly overweight woman stirred, Trina helping her. Her collar said "gluttony." Trina showed her the exit, telling her to follow Trina. The woman refused. Her face glazed over.
Knocking on the door the large man knocked on earlier, stepping to the side, she waited for someone to open it. Once someone did, she appeared from the side, butting a smaller man in the face with the baseball bat, breaking his nose. She pushed him to the ground, whacking him several times with her weapon. Seeing he was out cold, she moved along past a desk into a low lit hallway towards an elevator.
**
In the elevator, Trina noticed something. She had a small puncture wound on her right wrist. Rubbing it, she wondered if she was injected with something.
Then she felt it. Dizziness, disorientation, and something else - something wonderful. Her legs were weak. Her pussy was dripping wet, soaking her underwear.
"What the - "
The elevator door opened. She fell onto the carpeted hallway, the overwhelming urge to have sex flooding her mind and body. She glanced at the baseball bat, licking her lips. She shook her head, gathered her thoughts and ventured down the hall. All the doors were locked, except one.
Against her better judgment she barged right in. It was a very stupid mistake that could cost a police officer their life. Trina wasn't thinking straight though. She couldn't see straight either.
Looking around room, her blurry vision came into focus. A loud cracking sound followed by a whimper and moan. Turning her gaze to the source of the sound, she saw a woman tied up, naked, her back illuminated by a faint orange glow. The glow was flickering as if a fire was the source of light.
Trina she saw several more women, tied up in a line against the wall. Trina also saw an overweight, naked man, wearing some sort of leather strap around his waist. He was pumping his hips into a helpless woman, their colliding bodies in the soft glow of the light source.
Trina looked around, seeing a large vat or tub of some sort, with what appeared to be several Bunsen burners underneath it. The tubes for the gas which powered the flames were hooked up to a small gas tank nearby.
The man pulled away from the woman, causing her to beg him not to. Two large strap-on dildos slid out of her. Trina could tell in the low light levels the dildos were monstrous - perhaps a foot long. She assumed the man had one in the woman's pussy and ass. She watched her crawl after him, red marks visible on her back.
The man tied her back up, having no problems overpowering the drugged captive. "Which one of you gets a bath?" he mockingly asked, grabbing for a whip from a small table against the wall.
Crack! Trina winced watching him whip one of the helpless, tied up, women. The man whipped at them again, in a random order, not caring which woman he struck. A couple asked for him to do it again, harder.
"Whores. All of you. Which one of you gets cleaned off? Hmm?" He asked, walking over to the vat, resting the whip over his shoulder. He picked up a container of some sort. Trina watched him pour the contents into the vat.
"Is that?" Trina asked herself. "It couldn't be."
The liquid appeared white, creamy, and then there was the smell. Trina shook her head ten feet away, knowing the man was pouring massive amounts of stolen semen into the tub. The Bunsen burners must be keeping it warm so it doesn't dry out.
"There we go, your favorite liquid, ladies. Which one of you wants a nice, warm, cum bath?" he asked.
Trina stood, moved toward him, baseball bat raised at him. "Hi," she said.
The man was quick. His whip cracked at her wrist, causing her to drop the bat. The second whip lash landed at her waist, slightly wrapping around her body. He pulled her close to him, his speed taking her by surprise. He squatted, lifted her up and threw her over his head, this time, his strength surprising her. Trina landed in the tub of semen.
Slowly gliding to the bottom of the vat, Trina disoriented and horny, knowing and hoping that if this stuff was stolen from sperm banks, then it should be healthy - not disease ridden. She loved drinking it straight from the source and now she was in a bathtub full of the stuff.



The small smile of pleasure as warm cum enveloped her body quickly ended when her mouth opened. Gulping in as much semen as she could, her hands in her underwear, she quickly brought herself to an orgasm. It was delicious, so much more than when not influenced by the mystery drug she had been given.
Trina stopped herself from drinking in the entire tub of cum, sitting up, defiant against the effects of the drug, crawling out of it, landing on the cool floor.
"Was it nice, whore?" the man said to Trina, still writhing in pleasure. She began crawling through the puddle of semen, searching for the baseball bat, hoping to use it as a blunt force weapon.
The double dildo wearing captor kicked it away out of her reach. Trina thought quickly when the man got close to her, flinging her cum-covered hand to his face, several huge globs landing on it, one luckily landing in his eye. He dropped his whip to wipe his face clean, Trina lunged for it.
The whip was hard to handle due to her slippery hands, but she was able to wrap it around his neck, pulling him to the floor. She climbed on top of him, crossed the whip over itself, pulling at it, choking him as hard as she could. He reached for her face. Trina grit her teeth, using all her strength to strangle him with his own whip.
Finally, he went still, gurgling, then silent. Trina climbed off him, out of breath, her arms sore, looking around at the tied up women.
She untied each one, all of them not really aware of what was happening. The last woman paused, smiled, and slowly licked a shocked Trina's face, smiling as she swallowed cum her tongue gathered.
Another woman joined, then another and another, all licking Trina's body clean. She closed her eyes, letting the women work. Two other women toppled over into the bath tub of semen, bathing in, drinking it.
"So, good," Trina whispered, enjoying the licks of the women. "Have to fight it."
They took her to the floor, covering her body with their own. Kissing, licking, grinding against her. She was losing the fight against this drug. Everything felt incredible. One woman wrapped her legs around one of Trina's and began gyrating, sucking on Trina's foot. Another woman kissed her hard, her tongue swirling around her mouth, tasting the semen within it.
She had to move on.
Trina pushed them away, telling them to leave, they ignored her, joining two others in the bathtub. After gathering the baseball bat, Trina fell into the hallway, searching for strength, crawling, then walking to the elevator.
***
The next floor down, the sixth, she tumbled out of the elevator, fighting the effects of drug. Pausing at a door, she heard something else, something disturbing.
Slowly opening the door, crouching down, peering into a darkened room, she snuck in. Trina smelled a disgusting odor. She couldn't quite place it. Then she heard the heaving, the barfing. Scanning the room she saw another naked man, doubled over a tied woman, vomiting on her, the light of a small lamp in the corner behind him.
"Ugh. Well that's nasty," Trina thought to herself, shaking the image from her heard. Scanning the room she saw more women, each of them similar in one regard - they were all slightly to morbidly overweight.
Trina heard more heaving, the man of this room, preparing to vomit again on the next woman. Trina made her move, sneaking to the side of the room, then, like a predator, stalked the man. She stood behind him, raising her bat in the air, and bringing it down with all her might on the man. He doubled over, blood oozing out of his skull. Trina noticed he was wearing a similar double-dong, strap-on dildo like the man in the previous room.
"What is this? Their uniforms here?" She wondered, quickly assisting the women in the room, telling them to get out. Instead they pushed past Trina to a large cooler in the corner. Opening it they began devouring food, ignoring the blood from the man on the floor. One woman approached Trina with cake, offering it to her. She refused, watching the women cover each other with food.
A man entered the room, shouting at Trina, attempting to take the bat from her. He slammed her on the floor, the other women in the room doing nothing to help her.
Trina was able to slide out of his grasp, strike him in the face several times, getting the upper hand. He lunged at her again and she swung the bat, knocking him and some of his teeth out.
****
There was a man using a toilet on a side hall area. A single light above him lit up the small bathroom. He finished up, not bothering to flush. Looking at his face in the mirror over the sink, he saw movement behind him. It was too late.
His forehead slammed into the mirror, breaking it. Trina moved the man, the back of his head bloody from the blow of the bat, the front of his head bleeding from the mirror glass. She quickly washed her face and hands in the sink, running water through her long hair.
"Ugh," she grimaced, flinging half-dried cum off her hands onto the wall, washing them again. She dried herself off withon a few paper towels strewn about.
Semen was drying on her body, but her hands and face were clear. She shook her head. Trina searched the man, finding nothing, closed the bathroom door, and continued on.
Sneaking down the main hallway once more, towards the elevator, a door to her right opened, a man appeared, she swiped him across the head, grabbed him and pulled his unconscious body aside, being quiet as possible. Trina moved into the room, another man approached her; she ducked, swinging the bat at his knee, then against his head several times after he landed on the floor. Trina entered the elevator, feeling confident the drug had worn off.
On the fifth floor, she found more locked doors and one open one. There looked to be some kind of forge in the corner on the room. It was glowing hot, lighting up the room. Trina once again saw several naked woman, tied to the wall, their backs to her. One woman struggled to stand and was moaning, begging for more. Trina moved closer to her, observing what this woman desired.
Burnt skin covered her ass and back. Trina leaned in, the smell of burnt flesh filling her nostrils; she saw dollar signs branded into the woman's skin. She untied the woman's wrists, assisting her to the floor.
"Move," the woman whispered. Trina quickly looked behind her, just in time to throw her hands up to catch a blow by a man carrying the hot branding iron used on the woman. She struggled to hold it away from her face.
He was stronger than Trina. She had to slide out of the way, rolling on the floor to avoid his blows. One landed on her thigh, Trina kept rolling, moving to avoid his attacks, her leg searing in pain.
She rolled back around where the bat was, grabbing it and using it as means to block his attack, the hot iron inches from her nose. She kicked his knee, swung her legs, tripping the man. She lunged after the hot iron. The man grabbed her ankle, pulling her away from it. He got on top of her, holding her down, pummeling at her head.
Then he stopped. He fell over lifeless. The woman Trina rescued held the branding iron, struggling to stand. Trina got up, taking it from her, "Thank you," she said. "Let's help the others here."
They untied the other women, all of them helping each other out. None of them showed any interest in leavingleave.
The only woman that helped seemed to be coming out of the effects of the drug. Trina watched her struggle, then finally give up, running to a briefcase in the corner, finding a syringe and injecting herself with the drug. A smile came over her face, she slid to the ground, fingering herself, the other women joining her. Trina watched, shaking her head with disbelief.
*****
Slightly limping from her previous fight, her thigh throbbing, slowly making her way down the hall back to the elevator, she felt another wave of the drug come over her. She glanced at the baseball bat again, slowly rubbing it against her crotch.
"No," she talked herself out of it and entered the elevator, traveling to the fourth floor.
The door opened, she darted to the side. A man entered, Trina hit him as hard as she could in the back of the head with the bat.
Exiting the elevator, dragging the man's body, she saw nothing but darkness. The hallway was pitch black. The muffled grunts let her know someone was in there, tied up, their mouths taped.
She felt a naked body. It was wiggling, trying to break free of something. She trailed her hand up the woman's stomach, grazing a breast, finding her mouth in the darkness. Her mouth was taped up. "This will hurt, I'm sorry," Trina whispered to the woman, ripping the tape off her mouth.
"Get back here and fuck me!" she screamed.
"Quiet!" Trina urged her. "Someone will hear you. I'm getting you out of here," she added, going to her knees, feeling for the rope, unfolding a knife out of the toolbox to saw it off, then doing the same for the woman's wrists.
"No! Get those men back here so they can fuck us!"
"I don't understand," Trina said.
"Look we were brought here, given that yummy medicine, and now we want sex. Get it?"
"You're all tied up," Trina noted.
"Yes. It's what we want, our inner most fetishes. To be denied, to be angry, then to have rough sex."
The police officer in Trina made her untie each woman, she felt their collective anger fill the room.
"They want to be here. This drug," Trina thought, backing to the elevator. She dragged the unconscious man toward the group of women. They figuratively devoured him, tearing his clothes off.
She watched them kiss and lick all over his body as the elevator door closed.
******
Trina kept moving down the third floor hallway, coming to another door on her left. She listened against it - nothing. She quickly opened it, ducking to the side, peeping in, seeing no one. It wasn't completely dark; a small desk with a lamp was in the corner. But there were other things in the room too.
Trina saw large, rectangular objects, five of them, lining the walls. They were coffins. Her eyes widen, always checking behind her, she quickly moved to the nearest one, opening it. There was a woman, nude, moaning, masturbating.
"More! More!" the woman cried, just above a whisper. "I need more of it!"
"The drug?" Trina asked.
"Yes," she coughed, her fingers furiously rubbing her clit. "Want more."
What little experience Trina had with drugs on her patrol route, she knew of the major players - meth, cocaine, ecstasy. She wondered if this was something new. Perhaps some sort of ultimate aphrodisiac.
Trina opened all off the coffins which held women inside. All the women begged for more. They were either overdosing or wanted to overdose - to escape reality, not believing the real world was good enough.
Approaching the elevator once more, she wondered if the effects were out of her system.
*******
On the second floor, she heard a man's voice echoing down the hallway, followed by a few women, cheering, egging someone on. Creeping down the hall, the sounds got louder. She could make out what they were yelling.
"Fight! Fight! Fight!" several people were chanting.
Trina listened at the door where she heard the chanting. From what she could tell, the room sounded large, the chants echoing off walls. Then she heard an orgasmic scream then silence. "It's not out of me yet" she whispered, referring to the effects of the drug, the desire to climax overtaking her. Slowly opening the door she saw a very well-lit room.
Trina peeped in. It looked more like a ballroom. She wondered why whoever converted this old hotel for their perverse needs would do with a large room. Trina soon found out why.
It was being used as a fighting arena. She saw several naked women rolling around on the floor fighting.
"That's right! Fight for this cock!" a man said.
The man was huge and muscular, wearing a tight t-shirt, cargo pants, and boots. He reminded Trina of a drill sergeant from her police academy days. His cock was hanging out. He removed his shirt, throwing it at the fighting women.
Trina felt her pussy get wetter. She decided to approach him.
"Whoa, whoa, nonot weapons here. You have to enter the tournament. If you win, then you get this," he said, pointing to his huge erection.
Trina glared at him, raising her bat, the man looked to his side nervously, signaling for help. Two men approached Trina from behind, she swung the bat at one, he ducked. The other grabbed her arm and injected it with a syringe. She swung the bat at him, knocking him against his temple. She watched him fall to the floor.
"Maybe you just want to fight me, eh? I don't like hitting women, but maybe that's your fetish. Like the others here, they love to fight, they love rough sex," the man said.
He stood tall, nodding to his associates behind Trina. They kicked her in the back, sending her tumbling forward. She was met with a right hook landing on her cheek.
Kneeling down, she felt her cut cheek throbbing, watching the man circle around her. Trina acted fast, punching him in the gut when he reached for her. It felt like punching a wall. She squatted and gave him an uppercut, busting his mouth open.
"Ah! That was pure luck," he yelled.
Trina tackled him, punching him over and over, her fists raining down on him. He was rolling from side-to-side, doing his best to block them.
Rolling to his side, Trina still straddling him, protecting himself with his left arm, he rose up. His size and strength enabled him to fling Trina off him. He lunged at her, grabbing a handful of hair, dragging her to the ground. He was on top now, punching wildly.
Blocking his assault as best she could, several powerful blows landed on her face. Her lips were busted open, she heard her nose crack and break, her left eye was nearly swollen shut. "Fight for this dick baby!" he yelled as he relentlessly punched her.
"There!" he released Trina's hair, getting off her. "Show me what you got."
Trina was losing focus again, the newest injection of the drug taking effect. She wanted cock so bad.
"What the hell!" he yelled. A group of women were attacking one of the associates. Another group were tearing the clothes off the other man. The huge muscle bound leader grabbed a woman. She pummeled him with fists, took him to the ground, grabbed his cock and slid it in her. The man was laughing as Trina limped out of the room, into the hallway, fighting her own internal battle.
********
Trina collapsed to her knees, blood trailing down her cleavage, some dripping and landing on her white tank top. On her boring patrol route none of the elderly folks ever assaulted her, she never had to sprint and chase a crazy old man down, never had to fight or exert herself. Her nose dripping onto the carpet, her beaten and bloody face was new for her. She gathered her composure, ignored the pain, and walked toward the elevator.
Trina looked to the baseball bat again - so wide, so long, and she was so horny. The new dose of drug was taking effect. "Can it fit?" she thought, biting her bottom lip, pressing the first floor button on the elevator.
She tore her panties off, rolling onto her back, never hornier, she wanted the baseball bat inside her. She wanted to fuck it.
"Get in there!" she yelled, bringing the top of the bat to her pussy. She struggled to get it in her, the obviousness of that fact fell on a drug- induced woman in heat.
"Come on!" she tried. "Please!"
The elevator door opened to the first floor. It was a lobby area. Two men grabbed her, she dropped the bat, "No!" she called out to her would-be lover.
Trina punched and kicked at the men, they wouldn't let her go. One of them opened a double door, revealing a large banquet hall. They tossed her into a large crowd.
It was a masquerade ball. Most people were naked, but all of them had masks of various kinds. In Trina's state, the masks were blurry, changing shapes, some of them appeared alive, wanting to bite her or kiss her.
She walked through the costume party orgy, the drug making the images seem more frightening than they really were. Some masks had long phallic-looking noses. Some had gas mask appearance, with a dido mounted where the mouth was. Some people were in full costumes - several of them resembling animals or other monsters. The room was spinning, Trina saw a bear, huge teeth dripping with drool, running toward her.
"Yes," she said. "Fuck me!"
Before the bear was close to her it was tackled by another woman. Trina shook her head, the man in a bear costume, taking off the mask, kissing the woman.
"This is crazy," she felt dizzy, holding onto the wall, making her way through the sea of cumming people to a door in the back of the banquet hall.
She pushed the bar handle, nearly falling through the door. Losing her balance, the door flung open and Trina toppled down some stairs, landing with a thud on concrete.
She shook the grogginess as best she could, her head throbbing even more. Trina saw more stairs, the second half of the decent into what she assumed was a basement. There were two men guarding a door, both watching her with smug looks on their face.
"Head on back up to the party, sweetheart," one man said.
Trina saw the two men, imagining their cocks pummeling her, taking her at the same time. She made her way toward them
"Listen, you can't come in here," the other man stepped forward. Trina ignored him.
"She's had too much," the second man noticed. He was much larger than Trina. He grabbed her arm, pulling her back up the stairs. Trina was struggling to get away.
"Let's go, come on," he said, ignoring her pleas for sex.
At the top of the stairs, Trina managed to tear part of his shirt off, distracting him, the horniness and curiosity about the basement overtaking her.
"Hey!" he looked at his torn shirt and went to backhand Trina. She caught his forearm, a moment of clarity coming over her. She punched his ribs then pushed him backward. He topped down the stairs, landing hard on his back, his skull bouncing off the concrete. He lay their motionless as Trina stepped around him.
The second man drew his hand gun. "Been waiting to use this on the crazies here all week," he grinned.
Trina's eyes widened, she moved to the side, but wasn't fast enough. The bullet grazed her, leaving a fairly deep gash in her shoulder flesh. The man headed up the stairs to her. Trina was lying on her side, holding her injured shoulder. She had never been shot before. While this wasn't in and through her shoulder, it still hurt.
"Now. You're going to leave, or I'm going to shoot you again," the man calmly said, aiming the gun at her. "They don't pay me enough to deal with all these drugged out whores they bring here. I will kill you now if you don't leave. Only those authorized are allowed in the basement."
Trina nodded, slowly standing, taking a deep breath. She walked up the stairs, the man right behind her.
"I could pull the trigger again and no one would notice or care. They're too busy, as you've seen," he noted.
When she got to the door, she quickly kicked behind her, luckily hitting his crotch. The man doubled over, Trina turned, punched him in the face, he dropped the gun, and she pushed him down the steps.
He landed on the soft, motionless body of his associate. Trina pounced on top of him, punching relentlessly. She wanted to go to the basement, whatever was down there she wanted it more than anything, as if she knew it would be the best sexual experience she would ever have.
*********
The pain in Trina's shoulder and head all seemed to wither away when she barged into the basement. It was huge and wonderfully cold. In the distance, in a far corner she saw a fire coming from a makeshift fire pit, the smoke from it heading upward and out a nearby vent, the only light source in the cavernous area.



She approached the fire, feeling its warmth as she gradually got closer. She saw something else that made her heart skip a beat and almost caused her to fall to her knees. A woman was lying on a table, on her back, moaning with pleasure as someone stood on the floor fucking her.
It was music to her ears. It was something she was going to take for herself, take from the woman.
Trina got closer, the woman's slick, sweaty, naked body coming more and more into focus.
Trina glanced at the overweight man pumping his hips into the woman. The only thing he was weariingwearing was some kind of black, bondage mask. Both of them were soaking wet with sweat. The woman turned to Trina, confusion in her eyes mixed with shock of who she was looking at.
"Kelly!" Trina called out to her sister. "Kelly!" Trina moved closer.
"Andy, he must've found these people and had me," Kelly tried to say, speaking of her ex-husband, another orgasm building, preventing her from finishing her sentence.
The man smiled at Kelly, "Yes, your ex did find me. He asked me to take you here. He asked me to punish you for your cheating, your betrayal of his love, your treachery. You'll never leave."
The man turned to Trina, "I'm sure you saw everyone here, on all the floors above us. Most of them come here by choice, to escape reality, but some, some are abducted and given my little love potion. They'll never want to leave."
"Yes, I saw them," Trina replied, her eyes darting to her sister, the man's black, leather-masked face.
He backed away from Kelly. Trina observed a similar, double-dong, massive strap-on around his waist, pulling out of her sister.
"Holy shit, that's big," she thought to herself, seeing it up close. Her pussy was dripping again. Glancing to her sister, eyes rolling in the back of her head, moaning, Trina wanted to be in her place.
"Me instead," Trina blurted out, Kelly no longer registering what was happening. Trina observed an empty syringe on the floor next to the table. "Let her go, do me instead. Please."
The man turnedto face Trina.
"I cheated. I'm a cheater too," Trina nodded, wanting to stay in this basement forever. "I was married once. Years ago I was in the police academy. His name was TJ. He was in my same class. We became friends, one thing led to another. My husband walked in on us. TJ was taking me from behind on our bed. My husband left me and my son, he hasn't had anything to do with us since it happened."
"Trina," Kelly pleaded, looking to the man's obscenely sized double-dong strap-on, craving it back inside her.
"I deserve to be there in her place, please let me do it. What you've done here, what you've created is incredible. It's a place for women like me, to be taken, and live like the whores we are forever. There's a room for women who lie, slutty ones who sleep around," Trina approached the man, noticing he didn't try to stop her.
"There's a room for women who are gold diggers, all they care about is money. Another room for the ones who don't take care of their bodies," She took several more steps toward him.
"We need this," Trina said, now inches away from the man.
"Please let her go. Let me take her place. Let me stay with you, let me keep helping you with this operation you're running," Trina glanced at Kelly, putting a hand on the man's shoulder.
"You're a cop," he said.
"Yes. I'll never leave and never tell."
Trina leaned in close, whispering, "Please? This is amazing, I want to be a part of it. Let her go, make me yours."
"I guess it doesn't matter, she's overdosed anywayanyone. Her desire is still there, but she can barely function," the man said.
"Exactly."
Trina helped her sister stand, walking her away from the table, sitting her against the nearest wall, Kelly slipping into unconsciousness. Trina didn't care anymore
"Finally," Trina thought, re-approaching the man by the fire, quickly tearing her tank top off, throwing it into the fire. Eyes locked on the man, she flung her arms around him, jumping into his arms, straddling him.
Taking him by surprise, he cupped her ass, holding her up. She removed his bizarre, leather mask, looking into his face. He looked normal; balding, mid-to-late 30s perhaps, around Trina's age, pleasant looking face. Trina wondered what woman or women royally screwed him over to cause him to create this place, this drug. She kissed him hard, moaning as she did, her tongue slithering into his mouth.
He was surprised, but kissed back, moaning as well. He slammed her on the table, the fire still roaring behind them. He broke the kiss, stood, guiding the tip of the bottom dildo to her anus. "This is going to hurt."
"I know. I want it," Trina said, trying her best to relax her asshole, hoping her sphincter would stretch without too much resistance or pain.
"Ahhh!!" she screamed out when he jammed it into her. She thought how worse it could have been. Trina settled down, arched her back, lying still for him.
Grabbing her breasts, tweaking her own nipples, she waited and watched him slide the entire foot long dong into her ass, ignoring the pain. When he was done, she was calm, nodding her head to him.
Next was her pussy. Taking the equally sized top dong, which had been lying on her tummy, the man bent it back, and guided it into Trina.
The sensation was so very pleasurable, like a burning desire was being satisfied, filling and stretching her out, creating a different kind of fire entirely. Trina never had a cock so long and thick before - not from a person or sex toy. She felt her pussy lips stretch and slide over it, welcoming it into her depths, moaning lightly when it landed against her cervix - in as far as it would go.
The man got to work. He slowly slid the double-dong strap-on in and out of Trina's two access points. She wanted it to last forever.
"Ah! Ah!" Trina cried out, with each increasingly powerful impact into her. She felt so full, so good.
She wrapped her legs around the man, her left hand reaching behind her to hold on to the edge of the table.
"I, I'm cumming!" she cried out. Trina wasn't faking it either. A combination of those two massive dongs thrusting in and out of her, coupled with lust-filled drug induced desire like she's never experienced easily sent her over the edge.
The man grabbed her, stood, and bounced her up and down on the two cocks. "Yes! Yes!" Trina cried out, the man staring into her face as she climaxed. "Don't stop!"
Her captor obliged; he didn't stop. The strap-on covering his penis enabled him to go and go and go. Trina had no idea how long he had been fucking her sister. She didn't care, pushing those thoughts aside, resuming her focus on cumming again.
An hour later, he had to stop, when Kelly started stirring. He sat Trina down on the table, she rubbed her sweaty body, pinching her nipples. The man walked over to Kelly, dragged her to the table, injected her with another dose, and turned his attention back to Trina.
"Oh yes! Never stop!" she cried out when the man continued. Hours passed. Another dose was given to Trina. Time stopped for her.
Trina passed out at one point. The man left her alone, resting briefly, eating, and instructing the men Trina fought on the stairs to haul Kelly away. In his absence, in her drugged induced stupor, she saw them carry Kelly off. She stirred momentarily, clawing at their clothing. Trina had no idea where they took her.
The man, her captor, returned. Another hour later passed, Trina was on all fours, begging him to fuck her.
More time passed, several hours, another dosage. Trina was cumming and cumming nonstop. The man watched her climax, smiling at his work, at his drug.
Trina forgot everything. She forgot her job, she forgot her sister, and she forgot her son. The only thing she wanted was to stay there in that basement getting fucked continuously.
The man took another break for food and water, to add more wood to the fire pit, never offering anything to Trina, never asking her if she was comfortable. She didn't even notice or care. He continued on into the next night, bouncing her up and down on his fake cocks, bending her over, making her ooze and drip pussy juices.
It was a never ending fuck fest for Trina. Then suddenly, it ended.
*
"Richie," Trina thought when the man left her, sweaty, exhausted body. He was yelling, running, police sirens in the distance, from above ground.
"My son, I have to get to him," Trina sat up, shaking cobwebs from her head. She was alone in the basement.
The second her feet landed on the concrete, she fell to the floor. She was too weak to walk, even with the latest dosage wearing off, her mind returning to her, her body was too spent to carry her.
"Go!" she grit her teeth, making herself crawl. She hadn't eaten or had water, her shoulder was hurting more than ever now. Images flashed of the man thrusting into her over and over, sounds played in her head of her orgasmic cries. She thought of her son again.
Crawling toward the back of the basement, she pushed open the door. Crawling up the stairs, more determined, she kept going, kept climbing.
Emerging on the first floor, she fell into the banquet hall from the other day. It was daylight. She couldn't tell how long she'd been down there. There were men on the floor, hands cuffed behind them. Several SWAT team officers were walking about. She wondered if Kelly broke free and got help. One of the officers noticed her.
"Trina?" he said, removing his helmet.
"Mike," she said, falling to her knees.
He rushed to her side, "Get an EMT in here now!" he called to another officer. Trina only thought of her son, never asking for water or food.
*
Trina woke up with a splitting headache. Everything was blurry. She heard a muffled male voice, pleading, crying somewhere in the room. She slowly opened her eyes, recognizing the voice. It was her son.
"Please wake up, I need you mom, please. I'm so sorry, I'm so sorry," her son was crying, holding her hand, his head resting on the rail of the bed.
Trina didn't know how long she was asleep. Morning light was coming through the window, it looked about around eight or nine am. The room became less blurry. Trina cleared her throat.
"Sorry for what?" she quietly said.
"Mom!" Richie wanted to hug her, but didn't want to hurt her. Trina smiled, extending her left arm, bringing him in for a hug.
"I've been here all night, I didn't think you'd wake up," he cried into her good shoulder.
"No, I'm fine. I must've dozed off for a while," she joked. Most of her head was wrapped up in bandages, her arm wrapped and in a sling, the IV unit delivering medication, fluids.
Richie nodded, ending the hug, staring into her blue eyes. She caressed his face, staring back at his.
The nurse interrupted them, entering the room, checking her vitals, bringing her a tray of food. When she left, Richie helped her sit up.
"So what are you sorry for?" Trina asked taking a few bites of jello.
"Mom," Richie began. "I saw you, I mean I looked at you while, um," he gulped and sighed, guilt overcoming him. "I watched you and that guy, you know - "
"Have sex?" Trina asked, smiling, putting the spoon down.
"I'm so sorry. I guess the thought of losing you made feel like confessing. Please, please forgive me. I just - "
"Richie, stop," Trina placed her hand on his. "I know you've been peeking in on me for the past few years. If you saw me with a man in an intimate moment and it scarred you for life, well that's your punishment!" she laughed, ignoring the dull pain in her ribs.
Richie chuckled. "No, it didn't scar me for life," he thought about her on all fours, her butt in the air, moaning, grabbing the sheets, cumming again.
"Good. Then no harm done. You were curious. Which reminds me, after this little ordeal I've been through, maybe it's a sign that you and I need to be closer. Perhaps if you have more female interaction you won't feel the need to spy on ladies being naughty?" his mother smiled.
"Maybe," Richie hung his head low.
"Give me another hug," Trina extended her arm. "You're gonna have to take care of me for a while. Sorry if that ruins your summer."
"It won't," Richie closed his eyes, hugging his mother as carefully as possible.
*
Several weeks later, Trina was on her back, cumming hard on her bed. "Yes, yes, I did it," she panted, out of breath. "Mmmm," she rolled over, going to all fours.
She moaned again when she pulled a baseball bat out of her pussy. She used nearly all the KY jelly she had purchased but she did it; after many days of attempts, she fucked herself with a baseball bat. The curiosity and lust carried over from her experience in the hotel.
She tossed it to her bedroom floor, smiling with her accomplishment. "Damn that was good."
It had been a long day testifying in court. Kelly had taken the stand that day, telling of her ordeal, of how she came to, left the hotel and found help. Kelly's ex had been arrested in his involvement, many men had, sending their wives and ex-wives to be held captive. The man that organized it, the man that fucked Trina for hours on end with his double-dong strap on, was killed the day the police raided the place.
Trina checked out the scar on her shoulder in the bathroom mirror. She called out to Richie.
"Hey," he smiled, entering his mother's bathroom, his eyes opening with shock at seeing her naked body. "Uh, you wanted to see me?"
"Yes. I was hoping to take a bath."
"Oh, yes of course," Richie turned on the bath water, testing the temperature, getting some soapy bubble bath mix for his mother.
"How's that?" he asked her to test the warm water.
"Perfect," she answered. He smiled and turned to leave.
"Richie, wait."
"Huh? I was going to give you some privacy."
Trina paused a moment. "Maybe you could stay? Keep me company?"
"Uh, I don't know if that's a good idea. I mean, I - "
"Richie, It's fine. You've seen this before. Plus, we're closer now."
Richie slowly nodded, glancing over his mother's nude body, still in great shape. She extended her hand. He took it, assisting her into the hot water.
"There we go, perfect," she smiled.
Richie sat by the tub, glancing at her shoulder, "The scarring isn't too bad. Looks better than I thought."
"Mmhmm," Trina smiled, closing her eyes, enjoying the water and company.
She slowly opened her eyes, staring into his. They smiled softly at one another. Trina extended her hand, placing it on her son's.
The end.
***********************
There will be a sequel, an incest story, featuring Trina and her son. I'm thinking a fight for survival in the woods, bad guys chasing them, maybe an explosion or two, and her and her son ending up together.
***********************
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Fitness Model Moms
Chapter 1

"So then what happened?" Stacey asked, popping their coworker Ulysses' cock head out of her mouth, quickly resuming sucking on it.
Her younger sister, Trish was sucking on Ulysses' balls. "Mmm," she slurped on a large testicle. "He got scared. It's like he turned white and blushed at the same time."
"Poor kid," Stacey said of her nephew.
"Mmhmm," Trish nodded, her tongue sliding all around Ulysses' nut sack. The three nude fitness models were lying on Ulysses' hotel bed after a long day of shooting in London for a FIFA soccer promotion a magazine was running.
"Reminds me of us when we were that age," Trish added in between licks and kisses of his testicles.
"It does!" Stacey said, spitting on Ulysses' shaft, using her drool as lubricant to jack his shaft. "Gosh, we were so awkward. Ugly ducklings."
Trish smiled, rising to her elbow, licking her lips, admiring the shaft before her.
"Oh right. Sorry. Didn't mean to hog it to myself," Stacy smiled, pointing his cock at Trish's mouth. "Eat up!"
Trish moaned, slowly, kissing his cockhead, not caring that she tasted her sister's saliva on it.
"We need to do something. We need to figure something out - how to bring them out of their shells," the elder sister declared, watching Trish suck away on his dick.
"Mmhmm," Trish agreed, a mouth full of cock.
Stacey nonchalantly massaged Ulysses' balls with one hand, the other traveling over his washboard stomach. She shrugged, lowering her head, licking at the base of his cock, "We'll think of something!"
An hour later, Stacey was slapping Trish's ass while she lay on top of a pistoning and thrusting Ulysses. "Come on!" she grit her teeth. "Ride that fucking cock!"
Trish whimpered, "Ohh yesss." She wasn't like Stacy when it came to sex, she was far calmer; her method was slow, loving, and gentle - the opposite of Stacey.
After Trish came again, Stacey pulled her sister off Ulysses, grabbed the base of his cock and impaled herself on it. "There we go. You ready for me again, big boy?" she asked.
Ulysses said, nothing, nodding his head, his hand to Stacey's waist. "Fuck me!" she ordered.
Trish quietly lay next to them, coming off her own orgasm.
The two sisters continued on into the night, taking turns riding and cumming on Ulysses. Their dirty blonde hair and sexy, tanned, toned bodies were drenched in sweat. Finally collapsing on Ulysses, they resumed their discussion about their sons.
"He's never once mentioned girls," Stacy said, kissing over Ulysses' chest.
"I doubt they're gay," Trish added, doing the same on his other side.
"Nope. Not gay - just too shy. No self-confidence," Stacy said, kissing down to his stomach.
"Like us at that age," Trish said, doing the same on the other side.
When they got to his cock, they thoroughly cleaned it of their pussy juices.
"I love him. My sweet boy," the more sensitive Trish said in between licks.
"Mmhmm. We gotta get them out of the house, away from their computers, and dating!" Stacy added in between her own lollipop-like licks of Ulysses' dick.
Ulysses smiled, eyes closed, lying on his back while the two fitness model moms talked amongst themselves while servicing his cock.
These sisters did everything together.
*
The next morning, while Stacey packed, Trish was on her back, caressing Ulysses' face as he made love to her. She'd kiss him occasionally, smiling at him.
"You're beautiful," she told her coworker.
Ulysses opened his mouth but before words came out, Stacey interrupted him. "Trish, your turn. Lay out some clothes for the plane ride home."
"Alright," She said, smiling at Ulysses, watching him get off her, rolling onto his back.
"Fuck yes!" Stacey cheered, jumping onto Ulysses. "Give me that dick!"
Trish went about her packing, leaving clothes to change into for the plane ride while Stacey wildly bounced up and down on Ulysses' cock.
In the shower thirty minutes later, the two sisters were cleaning themselves and their friend. "I just don't know what to do," Trish said, behind Ulysses, kissing his back gingerly. "I want my baby boy to be happy."
"I think they're happy. I think they're happy playing video games," Stacey said, on her knees, sucking Ulysses' cock. "They need a kick in the butts, that'll teach them to get out there, meet some girls."
"We have to be careful with them," Trish said, rubbing Ulysses' shoulders, kissing in-between the shoulder blades. "They're sensitive."
"Ha! I don't know about that," Stacey replied, pulling his cock out of her throat, standing and French kissing Ulysses.
"They're so shy and delicate. We need to spend more time with them. Maybe I could hang out with Aaron some. Maybe go to a movie. At least he'd be around a female, you know? It might not be as awkward with his aunt as opposed to his mom," Trish suggested, hoping her nephew, Stacey's son, would loosen up some.
"Oh yeah?" Stacey asked, ending her kiss. "Well then I'm taking Bennet out. I might even flirt with him. That'll loosen him up some," Stacey laughed.
"Maybe," A concerned Trish held Ulysses from behind, her son Bennet on her mind, while her hands traveled over his muscular body in the steamy shower.
"Have we annoyed you this weekend, Ulysses?" Stacey asked. "I'm betting you haven't even been paying attention though. What with all the cock worshiping we've been giving you."
Ulysses spoke up for the first time in the trio's nearly two day marathon sex session.
"Actually I have been paying attention. You two are worried that your awkward and shy sons aren't enjoying life, won't obtain experience with women, will only sit around and play video games all the time; their nerdy, geeky ways dooming them to a sexless life. Meanwhile, you two are discussing spending more time with them in hopes it will help them feel more comfortable around the opposite sex. The boys will hang out with their aunts, instead of their mothers, potentially avoiding more awkwardness and creating a safe environment where they can relax and possibly open up to you."
The two sisters traded looks, smiled, then laughed. Ulysses recited their plan perfectly.

Chapter 2
It was close to midnight, US eastern time, when the exhausted sisters arrived to their home in Miami. As they predicted, their sons, Aaron and Bennet, were awake in front of their computers.
The mothers greeted them, asking them if they did anything while they were gone, knowing the answer. The boys said they did their usual routine, online gaming after studying a little for the community college courses they were taking. They didn't go out, didn't go to parties or events, and didn't socialize outside of the house.
Stacey and Trish noticed the house was spotless - another part of their routine. The bathrooms were scrubbed clean, the kitchen looked brand new, leftovers in the fridge. Stacey glanced out her bedroom window to their small swimming pool in the back yard, seeing no debris or leaves. She smiled, making her way to the shower, Trish was already undressing.
The weary travelers stood in the shower together, trying not to fall asleep, Trish resting her head on the taller Stacey's shoulder.
All four of them lived together. Aaron and Bennet had their own rooms, but Stacey and Trish shared the master bedroom.
They've been inseparable since Trish was born a couple years after Stacey - best friends, sisters, almost everything to one another.
Ugly ducklings was a term they often used to describe themselves as teenagers. They both had braces, glasses, acne, all cliché characteristics some teenagers grow out of in their adult years.
Stacey was always the more outgoing, loudmouth, assertive of the two. She had a few more friends than Trish growing up, but most kids thought she was the ugly bitch that always ran her mouth. Trish was the opposite - very shy, quiet, and awkward.
Stacey didn't like being unpopular and an outcast, as much as she tried to fit in, it never worked. This caused bitterness to build. Trish accepted it, too scared to make changes. Until the day she got pregnant with Bennet.
Still living with their parents, Stacey was a sophomore at a local college; Trish was a senior in high school. Stacey, growing more and more frustrated at her lack of friends, and sex, at college, decided to do something crazy. She found another nerdy kid, opened her legs for him, winked at him, and led the poor guy to her parents' house after class.
They were in the basement, her parents still at work, going at it like animals for thirty incredible seconds when the classmate came like a busted fire hydrant into her unprotected pussy.
"Oh wow!" the kid exclaimed, rolling off Stacey onto the cool basement floor.
"Yep," she agreed, catching her breath. A few quiet moments passed, they dressed, and studied for a few classes they shared, avoiding the awkwardness as best they could - until Trish came home.
Stacey had ulterior motives. She wanted to get laid, but she also wanted Trish to lose her virginity too.
"Stacey, who is - " Trish didn't have time to finish her question. Stacey grabbed her, pulling her across the room, standing her in front of the couch.
Stacey grabbed her classmate, tore his shirt off, and pulled his pants down. "Um, uh, Stacey?" the nervous college student asked.
"Shut up!" She pulled his boxers off, pushed him on the couch. Trish watched in shock.
Stacey then removed Trish's glasses, pulling up her shirt as quickly as she could, ignoring her protests, and pushed her onto her classmate. "Hi, I, um," he stuttered.
"Do it!" Stacey commanded.
"But, but, you're here," Trish said, covering her bare breasts.
"I don't care. I'm making some changes to our lives, first is losing our virginity. I went first, now it's your turn," Stacey glared. "Now get to it!"
Trish did nothing for a few seconds, scared and unsure. "Please, don't be silly, I've seen you naked before," Stacey said.
Then she slapped her sister's ass. Trish gasped, fumbled with the guy's cock, guiding it in, wincing in pain, and got to work.
He sat up and guided her to her back on the couch. Stacey watched him fuck her sister as rabidly as he did her earlier that afternoon. She smiled thinking about the changes they would make, watching her sister's eyes close, her mouth slightly open.
Then it was over. "Oh wow, yeah!" he whispered, dumping his load into Trish. "Two in one day! My brother will never believe this!" he squealed.
"Yeah, yeah, whatever, now leave. I have to talk to my sister," Stacey pulled him of her.
After he left, Trish dressed, confused about what was happening. Stacey went on to say they weren't going to be ugly ducklings forever; they were going to successful, beautiful women. They were going to have incredible lives. She promised her younger sister that she would make it happen.
Both sisters became pregnant that day. Any plans Stacey would cook up to change their image would have to be put on hold.

Chapter 3
They were able to finish college, both graduating from the same local school. It took a year longer for Stacey, but with help from family, they made it work.
By the time Trish finished college, they ditched their glasses, their acne cleared up, braces were long gone, and something else was occurring - they were working out regularly. Stacey purchased gym memberships for each of them. Stacey also enrolled them both in yoga, spin, and dance classes at the gym.
Stacey was able to land a high paying sales job, which she excelled at. A year later, she was able to get Trish an accounting job at the same company. Trish loved it, since she didn't have to deal with people as often as Stacey did.
They moved into an apartment together, along with their young sons, and saved as much money as they could.
A few years passed, the sisters looked better than ever. While excelling at their day jobs, Stacey was able to book a few modeling gigs for each of them. Trish was hesitant but after the first photo shoot she wasn't as shy in front of the camera anymore - Stacey loved it. Each time the camera would flash, she'd think about their ugly duckling years and how far they've come.
By the time Stacey was 30; both sisters were offered a lucrative modeling contract, Stacey serving as a manager of sorts. It was enough to allow them to quit their jobs and model full-time. They bought a house together, all four moved in, and they kept working.
By this time their sons were old enough to stay at home alone. Stacey arranged dates every once in a while for her and Trish. Some were double dates, some were just the trio. Some duds, others were not. Trish still had trouble watching her sister ravage and manhandle a man in front of her, not caring. Stacey was so dominant and fierce in bed. As much as Trish tried, she could never, ever be as wild as that.
They traveled more and more, the modeling agency sending them to exotic locales across the globe. Sometimes Stacey would arrange a three-way with a fellow model, or photographer here and there over the years.
They became used to having sex with the same person, at the same time. Sucking a cock together was no big deal. They never viewed it as weird or verging on incestuous. After all, they did everything together.
As they aged through their 30s, they began noticing something very familiar about their sons - the boys were just like them at that age.
After their shower, Stacey flipped through the TV stations, Trish snuggling against her.
"Nothing," Stacey said, not finding anything worth watching. She placed the remote on the bedside table and held her sister tightly.
"So we're going to take those young men out?" she asked Trish.
"Mmhmm. It'll be nice," she replied.
"I wonder how much they jack off while we're away." Stacey wondered out loud.
"Oh my," Trish trailed off.
"I wonder if they do it at the same time. They're sitting there playing their games or whatever and excuse themselves to their rooms," Stacey joked.
"I wonder what they think about. I mean," Trish paused. "! None of our business."
"They probably jack off to their aunts," Stacey blurted out.
"Stacey!" Trish swatted at Stacey's tummy.
"Think about it. The house is spotless, the pool is cleaned, they fixed us dinner, and they are always so sweet to us. We know they don't go out and try to meet girls. I bet young Bennet probably has a huge crush on his Aunt Stacey."
"Maybe Aaron has one on his Aunt Trish," Trish quietly suggested.
"If we take those boys out, we could even flirt with them; maybe have a little fun, you know?" Stacey said.
Trish shrugged, "I guess. If it helps them feel more at ease around women."
"I see us at that age. Nerdy virgins," Stacey said. "We need to help them."
"I agree."
Stacey kissed the top of Trish's head. "Goodnight."
"Goodnight."
They fell asleep in each other's arms like they always do.

Chapter 4
"Boo!" Stacey startled her nephew from behind. He was washing dishes after dinner the next night.
"Oh hey," Bennet said after a small jump, continuing one of the many chores he and his cousin did without being asked.
"What are your plans Saturday night?" his aunt asked.
"Uh, well, I was going to do some studying with Aaron then log on to play - "
"Nope! Wrong answer," Stacey interrupted him. "I mean, yes, study. That's very important but afterward you and I are hanging out."
"Hanging out?" Bennet paused, setting a plate in the dishwater.
"Yep. We'll go to dinner and maybe dancing. It'll be great!"
"Um, I, uh," he nervously attempted a reply.
Stacey moved past him, to the refrigerator, grabbing some water. She slapped his ass on the way out of the kitchen. "Goodnight!"
Bennet stood, mouth agape, watching his aunt in her tank top and pajamas shorts make her way toward her bedroom.
Aaron was outside adjusting a sprinkler in the backyard, testing it, making sure it worked for the system it was on. He turned the water off, satisfied it would turn on as scheduled.
"Hi," a soft voice grabbed his attention. His Aunt Trish was standing a few feet away, barefoot on the grass.
"Hey," Aaron nodded to her.
"Nice night," She smiled, looking to the clear night sky.
"Yeah, not too hot either."
"Hey Aaron, I was thinking, if you don't have plans Saturday night, maybe you and I could spend some time together."
"Um, well I was planning on doing some studying with Bennet and afterward," Aaron looked to the grass.
"Play your game," Trish smiled, finishing his thought. She took a few steps closer to him, placing her hand on his shoulder.
"Well, yeah."
"Bennet is going to be hanging out with your mom so I was thinking you and I could hang out."
"He is?"
"Mmhmm. It'll be nice. A nice night out."
"Oh. Well then, I suppose that'll be fine," Aaron adjusted his glasses.
"Great. We'll go to dinner, maybe go to a movie afterward. How's that sound?" Trish asked.
Aaron shrugged, "Sure I guess."
Trish smiled again, hugging her nephew. "Can't wait."
Thirty minutes later, the two sisters were in bed, Stacey flipping through the television, Trish snuggling against her.
"I think this will be wonderful. That's all they need - some female interaction," Trish said.
Stacey turned off the TV and combed her fingers through her sister's long hair. "Yeah maybe. Maybe not."
"What do you mean?"
"Think about us at their age. Before I brought that poor guy home from school. Before we got knocked up. We were so nerdy."
"Yes I remember."
"I think it'll take more than just female interaction to bring them out of their shells, to get them outside, away from their computers," Stacey stated.
"What do you have in mind?" Trish asked.
"I'm not sure. I think we should see how things go this weekend. But I'm leaning toward playing pretend - pretending that it's a date or we're dating them."
"Hmmm, I see."
Stacey shrugged, "I don't know. I'm just thinking out loud. I want them to be hot stud muffins like we turned out to be."
"That may happen on its own. And besides they are. To me at least," Trish said.
Stacey giggled. "I agree! They are very cute, but you know what I mean. I want women throwing themselves at them, I want them out there, confident, dating."
"Again, all that may happen in due time."
"But I want to help!" Stacey laughed.
Trish chuckled, "I know what you mean and we will."
"We'll see how things go Saturday," Stacey said. "Goodnight."
"Goodnight," Trish rose on her elbows, giving her sister a peck on the cheek. They rolled over and spooned, the warmth of each other's bodies quickly guiding them to sleep.

Chapter 5
All four dressed up; Stacey and Trish picked out their son's clothes for their "dates." Nice khaki pants and tucked in shirts, while they wore their usual short, tight dresses, showing off a lot of toned leg.
The mothers hugged their sons goodnight; the aunts took their nephews to separate restaurants to start their separate evenings.
The sons were quiet and awkward around their aunts. Trish found it odd, blaming her and Stacey's hectic work schedule for causing a rift of sorts.
"Thanks for joining me tonight. Your mother and I work a lot, so it's nice to catch up, you know?" Trish said.
"Yeah," her nephew Aaron dipped a breadstick, avoiding eye contact.



Trish cleared her throat, reaching to Aaron's hand, gently placed hers on it. He flinched at first, nodded, giving his aunt a goofy smile.
A few miles away at another restaurant, Stacey was chomping down on breadsticks of her own; it'd been so long since they had a cheat meal in their strict diet.
"So you and Aaron don't throw any wild parties while we're away? Nothing? You just study and play games?" Stacey half-joked.
"Yeah," the shy Bennet replied.
"Gosh, I remember 20 years ago, I was your age and miserable. I had to do something about it. I had to make something happen. I was tired of being a virgin. I got knocked up with your cousin!" Stacey chuckled.
"Uh, yeah, heh," Bennet's eyes darted from side-to-side, taking a small bite of bread.
Trish asking Aaron during their meal, "Are there any nice girls at school that you've thought about dating?"
"Nah," he shook his head.
"No one?"
He paused, shaking his head again.
Trish frowned, patting his thin forearm.
"Why not?" Stacey asked Bennet the same question.
He shrugged, playing with his soup.
"You can't be scared anymore. You're 20. I feel bad your mom and I have been too busy to push you guys, but only you can make positive changes in your life. We can assist when needed, but if you want to get out there, meet people and socialize - you gotta really want it!"
Bennet nodded, feeling even more uncomfortable now.
"I'm sorry," Trish sweetly said, removing her hand from Aaron's arm at their table. "Please know that your mom and I care a great deal about you. We love you both so very much. We would hate it if you two weren't happy. Are you happy?"
"I guess," Aaron shrugged.
"Is there anything we can do to help you besides paying for school and stuff like that?"
Aaron's eyes met his aunt's for a brief second; he shook his head "no."
Stacey sighed, "Alright. Well you let me or your mom know if you need anything, alright? We can haul you to the gym with us, we can buy you a prostitute."
Bennet's face turned white.
"I'm kidding!" Stacey laughed. "Only joking."
His face relaxed with relief.
"No, no hookers, but I think you and I will be spending more time together. It'll be kinda like dating, you know? I figured it'd be weirder if you and your mom did this," Stacey explained.
"Yeah," he shrugged, his eyes meeting Stacey's again.
"Great," Trish smiled at her and Aaron's table. "Let's go for a nice walk."
Aaron's aunt paid the bill and told her nephew where to drive. It was a nearby park where an art festival of sorts was going on.
"Have you been here before?" she asked.
"Nah."
Trish hooked her arm around Aaron's, feeling him tense up, but slowly relax. They walked mostly in silence, looking at the various art display, Aaron's hands in his pocket, his stiff right arm being held by his aunt. She watched him looking around at the displays, ignoring a few whistles from men they passed.
Trish struggled to come up with something to say to Aaron, but failed each time. Near the end of the long walk, she rested her head on his shoulder, feeling defeated, blaming her and Stacey's work on keeping them away from them.
Stacey had a much worse time with Trish's son, Bennet. She took him to an 18 and over dance club - a huge mistake. He wouldn't dance, he wouldn't do anything. Stacey hung close to him, checking out girls there, attempting to make conversation, but he was scared rigid.
Several men asked her to dance. One of them, included a friend Stacey and Trish hadn't seen in a while, Rodney. She thought she'd show her nephew how it's done, how they could dance if he wanted to. It turned out to be another mistake.
Rodney was looking for sex. He spun Stacy around, grabbed her hips, and ground his erection against her ass.
"Whoa! Whoa! Sorry, Rod, not tonight," Stacey ended the dance, adjusted her hair and smiled weakly at Bennet.
"Sorry, maybe we should go," Stacey admitted.
Arriving home a few minutes after Trish and Aaron, Stacey hugged Bennet goodnight and went to her bedroom. She joined Trish in the shower. They hugged one another, knowing the night wasn't very good for either of them.
Speaking without saying words, they finished their shower, put on their pajamas and snuggled off to sleep in bed.
*
They next day Stacey and Trish were lying out by their pool. Their sons were once again cleaning it without being asked. Stacey flipped through a magazine; Trish closed her eyes, soaking in the rays of sunlight.
After Aaron and Bennet cleaned the pool, they headed inside to prepare lunch.
"They're so sweet," Trish said. "They do much more than play games and study. We've never had to ask them to clean or do chores. We certainly never ask them to fix us food."
"Yeah I know," Stacey tossed the magazine to the table in between them. She stood, stretched, adjusted her bikini top and did a cannon ball into the pool.
Trish giggled, slowly stood, and made her way to the side of the pool. She sat and eased herself in. She swam over to Stacey, straddling her taller sister in the deep end.
"We should go skinny dipping. That'll shock and awe them," Stacey joked.
"Maybe scar them for life!" Trish replied.
"Nope. They were so awkward around us last night. It can't be because we aren't around that much. I know they have to have huge crushes on their aunts," Stacey said, swimming around the pool with Trish.
"Maybe."
They swam and played for a little longer, occasionally getting out of the pool, grabbing a float and lying it in.
Meanwhile in the kitchen, Aaron and Bennet stood silently, looking out the window, the sandwiches and salads prepared. They watched the women in bikinis play and float in the pool, never taking their eyes off them. When Stacey and Trish grabbed their towels, wrapping it around their bodies, their secret watchers sighed, glanced at one another and moved along.

Chapter 6
"Come on! Move it, move it!" Stacey shouted to her nephew. They were jogging on the beach, he was lagging way behind her.
A couple hundred yards down the beach and Stacey stopped, watching Bennet eventually catch up to her out of breath.
His hands on his knees, heaving for air, Stacey shaking her head. She gently pushed his shoulder, causing him to lose his balance and topple over.
"I think you just want to look at my butt while I run. That's why you are staying back," She joked.
Bennet said nothing, sitting on the sand, panting.
Stacey turned to look down the beach, seeing her sister Trish, wearing a similar sports bra and yoga shorts jogging toward them - Aaron far behind.
The sisters shot each other a look. Trish waited for Aaron to catch up.
He took a seat next to his cousin, out of breath as well.
"It's ok Aaron. I know it's hard, but the more you practice the easier it gets," Trish encouraged him, tousling his sweaty hair.
"I told your Bennet, he's probably lagging behind on purpose to check me out," Stacey said. "How about you sweetie? Doing the same?" Stacey playfully kicked at her son's foot.
There was no reply.
"Alright, well let's head back and get ready for our movies," Stacey said.
Aaron and Bennet watched the two scantily clad, sweaty fitness models walk away. A few seconds later, they stood, following them, lagging behind on purpose, their eyes on the lady's legs and asses.
*
That evening they went to separate movies in different theaters. Stacey reminded Trish to really pretend it was a date. As a result, she pulled the armrest up, slowly guided her nephew's arm around her, and snuggled against him. He was tense, but didn't seem to object as much.
Stacey did something similar, but was more forward. "No making out. At least not this time," she jabbed his side.
Making their way back to the cars after the movie, each aunt grabbed their nephew's hand. At home they gave them a kiss. It was meant for the lips - a small peck - but the son's got nervous and moved, causing the kisses to land just to the side of their lips.
They next day, after fixing breakfast, Aaron and Bennet remained in their rooms.
"Hi. You ok?" Trish asked Bennet.
"Yeah," he replied, avoiding eye contact with his mother. "Just got to catch up on class work."
Stacey did the same with Aaron, getting a similar reply.
Several days passed, Aaron and Bennet kept to themselves, barely even talking to Stacey and Trish. They wondered if something was wrong. Their sons gave the excuse of being busy. Trish was able to convince Stacey not to press the matter. Stacey agreed, restating her theory that they had crushes on their aunts and this was their way of dealing with it - being reclusive.
They agreed to continue to spend one-on-one time with them after their upcoming photo shoot in Atlanta the following week.
*
It was close to midnight on the last night of their trip to Atlanta. They were leaving in the morning. Moonlight mixed with city lights traveled through an apartment balcony, shining on Stacey and Trish's slick backs. They were riding two men on a couch.
Ulysses and his equally muscular and hunky half-brother, TJ, quietly watched the two women grind into them, their hands resting on the couch cushion behind them.
Something was wrong. Stacey and Trish couldn't concentrate. They had been going at it for two hours, riding and cumming on one cock, then switching to the other. But something was off.
The sisters slowed down, glanced at one another, and nodded. The men smiled, their hands traveling over the toned tummy of the ladies.
A few days earlier, Stacey called Ulysses letting him know they were in town, he invited them over for dinner after their shoot - TJ was with him. They were hoping to go all night. But something, someone was on the forefront of Stacey and Trish's minds - their sons.
"Everything ok?" Ulysses asked his friends.
"We have to go," Stacey spoke up. "I'm sorry."
"Oh. I see. Did we do something to upset you?" Ulysses asked.
"No, not at all," Trish said, smiling at Ulysses, caressing TJ's face.
Stacey planted her feet on the floor, standing, Ulysses' cock slurping out of her. "We have a long trip tomorrow. Plus we're dealing with some family things."
"I understand," The two men watched Trish get off of TJ, wipe her face with a towel, and get dressed.
"It was fun, maybe another time," he added.
"Yes," Trish said.
Stacey grabbed TJ's still erect cock, shaking it like she would shake someone's hand, "It was nice meeting you."
"Likewise," he nodded.
They watched them leave, standing nude, as the door closed.
After an awkward several second silence, TJ passed gas. "Whew. I've been holding that in all night."
"I guess it's good they left then," Ulysses joked, walking past his half-brother.
*
"I don't care if we wake them up," Stacey said, her cell phone dialing her son's number, while driving back to the hotel.
"Mom?" Aaron answered.
"Hi! You're awake!" Stacey beamed.
"Yeah. Bennet and I are trying a new game."
"Great! How do you feel?"
"Um, ok, I guess. You?"
"We miss you so much! We haven't talked with you or seen you much this past week," Stacey said.
"Yeah, well, we've been busy," Aaron trailed off.
"We'll be home tomorrow. We can't wait to see you," she said, Trish grabbing at the phone. "Put Bennet on the phone, Trish wants to talk to him. I love you!"
Trish took the phone, waiting for her son to answer. "Hello? Hi sweety. We've been thinking about you a lot the past few days."
"Hey mom. Oh, well thanks?" Bennet said.
"We love you so much and your aunt and I are enjoying hanging out with you. You don't mind me spending time with Aaron?" Trish asked.
"Um, no, it's fine."
"We just thought spending time with your aunt instead of mommy might be more fun," Trish said, Stacey pulling into the hotel parking lot.
"Mom, it's fine, really it is," Bennet said, glancing at Aaron.
"Ok great. We'll see you both tomorrow. I love you."
There was a slight pause, "I love you too."
The phone call ended, Stacey and Trish entered their hotel room, stripped naked and showered. They fell asleep a little later after talking about plans for their return. They decided to kick things up a notch and really flirt and be like a girlfriend to their nephews.
Back at their home in Miami, Aaron and Bennet were quietly watching a slideshow of images. The slideshow was loading from a laptop, displayed on a 60 inch TV in the living room. The cousins were both erect, watching images of bikini clad fitness models - Stacey and Trish - scroll from one to the next on the large screen.
It was close to 1am and they couldn't take it anymore. They glanced at one another; Bennet ended the slideshow, turned off the TV and gathered his laptop. Each son went to their own room, closed the door, undressed and jacked off until their cocks exploded with cum.

Chapter 7
The four of them were inseparable upon Stacey and Trish's return. Their sons attempted to avoid them, making excuses about why they couldn't spend time with them. Their mothers ignored them. Stacey ordered them to join them in the living room after dinner, suggesting that missing a night of studying wouldn't cause them to flunk out of community college.
Their anxiety and nervousness never fully went away. Trish would snuggle with Aaron on the couch while Stacey would sit in Bennet's lap. They'd pick on them; flirt with them, all to zero reaction from their nephews.
They went on a double date the following weekend. It was mostly Stacey and Trish gabbing away while Aaron and Bennet sat quietly, picking at their dinner.
"This has been our third date," Stacey told her nephew Bennet when they arrived home. "Take me to bed. Now."
"Uh, what?"
"I think that's a good idea," Trish grabbed Aaron's hand. The boys glanced at their mothers and gulped.
A minute later, Stacey pushed Bennet onto his bed, "Get on there!" She climbed on top of him, still in her dress, straddling him, smiling at him, pinning him down. She kissed his cheek, rolled off him, and snuggled against him.
Across the hall, Trish sat on the bed, patting the mattress for Aaron to lie next to her. "I'm chilly," she pouted.
Later that night, Aaron and Bennet were wide awake, their aunts sleeping soundly in their arms, their minds racing.
The next weekend they kept their sons out even later. They went to the same club Stacey took Bennet to a few weeks prior. As predicted they were too nervous to dance. They looked like a fish out of water. Trish felt guilt for bringing them there. Stacey didn't seem to care as she had a pretty big buzz going after a couple shots.
"If you two doofuses aren't going to dance with us, we'll dance with each other!" Stacey stood, grabbing Trish, pulling her along.
"Mmm, hey baby," Stacey said once they reached a good spot in the crowded dance floor, their sons out of sight.
"Hi," Trish giggled back.
"At least we're getting them out of the house," Stacey said.
"Yes, maybe this is building confidence in them. Slowly though."
"I hope it is. But we have to keep it up. I've been flirting with Bennet, he's unfazed."
Trish nodded, "Same with Aaron."
Stacey quickly turned Trish around, pulling her hips backward. "Mmmm, if I had a dick, your butt would feel so good against it right now."
"Uh huh," Trish rolled her eyes and kept dancing.
"If I had one," Stacey leaned in close, whispering into her sister's ear from behind, "I'd fuck you all night."
Stacey felt Trish's body shake from laughter. Trish brought her hand up behind Stacey's head. Stacey's hands slowly traveled up Trish's body. She kissed her neck, Trish closed her eyes.
Stacey's hands landed on Trish's chest, giving her breasts a quick squeeze before Trish's eyes shot open and she turned around. "Stacey!" she swatted at her sister, a smile on her face.
"Come on, let's go. You can drive," Stacey said.
Once again the aunts were in bed with the nephews. This time they each gave them a nice neck massage. They said thanks and rolled over and went to sleep - or pretended to.
*
Over the next couple months the foursome did everything together. Stacey and Trish were able to reschedule a few photo shoots to spend time with their nephews. They made sure each weekend was full of stuff to do as a group. They'd go play miniature golf, go to movies, dinner and so on. They didn't go dancing again, much to Aaron and Bennet's relief.
Little by little, Aaron and Bennet loosened up around their aunts. They didn't seem as tense. Hugs were easily given without awkwardness. They felt like one big happy family.
Something was still off though. At night, the mothers would say good night to their sons and join their nephews in bed. There was something about those "goodnights" that confused Stacey and Trish - but they couldn't put their finger on it.
Everything was great until a game of Twister shortly before Christmas.
"Go Aaron. Your turn, sweetie," his mother, Stacey said.
The two sons were having trouble concentrating. Their mothers were wearing their standard tight pajamas shorts and tank tops. But that wasn't as big a deal as the position Stacey and Trish were locked into on the Twister mat.
They were propping themselves up on their hands and feet, their legs entwined, their crotches right up against each other's.
"Uh, my stomach," Bennet spoke up.
"Yeah, indigestion," Aaron finished his thought. The boys quickly excused themselves, leaving their aunts in a provocative position.
Trish sighed, watching them leave. "Do we keep playing?"
Stacey said nothing; she stared at Trish, and slowly gyrated her hips so her crotch would slide against her sister's.
"Well?" Trish turned to her.
"One of us has to win," Stacey said.
"Yeah?"
"Mmhmm," she winked at Trish, slowly rubbing against her, knowing exactly how this looked.
"Stacey," Trish shook her head.
"What?" She kept grinding against Trish. "Someone has to win."
"Yeah but,"
Stacey smiled, her eyes locked on Trish. Trish stared right back, letting Stacey grind her pajama shorts covered pussy against her own.
After a few intense seconds, Trish broke the position, falling to the mat, "Fine. You win."
Stacey laughed, pouncing on her sister, squatting, lifting Trish over her shoulder and taking her to her bedroom.
Stacey slammed Trish on the bed, climbing on top of her, Trish's legs wrapping around Stacey's waist. "I haven't slept with you in a long time," Stacey said, kissing Trish's cheek.
"I know. You've been sleeping with my son."
"And you've been sleeping with mine," Stacey kissed Trish's mouth fairly hard.
"Mmmph," Trish tried to speak. "Get off me," she said when Stacey ended the kiss.
"Fine," Stacey rolled over, taking Trish with her. Trish was now straddling her.
"How is it going, by the way?" Trish asked.
"Ok, I guess. I've been giving him pecks here and there. He seems to feel a little more comfortable around his secret crush," Stacey winked.
"Uh huh. So you're positive they have crushes on their aunts?"
"Yep."
Trish slid off Stacey, resting her head on Stacey's shoulder. "They aren't as afraid anymore. They've been more talkative, going on about classes, games and so on. They seem a bit more comfortable around women, us."
"It sucks that we can't be here for New Year's though," Stacey said.
"We'll be in Hawaii, so that'll be nice," Trish said of their upcoming shoot. "I'll miss our boys."
"We'll have a boy there with us," Stacey said, referring to their coworker Ulysses.
"True," Trish pulled Stacey's tank top up, revealing her washboard stomach. She peppered it with kisses, similar to how she's done to Ulysses in the past.
"Mmm, yeah baby," Stacey said, lowering her voice as if she were Ulysses. "Now go lower."



"Ha, you're silly," Trish resumed lying against her, this time rubbing Stacey's tummy. "I don't really feel like doing anything with Ulysses."
"Yeah me neither. Your son is, mmm, giving me good loving," Stacey joked.
"Oh I'm sure," Trish giggled. "I'd never, you know, be inappropriate, beyond innocent flirting, with Aaron."
"I know Trish, same here." Stacey paused, thinking for a moment. "You know since we'll miss out on New Year's with them, we should go out on separate dates again. This time someplace very romantic. It'll be cute."
Stacey grabbed Trish's butt, squeezing it playfully.
Trish smiled, snuggling with her sister. "Good idea,"
In Bennet's room, he used a dirty t-shirt to wipe the semen off his chin. His cock erupted so hard some of it landed on his face. He put his pajamas back on and knocked on Aaron's door across the hall.
"Hey," Aaron opened it, having just jacked off too.
"I think it's time we tell them the truth," Bennet said. "I think it's time they know."
Aaron sighed, looking downward, "What will they do?"
"No idea. But we need to make them promise to keep it a secret."
"Yes. Maybe we can tell them before their Hawaii trip, so we don't have to be around them for a while," Aaron suggested.
Bennet nodded in agreement, heading back to his room. "Good idea."

Chapter 8
Christmas Day ended with aunts and nephews on the couch, in each other's arms, drifting off to sleep as movies played on their big screen TV. The next night would be special, romantic date - a nice evening before Stacey and Trish flew to Hawaii on the morning of the 27th.
Wearing new suits their mothers purchased, Aaron and Bennet waited for their dates. Stacey and Trish arrived wearing new dresses. They weren't tight like their usual ones, they weren't quite as sexy either, but had a more elegant, flowery design.
Their nephews smiled politely, extended their arm to their aunts. "Wow, maybe we've made progress with these guys after all," Stacey noted.
"Maybe," Trish smiled at Aaron, taking his arm. The boys glanced at their mothers, nodding to them.
They went to their own beachside restaurant, a few miles away from the other. Both were Italian and had similar atmospheres - low lit, romantic.
After a lull in the conversation, Trish looked to her nephew Aaron, her hand on his. "I'm very proud of you. The past few months, I've seen you open up more around us. I know it's hard dealing with the opposite sex sometimes, but you've come out of your shell and these practice dates have helped. I'm sorry your mom and I have been away a lot of over the years, we are trying to make up for it."
At Bennet and Stacey's table a few miles away, she had said some similar, though not as gentle. "Now, you'll be able to talk to a girl at school, take her out and all that. You'll have more confidence. If your mom and I had been around more, maybe it would've helped. So? You got any lucky ladies in mind?"
Bennet paused, setting his spoon down, taking a sip of tea. He took a deep breath, "Yes."
"Great! So talk to her!" His aunt encouraged him.
"Listen, Stacey, I appreciate what you and my mom have been doing. But there's something you need to know," Bennet said.
"Ah, here it comes," Stacey placed her hand on her nephew's. "You have a crush on me, and Aaron on Trish. I get it. It's totally cool too."
"No, no," Bennet shook his head, stopping his aunt from continuing. "We don't."
"What?" Stacey couldn't believe what she was hearing.
They were having a similar conversation at Aaron and Trish's table. "You can tell me, Aaron. That's one thing we've tried to do, get you to open up more. If there's a special girl, maybe I can help you, give you advice," Trish was saying.
"I don't think that'll work. I don't think that's a good idea. This woman can never know how I feel," Aaron said.
"Woman?" Trish asked, thinking maybe she was older, perhaps a teacher.
"Yes. I'm in love with her. I have been for a very long time," Aaron replied.
"I see. Well, if you don't want to tell me, you don't have to."
"I do. I need to get it off my chest."
Trish nodded, listening intently, her hand on Aaron's. He paused, taking a sip of water. He sighed heavily. "It's mom."
"Your mom?" Stacey asked at their table, having just heard the same thing out of Bennet's mouth. "What do you mean?"
"It's her. She's the one I've been head over heels for all this time. She's the one I love."
"Right, you mean love her like a son - "
"No," Bennet interrupted her. "More than that. In love. Like romantic love."
Stacey was in shock, unable to speak.
"I've never gone out, never tried to get with girls at school, mom has always been on my mind - the only one I've wanted. I didn't care about doing anything else," Bennet explained.
"I see," was all Stacey could say, her heart rate speeding.
Trish was having a similar reaction, "So this is why, the house, the chores, why you've been so perfect."
"Yes," Aaron said. "That woman, my mother." He closed his eyes. "She's the one who's perfect."
"Bennet," Trish thought of her own son. "You and him both have been this way. Never going out, never socializing, and always being so sweet to us. He feels the same way about me?"
At Stacey's table, Bennet nodded "yes" when Stacey asked the same question about Aaron.
"He and I both have been in love with our moms. It's so stupid," Bennet shook his head.
"No, I mean," Stacey paused. "How long have you and him felt this way about us?"
"As long as we can remember. As long as we've liked girls, I guess," Bennet answered.
"Was Aaron, was he," Stacey had trouble focusing. "You two didn't seem to care that your moms were hanging out with their nephews. Not their sons. Why?"
Trish had just asked Aaron if he was jealous that Bennet was spending time with his mother, Stacey, instead of him.
"No. Never bothered us. We've kept it a secret so long. We know nothing could ever happen, we know we could never be with our mothers like that. So we didn't care. I love you Aunt Trish, but not like that," Aaron admitted. "Bennet is the same way about mom. We were never jealous because no one could know how we felt. Until now."
"So why tell us?" Trish asked.
"Because you two have been spending so much time with us, hoping we'll be more comfortable around women. The thing is, we don't want any other women. We've only wanted our moms, all these years. We figured it'd be best to tell you so you'd stop wasting your time."
Trish teared up, "It hasn't been a waste of time."
Stacey slowly looked to her nearly finished meal, "So you've never been interested, never cared about any of the stuff we've been trying to make your more comfortable around?"
"Never," Bennet answered. "Mom is the reason I didn't want to go away to college. She's the reason we don't go out and why we stay at home. Aaron is like that with you too. He loves it when you get sassy and kinda bossy."
Stacey smiled weakly, "Yes, I can be."
Aaron was telling Trish something similar, "Bennet loves your smile, your sweet and gentle ways."
Both sons sat back, relief watching over them. The aunts suggested they may grow out of it in the years to come. Their nephews told their aunts they might, but probably not. They admitted they'd rather be virgins forever, instead of dating girls, or marry one they didn't love.
The aunts paid the meal, holding the hands of their nephews as they drove home. They each received a long embrace from their aunts in front of their bedroom door. Stacey and Trish said nothing to one another the rest of the night, showering together, packing a few last minute items, and went to sleep in each other's arms.
The next morning brought more silence. Aaron and Bennet took them to the airport, they received quick hugs from their moms and they went on their way.
"Do you think they'll tell each other?" Aaron asked, watching his aunt and mother walk toward the security checkpoint.
"No idea. But honestly, we've had this secret for so long, I don't care if they did," Bennet replied.
"Me neither."

Chapter 9
Not while showering together, not while sleeping in the same bed together, not while occasionally having sex with men at the same time, not while occasionally having three-ways over the years, have Stacey and Trish felt awkward around one another. Until the day their nephews confided in them.
They slept most of the way to Los Angeles; only briefly speaking while waiting for the connecting flight to Hawaii. Someone recognized them - something that happens maybe twice a year. He was a huge, muscle bound man. He thanked them for inspiring him to get into shape.
They signed a napkin and posed for a picture with him, trading glances at one another, and boarded their flight to Hawaii.
Stacey and Trish arrived at their hotel room, speaking only about how nice it was, noting the huge bathtub - everything was casual conversation, they avoided talking about their last date with Aaron and Bennet.
At dinner, they could barely eat. They retreated to their room, watched a little TV and went to sleep.
The next couple days were extremely busy. Shoots and re-shoots went on all day. Their concentration was low, they struggled, and the photographer had trouble getting the perfect shot.
Ulysses was there, working a different photo shoot. He said hello to them, asking them how were things with the family. Stacey and Trish glanced at one another again, shaking their head. Ulysses didn't pry, only saying he was sorry they were having a tough time.
On New Year's Eve they managed to finish up early. Stacey bought a couple of wine bottles, headed back to their hotel room, and started drinking. She uncorked the top and drank straight from the bottle, handing Trish the other bottle. She smiled, quietly taking it, pouring herself a plastic cup full of wine.
They said nothing for the next 15 minutes until Stacey's wine bottle was halfway empty. Stacey broke the silence.
"Tub, you and me," She said, standing, pulling off her t-shirt, unhooking her bra, stepping out of her thong.
Trish downed the rest of her wine and joined Stacey.
They waited for the water to fill the tub, testing it to see it wasn't too hot. Stacey slid in first, taking a wine bottle with her. Trish followed, sitting across from her sister. They traded the bottle back and forth, sipping from it until it was gone.
More silence, in the hot, soothing water, resting their heads back against the edge of the tub.
They traded a few looks, their mouths opened as though they were going to speak, but changed their minds.
"Trish," Stacey said.
"Stacey," Trish said at the same time. "Sorry, you first."
Stacey said nothing, shaking her head.
"I think,"
"I think we both know the same piece of information," Stacey said, then burped.
"We do, yes," Trish confirmed.
A small smile formed on Stacey's face. "Our sons have crushes on their mothers. Except it's a little more than a crush isn't it?"
"It's much more than a crush," Trish replied.
Stacey started laughing, the wine helping her see the humor it in, Trish following suit.
"What in the world are we going to do?" Stacey asked.
"No idea. They've missed out on so much because of us."
"They'd rather not have anyone if they can't have us."
"They can't," Trish solemnly shook her head, staring at her breasts, under the water.
"Well, I don't know about that," Stacey said, another small burp.
"Huh?"
She giggled, "You heard me."
"Are you suggesting incest?"
Stacey shrugged. "Maybe."
"You're drunk," Trish said; the thought of sex with Bennet flooded her brain. "I'm drunk too," she said, blaming those thoughts on the wine.
Stacey was rubbing Trish's knee, "I mean, look at you and I. We're naked all the time around each other. Some of the stuff we've done borders on incest."
"True," Trish's fingers were lightly caressing Stacey's calf.
"Hell, I've tasted your pussy on a cock before. I've tasted your saliva."
"Same here."
"I'm not a lesbian, but if someone ordered me to make love to woman for some reason, you'd be the only choice," Stacey admitted.
Trish laughed. "I guess I could say the same about you."
The sisters smiled at one another, gazing into each other's eyes for a moment. Stacey slowly moved Trish's foot to the side, her leg's opening. They stared at one another, studying each other's faces.
"We could give them everything they've ever wanted," Stacey said.
"It could be beautiful - wrong, but beautiful," Trish added.
There was a final pause; eyes burning through each other's, hearts were racing. Then it happened.
The sisters lunged at one another, spilling water out of the tub, their mouths joined together, and tongues wrestling. They gripped each other's head, locking one another in place, kissing madly. Stacey took control, diving over the side of the tub, taking Trish with her. The sisters rolled around on the bathroom floor, making their way to the door.
Their mouths separated; "Oh fuck!" Stacey cried out, climbing off Trish, pulling her to her knees. Stacey grabbed Trish's ass, Trish wrapped her legs around Stacey, and Stacey stood, their intense kissing resuming.
At that moment, Ulysses was at their hotel room door, holding a dozen roses - six for each sister he planned on making love to that night. He took a deep breath, raised his fist to knock on their door. Just before his knuckles made contact with it, something on the other side of the door slammed against it - hard. Ulysses, startled at first, leaned in close and listened.
Stacey had slammed Trish against the door, kissing at her neck, holding her with one hand, the other sliding fingers up and down her pussy lips.
"I love you," Trish moaned, arms wrapped around Stacey's shoulders.
Ulysses heard more moaning. "I love you too," Stacey grunted back, her hand moving faster and faster against Trish's wet pussy. She slid her fingers in, and bounced Trish against the door, mimicking fucking her with a cock.
Ulysses smiled, placing the roses on the carpeted hallway floor in front of their door. "I guess it's me and you tonight little Uly," he whispered to the growing bulge in his cargo shorts. He walked down the hall toward his room; the sister's secret would be safe with him.
"Ahh fuck!" Stacey cried out. She was on top of Trish, on the bed, kissing and licking at her neck, rubbing her thigh against Trish's pussy, her own pussy rubbing against Trish's thigh.
"Yes!" Trish called out, grabbing Stacey's face, kissing her hard. They rolled around a couple times, Stacey sitting up in bed, her hands gliding up Trish's back, into her long hair, pulling her head back.
Stacey attacked Trish's breasts, swirling her tongue around the hard nipples, and then sucking them hungrily. She laid Trish on her back once again, licking her way down her body.
"Never ate a pussy before," Stacey said, in between licks.
"I'm sure you'll do fine," Trish assured her.
She arched her back even more when Stacey's tongue licked at her engorged clit, lapping at it like an animal.
Stacey plunged her tongue into her sister's pussy, swirling it around, licking juices she'd tasted several times before over the years - this time it was directly from the source. She tasted so very delicious. Trish tweaked her own nipples as Stacey worked.
Trish started shaking, her body tensing up. Stacey rested her hand on Trish's tummy, continuing to lick and tongue-fuck her pussy, the bridge of her nose and forehead banging against Trish's clit.
"Yes!" Trish moaned, her hands running through Stacey's hair. "Yes!"
Several minutes later, when Stacey's thirst was satisfied, she wiped her mouth clean. She pushed Trish onto her back and straddled her face, her hands gripping Trish's hair, holding her in place. Trish was to return the favor to her sister.
Trish licked and slurped at Stacey's pussy, her hands cupping her ass. "Yes! Keep going!" Stacey commanded, tightly gripping Trish's hair. "Ugh!"
Trish's hands roamed over Stacey's butt and thighs, while her tongue remained buried in Stacey's pussy. A few moments passed, an orgasm building in Stacey, and she began grinding against Trish, rubbing her pussy against her mouth. "Ahhh fuck!"
Satisfied, Stacey rolled off Trish, lying next to her, out of breath. "We're not done," she said.
"Nope," Trish agreed.
The sisters turned to one another, smiled, and began kissing savagely.
Hours passed. Stacey and Trish were locked into the same position that caused their sons to excuse themselves while playing Twister. This time they were naked, sweating profusely, and cumming non-stop. They were grinding their pussies together, their asses bouncing up and down, looks of determination on their faces.
Finally, they came again, moaning loudly, their quivering pussies spasming against each other. They collapsed on the bed, rubbing each other's feet and calves, catching their breath.
Stacey sat up, pulling Trish with her. They climbed off the bed, arms around each other, their sweaty bodies sticking together. They walked to the bathroom, bent forward and rolled into the now room temperature bathtub. There was still some water left in it.
They kissed, caressed, and held each other until they cooled off.
"Happy New Year," Trish said. "We missed watching the ball drop and fireworks."
"I'd say there was plenty of fireworks in here," Stacey said.
"Yes."
"When we get home, we're taking our sons to bed," Stacey said matter-of-factly.
"We'll cross that line." Trish added.
They dried off later, got in bed, and snuggled. Too tired to make love again, they fell asleep as best friends, sisters, and now, everything to one another.

Chapter 10
Aaron and Bennet waited for their dates by the front door. They were wearing a shirt and tie, their dates wearing matching black, spaghetti strapped dresses. It had been a few days since their moms returned from Hawaii and an evening was planned.
They thought this would be another date with their aunts. They were wrong.
"Switch," Stacey said, moving to her son, Aaron's arm. Trish did the same, holding Bennet's hand.
"Uh, switching?" Aaron asked.
"Yes, you're on a date with your mothers tonight," Stacey said. "Let's go."
They went to the same beachside, romantic restaurants again, each a few miles apart. There was barely any talking between the two. Stacey and Trish had wine and salads, holding their son's hands the whole time. They would occasionally stare at them, not smiling, a slightly seductive look on their faces. Aaron and Bennet tried their best to hide their discomfort.
When the meal ended, the moms paid the bill; the sons held the door open for them and drove.
"We're not going home," Stacey told Aaron.
"We're not?" Aaron asked nervously.
Trish had told the same thing to Bennet "No, we have a nice hotel room waiting for us."
"A hotel room?" Bennet asked.
"Just drive," Stacey ordered Aaron, plugging in the directions to the GPS.
They arrived the same time as Bennet and Trish. The mothers said nothing to one another, holding the arms of their sons, they marched toward the hotel.
The elevator ride was silent. When they arrived to the top floor, ten stories up, the mothers gave each other a sly grin, exited the elevator with their sons, and walked off in opposite directions. Aaron and Bennet looked over their shoulder at one another and shrugged.
Inside Aaron and Stacey's room, the magnitude of what she was planning hit her. She had ideas, thoughts, unsure if any of them would pan out. She took a deep breath and moved into the room. She didn't turn on the lights. Stacey instead found several strategically placed candles next to the bed, lighting them one by one.



"Mom?" Aaron asked, watching her.
Stacey said nothing. She guided Aaron to sit on the edge of the bed.
"What's going - "
He was interrupted by his mother's index finger. She smiled softly at him. Stacey leaned down, giving his lips a kiss just as soft as her smile.
"I love you," she whispered.
In Bennet and Trish's room, Trish closed the door, the magnitude of what she was planning hit her. She paused and turned around to face her son. A lamp next to the bed was left on. She stared at his confused face looking back at hers. Something ignited in Trish at that moment. She saw red, not of anger, but of lust. Channeling Stacey she lunged at her son.
"Mom?" Bennet asked. Trish grabbed his shirt and flung him against the wall.
"Shut up!" she ordered, then grabbed his face kissing him hard.
Breaking the kiss for air, Bennet managed to ask, "What's going on?"
His mother pulled him away from the wall and flung him on the bed. She quickly mounted him, "I'm fucking you!" she ripped his shirt away from his chest.
In Aaron and Stacey's room, Stacey kissed Aaron's lips several more times, slowly going to her knees in front of him.
Not taking her eyes off him, she undid his belt, pulling it away, and then unbuttoned his pants. His mouth hung open. "I, I, love you too," he whispered back.
Stacey smiled, pulling her shocked son's cock out of his boxer shorts. She looked at his erection, then back to his face. Reaching up to caress his cheek then grabbing the base of his cock with both hand, she smiled one more time. Channeling Trish, she opened her mouth, lovingly licking, kissing, all over his cock, taking her sweet and agonizing time. Aaron's eyes rolled in the back of his head, watching the love of his life worship his cock.
In the other room, Trish had torn her son's clothes completely off. She then carelessly clawed her own dress off. She jumped back on Bennet, grabbing his face. "Are you ready? Huh?" she kissed him hard.
"Holy shit!" he cried after her tongue slithered out of his mouth.
"Watch your language!" Trish slapped him. "Now fuck me! Fill my cunt with your cum! You're a mother fucker now! And I'm your slut! Do you understand me?"
Bennet gulped and nodded his head.
Trish grabbed the base of his cock, sitting on it, impaling herself easily. "Yes! Mmm, this is my dick and this is your pussy! Now fill me up!"
Stacey loved hearing Aaron moan as she worked. She had removed his pants, neatly folding them, and was back on her knees, slowly bobbing her head up and down on his cock.
"Ahh, mom, it's so good," Aaron struggled to say. "I can't last."
"Let me drink from you my love," Stacey whispered once again. "Please?"
"Uh huh," Aaron breathed. "Oh...wow."
"Mmmm," Stacey moaned, her mouth filling with semen. She knew her inexperienced son wouldn't last long. She didn't care.
She felt his cock pulsate and pump cum into her mouth, swallowing every last drop. She sucked it clean when it was done.
Stacey stood, smiling at him, slowly removing her dress, sliding the straps over her shoulder one at a time.
"Mom, I just," Aaron glanced to his crotch.
"It's fine, we can be naked for a while, then make love later, when you're ready," Stacey replied.
Aaron nodded. His naked mother sat next to him, assisting him with removing his shirt. Folding it, she put her arm around him, hugging his naked body against hers, kissing his cheek.
"Let's cuddle," She said, working her way to the pillows. Aaron held her in his arms, still in shock over what was happening.
"Bam! Bam! Bam!" Trish screamed out every time she landed on Bennet's cock. He was lying on his back, watching his mother fuck him wildly. "Fill my pussy with your cum! Now!"
"Ah geez!" Bennet said, unable to hold it in, unable to keep his cock from exploding. His body shook and he moaned once more while Trish landed on him one last time, grinding her clit against him.
"That's it! That's what I want!" She exclaimed, grabbing Bennet's head, kissing him hard again, his glasses crooked, his hair messy.
Trish collapsed on his chest. "Mmmm, I'm going to wake your dick up and we'll keep going!"
She kissed his face more and more, she bit at his neck, sucking his skin down his chest, tummy, and finally his cock.
"Delicious!" Trish licked cum and pussy juices from Bennet's shaft.
Bennet winced with pleasure and agony, rising to his elbows after straightening his glasses.
Stacey was kissing slowly at Aaron's neck, still in his arms, her hand roaming over his chest and stomach. She pulled his face to hers, giving him a long, deep kiss.
"I'm sorry," she giggled.
"For what?" Aaron asked.
"That kiss probably tasted like sperm," she replied.
"It's fine, mom," Aaron said.
"Good," Stacey kissed him again, her hand finding his weakened cock, stroking it, bringing it back to life.
Trish's head was banging against Bennet's lower abdomen over and over, his cock coming back to life, and reaching into the back of Trish's throat.
She wouldn't stop, not until she felt his seed flow down her gullet. Trish was an animal with Bennet.
Minutes later it happened, Bennet gripped the sheets of the bed, face contorting with pleasure as his cock erupted again, injecting his mother's throat with his warm cum.
"Oh fuck!" Trish called out, after swallowing the last of his semen. She wiped her mouth and jumped back onto Bennet.
Stacey was already on top of Aaron. She had gently guided his erect cock inside her, shaking, moaning as she felt his length enter.
"Yes," she whispered, kissing him again. "It's perfect. You're perfect." She removed Aaron's glasses, carefully placing them on the bedside table and continued kissing him, slowly grinding herself against him.
"Mom, I can't - "
"I told you it doesn't matter," Stacey said, pausing her kisses. "If you want to go, do it inside me."
Aaron nodded, staring into his mother's face, watching her smile back at his. She felt so good, so perfect. He came again, filling her with his seed, "Mommm."
"I love you," Stacey hugged him, her pussy oozing with his cum.
An hour later, Bennet was on top of Trish, her legs trapping him in place. She slapped him a couple times, "That's it! Keep going! You give mommy that perfect cock!"
"Oh shit!" Bennet couldn't believe it.
"Sweetie, stop," Trish reverted back to her normal self. "You really need to practice not cussing. I'd hate for you to slip up and say a bad word on a job interview."
"Yes, mom, I understand."
"Good," the crazed lust returned to her eyes. "No don't you dare stop fucking me! You understand me, young man?"
"Yes ma'am!"
"Good! Good," Trish, gripped her pillow, the other hand gripping the back of Bennet's head, an orgasm approaching. "Come on!" she snarled at him, biting her bottom lip."
Trish's pussy shaking, ready to open a floodgate of pleasure, drowning her body with orgasmic bliss, she cried out to her son.
"Yes! Yes!" she screamed in the hotel room. "Ohhhh yesssss."
She pulled Bennet in for a long embrace. "I love you," she said. "So much."
"I love you too. More than anyone and anything," Bennet replied.
At that same moment in Aaron and Stacey's room, Stacey was on all fours. She had presented and offered herself to Aaron earlier.
Aaron gently pulled her back against his body, his hands cupping her breasts.
"I don't know if I can keep up with you," he joked.
Stacey returned to her normal self, "Oh no, no, no, don't you hand me that crap! Get back to work boy!"
"Yes ma'am!" Aaron resumed slowly thrusting in and out of her from behind.
"That's it," she whispered. "Yes my darling, yes."
She turned to face him, looking slightly over her shoulder. Aaron's mouth found hers, his fingers teasing and rubbing her nipples.
"Mmmm," she moaned, her body tensing up. Aaron wrapped an arm around his mother, the other caressing her face. "Y-yessss."
"So good," Aaron whispered in her ear. "I love you, I've always been in love with you."
"Oh Aaron," Stacey teared up, her body tightening more, her pussy convulsing around his shaft. The fire of love and passion ignited, enveloping her in orgasmic flames.
Stacey arched her back and moaned soulfully, powerfully cumming, while her son held her from behind.
An hour later, after cumming again, the sons were exhausted, the moms unable to stop smiling. They waited for them to fall asleep and snuck out of bed.
Not bothering to put clothes on, nor caring, they exited their hotel rooms, seeing each other at the opposite end of the hallway. Stacey and Trish, giggling, jogged toward one another, meeting in the middle at the elevator.
"We did it!" Stacey exclaimed.
"Yes!" Trish hugged her. They held each other and hopped up and down, giddy over what they've done.
The elevator door opened, it was the late night cleaning service for empty rooms. The woman's mouth hung open, seeing two naked women hug and laugh.
The sisters saw someone in their peripheral vision. They both turned to the open elevator and said "hi" in unison. The door closed, the shocked cleaning lady went to another floor.
"It was the best I've ever had," Stacey said.
"Me too! It was incredible. He didn't last long, but I don't care," Trish said.
"Same here! They are exhausted now. Let's let them rest and we'll continue this back at home."
"We will?" Trish asked.
"Absolutely. We'll turn them into sexual dynamos. It'll be our secret."
"Maybe they could be our, um, you know, lovers?" Trish meekly suggested.
Stacey gasped. "Great idea! It's wrong, but I don't care!"
They hugged each other once more. "Wanna switch?" Stacey winked.
Trish giggled, "No, not in the least."
"Fair enough. But perhaps their aunts can take them out on one last date in the near future," Stacey suggested.
They parted ways in the hallway, Stacey slapping Trish's ass when she turned to leave. Back at their rooms, they curled up into their new lover's arms.

Chapter 11
All four slept late the next morning, barely making their checkout time. The extended shower the couples took contributed to the delay. Each mom thoroughly cleaned their son, chatting casually about how their relationship is changed, thanking them for confessing their feelings to their aunts. They kissed in the hot shower, telling each other they loved them, how good and natural it felt.
When they arrived home each mom took their son to bed. They spent the rest of the day there. Aaron and Bennet were tired, sore, but couldn't get enough of them - saying over and over how much they've wanted this, how much they desired these women.
They skipped Monday through Wednesday classes, spending that time having sex with their fitness model moms.
Over time Trish started showing signs of her normal sweet, gentle, loving self but for the most part was still a wild animal in bed with her son and only her son.
The same thing was occurring with Stacey. She showed signs of her wild, crazy, dominant self but for the most part was slowly making sweet love to her son - the only man she'd been like that with.
A week after their hotel stay the cousins had a break from their mothers. Saturday night their aunts suggested a date night. A "real date" Stacey called it.
Aaron was once again with Trish and Bennet was with Stacey. They went to their own restaurants and had planned on seeing a movie afterward. They never made it to the theater.
Arriving home at the same time, Stacey took Bennet to his room, Trish took Aaron to his.
Stacey pushed Bennet on his bed, quickly flinging her dress off. "You're a smart guy. I think you knew this would happen eventually," she grinned.
Bennet smiled, watching his naked aunt mount him. "Yep."
In Aaron's room, Trish was sitting next to her nephew. "I know you said you loved me, but not in a, you know, sexual way."
"Oh well, I mean," Aaron said.
"It's ok, really it is. But I was thinking maybe we could play tonight? It'd be fun, you know?" Trish suggested.
"Yeah, it would," Aaron said, the muffled sounds of his mother grunting behind closed doors across the hall.
Trish smiled, tipping Aaron's chin toward her and kissing him. Their eyes closed and they leaned back on his bed, beginning a night of lovemaking.
Hours later, near dawn; Stacey and Trish tip-toed out of their sleeping nephew's rooms, and holding hands, they made their way to their shower.
The hot steam enveloped them, their mouths joined, tongues swirling around each other. Stacey's fingers were embedded deep inside Trish, Trish's inside Stacey.
Breaking the kiss, they told each other they loved one another in unison.
Also climaxing in unison, the sister's moans echoed throughout the bathroom.
Under the covers, kissing between words, Stacey suggested they sleep in their son's rooms from now on.
"Good idea," Trish agreed. "We can use this room as something special."
"Yes. Every weekend. You and Bennet can be in here, then the following weekend Aaron and I."
"What about the two of us?" Trish asked.
"Well we can sneak off every once in a while. Or on the third weekend after you and Bennet, then Aaron and I, you and I could be in here. It'd be special mommy-sister time. I'm sure they'd understand. They could even watch if they wanted," Stacy suggested.
"Yes!" Trish agreed.
They did just that. The next weekend Trish and Bennet were in the master bedroom, enjoying a nice bath. The following weekend was Aaron and Stacey.
The third weekend, Friday night, Stacey convinced her son and nephew to sit naked on the couch. They were shy at first, Stacey telling them not to look at one another, rolling her eyes in the process. The sons finally loosened up, not glancing at each other's cocks.
"Gosh you probably jacked those things off to us all the time. You never did it together?" Stacey asked, straddling Aaron.
"Ew, no," Aaron answered.
"Mom we've been talking. I think we want to change school some. Not drop out, but change direction," Bennet spoke up.
"Yes? What'd you have in mind?" Trish was straddling him too.
"We were thinking photography," Bennet said. The sons smiling at their mothers.
Stacey and Trish nodded. "That's a wonderful idea," Trish said, leaning down to kiss Bennet. She offered him a breast, Stacey doing the same.
*
It was close to midnight a couple hours later. Moonlight mixed with street lights traveled through their living room window, shining on Stacey and Trish's slick backs. They were riding two men on a couch - their sons.
It had been two hours, they had no plans to stop; they were going all night.
Their sons had gotten better, their stamina improved. Just after midnight Aaron and Bennet came inside Stacey and Trish, filling them with cum. They looked embarrassed, not lasting as long as their mothers deserved.
Stacey and Trish kissed them, letting them know without words, that it didn't matter if they didn't last as long as they'd like. They would rest up and keep going.
After a passionate kiss to their sons, Stacey and Trish turned to face one another. Aaron and Bennet watched their mothers kiss, tongues clashing. It ended with a long string of saliva connecting their mouths. They smiled at one another, then to their sons, resuming their night of passion.
These sisters did everything together.
The end.
************************
I'm debating on making this a series - each story containing different fitness model moms etc. I'm still fleshing out ideas.
************************
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Chapter 1
Mi'elle arched her back, her blue eyes rolling into the back of her head. Her naked, sweaty body was shaking, coming down off another orgasm. The campfire outside the entrance of her tent was still going strong, illuminating her muscular body with a faint orange glow.
Her long black hair dripped sweat onto her toned ass. The man Mi'elle was straddling, cupped her breasts, sat up and kissed along her neck.
She needed this. She needed to feel a man inside her. It had been far too long. Mi'elle was nearly done with her long journey home to her beloved. Oh how she missed him! He would understand her desires, her need for sex during their occasional bouts many days apart. Their love was like no other, one-of-a-kind, unconditional. Mi'elle wondered if he'd taken a temporary lover in her absence. If so, she would meet her and thank her for taking care of her beloved.
The man smiled, bringing Mi'elle's mouth to his own, their tongues invading each other's mouths again.
He broke the kiss, leaning back, his hands gliding over Mi'elle's washboard stomach. "Good?"
"Very. I must admit, Ul'sses, I'm getting tired. I have a long journey before me," Mi'elle said, looking into the man's dark eyes.
His thumb rubbed her lips. There was something odd about this man. Skin as dark as his eyes, braided black hair, a perfectly sculpted, muscular body, he didn't just fuck her; he made love to her.
The odd part is that they recently just met -- shortly after Mi'elle set up camp for the night. Her horse, Perfection, usually neighed when strangers approached. The stallion was quiet, somewhere in the woods behind the camp, presumably grazing.
A shirtless Ul'sses entered her camp, hands raised, apologizing to Mi'elle, asking her to put her two-handed sword down. There was a calming aura about him. She could see he meant no harm.
Ul'sses claimed he saw an unusual sight and that as a druid, he had to make sure the forest was protected. Mi'elle believed him, apologizing for drawing her weapon.
They sat, talked about her journey home, and shared a small dinner. When Ul'sses made to take his leave, Mi'elle invited him to stay.
A sweet and gentle smile came over his face while watching Mi'elle remove her bulky armor in her tent.
Several hours later, Mi'elle sweaty and exhausted, countless orgasms having washed over her, moved in front of Ul'sses. She turned around, presenting herself to him, nodded over her shoulder.
"Are you sure you want me to finish?" he asked, having lasted hours without cumming.
"Yes," Mi'elle chuckled. "I need some sleep before I start my journey through the valley."
Ul'sses frowned, looking down, "I understand."
Mi'elle rose up, looking over her shoulder at Ul'sses. She kissed him, slowly savoring one another. It felt so natural, like they knew each other for years.
Back on her hands and knees, Mi'elle moaned when Ul'sses entered her from behind. His large hands slid up her back, over her muscles, ending up in her hair. He slowly pulled her back against his body and thrust into her lovingly.
"Have I met him before? Does he know me?" Mi'elle thought; her eyes rolling into the back of her head as this mystery man, this new friend made love to her.
Ul'sses kissed at her neck and shoulders, his hands massaging her breasts, working closer to his orgasm -- finally.
"Ahh, Mi'elle!" He groaned, pushing her back to her hands, gripping her hips.
"Yes!" She cried out, feeling his thick cock pulsate inside her pussy.
"Ughhh," Ul'sses arched his back, looking to the ceiling of the tent, filling Mi'elle with his seed.
They collapsed on one another, Ul'sses still inside her, her pussy oozing his cum. He rolled to his side, Mi'elle rolling with him, her head resting on his chest. They kissed for several minutes before Ul'sses seemingly drifted off to sleep.
She watched him, perplexed, yet enthralled by this man. She left the tent.
Mi'elle walked by the crackling fire, letting the cool night breeze dry off her sweaty body. Her long, flowing black hair fanned outward in the wind. She stood on the edge of a cliff, overlooking the valley she was to traverse in the morning. She could barely make out the trees in the light of the full moon. She was so close to her beloved she could taste him, his mouth, his cock, and his seed. She missed him so very much.
Mi'elle closed her eyes, imagining seeing her beloved, kissing him, removing her armor for him, when she was distracted from her trance.
"If you're heading down there tomorrow, you need to be careful," Ul'sses said from behind. He was sitting on a rock, looking out into the darkness as well.
"I will, thank you," Mi'elle replied, smiling at her new friend.
"There are quite a few dangers that lurk in that valley. Cursed, insane druids, for one. They are unable to turn back into their human forms. They become confused, unable to climb out of the valley, too confused to fly out. They are trapped there," Ul'sses explained.
"I'll be cautious. My sword is sharp."
"Mi'elle, your horse may not be able to climb out." Ul'sses stepped closer to Mi'elle, the same sweet smile never leaving his face.
"I'll find a way," Mi'elle replied, stepping to him, her hand on his cheek. "That's the route I need to take to get home - through that valley. I'm sure there's a way out."
"Please be careful," Ul'sses stepped away, heading back to her tent. He grabbed his leather leggings.
"Mi'elle I have to leave," he said, putting the leggings on.
"Oh. I see," Mi'elle replied, disappointment in her tone. Perhaps he was just a man she met, never to see again. A man who just happened to be amazing at pleasing a woman.
"Will I see -- "
"Yes," Ul'sses cut her off. Without any further explanation, he left her, alone by the fire, disappearing into the dark woods behind her camp.
She looked to the night sky, shaking her head. Druids were always so mysterious.




Chapter 2
The next morning, after dawn Mi'elle donned her heavy, plate armor and girded on her sword. Her horse of five years, Perfection, a dark-brown stallion with a black tail and mane, was milling about in the woods behind her camp. Mi'elle whistled and Perfection happily came to her side. She hugged her best non-human friend, kissing his nose, running her fingers through his mane.
"We have a long trip today. I'll be sure to stop and rest for you," Mi'elle hugged him again. Perfection nuzzled against her neck.
They made their descent into the valley via a nearby trail. The trail was fairly steep and rocky, but eventually they made it down safely.
She thought about the words of the druid Ul'sses the night before. Perched atop Perfection, she glanced at her bulky, black plate armor. It was heavy, covering everything but her head when she opted to not wear her helmet. The shoulders had large spikes protruding from them.
Mi'elle recalled a memory from several days ago of head butting a large man in his chest. She was traveling through a small village and saw the man attempting to rape a woman. Mi'elle glanced at her spikey shoulders, his dried blood still there. After head butting him, she charged into him, tackling him to the ground, her spikes stabbing him. The woman thanked her and ran home, while the man rolled around in agony.
Mi'elle looked at her legs next. Her feet, shins, and knees were protected with armor, but this hindered her movement even more.
She recalled a situation a couple weeks earlier. Mi'elle was standing near a blacksmith's forge, her gloves, chest piece were removed; she was only wearing her leggings and boots. A man accosted her while she was waiting for small repairs to be done. The man attempted to remove the white wrap around her breasts. She stomped on his foot, breaking a few toes in the process.
She couldn't help but chuckle. "I guess this bulky armor is good for something," she thought to herself.
A few hours later, after making her descent into the valley, following winding narrow trails, Mi'elle came to a river. There was a small waterfall, cascading into gentle rapids.
"This will be a good spot to rest." Mi'elle hopped off her dark brown horse. "I need a bath after last night."
Removing her armor, she entered the water, splashing it upward, rubbing the coolness onto her skin. Mi'elle made her way to the small waterfall, letting the cascade soak her hair and body. She smiled, closing her eyes, enjoying the sensation, thinking about last night—but also about her precious beloved.
Running her hands over her erect nipples, down her tight stomach and muscular frame, she found herself aroused. Then it happened. A single splash of water bouncing off the rocks from the waterfall landed against her engorged clitoris—a wonderful little accident. Mi'elle laughed at the sensation.
Turning to the small, tumbling waterfall, Mi'elle smiled, watching it bounce and flow off the rocks. "There's a first time for everything," she mused aloud.
Grabbing low hanging tree branches on either side of the falls, she bent at the knees, slightly squatting, and thrust out her pelvis, letting the water kiss and lick at her pussy.
"Yess," she moaned, the water lapping at her body. It felt so good and refreshing.
Moments later, knowing no one else was around, nor caring if there was, Mi'elle closed her eyes, letting the waterfall make love to her.
"Ahh!" she cried out as her orgasm overtook her. She shook and convulsed just as she had with the druid, becoming one with nature.
When it passed, she let go of the branches and went to her knees, gathering and pouring water over her head. She opened her mouth, drinking deeply from her watery lover.
Making her way back to Perfection, she giggled, noticing the horse's very large erection. "Aww, I'm sorry Perfection. Did I excite you?" Mi'elle hugged and kissed the horse's head. "If I were a druid, I'd turn into a mare and help you out."
She re-donned her armor and sword, mounted her horse, and continued on her journey, following the river.
From the shadows behind a large tree, something watched Mi'elle. It was hungry and needed a meal.




Chapter 3
Mi'elle doused the campfire that evening, getting ready to sleep under the stars. "This valley doesn't seem dangerous," she told Perfection. The horse went to his knees, lying on his stomach.
"Besides, you'll protect me, won't you?" She joked, sliding next to him, his huge body used as a pillow.
Mi'elle hated sleeping in her armor. The previous night she was naked, having sex, but in the valley she felt it'd be a better idea not to chance anything.
Lying against her horse, Mi'elle peered into the dark woods, the occasional beam of moonlight shining through the over growth. She sighed, closing her eyes, right as another set were opening.
In the distance, he had a perfect view of her campsite, with his glowing red eyes. He watched and waited, knowing what lie before Mi'elle on her journey through valley. He was lazy and didn't want to work too hard for his meal. He grinned, his huge sharp teeth showing.
A few hours later, the predator silently entered Mi'elle's camp. He had been following her, watching her all day. He was quiet for such a large creature. Mi'elle's horse never heard the feline approach.
"Mmm, delicious," the huge cat, a man, a druid, trapped in an animal form, like the ones Ul'sses warned Mi'elle about, whispered to himself. He approached Mi'elle, sniffing at her crotch, her tummy, her neck, careful to not wake her.
"When the time is right," the feline whispered. He licked at her face, eliciting a sleepy moan from Mi'elle. The druid backed away, smiling, baring his large teeth, and slunk back into the dark woods.
**
The next day Mi'elle continued following the small trail along the river. She and Perfection stopped to drink and rest. She ate a few bites of her rations, checked the sharpness of her sword, and continued onward. She noticed the trees becoming thicker, larger, blocking more of the sun, making it difficult for her to guess the time.
She continued on later into the evening, unable to see the sun set, she kept going. Feeling tired, Mi'elle looked for a good spot to camp. Finding a small clearing, she decided to set up her tent instead.
Right as she hopped off Perfection, removing her helm, she heard a loud shriek coming from behind her, startling her. It sounded as though a woman was in agony. Withdrawing her sword, Mi'elle scanned the area. She heard another scream.
"Who's there? Do you need help?" Mi'elle called out into the shaded woods for the woman. There was no reply.
Mi'elle waited, the eerie feeling not going away. Several moments passed, her sword drawn, she scanned the tree line. She saw two red, glowing eyes blink at her from behind a tree. Her own eyes widened with alarm.
Before she could react, a large, screaming mass barreled through the brush right at her.
"Get away!" it yelled at her in a woman's voice. But it was no woman—it was a huge, angry mass of fur. The large bear stopped a few yards from Mi'elle, growling at her, its mouth dripping saliva.
"Are you a — "
"Get out of here!" the bear yelled once more. "Get away from my cubs!"
"What cubs? I see no cubs," Mi'elle replied.
"You lie!" The insane druid lunged at her only to be met by Mi'elle's sword, which impaled the bear at the shoulder.
Perfection turned around, rising up on his hind legs, kicking at the bear.
Seemingly feeling no pain, the bear, using her uninjured arm back-handed Mi'elle, the force sending flying against a nearby tree.
The bear rose on her back legs, pawing at Perfection. He was also on his back legs, frantically kicking at the bear with his front hooves.
Mi'elle shook the cobwebs from the bear's blow and ran toward her, slamming into her back with her spiked shoulder. The bear turned around, attempting to back hand her again; Mi'elle ducked, going to her knees and piercing the bear's belly with her shoulders.
The bear let out another scream, going to all fours. Mi'elle reached for her sword, but the bear bit her left forearm.
Mi'elle groaned, feeling the bear's mouth clamp down on her armor, denting it. The bear shook her head and flung Mi'elle away, taking her armored gauntlet in her mouth.
Landing against a boulder, she held her uncovered forearm, hoping her gauntlet wasn't ruined. She watched the insane druid clamping down on her glove, crushing it, making it useless while Perfection continued punching the bear.
Mi'elle yelled in anger, charging at the bear again. She ran as fast as her heavy armor could allow, and crashed into the bear sending more shoulder spikes into her side.
The bear swatted at Mi'elle, missing her again. Mi'elle was able to roll as she ducked, grabbing her sword, still impaled in the bear's shoulder. Raising her weapon above her head, the bear charged her this time, biting at her waist, tossing her in the air.
When she landed, Mi'elle watched the bear charge. At the last second a pair of hind hooves smashed against the bear's side, breaking ribs and pushing it away from Mi'elle.
Mi'elle took her chance, charging again, this time with her sword. She stabbed the disoriented bear in her side, sending her huge blade directly through the bear's ribs, lungs, and into its heart.
Catching her breath, she examined her armor near her waist. There were dents from the bear's teeth, the bottom harness was damage, but the chest piece remained intact for the most part
"You saved my life," she whispered to her steed, having never seen him fight like that before. Mi'elle stood, running her hands up and down his long face. "Thank you."
The mysterious feline, watched from the distance, in the shadows, licking his lips, biding his time.




Chapter 4
The following night was especially humid. After a sleepless night, the screams of the bear echoing in her ears, Mi'elle took out her damaged gauntlet from Perfection's bag. She salvaged it from the previous night. She shook her head in annoyance.
The day was long and dark, barely able to tell it was daytime. Mi'elle sat on a rock, poking a fire. She stood and removed her remaining gauntlet, shoulder armor and chest piece.
"There, that's better," she said. "We'll rest a bit and continue on. I want to get out of this valley."
The feline stalker visited once again. As Mi'elle slept against Perfection, her sword in hand, he licked at her exposed stomach, then left as quietly as he arrived.
She woke up this time, her fingers touching the saliva on her stomach, not sure what to make of it. Mi'elle shook her head. Glancing around the forest, seeing nothing in the blackness, she stood, putting her damaged chest piece and shoulder armor back on. She woke up Perfection, and they left, not caring about getting a decent amount of sleep.
A few hours later, Perfection was carrying a sleeping Mi'elle on his back through gloomy, dark woods. She stirred to life when she thought she heard a howl of some sort.
Giving up from fighting sleep, she leaned forward, her head resting on the back of Perfection's neck.
Moments or hours passed, Mi'elle didn't know. She was woken by growls, snarls, and Perfection galloping as fast as he could.
To her left and right were wolves, their eyes glowing red, chasing them, nipping at Perfection and Mi'elle dangling boots.
She drew her sword, and using her unarmored hand, Mi'elle found she could swing it with ease. Her powerful strong arms slicing at a drooling mad druid in the form of a wolf.
"Don't stop, keep going," she said to Perfection, as if the horse would ever stop. Mi'elle swung again slicing the throat of another wolf.
The wolves were catching up, Perfection was tiring. Mi'elle couldn't hold them off forever. They were smartly avoiding Mi'elle left swinging arm, targeting her right boot instead. She switched hands, but swinging the large sword quickly with her armored right hand wasn't easy or effective.
Then it happened, a wolf got lucky. It bit her right boot, dragging her off Perfection. Mi'elle tumbled and rolled with the wolf, watching her horse gallop on without her on him.
They converged on Mi'elle, biting at her, attacking her. She did her best to huddle into a ball, covering her head with her armored right hand, cursing herself at leaving her helm in Perfection's satchel.
She waited, occasionally stabbing at fur, whenever she got the opportunity; though they were relentless.
They gnawed and tore at her damaged chest armor, pulling the harness back, tearing it off. Her skin was becoming exposed; she had no idea how long it would be before the cracked her armor completely -- like exposing the meat of an oyster.
She heard familiar galloping, hooves on ground, Perfection returning. One of the wolves howled with pain, then another, then one more. Perfection was kicking them off her.
Mi'elle stood, blood trailing down the side of her face and began swinging madly and stabbing every wolf she saw.
With Perfection's assistance, they fought them off, a couple of injured ones limping away into the darkness.
"That's twice," Mi'elle said, going to her knees, out of breath. "You've saved me twice."
She inspected her side, the armor was cracked, ruined, her chestpiece wouldn't hold up much longer.
Mi'elle held her side, resting her head on Perfection's back before mounting him once more. "We have to get out of this valley."




Chapter 5
Jet black, bigger than a tiger, the cursed druid watched Mi'elle's battle with the wolves.
"So hungry," he whispered. "Keep going, you're getting weaker, almost too weak -- just how I like it."



He licked his lips, staying in the shadows, and kept following her.
Mi'elle rode until dawn, or at least what she perceived as dawn. Seeing the dark grey sky, instead of black, she dismounted. She heard gurgling water nearby, to the side of the small path.
"I could use a bath," she said out loud, walking to the source of the sound. "At least rinse off a bit."
It was a stream; Mi'elle knelt before it, studying the water. There was something odd about it. A red flicker of light caught her peripheral vision. Turning to her left, she saw the light again. Mi'elle followed the stream a little ways, seeing it open into a pond.
She saw the flicker of red light again; it was coming from below the surface. Kneeling once more, Mi'elle peered into the dark water. She scooped up a little, letting it flow out of her hand -- it was a translucent black color.
"Ugh," she grimaced after smelling it. The water smelled like rotting flesh.
Mi'elle stood, looking once more to the flickering light, seemingly closer now, from below the surface.
"Is that," she wondered out loud, squinting to see the light better. "Eyes?"
Two large, thick tentacles exploded from underneath the surface, wrapping around Mi'elle's boots, pulling her.
Thinking quickly, she stabbed the earth with her sword, using it to hang on. Whatever the tentacles and red eyes belonged was trying to drag inter to water. The tentacles had suction cups on it, just like a squid or octopus.
Mi'elle held onto her sword's handle, the tentacles pulling her, lifting her off the ground. Then they stopped.
She lunged forward, turned around and saw them rise in the air. She grabbed her sword, rolled and ducked out of the way. Mi'elle began running back to her horse -- without her boots.
She cursed out loud once more, looking to her bare feet. In a way, her boots saved her, coming off her feet while the creature was attempting to pull her underwater. She was also able to move faster without the heavy plate boots slowing her down.
Mi'elle sighed, mounting Perfection. "Let's go."
**
The trees were black now, the leaves long gone, and the ground grey. There was a dense fog just above the trees, blocking out sunlight. But the lack of leaves enabled Mi'elle to at least see more of her surroundings.
Traveling onward, she saw a clearing after a few miles. Guiding Perfection to it, they rested under a large rocky overhang.
"Let's rest awhile; I hear no sounds of life -- no insects, no birds. There's nothing here. We're almost through this nightmarish valley. I'll be home to my beloved soon," she said, sitting against Perfection, sleep over taking her in minutes.
Sleep was restless, images of gore, of mutilated animals, creeping blackness over the land filled her nightmares. Mi'elle dreamed of a giant, black, demon-like creature fucking her, spraying black semen all over.
When was awoken from her nightmare by the sound of heavy breathing and movement -- something was carrying her.
She opened her eyes, seeing a huge mouth closed around her torso. Mi'elle looked behind her seeing her horse in the distance. She screamed to him, causing him to wake and give chase.
Whatever was carrying her was faster than Perfection. It jumped up an embankment, nimbly dashing through boulders and trees.
Mi'elle weapon was still at her side, she clutched it, ready to pull it out and stab whatever was carrying her. She didn't get a chance to. The creature tossed her into a small clearing, swiping the sword away from her waist, pinning her down.
It was a huge, black feline. It hovered over her, its paws pinning her hands down. It swiped at her left shoulder, tearing away the armor there, leaving a streak of four bleeding scratch marks. It swiped again at her side, tearing away what was left of her chest armor.
The cat licked at her face, Mi'elle turning her head away from its huge tongue. It licked down her neck, and then swiped at the white wraps around her breasts.
"Do it," Mi'elle angrily said. "Kill me and eat me."
"I will eat you," the druid said. "But not in the literal sense -- not yet. I had a recent meal. The bear cubs were delicious. I'm eating you in another way first. My soul and brain is still that of a man's."
The cat licked her breasts, his large tongue lapping at her nipples, covering them with saliva. Still pinning her down, he licked to her stomach, his tongue trailing over each abdominal muscle.
He moved one of his giant paws to her neck while he pulled and gnawed at her leggings with his other paw and mouth. Tearing them along with the small undergarments she wore, the feline breathed in her scent.
"Mmmm, yes," he growled, lapping at Mi'elle's exposed pussy with his tongue. "My name is Ro-nie, pleased to meet you," he smugly said.
Ro-nie kept licking at her pussy, and inner thigh, all while Mi'elle searched for something with her left hand. She was feeling around for it, her head held down by the paw, facing the opposite direction.
Ignoring the feeling of a big, fat cat tongue covering her entire pussy and lower abdomen as it licked her, Mi'elle found what she was looking for. It was pointy, made of iron -- her shoulder armor.
"You'll love this in due time. You'll love me," Ro-nie said, licking away at her. His glowing red eyes caught movement, but it was too late.
Mi'elle slammed her shoulder armor, as hard as she could, spike first into Ro-nie's right eye. He roared in pain, standing on his hind legs, batting at the armor, attempting to pull it out of his eye.
Mi'elle rolled and ran away. Angrier than ever, Ro-nie chased her. Without her boots, and now leg armor, she was even faster. Sprinting through boulders and dead trees, Mi'elle was able to dodge Ro-nie's attacks and lunges almost all the way back to rock overhang. Eventually, he caught up to her, tackling her to the ground, bringing her to all fours.
Ro-nie licked at her ass, swirling his tongue around her asshole. "Maybe I'll enter here first, to punish you for taking my eye."
His large, barbed, red feline cock slid up and down her ass-cheeks. "Yesss," Ro-nie hissed.
"No, please don't," Mi'elle whimpered. "Perfection," she cried.
The cockhead landed against her puckered whole, barely pushing in it. "This is going to hurt, but not as bad as losing an eye," Ro-nie mocked her, rearing his hips back, ready to thrust and impale her with his cock.
Perfection appeared, jumping through dead trees, turning around and kicking Ro-nie off Mi'elle with all his might. She quickly mounted him and they galloped back to where Ro-nie took Mi'elle. She needed her sword.
Ro-nie beat them there, able to jump and climb over terrain much easier, he was waiting.
"Charge into him," she ordered Perfection. He obeyed and Mi'elle dismounted, rolling over several times, arriving at her discarded weapon. This distracted Ro-nie causing him to turn his attention to her. He was able to avoid the collision with Mi'elle's horse.
Without the cumbersome armor, nude save for her right shoulder and hand, Mi'elle quickly ran toward Ro-nie. As he was getting back to his feet, she charged, sword first into his open, drooling mouth, driving the blade all the way in to the hilt.
She watched his remaining good eye slowly fade to black and pulled the sword out of Ro-nie. Mi'elle glanced to Perfection, gathered her nearby broken armor and loaded it into his bag.
"Let's go," she said mounting him. "Good thing my beloved is a blacksmith. He'll be busy for hours after he makes love to me."
Mi'elle looked over her shoulder and spit on the lifeless body of Ro-nie. She snapped the reins, her and Perfection speeding off.




Chapter 6
They rode for hours, for what seemed like an entire day, non-stop. Perfection never stopped, never tired, as did Mi'elle.
They eventually made it to the end of the valley. There was no way out of it though. There was no path way, just a sheer, tall cliff.
"No wonder the druids can't get out of here. It's not possible for bears, wolves, cats, to climb this cliff. We have to keep riding along this wall, there must be a path of some sort," Mi'elle said, hopping off Perfection, looking to the high cliffs above her.
"There isn't," a voice spoke to Mi'elle -- a male voice, one she recognized. "There's no way for me to get out of this valley."
Mi'elle's heart was racing, her eyes wide with shock, she knew whose voice it belong to. He was someone she met just a few nights ago. Struggling to figure out how many days and nights she's been in the valley she turned to her horse, her hand resting on his nose.
"Ul'sses," she said, nearly tearing up.
"You're Ul'sses," Mi'elle stated, standing, facing her horse, her longtime friend.
"I am," Ul'sses replied.
"You've been in this form all these years?"
"No. I love to run. I love being outside. I also love helping people. I stayed in this form to help you when you needed a steed. Seeing you, watching you, getting to know you, I fell in love with you."
"Why didn't you turn back into a human?" Mi'elle asked.
"Because of your beloved. I would never want to come between you and him. I've silently watched the love you share with him bloom. I did not want to disrupt that."
Mi'elle sighed shaking her head, knowing nothing could ever tear her apart from her beloved. "But the other night, we made love."
"I know. I knew you were heading to this valley, I knew I wouldn't be able to turn back into a man and climb out with you. So I showed you my real form, taking a chance that you'd let me make love to you before I die down here."
"No, no, you won't die. I will get you out of here somehow, even if I have to pull you up the cliffs to do so. You saved me three times! I can save you."
"You can try, but if getting you home to your beloved means I am trapped here, while you climb out of the valley, then so be it. Your happiness is more important than my life," Ul'sses said.
"You're wonderful, Ul'sses." Mi'elle kissed his long head, between his eyes.
Ul'sses licked at her neck, his big lips, nibbling at her jaw. "Ul'sses," Mi'elle whispered.
"Please go. Know that I've always loved you," Ul'sses said.
"I, I love you too. You've done so much for me, helping me, saving me," Mi'elle arched her back, offering a breast to Ul'sses. He licked and nibbled at it eagerly.
"I'm so sorry for keeping this a secret. If you knew I was a man, I was afraid you wouldn't want me to be your horse anymore," he admitted.
"No, no, I'm sorry. I should've found another route home," Mi'elle said.
"You're beautiful, Mi'elle," Ul'sses said.
"So are you."
"Even as a horse? I'm not a man."
"Especially as a horse," Mi'elle replied. She kissed his nose and jaw, his huge neck, his powerful shoulders. She ran her fingers through his mane, kissing her way down his back. She nuzzled his rump.
"Let me thank you for everything," Mi'elle said, slowly going to her knees, eyes widening at the sight of his huge equine cock.
"Mmmm, beautiful..." Mi'elle breathed in his scent, ducking under his stomach, grabbing his member by the base. She kissed the broad tip.
"Mi'elle, please," the druid begged. She kissed his huge cockhead again, then licked her way down to his giant hanging testicles.
She said nothing, instead swirling her tongue all around his massive balls. Kissing her way back to tip, she engulfed it. It was quite difficult to get his entire cockhead in her mouth, but she opened it as wide as she could, his bulbous tip taking up her entire mouth. She sucked as fast as she could, while jacking his long shaft. Smiling at herself and moaning at the taste of Ul'sses' equine cock.
"Mmmmm," she moaned again, Ul'sses joined her. Mi'elle had to stifle a giggle at the sound of man moaning coming from a horse.
She kept going, kept jacking Ul'sses and sucking the tip. He grunted, shifting his weight on his back legs, he was cumming.
"Yes!" Mi'elle cried out in her head, her mouth and throat filling with semen. The thick gooey fluid overflowed out of her mouth, dripping off her chin onto her breasts.
She pulled his cock out of her mouth and laughed as it spurt several more globs of cum on her face.
Wiping cum off her face and chest, Mi'elle stood in front of Ul'sses. "Now then, we're getting out here, together. No matter what."
**
They rode for another day, from one side of the valley cliff to the other. Mi'elle had several orgasms as they traveled, her clit banging against the saddle. She purposely made sure to grind against Ul'sses as he galloped.
As her eyes rolled into the back of her head, another orgasm washing over her, she saw a familiar red light in the distance. It was faint, but coming out of a small cave in the cliff wall. Had Mi'elle chosen to ride this direction instead of the other way, they would've found it sooner.
Mi'elle saw something else too. Skeletons, not belonging to humans, littered the ground near the cave. She saw movement from a small, black haired creature. She dismounted Ul'sses, grabbed her sword, and approached it.
It was a goat, limping -- his eyes red, his hair black. "Kill me," she heard the goat say.
"Another druid," she said.
"We all are," the goat replied.
"We?"
Mi'elle was startled, gasping as a goat landed next to her, twitching for a second then going still. Another landed not far away. Mi'elle looked up, seeing movement on the cliffs. She counted several black goats attempting to traverse the rocks and climb out, only to fail, falling to their death or serious injury.
"Please? End it," the injured goat asked again.
Mi'elle nodded, closed her eyes and brought her sword down on the poor creature's neck, decapitating it.
The light from the cave called her attention again. She glanced back to Ul'sses; there was no way he could fit through the opening. Something compelled Mi'elle to explore the cave.




Chapter 7
Squeezing through the narrow passage ways, decaying goats along the ground, Mi'elle made her way closer to the source of the red light.
As she got closer, she noticed a slight flickering, intensity of the light decreasing and increasing.
She passed by another druid trapped in the form of a goat. Looking over his shoulder, into the cave, he begged her to kill it.
"Kill what?" she asked, before the druid closed his eyes forever.
Then the whispers started.
Clutching her sword, moving closer to the source of the light, she heard someone in a familiar voice whisper in her ear. "It was your fault. You caused his death."
"Who's there?" Mi'elle demanded.
"You and me," was the whispered reply. "You'll never get home. You don't deserve to."
"What?" Mi'elle snuck along a rock wall.
"You don't deserve him after what you've done, you'll never leave here," was the eerily calm whispering she heard.
"No!" Mi'elle shouted in the dimly lit cave.
The voice kept speaking to her, telling her everything was her fault. It sounded so familiar -- a female voice.
"Shut up!" Mi'elle's yell echoed in the cave. She paused seeing a corner ahead, red light, flicking around it. Pushing caution aside, she ran toward the source.
When she rounded the corner, she saw a large expanded room. The ceiling was high, 30 feet, a few, small stalactites hung from it. In the center of the room, the source of the red flickering light, was something very large and black.
It spoke to her in a calm voice. "Hello, Mi'elle."
"How?" she asked. "How do you know my name?"
She watched the black mass uncurl, stand, and face her. It was another goat, solid black, nearly the height of the cavernous room they were in. Mi'elle saw the source of the flickering red lights. The goat had seven eyes, three on each side of its head, one large one in the middle, all blinking out of sync.
It spoke to her again, its mouth unmoving, in a calm voice, "I know everything about you."
Shaking her head in disbelief, trying to place where she heard the slightly distorted female voice, she raised her weapon. "You're just a mad druid, like the others."
"No. I'm no druid," the large, black goat stated.
Mi'elle couldn't tell if the voice was in her head or actually coming from the creature.
"You caused your husband to commit suicide. Poor William," the creature said.
"What are you talking about? Who is William? I was never married, you insane monster," Mi'elle said.
"Of course you don't remember him, here in this place. But you were married. You committed adultery."
"Liar! I've never been married, I know no Williams!"
The creature remained still, seven red eyes blinking, towering in the cave. "Ah, you have your beloved now. Right?" it laughed at Mi'elle.
"How do you know of him? Answer me!"
"I told you, I know everything about you."
"What are you?" Mi'elle yelled.
"I'm the embodiment of your biggest fears, your worst nightmares. I know that if you lost your beloved, or were never able to see him again, you'd die. That's your biggest fear, your worst nightmare. I am here to make sure you never get home to him," the goat-monster laughed, its huge horns scraping the ceiling when it reared its head back in laughter.
Mi'elle had heard enough. She wasn't wearing leg plates or boots, allowing her to run and move faster. Her shoulders weren't hindered by heavy plate armor, allowing her to swing her sword harder. She wasn't wearing gauntlets, swinging and handling her sword would be easier. She was naked, quick, and agile -- she would kill this creature.
Mi'elle ran toward the monster. It raised one of its front hooves, attempting to squash Mi'elle; she ducked, rolled, and sliced at the back leg. She quickly turned around, stabbing the leg once more.
The creature turned, trying again, but Mi'elle was too quick. Rolling out of the way again, she sliced at the other back leg. Several more dodges, stabs and slices, and the monster roared in pain, falling to its front legs while it's back legs spewed out black blood.
It rammed its head into the ground, trying to head-butt her, failing each time, her sword slicing at its shoulder and face.
Dragging itself by its front legs, it continued its assault. Mi'elle sliced it into dozens of cuts, its black blood spurting out all over the cavern and Mi'elle.
The creature faked her out. It went to swipe at her with its right hoof and instead caught her with its left, knocking Mi'elle to the ground.
It roared an otherworldly, eerie scream, opening its mouth. Mi'elle saw seven tongues descend upon her. They were long, thin tongues, two of them wrapping around her arms, another around a leg.
One of the tongues stabbed at her body, randomly, as the other tongues held her above the cave floor. It landed against her anus, driving itself in, making Mi'elle scream with pain as it slinked its way into her colon.
Two other tongues came at her too, both of them driving into her pussy, double penetrating her.
She screamed again. The seventh and final tongue dove into her open mouth, sliding down her throat, silencing her.
The creature paused, watching its helpless victim go still, eyes rolling into the back of Mi'elle's head. It tongues retracting back into its mouth and it swallowed her.
The monster goat didn't realize Mi'elle was holding onto her sword, her knuckles white from gripping the handle, until it was too late; until Mi'elle sliced the creature's throat from the inside.
Its seven tongues unwrapped from her leg and arms as Mi'elle sawed through its throat. The tongue in her mouth withdrew from her throat, the ones in her pussy and asshole did the same.
Mi'elle fell out of the creature's throat, blood everywhere, landing on the cave floor below. She stood, turning to watch and listen to the monster in its death throes, bleeding out.
Finally it was still. Mi'elle went to her knees, panting heavily, the grip on her sword gradually lessening, sweat and blood dripping off her onto the floor. Blackness enveloped her, as the light source of the room, the seven, red, glowing eyes faded and closed.







Chapter 8
She saw light coming in from outside; much more than she expected. Mi'elle crawled and limped her way, tired but victorious, through the dark toward the source.
When she exited the cave, she saw human bodies, previously goats. She saw a man in the distance, limping away from her. Mi'elle looked to the sky, seeing the clouds gone, and sun shining.
Then she saw another man, a beautiful sight, her friend Ul'sses. Mi'elle gave a weary smile, not wanting to hug him and getting him messy too. He didn't care, picking her up, spinning her naked body around.
"I can climb out now," he said. "Are you ready?" he glanced over his shoulder at the bags he carried as a horse.
Mi'elle nodded. Ul'sses slid his arm around her waist, assisting her with walking. He hefted the bags over his huge shoulders, and they continued on.
Not far from the cave they found several small, winding paths. They were steep and tight, some spots requiring hands with opposable thumbs to pull oneself up. The climb was difficult, but they made it, collapsing on green grass on top of the cliff.
They helped one another the entire way. Ul'sses did most of the work, but just as he did when in horse-form, he never gave up.
They caught their breath, lying on their backs, squinting at the sun. Mi'elle rolled over, Ul'sses had his arm around her, his hand on her waist. She couldn't help but smile, one step closer to being reunited with her beloved. The monster failed at keeping them apart. She had no idea who William was or what it was talking about, pushing those thoughts aside, she basked in the warm sun with Ul'sses.
"We need to bathe," Ul'sses sat up, chuckling. "Let's find a good spot."
Holding hands, they walked through a field of wildflowers. It wasn't long before they found a small pond.
Kissing one another, waded out into the pond, Mi'elle laughing as she pushed Ul'sses over. She landed on top of him; they rolled around in the shallow water, their mouths connected.
In a foot of water, Ul'sses, on his knees, pulled Mi'elle up to straddle him, her arms around his neck. He guided his cock inside her, resuming their passionate kisses. Breaking the kiss, he thrust upward, holding her in his arms, their eyes locked on to one another.
"I'll stay out of the way," Ul'sses said.
Mi'elle moaned, slowly rising up and down on Ul'sses' shaft. "What?"
"When we return. When you get home to your beloved. I'll be around, but I won't interfere. It'll be just like before when I was only your horse," Ul'sses said.
"Ul'sses, we can still be like this," Mi'elle said in between breaths.
"No. He is the most important man in your life. You need each other. I'll watch your love continue to grow with him, just like I've done the past five years."
"Ahh," Mi'elle moaned again. "Maybe, maybe once in a while we can be like this. He won't mind."
Ul'sses smiled, caressing Mi'elle's cheek as he made love to her. "Once in a while."
She hugged him tightly while he kept bouncing her on his cock in the shallow pond. The sunlight kissing their skin.
"You feel so good," Ul'sses said, approaching his climax.
Mi'elle bit her lower lip, kissed him, and laughed just before her own climax happened.
"You feel, you're," she moaned loudly, "Perfection."
Ul'sses laughed, stood in the pond and continued thrusting into her, holding her by her ass.
"Ahhh, Mi'elle," he moaned; his cock erupting inside her, her pussy overflowing with cum.
"Ul'sses!" She cried, arching her back, her pussy spasming on his cock.
He backed out of the water, kissing and licking at her breasts. He laid her on the grass, kissing at her neck, breasts, and toned stomach. He collapsed next to her. Mi'elle rolled over to face him, her hand on his cheek. Sleep found them moments later, the sun warming and drying them.




Chapter 9
They arrived in town several hours later. Mi'elle put on remnants of her broken armor, her chest pieces and leggings, to cover herself.
The town was far busier than Mi'elle remembered it. "Where will you be?" she asked Ul'sses, in a hushed tone, so to conceal his identity.
"My usual stable over there I suppose," Ul'sses suggested.
"Thank you for getting me here safely," Mi'elle whispered, riding him through town, past the market, waving at a few people as they rode.
"Thank you for letting me be your companion," Ul'sses whispered when they arrived at the stable.
"You sure you'll be happy here?" Mi'elle whispered after dismounting him, leading the horse into the stall.
Ul'sses nodded and looked around. He had a neighbor in the stall next to him -- a mare. He sniffed the air, watching her pussy wink.
"There's a reason I chose to learn how to take the form of a horse," Ul'sses whispered.
Mi'elle laughed, seeing his in-heat neighbor, putting two-and-two together. "Ah, I see. Well, then, looks like you'll be taken care of."
Mi'elle hugged him goodbye, "I'll visit you later."
Briskly walking through the market place, Mi'elle searched for the blacksmith shop -- where her beloved would be.
Reaching the last shop, the one next to the leatherworking and tanning shop, Mi'elle entered it, unable to stop smiling. That's when she saw him. Her beloved, at last. He was a younger man, busily repairing a patron's armor.
She stood still, waiting for his peripheral vision to see her. We he did, he smiled widely, setting his hammer down, rushing to her.
"Mother!" he replied, arms held wide to embrace her.
"My son!" Mi'elle swung her own arms around, holding him tightly against her. "I have missed you so much."
"You made it for my birthday!" he replied, kissing her forehead.
"I have. Please, my darling, let us find somewhere private. I want you to make love to me. It's been weeks."
"Yes mother," her beloved replied. He pulled her closer, his lips moving to hers. They closed their eyes, preparing to share a lover's kiss, their lips nearly touching...
**
Michelle woke, sitting up in bed, gasping for air. "Shit!" She was panting heavily, trying to remember where she was. She looked to her left, seeing Ronnie, the huge body builder she met the previous night, snoring lightly. On the other side of him was another muscular woman, long dark hair, blue eyes, sleeping soundly.
She closed her eyes, focusing on reality. "Dallas. I'm in Dallas," she whispered. Getting out of bed, she walked to the window of her tenth-story hotel room. Still naked, she looked back at Ronnie.
They'd met the night before after an IFBB competition. Michelle, a former fitness model, was competing full-time now. She knew it was stupid to sleep with Ronnie, much less try out a three-way, but had done so anyway. Their night of rough, loud sex had made a mess of her hotel room.
Looking out at the Dallas skyline, she thought about her reoccurring dream. She'd been dreaming of her son for close to a year now. The ending was always the same. She arrived home to her son, waking up before anything sexual happened.
She thought about Bill, her late husband next, and how his death the previous year brought her and her son even closer -- perhaps prompting these strange dreams.
Michelle sighed heavily, "I need to talk to someone. A professional."
She moved to the bathroom, looking at her reflection in the mirror, her eyes were brown again, not blue like in her dream and the woman in bed next to Ronnie. She combed her hands through her long dark hair, glancing one last time at the sleeping mistake she'd spent most of the night fucking. She made her way to the shower. Michelle's flight home to Miami was in a few hours.
The End

****************************
This is a sequel, believe it or not, to my interracial story: "Self Fulfilling Fantasy." If you are curious feel free to read that. The third story will be about Michelle and her son becoming lovers in real life -- not in her dreams.
****************************
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Chapter 1 - The Arrival
"Yes I think that'll do it," Trina said, sitting the last of the miscellaneous camping supplies on the counter.
The cashier sorted and scanned the trail mix, flashlight, bottled water, and lighter – items Trina and her son forgot to pack for their four night camping trip in the mountains near Ashville, North Carolina.
The cashier glanced at Trina's chest, covered by a white tank top, then quickly away to avoid getting caught.
She paid for the items and left, putting them in one of the backpacks her rented horse, Daisy, was carrying, and then mounted her. Daisy's son, Dale was nearby, with Trina's son, Richie already mounted up. The human mother and son tapped the horses with their heels. The horse mother and son trotted off carrying their riders.
The cashier was focused on Trina's ass, her small, tight, cargo shorts, showing it off perfectly, her long legs on display too.
He heard mouth breathing, over his shoulder, followed by a toxic odor. He winced, knowing the source of the stench – his coworker's bad breath.
"Roger," the cashier said, stepping away from him. Roger was the 30-year-old stock "boy" of the general and outdoor equipment store, near a few of the wilderness preserves and state parks. He was also laser focused on Trina while she rode away.
"Call Derrick. We may have some trespassers," the cashier ordered.
"Uh what's his number again?" Roger asked.
"Fucking moron," The cashier thought. "Nevermind. I'll do it," he told Roger.
"Oh, huh huh, ok," Roger chuckled, returning to the back room, to take his sweet time on unpacking a couple boxes.
"Derrick, hey. Yeah. Listen, I think we may have some campers to deal with. I know Shaun will be in this weekend, he won't like that. Ok, sure. We'll search near the lake for any campfires," the cashier spoke on the phone.
"It's a woman and a younger guy. Yep. What should we do if we find them?" there was a long pause on the phone. The cashier grinned, "Good idea. We'll leave no traces."
He hung up the phone, watching Trina and her son head up the gravel road into the mountains, rounding a curve, losing sight of them.
**
Trina smiled to herself, knowing she was being watched. Richie was behind her on his horse and Trina hoped her son's eyes were on her ass. She didn't care. She wanted him to do it.
She repeated a line from a movie her and Richie watched last year. It was one of his favorite movies, one he had seen many times before, but on that night she snuggled up to him on the couch and watched with him.
"Whatever doesn't kill you, simply makes you stranger."
Trina, a former Miami police officer, survived traumatic, horrific events, and was stranger indeed. Lying in her hospital bed, Richie crying by her side, he confessed something Trina already suspected – he had been spying with her, even watching her, hidden, have sex with a friend.
Perhaps it was a combination of surviving the ordeal and realizing her son was more important than anything or realizing they were both adults, with adult needs and desires. Either way, traumatic events changed her, made her strange in most normal people's eyes.
Richie promised that day in the hospital to never spy on her again. To Trina's knowledge he kept his word. After her release, the strangeness kicked in. She wanted him to spy on her.
Trina would change clothes in front of him, carry on innocent conversations with him while sitting in a warm bath; late at night she would masturbate wondering if she was providing her son with a good show. She saw or heard no evidence of him watching her. Her changed, strange mind was disappointed by this.
When an opportunity for a new job in Asheville, North Carolina presented itself, Trina took it. She applied, going through the extensive application process most police departments have. She made it through every round, scoring second place in the physical fitness test, besting several former Marines, barely lagging behind the first place position. She did fine on the written test, and interviews. Her accuracy and precision with a firearm was up there with the top three applicants. The only issue Trina was concerned about was her background check. Luckily her job performance in Miami was top notch – no internal complaints, no complaints from coworkers or people on her patrol route.
The small department she applied to, seemed to have no issue with her abduction experience from the previous year, thinking of her as being in the wrong place at the wrong time.
Here she was, Trina and her son, on a nice camping trip one week before she started her new patrol route in Asheville. She and Richie organized the move, he transferred credits to a new community college, and Trina decided to take him camping. She rented horses and found a great spot. It was remote, but as far she knew, off trail camping wasn't prohibited here.
"I hope you like the view," She thought to herself, her ass slightly bouncing up and down as Daisy trotted a little faster up the mountain road.
Chapter 2 – Camp
Reaching the end of the gravel road, they headed onto a trail through a field. It was very hot and humid out – something Trina was counting on. She packed hardly any clothes, knowing she'd remove her tank top and would walk around in her black sports bra, giving Richie a show once they reached the camp site. Trina even wondered if she'd sneak off the lake she was told about and have a nice bath. Perhaps Richie would follow her, watch her, stroking himself.
"Whoa," Trina stopped her thoughts from heading there. "Have I really become that strange?" She asked herself, smiling at Richie over her shoulder.
He smiled back, his sweet face, giving her so much joy over the years – even if he was a voyeur. Trina wondered if Richie ever masturbated to her, maybe he did that night he watched her have sex. She didn't know for sure. The strangeness of her thoughts continued as they made their way down the trail through the field, the tree line in the distance.
She spoke to her son in her mind. "I'll be wearing my underwear in the tent. Will that make you hard?" Trina glanced back at Richie and Dale.
"Maybe you should jack off. Maybe I'd be the one to spy on you this time," Trina chuckled to herself. "Stop," she spoke out loud to Daisy, pulling the reigns back.
Daisy wasn't a very friendly mare, but she obeyed. Dale and Richie pulled up next to them. "Hey. Everything ok?" Richie asked, Dale sniffing at Trina's hand.
"Just taking in the view. It's nice here, isn't it?"
"Yeah. Hot though," Richie wiped his forehead.
"Yep. It'll be cooler tonight though."
"I hope so, geez," Richie sighed.
"If it gets chilly, you'll keep me warm?"
"Sure, mom. I'd love to," Richie nervously answered.
"I know you would," Trina mumbled, smiling at him.
"What?"
"Nothing. Let's go!" Trina tapped Daisy with her heels and they continued on. "There should be a decline up ahead past those trees."
Incest had crossed Trina's mind a time or two since leaving the hospital a year ago. She always pushed those thoughts away, settling on heavy flirting, and long embraces and kisses on the face. She loved how Richie always blushed after a peck on the lips.
Making their way through the forest, Trina nearly went over a cliff she did not see, "Whoa! Careful here. There's a decline alright, this cliff."
"We'll have to go around, across that creek," Richie said.
"Yes, the campsite should be around here."
They crossed a fairly large creek 100 yards away, the rushing water flowing by the horse's legs. When they reached the other side, they started gradually heading downward again, into a basin of sorts.
At the bottom, Trina looked at a huge opening in the forest ceiling, sunlight pouring in, illuminating a waterfall. "Look. I guess we were up there."
"Yeah. Thought I heard something like rushing water," Richie said.
Trina stared at the waterfall, 80 feet tall, rocks all around the bottom; imagining two people standing, making love at the base. The two people were her and Richie. She shook the thought from her head and moved on.
The creek opened up more and flowed into a small lake. There was another small field, with a great view of the surrounding mountains.
They arrived at a good spot near the lake, at the base of a hill, surrounded by pines and set up camp. The two horses were nearby, Dale following Trina and Richie, nearly getting in the way, Daisy wanting nothing to do with them.
Trina assisted Richie with gathering a few extra limbs and branches to use for the fire. They smiled at one another, trading looks as they searched. Trina recalled how close they've gotten over the last year, how good it felt to share a bed with him, how much she enjoyed having him as the only man she spent time with.
Richie glanced at her too. He admired her toned legs, her ample chest, and her lovely face – her smile was sweet, but Richie could detect something else behind it. He couldn't quite put his finger on it, but there was a slight aura of seduction or desire in his mother's eyes over the past year. It made him uncomfortable.
He never spied on her again, as much as he wanted to watch her shower, or masturbate, he stopped himself. Trina gave him plenty of opportunities though.
They headed back to camp, the nice horse, Dale following them. Incest entered Trina's mind once more. This camping trip, alone with her son, in the hot, humid outdoors – it'd be a perfect setting for things going too far, for lines being crossed. She asked herself if she'd regret it. She thought how strange she was for answering herself with a "no."
Chapter 3 - A Show
Richie was miserable as the afternoon dragged on. He was busy, unpacking food and other items Daisy and Dale were carrying. The tent was set up, firewood in a nice pile, and Richie was sitting on makeshift seat – a large, nearby boulder he rolled into the campsite.
He was sweating buckets, avoiding watching his mother move about, feeding Dale a carrot here and there. Trina was perfectly fine with the heat. In the back of her mind, she wanted to get sweaty – she had plans.
"Hey Richie, I think I'll take Dale down by the lake and cool off some. I might even take a quick bath!" Trina giggled, hoping Richie would take the bait.
"Ok, cool. I'll stay here," Richie replied.
Trina fed Dale another carrot, thinking to herself. "Or you can come watch me."
Dale trotted a few hundred yards to lake. Trina hopped off him and looked around, enjoying the scenery, the tall waterfall in the distance. "Dale, this is going to be illegal, but there's no one around, ok buddy?" Trina joked, pulling off her sweat drenched tank top, black sports bra, cargo shorts and white thong.
"I'm naked!" Trina patted the horses shoulder, laughing at herself. Dale ignored her, drinking from the edge of the lake, standing in a couple inches of water.
Trina waded out into the lake, the cool water feeling great on her skin. She swam around, splashed Dale some, hoping to cool him off too. He kept drinking, shaking his mane free of water.
Trina got a little bold and a little horny. She stood in two feet of water, bending over, splashing it on herself, hoping Richie was enjoying the show.
She turned toward the camp, eyeing the trees around the path her and Dale took. She ran more water over her breasts, her hands grabbing them before sliding down to her pussy.
Trina closed her eyes, hoping Richie was watching, while one hand massaged a breast and the other massaged her clit.
She opened her eyes – nothing. Surveying the area, she walked around in the shallow water, casually rubbing herself. Trina even walked back toward the trail a little ways, hoping she'd see Richie appear and sprint away embarrassed. He wasn't there. She was alone.
After she got dressed, she mounted up and rode back to camp. Trina felt slight disappointment that her son was sitting on the boulder, sipping water, and trying to stay cool.
"Hi again, that was great! You should've joined me. The water was very cool," Trina said, hopping off Dale.
Richie chuckled, poking the ground with a stick, "Nah."
Trina rustled his hair, walking behind him, squeezing a little water out of her tank top on his head. "See?"
Richie avoided it as best he could, not really annoyed by it.
Trina took him by surprise, sitting on his lap. "Four nights out here. You and me. Think you can handle it?"
"What do you mean?"
"Well, we're out here in the wilderness, alone," Trina said, grabbing Richie's hand, placing it on her damp thigh. "Strange things could happen. We could be in for a very crazy time."
"Sure," he rolled his eyes.
"Richie?" she tipped his chin with her index finger. "Have you spied on me recently?"
"Mom, I told you, I'd never do that again. I felt too guilty."
"I see," Trina lowered her gaze. "It's not that big a deal, you know."
"Why are we talking about this again?" Richie asked, slightly annoyed and embarrassed.
"I'm just saying, we're both adults, we're comfortable around each other. Sneaking a peak at a woman you find attractive isn't that big a deal. Do you find me attractive?"
Richie paused a moment, "Well, yeah, but it's not right to spy on a woman while she's, you know."
"Masturbating or showering or having sex?" Trina asked.
"Yes."
"Maybe I'd like to put on a show. For you that is."
"Mom, what are you – " Richie was interrupted by Daisy neighing, rising on her hind legs, stomping the ground.
Trina got off Richie's lap and approached the horse. "Calm down! It's fine!" she held out a carrot for Daisy to eat. "Not sure what her deal is," Trina said, watching Daisy's nostrils flare. She glanced at Dale; he was rummaging around for grass or flowers to eat.
When Daisy calmed down, Richie was no longer sitting; his back was to his mother gathering some wood from the pile. He stacked them in the makeshift fire pit, surrounded by boulders, in preparation for the fire that evening.
Trina dropped the issue, thinking that four days should give plenty of opportunities for inappropriate behavior with her son to occur. She sorted out the sleeping bags in the tent, considered sleeping nude and seeing how Richie would react, but decided on leaving her thong and sports bra on. After supper she would resume conversations with him to get an idea of how her son truly felt now, hoping that his voyeurism wasn't just a phase as she originally thought before her traumatic ordeal a year earlier.
Trina unpacked a few other items, including a Glock handgun, a hair brush, and new socks to put on since her current one were still damp.
"Such a strange mind I have," she thought to herself, smiling as she tossed a pillow on the sleeping bag.

Chapter 4 – Waterfall
Richie was quiet and distant for the rest of the evening. After they built a fire, they cooked some hotdogs, had a few s'mores, and quietly gazed into the clear night sky. Trina dragged Richie onto the ground so he could prop himself against the boulder. She leaned against him, frowning when he didn't put his arm around her.
She tried chatting with him, saying how nice it was to be alone with him in the woods, feeling silly when Richie hardly seemed interested in talking. Trina, annoyed at herself decided to shut up and lie there with him.
They watched the fire die down. Trina hoping, in the back of her mind, her son would at least attempt to hold her or talk to her - Richie remained still and silent.
Richie finally spoke up, excusing himself, saying goodnight. Trina sat up, letting him rise, stretch and make his way to the tent. She sat alone by the dwindling fire.
Frustrated at herself, Trina walked to a nearby pine, staring off toward the lake. She pictured a mother and son, standing in the moonlight, bathing each other, kissing, and then making love. She shook the image from her head, eyes to the ground.
She heard heavy steps behind her. Dale sniffed her hair. Trina turned her around, caressing his big head. "Go spend time with your mother, Dale. Go keep her warm"
Trina led him to the tree Daisy was tied to, tying him to one nearby. She walked back to the tent, smiling when she looked over her shoulder, seeing Dale nuzzle Daisy's neck. Trina kicked off her boots, pulled off her tank top, and slid her shorts down, placing them on top of the tent to air out any remaining dampness. In her sports bra and thong, she entered the tent.
Richie was lying on his side, his back to her. Trina snuggled up to him, thinking about the next day.
"The waterfall. I'll take him to it. We'll see what happens there," She thought, closing her eyes.
**
After a quiet breakfast, Richie cleaned up camp a bit, his mother waiting for him.
"You're done, now hurry," Trina tugged at his arm, leading him to Dale.
"I saw the waterfall on the way into camp"
"I know, but I want to play in it," Trina said, mounting Daisy.
Richie shook his head, reluctantly going along with it.
When they reached the waterfall, Trina hopped off Daisy and began undoing her boots. "You coming in?" she asked Richie, still on his horse.
"I don't know," he looked around.
"There's no one around, it'll be fun," his mother replied, removing her tank top and sports bra, revealing her bare breasts.
Richie looked away.
"Aw come on, you've seen these before."
"I know but - "
"But what? We're close aren't we?" Trina asked, sliding her shorts down.
"Yes."
"Well come on and play in the water with me. Please?"
"Mom, I can't," Richie said, turning Dale in the direction of camp.
"Richie?" Trina stood naked, watching him trot back to camp. "What the hell?"
He was out of sight when Trina turned around, slowly walking toward the water, falling from above. "Maybe I came on too strong. Maybe he's conflicted," she thought, holding out her hand, letting the water hit it.
"Maybe I shouldn't do anything. It's very strange for me to be acting this way. Still though, we are closer, and he is the most important person in my life," Trina sat on a nearby flat rock, propping her feet up on a sharper one in front of her.
"I need to calm down," she whispered, resting her head on her knees.
She was being watched from above. At the top of the falls, before the path curved into a decline, someone was there, a radio in hand.
"Derrick, yeah it's me. I found them. One of them. The woman. The younger guy must be back at their camp. I think I know where it is. I'll follow her to be sure. She's sitting near the waterfall naked."
"Good," Derrick said on the other end of the radio. "We'll say hello to them tonight."
Derrick nodded to a few of his men, walking out of a small shack. They nodded back and continued cleaning and loading their weapons.

Chapter 5 – Nightfall
Trina couldn't figure her son out. The rest of the day she spent thinking about her situation. Richie kept his distance for the most part, Trina watched him clean the camp, collect firewood, wondering what she should say or do next. She admitted to herself that she wanted to strip naked for him and give herself to him – not caring how perverse it was.



Trina remained calm, never over doing it or coming on too strong. After supper, they sat quietly at the fire once again.
Richie excused himself, this time Trina joined him.
"Hey," he said, kicking off his shoes inside the tent.
"Hi. I'm going to join you," Trina said removing her tank top, quickly sliding off her shorts.
"Alright," Richie went to his side on top of the sleeping bag.
"On your back," Trina said. "I want to snuggle."
"Mom, we don't have to – "
"Please?" Trina asked, hoping a more subtle approach would work. "We can talk before going to sleep."
Richie sighed, "Sure. That's fine."
In her sports bra and thong, Trina threw her arm over Richie's chest. "If you're hot you can take this off," she said of his t-shirt.
"I'm fine."
"Really? Are you sure?" she asked, her questions having a double meaning.
"Yeah I'm fine."
"Are you happy? Do you think things will be ok at this new school?"
"Should be. Just transferred my credits there."
"Are you still considering journalism?"
"Yeah," Richie shrugged.
"Maybe you could write fiction too. That'd be fun, right?" Trina asked. Just then a limb snap was heard not far from the tent.
"You hear that?" Richie asked.
"Probably a deer or something," Trina said, resting her head on Richie's chest, another twig snapped closer this time.
"I don't know," Richie rose on his elbows. Daisy neighed outside.
"Maybe it was a Bigfoot," Trina joked.
"Heh, doubt it," Richie relaxed, lying back on the sleeping bag.
"You could write a Bigfoot story. Maybe about a sweet man meeting a lady Bigfoot and falling in love," Trina smiled.
"Ha, I think I'll pass," Richie chuckled.
There was a pause before Trina spoke again. "Are you happy with other aspects of your life? Are you happy to be here with me and still living with me?"
"Mom, what are you getting at?"
"It's just we were so close before this trip. I hope I didn't hurt you or offend you somehow. Since my ordeal last year, I like that we've gotten closer and closer – "
Trina was interrupted by another limb snapping.
"Did you – " Richie started to ask.
"Yes," Trina said. "I heard it," she said up, reaching for the hand gun in her bag next the pillow.
"Wait," Richie said.
"Shhh, I'm just going to make sure it's not a bear. Probably some deer."
Trina slowly opened the tent door and looked outside. She looked back into the tent at Richie. "Nothing. I'm going to step out."
When she turned around she saw several pairs of boots, reflecting the soft glow of the campfire coals. She heard a man speak.
"Hi. Come on out."
Her eyes widened, she gripped her gun, bring it into view. "Drop it," another man spoke from her left side, an object pointed to her head.
"Come out," the first man said. Trina slowly put her gun on the ground and stood up in front of the tent.
Scanning the camp from left to right, she counted 16 men, 14 of them with guns – a mixture of rifles, a shot gun or two, and a few AR-15s. She saw the cashier from the store. She saw a very tall, muscular man, practically snarling at her.
One of the men, was holding a weapon, but it wasn't pointed at her. "I'm Derrick. We need to talk," he said with a smug look on his face.

Chapter 6 – Abduction
"Mom?" Richie said. Trina snapped her fingers, shushing him from outside the tent. The fact that Richie had a perfect of her legs and ass, was forgotten about. Trina focused on this new development.
"I'm guessing someone told you incorrect information. Perhaps about good camping spots," Derrick said.
Trina looked the tall man over. He was wearing boots, most of the other men were too, and dark cargo pants and a shirt. He looked to be early 40s, a few years older than Trina.
"They suggested this area. A nice waterfall, a lake or two, right? They were mistaken," Derrick went on.
"We can leave. Right now. We'll leave. It's no problem," Trina held up her hands.
"No," Derrick shook his head.
Trina focused on her breathing, calming herself, not letting panic set in. She watched a few of the men glance over her body. Another man looked familiar too.
"Roger," Derrick spoke up. "Tie them up."
Roger, not carrying a weapon, reached into a duffle bag, pulling out an assortment of ropes. At this point Richie appeared from the tent.
"Mom!" he exclaimed.
The only thoughts running through Trina's head was begging these men not to hurt her son. It wasn't so much for Richie's safety, but for theirs.
"What's going on?" he said, looking around, confused. Then one of them hurt Richie.
"Shut up!" Derrick yelled. He butted Richie in the gut with his weapon, then swiped him across the head with it.
Trina froze. Her heart stopped beating, she stopped breathing, her teeth were clamped shut. She couldn't act, she couldn't attack these men, and she'd be shot dead if she made any sudden movements.
Roger made his way to her, pulling her wrists behind her body, grabbing her ass in the process. He pulled out a knife, cutting the rope, making sure the knot was tight. He grinned, looking over Trina, tying her hands behind her back, then reaching around to grab her breasts.
"Roger! Tie them up!" Derrick shouted, shaking his head.
Roger obeyed, kneeling down to tie Richie's hands in the same way. Derrick tossed Roger a piece of black cloth. Roger tied it over Richie's eyes, covering them.
Derrick approached Trina, eyes glancing over her toned body, her mouth, and then finally her eyes. He smiled as he wrapped the cloth around Trina's head, blindfolding her as well.
"Let's head out. Move them to the truck," Derrick said, ordering his group.
"He's in command, he's the leader," Trina thought, planning her next move.
"Come on, to the truck. Shaun will be here in two days. He'll want to meet out visitors," Derrick said.
"Ah, so he's not the leader," Trina thought. "Ok, stay calm, be patient," she told herself.
"Roger, tear the camp down, destroy all traces of them being here, then meet back up at the compound," Derrick ordered.
"Compound?" Trina thought, being led by a couple other henchmen.
"Want us to kill these horses?" the cashier from the store asked.
"Oh goodness, no. That'd be mean. We're not assholes, right?" Derrick laughed. "Just untie them and let them go free."
Trina and her son were led, blindfolded, for what seemed like a quarter mile away. She and her son were tossed into the back of a pickup truck, their heads right next to each other.
"Richie?" Trina whispered.
"Mom."
"I need you to stay calm. I need you to trust me," Trina said.
"Ok," he replied.
"Are you hurt?" Trina asked, the truck starting up.
"My head," he answered.
Trina took a deep breath, the bumpy truck ride taking them through the forest. It felt like they were on a poorly kept gravel road, perhaps on the opposite side of where Trina and Richie set up camp.
**
After a 10 minute truck ride, Trina felt the road getting less bumpy, the truck slowing down. Coming to a stop, she heard men jump out of the back, along with another truck pulling up alongside the one she and Richie were in. She felt someone grab her by the arms, slap her ass, and lead her somewhere.
"Mom?" she heard Richie callout, his voice further away.
"It's ok," she replied, not too loudly.
She heard someone open what sounded like a large garage door. She thought she heard Richie faintly call out to her one last time, while the door was opening.
Trina was pushed into an airy room. It smelled like a garage too. She heard chains rattling, listening to men working around her, feeling a gun at her back, a hand squeezing her ass. Trina felt the wake of air as men walked by her.
Derrick fussed at Roger, apparently he did something wrong. He told him to close the garage door and stand outside.
Trina heard more chains rattling, the sounds of objects been moved across the concrete floor her bare feet were on.
Another minute passed, and someone removed the blindfold. Looking around the garage, Trina figured out what they were going to do to her.
"Let's get her up there," Derrick said, he had been watching in the corner. "Hang her up. Move it."
She helplessly watched the men wrap her up in large chains hanging from scaffolding-like structure, pulling her upward, letting her hang in mid-air.
When they were done, they went back to work, leaving her there alone in the garage. Derrick looked over his shoulder before he turned the light off and left. He licked his lips and grinned.

Chapter 7 – Prisoners
She hung for nearly 24 hours. Trina was lowered, the chains removed, her entire body aching. Derrick dragged her off to a nearby bathroom. He threw her in and locked the door after tossing her some crackers and pouring water down her throat. Her hands still tied, she rolled around the floor and attempted to eat as many crackers as she could. She remained in the bathroom all night, wet, sore. But she waited, biding her time for the perfect moment.
The next morning, Derrick dragged her out of the bathroom by her hair; he and his men tied her up again. Trina saw the look in his eye, the look of restrained lust.
As she hung there, being mocked, insulted, Derrick watching her, Trina studied her surroundings. She noticed a few small drums of oil in the corner. They appeared plastic and had a cap that could be easily opened. Trina figured they used them for changing oil in their trucks or other equipment. She saw several gas cans and watched a man fill up a truck's gas tank with one. She saw standard tools one would find in a garage; wrenches, hammers, various equipment for yard work, and even a small blow torch for soldering metal. Trina took note of these items while hanging there, formulating plans.
It was late afternoon and Derrick lowered Trina once more, undoing all the chains that wrapped around her body, keeping her hands tied still. He dragged her by the hair to a nearby workbench. It was just the two of them in the garage.
Derrick picked her up and slammed her on the bench. He rolled her over to her stomach. "I've been waiting for the perfect moment to get some alone time with you," he said undoing his pants.
He fished out his erect cock, slowly stroking it. "Shaun said he didn't want any of us to mess with you. But what he won't know won't hurt him."
Derrick pulled her thong down, tossing it away. He slapped her ass several times then stepped behind her, running his hands over her helpless body.
"I'm going to wear this pussy out a bit before Shaun arrives," he said slapping his cock against her butt cheeks.
Just before Derrick entered Trina from behind there was a knock on the garage door. Derrick paused, rolling his eyes, the person outside knocked again.
"Ugh! What do you want?" Derrick snarled over his shoulder.
"Hey, uh, Shaun is here," Roger's muffled voice informed him behind the garage door.
Derrick sighed heavily. "Yeah?" he stepped away from Trina, picking up her thong.
"He wants me to bring her to him," Roger said.
"Of course he does," Derrick mumbled, sliding Trina's thong back on.
He pulled her off the bench by her hair and punched her across the face several times, busting her lips, cutting her cheek, giving her a black eye.
Derrick pulled her to her feet, punching her in the gut a couple times, taking out his anger on her.
He opened the door, seeing Roger's idiotic look on his face. Derrick felt like punching Roger instead. He dragged Trina to the entrance, pushed her down and kicked her on her sides, causing her to roll down the small ramp.
"Take her," Derrick said, glaring at Roger.
Roger assisted Trina to her feet; she spat blood out of her mouth. Walking with Roger she looked over her shoulder at an angry Derrick. Trina was waiting for the perfect moment too – the perfect moment to bring her wrath and vengeance down on everyone here; after rescuing Richie first, of course.
He led Trina out into the compound area, there were several buildings, with men working about, traveling from one to another. The garage was behind her, there were several smaller, crude shacks, and a couple of large cottage-like buildings. She wondered which one her son was in, but stayed quiet, and stayed patient. Her answers would come soon enough.
In the middle of the compound was a beautiful mansion. Trina couldn't believe how out-of-place it was in the midst of the wilderness, surrounded by run down, crude buildings on each side. She wondered why no one mentioned this place and why no one told her about avoiding camping in this area.
Roger waiting at the front door, his hand on Trina's arm. She felt him inch closer to her, sniffing at her hair, moaning.
She could smell his nasty breath. Roger had his mouth open, moving in on her neck to lick it. Before his tongue made contact the front door opened.
"Roger!" a man smiled, saving Trina from a disgusting kiss. "Come in."
"Oh. Huh huh, yeah," Roger laughed at nothing.
Roger followed the man and led her inside through the large, front double-doors. They headed up marble stairs, down a long hallway, and finally into an office room.
A man stopped them at another door, smiled and took his leave. Roger knocked, and entered with Trina after hearing an "it's open" from the other side.
Inside the nice office a man sitting behind his desk, turned his huge leather chair around, facing Trina and Roger. Her eyes widened, he was a younger guy, maybe mid-20s, a few years older than Richie. Another thing that struck Trina odd was how attractive he was.
Dark hair, muscular, not too tall, and a gorgeous smile. "Hello. I'm Shaun," he introduced himself, standing to greet them.
Trina said nothing, nodding her head instead.
"Roger, put this around her, then untie her arms," Shaun said, handing him a collar of sorts, with a long chain attached to it.
Roger complied, untying her, holding the chain when he was done. Trina winced with pain at her stiff arms. "Ah, I'm sorry you were tied up for so long," Shaun said. "May I?" he gently grabbed her hands. Trina stayed quiet.
Shaun slowly massaged her hands, her forearm, working his way up to her shoulders. He was standing behind her, rubbing her neck, her back, and arms once again.
"Roger, you can leave us now. I'm sure Derrick will want you to stand outside or something. If anyone approaches the front door, just tell them I'm a little busy," Shaun said.
"Huh huh, ok," Roger said, taking his leave. Trina rolled her eyes.
"He's not too bright," Shaun whispered in her ear, taking the chain from her collar. "Not sure why Derrick hasn't fired him."
Shaun poured two glasses of the white wine he retrieved from a small refrigerator in the corner of the office. "I hate to have that collar on you, but for now, you have to wear it. Also, I'd hate to use this too."
Shaun set the glasses on his desk, pulled up his collared shirt, revealing a pistol in its case on his belt. "You are quite gorgeous, but I'll have to protect myself if you get out of line."
Trina nodded, understanding what Shaun meant. He grabbed the glasses, holding them in one hand, the other hand leading Trina by the chain.
They walked back toward the entrance, took a left, and entered a balcony area. "Sit please," Shaun said, sitting in a lounge chair, sipping his wine. Trina did as she was told, taking in as much of the view as possible, that's when she saw it.
"I love this area. The mountains, the trees, all of it," Shaun sipped his wine. "Drink up."
Trina took a few sips, looking out into the wilderness, the sun getting lower in the sky.
"Over in that direction is a lovely waterfall. Can you see it?" Shaun asked.
Trina already knew it. She could see it, "Mmhmm."
"So you aren't a mute," Shaun smiled. "What's your name?"
"Denise," Trina lied.
"Nice to meet you. I'm sorry for any sort of rough treatment you may have received. Derrick, he runs my operations, he oversees all of it. He gets pretty antsy if outsiders are near," Shaun explained.
"I see. What operation?" she asked.
"Ah," Shaun smiled, taking more sips. "I can't tell you. Not yet at least."
"But, you'll be here for a long time. So you'll find out eventually," he rested his hand on hers. Trina fought an internal war not to wrap the chain around his throat and toss him over the balcony. She had to be patient or else she and Richie wouldn't make it out of this alive.

Chapter 8 - Shaun
The sun set, Shaun was taking care of her. He was cleaning her nose, cheek, and lips of blood. He took a seat across from Trina at a large dining room table. His cook brought out wine, a salad, and filet minion.
They ate in relative silence. Shaun's pistol resting on the table, pointing toward Trina while they ate, his free hand holding the chain on the collar.
She couldn't get over how attractive he was. She wondered why he was holding her captive. Deep down, she didn't care, she wanted to leave.
He led Trina by the collar out of his dining room, down a darkened corridor, and turned left into a bedroom. There was a huge bathroom attached to it.
"Go ahead and undress. I'll draw you a bath," Shaun said.
Trina continued looking for opportunities. She slid out of her thong, eyeing Shaun's gun while he tested the bath water.
He approached her, assisting her with removing her tank top and sports bra, holding the chain, pulling the article of clothing over her head. He broke eye contact with Trina to grab a breast, running his thumb over the nipple.
Shaking himself from admiring her body, he helped her into the tub. "Sorry, we'll have plenty of time to get to know one another. I fully expect it to be several days before you let me take you to my bed."
Trina said nothing, letting Shaun lather her hair with shampoo, rinsing it, then scrubbing her shoulders and back clean.
"Would you like for me to send for these to be cleaned?" Shaun asked, a smug grin on his face, referring to Trina's thong and clothing.
She shook her head "no."
"Fair enough. You'll feel more comfortable here in due time. You'll be wearing new clothes," Shaun said, continuing to slowly scrub her arms.
The bath ended and Shaun held out a towel for Trina to step into. He wrapped it around, her staring into her yes, "You are so very beautiful."
He leaned in a kissed her cheek, "Would you like a robe to wear?"
"No."
"I see, well feel free to put your clothes back on."
Trina did that while Shaun watched. Afterward he led her to the bedroom. "Lie down," he whispered.
Trina tensed up but did as commanded. Shaun climbed on top of her and kissed her neck. He saw Trina became uneasy, scared and whispered to her, "It's ok, I'm not going to rape you. I just want to kiss you a bit. Here," he kissed her neck.
He moved down to her stomach, "here." Trina arched her back, while Shaun kissed over her toned tummy. He ran his hands up to her breasts, squeezing gently. Trina played along, resting her hands on top of his, letting out a moan.
He kissed down to her thighs, switching from one leg to another, and then stopped. Shaun stood, smiling down at her. "There. I mean you no harm. You'll love it here, trust me. I'm going to head to bed. Try to get some sleep."
Trina didn't want him to leave, she wanted to stay awake. Shaun took out some keys, heading toward the door, intending to lock her in.
"No, wait," Trina said.
Shaun turned around, "Yes?"
"I, uh, I just," Trina looked about nervously.
"Hey, it's ok," Shaun sat next to her, kissing her shoulder. "How about some wine before bed? I can see you're nervous and scared. Don't be. You'll love living here."
Trina nodded. Shaun removed his gun from his holster, sitting on the bed behind them. "See? I don't think I need this. You're far friendlier than the others.



"The others?" Trina thought, wondering how many women had been here, held captive. She faked a small smile.
"Come, let's have another glass and enjoy the night air," Shaun stood, extending his hand to her, his gun still on the bed.
Shaun led Trina by the collar out of the huge bedroom, down a darkened corridor, entering Shaun's office. He poured two glasses of wine and gave one to Trina. He led her back to the back balcony area. Holding her from behind, kissing her neck and shoulders as she looked out into the vast dark wilderness, to the direction of the waterfall.
Trina turned around, staring into his eyes, and kissed him. His hands at her waist, holding her close, her fingers playing with his dark hair.
She broke the kiss, looking downward, "Shaun, this collar itches a bit."
He chuckled, took a step back, fished around in his front pocket and retrieved a small key. "Would you go to your knees for me first?"
Trina nodded, complying with his request.
She watched Shaun fish out his cock, rubbing the tip of his erect dick against her lips. "Give it a little bit of attention and I'll unlock and remove the collar."
Trina took a deep breath, hoping this would work, and slowly kissed and licked along Shaun's cock. He moaned, closing his eyes, sipping more wine. Trina's wine was next to her on the balcony floor.
Shaun sipped from the glass while Trina continued sucking him, slobbering all over his shaft, covering it with saliva. She began slowly jacking him off. He nodded in approval.
Her plan worked, he unlocked the collar, letting it fall off her neck onto the floor. Trina scratched at her neck, pretending that it was actually itchy. Shaun chuckled, standing there, watching her give him head.
He closed his eyes once more, inhaling the cool night air, sipping more wine. As he was sloshing the wine around in his mouth before swallowing, his testicles were practically crushed by a fast and hard impact from Trina's fist.
Shaun doubled over in pain, Trina threw wine in his face, blinding him, then busted the wine glass over his head. She grabbed the collar, wrapping the chain around his neck, and pushed him over the balcony.
He was hanging over it, a few feet away, Trina propping her legs on the edge, gritting her teeth, holding onto each end of the collar.
"Choke!" she grunted, Shaun flailing about below the balcony, trying to grasp the edge and pull himself up.
Trina's arms and legs were burning, the pain becoming too intense while supporting his weight. She closed her eyes, arched her back and pulled the chains as hard as she could. "Choke!"
Another minute passed, she didn't realize Shaun was motionless, hanging there. Trina heard no gurgling sounds, the chain was still. She opened her eyes, looking over his lifeless body. She released the chains, watching Shaun fall down through the trees, out of sight, sighing relief when she heard his body make a thud when it hit the ground below.
Now was the time to find her son and get them out of there.

Chapter 9 – Roger
Trina tip-toed back to the bedroom, to retrieve Shaun's pistol. However, she saw one of his men walking down that hall, entering a room across the hall. "No, just get out of here, get Richie," she thought.
She looked down at the stairs toward the front door, ducking when she saw Derrick and another man. "Just leave him out there. He can sleep out there all night for all I care," Derrick told the guy, walking toward the back of the mansion.
Trina snuck down the stairs, making sure Derrick was out of sight. She propped open the front door, peeking outside, making sure the coast was clear. "Goodnight," she heard a man's words echo in a corridor behind her. She darted out the door and saw someone sleeping in a chair, snoring lightly.
All the rage she suppressed, all the patience she mustered, all the waiting for the perfect opportunity to strike, all the thoughts of what they might've done to her son came pouring of her when she saw Roger sleeping in the chair.
She attacked him. She pummeled him with punches, waking him up, causing him to fall of his chair, putting his arms up hoping to deflect her blows. Several landed on his nose, breaking it, another busted open his mouth. She held him by his throat and unleashed her rage. Trina wanted to scream at him, at everyone. She remained silent, releasing the grip around his throat, standing over him, opting to kick him instead. Stomping on him as hard as she could, she heard a couple of Roger's ribs crack.
She straddled him next, snarling into his face, choking him out. Then she stopped, the rage subsided, she thought of Richie and using Roger to assist her with finding him – she needed Roger alive, for now.
Trina pulled him to his feet, slamming him face first against the nearby wall, pulling his arm around his back, trying with all her might to resist dislocating his shoulder.
"Listen you piece of shit, you will take me to my son right now, or I'll snap your arm off," Trina hissed in his ear. She took a step back, glancing over Roger – who was now coughing, crying – she saw a large knife in a holster on his belt.
"Ok, ok! Please," Roger begged, struggling to breath and talk, the pain from his broken ribs preventing him from doing much of anything.
"Where is he?!" Trina demanded.
"I know where, I'll take you to him, please don't hurt me," Roger whimpered, sniffing, his nose running with blood.
"If you lead me into a trap, I'm using you for a body shield – you'll die first. Got it?" Trina pulled up on his arm some, inflicting more pain.
"Yes!" he understood.
"Quiet. Now lead me to him."
"He's in a shack over there, the last one in the row," Roger said, nodding to the row of crude buildings to the left of the mansion. "I, I, saw them take him there."
"Go."
When Roger whimpered, or groaned in agony, Trina shushed him, loosening her grip his arm. They crept across the compound, Trina taking in everything. Each side of the mansion had several shacks, save for the garage on the right side. She figured there must be a purpose to each one. She'd find out soon enough.
Roger guided her to the last building in the row, dim light shining through the glass windows of the shack.
"He's in here?" Trina asked.
"Yes, but,"
"Remember what I said?" Trina cut him off. "If this is a trap, you die first."
"It's not, but there may be someone working in here. People sometimes work all night," Roger explained.
"Knock," Trina ordered, crouching behind Roger, removing the knife from his holster, while still pushing his arm up behind his back.
Someone answered the door, removing a gas mask. "What you want, Roger?" he asked annoyed by the interruption.
Before the man had a chance the answer, Trina sprung upward from behind Roger, taking the man by surprise and shoving Roger's knife into his throat, lodging it in the man's skull.
"Oh shit!" Roger cried.
"Quiet," Trina ordered, pulling the knife out of the gurgling man's neck. "Take me to my son."
"You, uh, you may not want to go in there. There's fumes and stuff," Roger pleaded.
"Fumes?"
"Yeah, it's one of the meth labs here."
Anger rose in Trina, "And you all put my son in there?"
"Well, yeah."
Trina said nothing, pushing Roger into the now empty room, using him as a shield for precaution. Roger pointed to a small closet to the right of the entrance.
Trina nodded at the door. "Roger, can you be a good boy and stay right here for me?" she asked, the fumes filling her nostrils.
"Uh, huh?" Roger asked.
Trina moved his arm to normal position, slamming his hand on a wooden table, followed by stabbing it with his knife, pinning him in place.
"Shh!" Trina shushed a crying, hysterical Roger again. She closed the door in case his cries could be heard.
"You're crazy!" Roger cried.
"Nope, you messed with a momma bear and will pay the price. That's all," Trina flung open the moldy door and saw Richie, in the dark, motionless.
"No, please no," she went to her knees, touching his shoulder, tears welling up in her eyes.
She rolled him onto his back, his face beaten, swollen, and bloody. His eyes were almost swollen shut and red, there was more burn-like redness around his nose and mouth. "Richie!" Trina cried.
A sigh of relief washed over her when he coughed several times. She helped him stand, but he could barely walk, dizzy from chemical exposure.
"Mom," he whispered.
"I'm getting you out of here," Trina said, helping him walk.
"Who, who is that?" he whispered again, referring to Roger.
Trina pulled the knife out of Roger's hand, causing more crying, "He's my helper."
She cut the ropes around Richie's wrists, pulled Roger along, and exited the meth lab.
Trina had to drag a babbling, crying Roger to the exit of the compound, her other arm around Richie's waist. In the moonlight, Trina could see a long gravel driveway surrounded by pines and thick undergrowth. "Is this it?" She asked Roger
"Y-Yes, the exit," he whimpered a reply, holding his hand. "Road is at the end, that way."
"Richie, can you walk down that path?" Trina asked her son.
"Yeah, I think so," he coughed a few times.
"Good, take it slow if you need to," Trina turned around, looking back toward the mansion, directly behind them. It was the direction she wanted her and Richie to head.
"I want you to take a left when you reach the end of the driveway, then go a little while and find a nice hiding spot, maybe a big tree or boulder. I want you to wait for me there," Trina said.
"Wait, no, come with me," Richie pleaded.
"I can't. I will meet you there. I have unfinished business to take care of here."
"Please, no, come with me."
"Richie, I have no radio or cell phone. I have no way to contact nearby park rangers, or even my future employers at the precinct in town. I need to get someone's attention to this place."
"Mom," he shook his head.
Trina grit her teeth, staring at her son. "They RUINED our camping trip. A mother and son camping trip."
Roger coughed, trying to make some noise, but struggled with his broken ribs. Trina stomped on his chest again for good measure.
"I cannot let that stand. Do I make myself clear," Trina said, returning her gaze to her son.
"Yes. I'll turn left, go a little ways and hide just off the road," Richie answered.
"Good. Whatever you hear or see, just wait for me," Trina kissed his lips hard, causing him to wince with pain.
She watched her son limp down the pathway into the darkness, gradually becoming a shadow, then invisible.
"Getting through that ordeal last year changed me. If I get through this one," Trina thought, when Richie was out of sight, "I'm fucking that boy's brains out," she said out loud.
"Huh?" Roger asked.
"Shut up, Roger," Trina said, pulling him to his feet, his arm behind his back, a knife pointed to his side.

Chapter 10 - Vengeance
Trina dragged Roger across the compound to the garage. She searched him for keys after dumping him at the door. "Which one?" she held the key in front of him, hoping the moonlight was enough for him to see.
"Th-that one," he whispered, pointing with his good hand.
Trina tried it, saw it worked, and carefully, as quietly as possible slid open the garage door from the bottom. She dragged Roger inside, immediately searching for the gas cans in the dark.
She had a plan, but was missing a few pieces. "Roger, these other crappy little huts, what's in them besides meth labs."
"Weapons, is next door. One is a moonshine still. There's a few other labs for different drugs. I don't know, I'm not allowed in there," Roger coughed.
"So drugs and weapons, and who knows what else ol' Shaun was up to," Trina said.
"Huh?" Roger asked.
Trina didn't explain her use of past tense. "I need you to stay here and be quiet. Can you do that?"
"Please just let me go, I won't call for help," Roger begged. Trina kicked him in the chest again, causing him to gasp with pain, making sure he'd be unable to scream for help with those broken ribs.
"I'll let you go when I'm done," Trina smiled, making her way to the corner where she saw gas cans and oil drums.
Using a hand truck she found, she wheeled the oil drums outside. "Roger, do any of these keys open the other huts?"
"Y-yeah, just take them," he said barely above a whisper, his breathing shallow.
Trina set the knife down on the workbench. She saw the small blow torch in the dim light coming through a window. She confirmed it worked, left the garage, keys in one hand, blow torch in the other and went next door. She tried a few keys before getting the correct one. Turning the blow torch off in case Roger lied about the shack next door being weapons and actually being a toxic lab, she entered and reached around in the dark.
She felt a few open boxes, filled with ammunition. She turned on the blow torch, seeing a wide variety of guns on racks, shotguns, rifles, semi-automatics and automatics, banned assault weapons and a couple items that interested her the most – boxes grenades and a rocket launcher.
"I'm sure Shaun would've received a large payday for selling these," Trina whispered, grabbing a small box of grenades, leaving a few others in the weapon shack. She set them outside and retrieved the rocket launcher and a single rocket.
She wheeled an oil drum into the weapons shack, removed the cap and tipped it over. Trina rolled the drum out toward the center of the compound until all the oil was poured out in a path to the weapons shack.
She repeated the process to two buildings on the opposite side of the compound, creating a puddle of oil inside them, rolling the drum out into the open compound area until its contents were empty.
Trina poured gasoline on the outside of those buildings and all around the inside of the garage. She next emptied three gas cans all over the truck she and Richie were taken in along all with two others. There was a fourth truck she left alone, seeing it was unlocked, she set the small boxes of grenades in the passenger side seat. She put a final gas can on the floor in front of that seat.
Roger was making too much noise now, coughing, and struggling to talk. He was limping out of the garage toward the exit.
"Oh no, no, no. Not yet Roger," Trina whispered.
She walked toward him, grabbing him by the arm, pulling him along toward the meth lab where she found Richie.
Opening the door, she pushed Roger inside. She was out of gasoline and oil. Trina decided to use a grenade to start her act of vengeance.
Heading back to the truck, she grabbed a grenade and made her way back to the lab. Someone was blocking her path. Trina recognized him as one of the hugely muscular men from her and Richie's campsite.
"Oh great," she said, seeing the man charging at her.
Trina ducked and rolled away from him. He quickly lunged at her, grabbing her arm, swinging her around and tossing her against the meth lab door. She ducked when his fist came toward her head, his hand busting through the thin wood. Trina ducked once more, avoiding another blow.
The man caught her again and flung her against it, causing her to crash through it.
The man entered the lab, Trina scurrying about, avoiding his fists and legs. Roger stood, begging the man to help him. He was backhanded almost clear across the lab for his trouble.
"In here!" Trina heard more men approaching from outside.
"Ok time to start the party early," she said, moving and ducking more blows.
The man grabbed her, picked her up over his head, spinning her around. She was still clinging to a grenade. "Sorry Roger!"
As the man threw Trina toward the cheaply constructed window at the front of the lab, she pulled the pin on the grenade, tossing it to the back of the lab.
She flew through the window, glass cutting her legs, sides, and arms. Trina landed and rolled away as fast she could. The meth lab exploded, sending her and two men back toward the truck. She landed with a thud against the side, going to her knees.
Trina heard a loud, screaming sound, coming from above. She looked up to the night sky seeing a human-shaped fireball traveling across the compound, toward the garage. It was Roger.
He landed on a skylight on the roof, bursting into the gasoline covered interior, causing it to explode.
"Well, Roger," Trina said, her and the two men rising to their feet. "That's one way to get fired."
Trina gave the man to her left a look, followed by the one to her right. They grimaced at her one-liner and shook their heads. Trina shrugged.
She saw one of the men draw his gun, she ducked, he fired, shooting the man across from him dead. Trina swept his legs, causing him to trip. She pounced on top, punching him several times until he was unconscious.
She had no time to catch her breath. The huge, muscular man emerged from the exploded meth lab on fire, a grin on his face. He rushed toward Trina.
"Ugh. Let me guess, you guys make and sell PCP here too?" She asked him. She grabbed the gun and shot him several times, emptying it, most of the bullets landing in his chest, the final one in his head. He collapsed in front of Trina, still on fire.
"Fuck you," Trina cursed his lifeless body.
Another explosion came from behind Trina, she ducked, fiery debris falling all around her, catching a nearby, gas-covered building on fire. The weapon shack exploded and it wasn't done. The grenades were next.
It was like a fireworks show that kept going and going. Trina remained hidden behind the truck. She was able to watch all the buildings she made a path of oil to, light up, catching on fire from explosions, then exploding themselves. She saw armed men, in a panic, exiting the mansion, only to be taken out by a fireball, or other explosion. She lit one final path of oil, watching the flame catch up to a final building, exploding when it arrived.
Trina was in a warzone that she herself created, but she wasn't done yet.
When the final explosions subsided, she stood, reaching into the truck, grabbing more grenades from the box in the passenger side seat. She unpinned them and tossed them to the other trucks, ducking as they exploded.
One final task remained.
She got in the last truck; the keys left in the ignition, started it and backed up toward the exit. Trina got out, got the rocket launcher, and loaded it with a single rocket. "Point and pull the trigger. Hopefully this will work," she said.
She fired the rocket toward the mansion, a good 200 feet away. It hit near the front door, off to the side a bit, a few men being taken out by the blast.
Trina got back in the truck, floored the gas pedal and headed straight toward the stairs leading to the front door. She waited until she was near the front steps of the mansion, grabbed a grenade from the box, unpinned it and tossed it to floor. She opened the driver side door and fell out of the truck, rolling on the dirt.
She watched the truck careen up the stairs and bust through the front door, exploding, sending a huge fireball through the roof into the sky.
Trina started running toward the exit of the compound, more grenades going off in the mansion behind her. When she got to the beginning of the long driveway, she watched a few men scurry about on fire, the compound in ruins – leaving barely enough for evidence should any authorities in nearby counties see the fiery display.
She saw someone emerge from the fire and wreckage at the front door. Trina stared at the man in the distance, she could tell he was staring right back at her. She knew who he was.
"Come get me, you son-of-a-bitch. I dare you," Trina said.
"Richie," Trina thought. She rushed down the dirt driveway, turning left at the end.
"Richie!" she called out to him continuously for 50 feet after she turned off the driveway. Finally she heard him behind a large boulder. He emerged, limping slightly.



"Richie!" she rushed to him, throwing her arms around him, holding him against her.
"Let's get out here. Let's go back toward the camp. You see the fire? The waterfall is in that direction," Trina said, pointing past the destruction.
"Let's cut through the woods. I have no idea if this road leads up back to camp or to more roads," Richie suggested, coughing a little.
"Good idea. Can you make it?"
"Yeah, I should be ok. If we can make it to camp, we can retrace our way from there."
Trina nodded, pausing, holding back tears. She caressed her son's face, "Let's go."

Chapter 11 – Survivors
Derrick watched Trina leave the compound, a fiery mess all around him. He was badly burned on his right arm, and parts of his face, a tire from the exploding truck grazed his leg, deeply bruising the thigh.
He limped toward the destroyed weapon shack, carefully searching for something, anything that was usable for his hunt.
With an entire box of grenades exploding in that one shack, nothing was left. Derrick only had a revolver at his side, grabbing it from next to his bed when first heard the explosions outside. It would have to do. He limped behind the smoldering remnants of the building, looking in the direction of Trina's campsite.
He saw bits and pieces of burning debris spread throughout the darkened forest before him. There was a large piece of a truck, the engine, most of the cab he thought, lighting up the forest below. Derrick saw someone move past it. It appeared to be woman helping someone – Trina and her son.
In his anger, Derrick opened fire, missing three shots. He gave chase, stumbling and rolling down the large embankment, landing on his back, hitting his head on a rock. Before he lost consciousness he saw Trina in the distance disappear into the shadows.
**
"We need to break, please," Richie said, struggling to go on. They ran as fast as Richie could go when they heard the three shots fired from the compound. No longer able to see any flames from the compound behind them, they were careful to maintain their course toward the direction of the waterfall.
Trina knew Derrick was still alive and would chase after them – she was counting on it. She had a trap in mind.
They could've stayed behind and hid off the main dirt road, waiting for helicopters or a fire department from the nearest county make their way there. But Trina had other plans. She wanted to get to the waterfall, but she also wanted time alone with Richie.
On her knees in front of him, she examined her son in the moonlight streaming through a small clearing in the trees. He looked tired, beaten, his cough concerning her.
"I'm so sorry," Trina apologized again, caressing his face.
"Mom, it's fine," he whispered.
She sat next to him, her arm around him, she held him against her, kissing his head.
After about 30 minutes, the moonlight started getting dimmer. She thought she heard a low rumble of a helicopter in the distance. Trina held her son, letting him rest, his breathing become better.
She cursed herself for not acting sooner, for prolonging his exposure to the meth labs fumes.
Pushing those thoughts aside, she noticed the moon was covered by clouds.
"We need to go, can you?" Trina asked.
"I think so."
Trina pulled him up, holding his hand, slowly continuing onward in the darkened forest.
Thunder and lightning occasionally lit their way, eventually leading up to a downpour. They couldn't go any further, the rain slowing them down even more.
Trina saw a large, motionless shadow in the distance between lightning strikes. As they got closer, she was relieved it wasn't a bear or some other threat her imagination was conjuring. It was a large rock overhang.
"In here!" Trina instructed over the down pour. She and Richie ducked inside, soaking wet, cold, but no longer exposed to the rain. It appeared to be a small cave on the side of a cliff.
Richie was shivering. His mother was too, but she ignored it to keep him warm. Holding him against her body, she closed her eyes, thinking of the words to say.
She opted to laugh instead. "Look at me. I'm a mess."
"No," Richie chuckled back."You're bleeding some here on your arms and sides, but it doesn't look too bad."
"This was supposed to be a perfect camping trip."
"What do you mean?"
Trina sighed, collecting her thoughts. "Richie, I think you know things have been different between us since last year."
"I know, I haven't spied on you anymore, I – "
"It's fine. That's not what I mean though. When you confessed to me in the hospital that you had been peeping in on me and spying on me, I wasn't upset. I didn't care. What I went through changed me."
"Mom."
"Just listen. We only get one life and you are the most important person in my life. I didn't care if you saw me naked or saw me doing other things," Trina looked away in the darkness.
"We were closer," she continued. "That's what I wanted. Then I started thinking about things, wondering if we would ever cross any lines. We were so close at times. Then we got distracted the last few months with the move and packing. I thought a nice mom and son camping trip would be great."
"So you thought we'd cross lines here?" Richie asked.
"Well, I thought maybe you'd spy on me when I was at the lake bathing, or at least hold me at night. Maybe your hands could roam and touch me. I'd be ok with that. And well," Trina paused.
"Well what?"
"If things went ever further; where we were, you know, physically intimate."
"And, and you'd be fine with that?"
"Yes. I think so. I know it's strange, but – "
"That's what I was afraid of," Richie interrupted her, his nervousness shining through.
"What?"
"I was afraid of this camping trip, because I thought something like that could or might happen. You're right, we've been closer since you got out of the hospital last year. But,"
"But what?" Trina asked.
"Maybe too close."
"Too close?" she felt her heart sink.
"Yes. I mean, I wanted something to happen to. I wanted us to cross a line. That's one reason I was spying on you. I, I wanted you."
"Wanted me?"
Richie didn't answer immediately. "Then you planned this camping trip. I was so scared something would happen between us."
"Why?"
"What if we crossed a line and things were ruined? What if we couldn't even look at each other? I was so scared of losing you last year, what if I lost you in another way? What if we had so much guilt or shame for having," Richie paused, sighing as well, coughing a couple times. "For having sex, that we wouldn't want anything to do with one another."
"No, no, that'd never happen," Trina said, kissing his cheek. "I want us to cross that line," she admitted out loud.
"You, you do?"
"Yes. Absolutely. I know it's wrong, abnormal, and strange, but I don't care! After what I've been through and now what we've been through on this trip, love is love. I want to show you how much I love you."
"But."
"No buts. Please? I don't want you to be afraid. Look at us. We're out here in the wilderness at night, under a huge rock, in the rain. Do you still want me?" Trina asked.
"I don't know," Richie whispered. "You're so beautiful. It's just wrong. So I backed off, I tried to avoid being close to you back at camp. Maybe I came to my senses and remembered who you are."
"No, no," Trina kissed his cracked, sore lips again, causing Richie to wince. "Sorry."
"Don't forget who I am, but know we can be like that too. We can be sexual with each other. You don't have to be afraid," she kissed his lips again, slower this time.
Lightning flashed, Richie saw her looking at him, smiling softly.
She caressed his face again. "If your lips still hurt, we don't have to kiss. If you get out of breath easily because of the fumes, we'll stop."
"Mom," Richie shook his head, another flash of lightening showed her looking lovingly into his eyes.
Trina pulled his knees away from his chest and slowly swung her legs over him, straddling him.
"Mom, please don't," Richie said.
"Richie, if we were back at camp and you knew those men would abduct us the next night, except you had no idea if we would make it out of the situation alive, would you still give in and let sex between us happen?" Trina asked.
Richie thought for a moment, "I suppose."
"Had I known I'd go through that trauma last year and then this horrible camping trip a year later; I'd give myself to you in heartbeat. We have one life, might as well live it to the fullest, and make love to those we love the most," Trina said.
Richie remained quiet, coughing a couple times. Trina tipped his chin with her index finger, their eyes meeting as lightning flashed. The rain settled down a bit, not as strong of a downpour.
"Ok," Richie said, no longer having to shout over the loud rain.
His mother smiled back at him, helping him remove his t-shirt. She grabbed his face with both hands, bringing his lips to hers, closing her eyes, moaning as she kissed him.
"Ow," he said, the chemical burns still stinging.
"Sorry, I'll be gentler."
Trina resumed kissing him, holding his face, planting several kisses on his lips. She thought about their past, how she suspected of her son spying on her, seeing her naked, wanting her – and now she was giving herself to him.
"Touch me," she asked in between kisses.
Richie nodded, his hands slowly going to his mother's waist. They kept kissing, their lips pressing against the other, an occasional soft lap of a tongue against the bottom lip. Trina continued holding his face, electricity flowing down her spine.
"All the way, we'll go all the way, don't be afraid," Trina kissed at Richie's neck, moved down to his chest, stomach, arriving at his shorts.
"Lift up," she said. Richie complied, allowing his mother to tug at his shorts and boxers, pulling them down. His erection sprang forth; Trina looked upon it, her mouth open, exhaling her hot breath onto his shaft.
Lightning struck in the distance, lighting up the small cave. Cloud were dissipating, the moon visible once again. Richie's cock was inches from her trembling lips. This was it; Trina wondered briefly if she'd be getting ready to suck Richie's cock if she hadn't survived traumatic events. She couldn't say for sure, but it no longer mattered.
She engulfed his cock, straight down to the hilt. She moaned, her throat vibrating around his cockhead, her tongue sliding out of her mouth, tickling his testicles. He had the perfect cock.
"Ahh," Richie moaned, watching his mother work.
Gagging on his cock, satisfied it was well lubricated with her drool, Trina sucked the tip while jacking the shaft. It was delicious. She was furiously rubbing her clit as she worked. Hearing Richie moan, his fingers running through her damp hair, Trina wondered why they hadn't done this sooner – immediately after her release from the hospital the previous year.
"Mom," Richie winced with pleasure.
"Does this feel good?" she asked, jacking his cock.
"Yes, but, I'm almost,"
"I want you to finish inside me," Trina read his mind.
She stopped her oral servicing, standing, removing her top and bra, smiling down at her son, now illuminated by moonlight. She squatted directly above him, grabbing the base of his cock and guiding it into her wet pussy. It easily went in as Trina had never been this wet before in her entire life.
"Oh Richie," She moaned she felt him all the way inside her.
"Mom," he said.
"I love you. We should've done this long ago. Life it far too short and precious to not show someone how you feel."
"I know and I love you too," Richie agreed.
"Things will change for us. They'll be so much better now. You and I will be like this, like lovers. Are you ready?"
"Yes."
"Good. Now cum inside me, I don't care how long you last – 30 seconds, or 30 minutes. I need you to fill me up, Richie."
Richie gulped and nodded.
"Keep eye contact, don't look away," Trina said, grabbing his face once more.
Using her powerful leg muscles, she slowly squatted up and down on Richie's cock, maintaining eye contact.
"Yes," Richie whispered, holding his mother as she squat up and down on him.
"That's it baby, let it come," Trina said, biting her bottom lip.
"I've wanted this, for so long," Richie managed to say.
"I know. I know you stopped watching me, spying on me, but now," Trina kept going, up and down. "I'm yours!"
"Yes!" he cried out.
"Cum in me!" Trina said, her own orgasm approaching. She placed her hands on his shoulder's to steady herself as she bounced up and down.
Her legs were tiring, but she wasn't going to stop until he came inside her. Her own orgasm was closer now than before – the pleasure of this taboo act overcoming her.
"Mom!" Richie exclaimed, grabbing her face.
"Yes! Yes baby!" She cried back. They were both cumming.
She impaled herself on his dick one last time, her body tense, her spine electrified, her legs a wobbly mess. Richie moaned, filling her womb with his seed.
She collapsed in his arms, resting her head on his shoulder, a smile on her face. She had done it. They crossed the line, never looking back, on this mom and son camping trip.

Chapter 12 – Pursuit
The helicopters woke Derrick. He crawled to his feet and kept moving. He couldn't get found by them while they put out the fires. He had to find Trina and her son – his rage overcoming him.
The rainstorm slowed him down during the night. He kept going, stumbling, limping onward. Derrick's assumption was Trina and Richie would head back to their camp. He saw them head in that direction. If he could get there before or when they do, he could ambush them.
With three bullets left in his revolver he kept going. As dawn approached, Derrick's leg killing him, he paused for a moment. He looked around seeing a large rock overhang in the distance. Limping by it he saw a t-shirt in the small cave area. Derrick recognized it. It belonged to the younger guy he beat up and threw into the meth lab to choke on fumes. He also saw a discarded thong.
He threw the shirt down and kept going in the direction of their camp.
**
Trina and her son were slow moving too. Richie was better though, his breathing was easier. He was wearing shorts, his mother still nude, as they crossed streams and wilderness, hoping they were still heading in the direction of the waterfall.
They stopped a few times and rested. Trina swallowed his semen for nourishment. An hour later, Richie pinned her against a tree, ramming into her from behind.
Trina came easily then. She loved being out in the woods, getting fucked like an animal by her son. When Richie was ready to blow his load, he turned her around, leaned down to suck her tits, and then stood, letting Trina jack his erupting cock all over her stomach.
She hugged her son, looking over his shoulder, when something, someone caught her eye. She knew who it was. A smile formed on her face.
"We have to run," Trina whispered in Richie's ear.
"What?"
"Run!"
Richie pulled up his shorts, following his naked mother, running through the trees and brush. Derrick was chasing them.
He was far behind them and in pain, but his rage was fueling him. His pistol drawn, he struggled to catch up to them.
Trina and Richie made it to familiar clearing. They were near their camp, the waterfall visible in the distance.
"Do you trust me?" she asked her son.
"Yes."
Trina kissed Richie hard, their hands roaming all over one another's bodies. "I have a plan," she said, breaking the kiss. "It'll be a gamble, but you have to trust me."
"I do, mom"
Trina looked back into the forest, hearing twigs snap, leaves rustling, Derrick was inching closer. She whispered her plan into her son's ear.
Trina kissed Richie again, guiding him to the grass in the field. She was on top of him, "Fuck me!"
She rolled on to her back, taking him with her. Richie was pumping his hips in and out; the sounds of an injured, approaching maniac getting closer.
Trina rolled again through the tall grass, then again and again, "Come on!" she urged her son to cum, in the event it was the last time.
They kept rolling, Richie finally pinning her down, on top of her, in the morning sunlight, slamming his hips into her. She brought him down for another kiss, sending him over the edge.
"Ahhh!" he arched his back, his cock erupting inside her, filling her again.
"Go! Run!" she told him.
"What?"
"Toward the top of the waterfall. You know the way. Follow the plan!"
Derrick appeared in the clearing, falling in the grass, he lifted his left, uninjured arm, and fired his weapon. Hitting nothing, he pressed on toward Trina. Richie was running up the path next to the waterfall, where they were when they first arrived.
Trina saw he was out of sight and took off running. Derrick fired again and missed. Trina ducked behind a large tree, waiting, and watching.
Derrick was closer now, Trina made another run for it. He fired missing her again, grunting in pain.
Trina kept running up the path, stopping once more to hide and wait. She watched Derrick check his pistol, throwing it to ground in anger – he was empty.
Trina took off again, pretending to sprain her ankle. She looked over her shoulder in fear, seeing Derrick limping toward her, now 50 feet away. She kept going, crossing a stream, limping to the edge of the waterfall, collapsing, seemingly giving up.
It took Derrick a few minutes to catch up, Trina had nowhere to go, the 80 foot drop behind her.
"You bitch! You're done!" Derrick yelled over the sound of rushing water.
Trina nodded, presumably admitting defeating, rubbing her ankle.
Derrick grabbed her hair with his injured arm, raising his left into the air to strike her.
"Wait!" Trina called out. "Before you do it,"
"Want to beg?" Derrick mocked her.
"We might as well both have some pleasure before you toss me over. I might as well go out sucking cock."
"Like the whore you are? Good idea," Derrick released his grip, struggled to open his cargo pants and fished out his cock.
"You bite it, and I'll throw you off this cliff right now."
It was semi-hard, but Trina nursed it to full strength, sucking and slobbering all over it.
"That's it. Take that cock. The last thing you'll do. Though, if you're really good at it, I might keep you around for a while. I might forgive you for what you've done," Derrick said, watching Trina work.
"Mmm, yeah, you are good. Maybe I won't kill you just yet," he said.
Trina broke eye contact with Derrick, glancing to her right, winking.
"Feel good?" Richie said, appearing from behind a tree with a thick limb, held like a baseball bat.
"Huh?" Derrick turned around. Trina curled up behind him.
"Because this won't," Richie said, swinging the limb at Derrick. He put his arms up to block the blow, but the impact made him fall backward, tripping over Trina.
Derrick fell over the cliff, landing 80 feet below.
Mother and son stood, arms around each other, looking at the lifeless body at the base of the waterfall. His neck broken, his skull cracked, blood was spilling out of his head into the water, flowing away in the current.
"That was a great one-liner, son," Trina said.
"Thanks mom," Richie kissed her head, holding her close.
Trina smiled, her plan had worked. When she saw Derrick was still alive at the compound, she hoped he'd follow them back to the camp; she wanted to lead him to the waterfall to complete her final act of vengeance.

Chapter 13 – Leaving Camp
Trina and her son arrived at camp, albeit a completely burned and ruined one, a little later. She dug through the ashes, looking for anything left. She found her gun, and oddly enough, her wallet, nearly intact.



"Roger," she said aloud.
"Hmm?"
"Roger was tasked with destroying our camp, leaving no traces of us," Trina smiled, holding up her wallet.
"Looks like he didn't do a good job," Richie noted.
Richie put her wallet in his shorts and continued searching the camp. They found a few other items, trash, and piece of a sleeping bag – plenty of items authorities could use as evidence in an investigation, should Trina and Richie have been reported missing. Roger was truly incompetent.
Carrying a few items, heading back down a familiar trail, toward a gravel road they traveled on to get to camp, Richie had his arm around his nude mother.
"This has been a great trip," he joked.
"Yeah right," she laughed.
He hugged his mother, "Well, it has been. Look at us now."
"Yep. No going back either. When we get home, sex will continue, right?" Trina asked.
"Right."
She kissed his cheek, and then wiped her ash covered hand across his face.
They kept walking on, getting closer to the general store Trina bought a few items from, when they saw a familiar face. He was eating grass on the side of the road.
"Dale!" Trina called out to him, jogging to the horse. "Mind if we hitch a ride?"
Richie got on first, followed by his mother. She turned around to straddle Richie.
"What are you doing?" he asked.
"Sex on a horse?"
"Ah, alright."
Trina fished out his cock through his shorts, guiding it to her, and Richie grabbing the reins, and sent Dale forward.
"Faster! Yes!" Trina was calling out a few minutes later, bouncing up and down on her son, with assistance from a galloping Dale. "Ahhh yes!"
Richie was loving it, peering over his mother's shoulder as she rode him, and they both rode the horse.
"Daisy!" he saw Dale's mother in the distance. "Come on!"
"D-D-Daisy!" Trina called out to her, climaxing, as they galloped by. Daisy neighed and followed them.
They were on a pavedroad now, galloping past the general store, heading into town. Trina told Richie to stop at the park ranger's office a few miles outside of town. They passed it on their way in.
"Uh! Yes!" Trina leaned back on Dale's mane, Richie's cock still embedded in her. Dale's galloping causing them both to bounce.
A car with an elderly couple drove by. "Hank was that a woman and a man on a horse having intercourse?" the woman asked as they drove by.
"Yep," he responded nonchalantly.
"Yes! Yes!" Trina called out, cumming again. Richie saw the station in the distance.
Bringing Dale to a stop, Daisy next to him, mom and son hopped off and made their way to the front door.
**
The park ranger was nervous, sitting across from Trina wrapped in a towel. She had just relayed their story, leaving out the part where her and her son had sex.
"I, I can't believe it," the young ranger said in a thick southern accent. "You, you took out Shaun and his crew?"
"Mmhmm," Trina smiled.
"Ma'am I gotta tell you," the ranger continued, "those boys have every ranger, officer, deputy, you name it, on this side of the North Carolina scared stiff. None of us would ever have, pardon my French, the balls to take them on."
Trina stifled a laugh. "Well I never heard of them. Someone suggested a good camping spot near their compound I guess."
"And that person was wrong. I can't believe you survived that ordeal, ma'am. You'll be a hero to the Asheville Police Department and you haven't even started your first day yet."
Trina smiled and shrugged.
She and Richie learned that Shaun supplied drugs to most of the east coast, along with illegal weapons for various gangs. Shaun was a rich kid, who inherited that land and mansion. She learned he lived in Los Angeles, but visited the area often to check on things. The park ranger said that his visits tend to coincide with missing persons reports. He suggested Shaun abducts a local girls, but no one had the courage to do anything about it.
The park ranger called an ambulance to pick up Trina and Richie to take them to the hospital. Trina needed some stitches and Richie need to be examined from his exposure to fumes.
While they waited, they looked out the office window. Dale was behind Daisy. He mounted her, his long equine cock, driving deep into his mother's mare pussy.
Trina and Riche shared a look and laughed.
**
A few days later, Richie was in the exact same position. He was behind Trina on the bed. He mounted her, his erect cock driving deep into his mother's pussy.
Their faces were bandaged up a little, Trina had bandages on her arms from cuts, but they were fine. Richie had seen his mother in a worst state the previous year.
The evening went on; Trina was on top of Richie now.
"You know, what we're doing is highly illegal," She grinned at her son.
He was kneading her ass with one hand, grabbing a breast with the other.
"I guess we better stop then," Richie joked.
"Mmhmm," Trina kissed him, her tongue swirling around his. She reached under the pillow grabbing a pair of hand cuffs.
She pinned one of Richie's hands down, still kissing him, and cuffed him to one of the vertical columns in the headboard of their bed.
"I guess I'll just have to arrest you," she smiled, climbing off him, his cock slurping out of her.
Richie remained silent, watching his mother walk to the master bathroom. He watched her start a bath.
"Then again, maybe I won't," she smiled. "Maybe instead of watching me bathe, you can join me."
Richie nodded, watching her uncuff him. She grabbed his cock, leading him to the tub. They slid into the warm water together.
Trina straddled him, kissing him once more.
"Mmmm," Trina moaned, closing her eyes, enjoying the water and the company.
She slowly opened her eyes, staring into his. They smiled softly at one another. Trina extended her hand, placing it on her son's face, the other hand guiding his cock inside her.
The end.
************************
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Sandee's Story
Introduction
Sandee moaned, loving the feeling of Darren sucking on her tits. She rolled off him, shaking her head at the condom he was wearing.
"When are you going to knock me up?" she asked her 22-year-old friend and lover.
Darren sighed, "Sandee, I can't handle another kid right now. Mom and I have our hands full with Daisy. She's walking around, getting into everything."
"Your mom wouldn't mind, you know," Sandee said, referring to Darren's mother, Dahlia.
"I know, but," he sighed again. "She and I are focused on Daisy right now," Darren explained of the daughter he and his mother have together. Dahlia became pregnant not long after her and Darren became lovers - almost two years ago.
"Oh alright," Sandee reached over to the bedside table, handing Darren her tablet. "Look at what I've been searching for online."
"I'm not sure I want to know," Darren joked.
"Just do it!"
Darren opened the web browser seeing search results: "finding the child you gave up for adoption."
Sandee snuggled next to Darren, watching him scroll through the results. She had no idea how long it would take to find the child she gave up for adoption at 19, but knew she would find him or her one day.
Many times over the years Sandee wondered if she found her child as an adult if she'd make love to him. This intensified when Dahlia and Darren - her close friends - became lovers. Seeing a mother and son become one has been a wonderful experience for her.
Dahlia entered the bedroom, putting away some laundry. She smiled at her son and Sandee, glad to see them enjoying their weekly date night. Dahlia and Sandee would have their date night the day after tomorrow.
"Are you ready for another round?" Sandee whispered to Darren.
"Sandee, I just - " Darren attempted to say before being interrupted by a kissing Sandee.
Darren put the tablet down, hands to Sandee's waist when she mounted him again. She pretended Darren was her son and she was meeting him for the first time.
All her masturbatory sessions, all her fetishes and fantasies, all her pornography viewing and reading revolved around one thing: incest.
Chapter 1
A few months later, Sandee was dropping Dahlia off at the house, ending their weekly date night. Dahlia invited her in as expected and the two friends entered the home, kissing and giggling.
"Shh!" Darren glared at the women, watching TV with the volume low. "I just put Daisy to sleep."
"Sorry," Dahlia said. "We'll be quiet."
"Let's go to bed. I'm thirsty," Sandee said, pulling Dahlia along. Darren watched them retreat down the hall, shaking his head, chuckling.
Fifteen minutes later, the raven-haired Dahlia was straddling Sandee. Sandee was sitting up in bed, her hands to Dahlia's large breasts, gently kneading them, sucking milk from them.
"Oh Sandee," Dahlia whispered, arching her back for her friend.
Sandee brought Dahlia's face to her own, giving her a warm, milky kiss. "I love you," Sandee said.
"I love you too," Dahlia replied, watching Sandee nurse from her. Daisy stopped nursing long ago, but between Darren and Sandee sucking Dahlia's tits, the mammary glands kept up with the demand for milk, producing it now for Dahlia's lovers.
Darren had trouble doing it at first, but got used it. Sandee loved it, nursing from Dahlia, squeezing milk on to her own face, every time they had a date night.
"They found my child," Sandee said, taking a break.
"They did?"
"Yes. Everything has been arranged. All parties involved know."
"What's his name?" Dahlia asked.
A small smile came over Sandee's face, "Rachael."
"You mean, the baby was a girl?"
"Yes. I thought it'd be a boy, but after she was born, I only saw her face for a moment, before they doctors rushed her away to her adoptive parents."
"I see."
"There's more," Sandee said, taking a long, slow lick of Dahlia's dripping tit.
"Yes?"
"You know her," Sandee said.
"I, I do?" Dahlia asked, confused.
"Yes. And her adoptive mother."
"I don't understand."
Sandee smiled again, releasing a nipple from her lips, "Your Aunt Nikki adopted Rachael."
Dahlia's mouth dropped with shock. "What?"
"Yes."
"Rachael was adopted? I had no idea."
"Well you weren't that close to your family. So maybe it was never brought up," Sandee said.
"You're right. But still, wow," Dahlia looked away, taking a deep breath. "Small world," she said with a soft smile.
"One more thing," Sandee said. "I'm going to meet her next month during the holidays."
Dahlia nodded.
"And you're coming with me," Sandee said. "You, Darren, and Daisy."
"We are? Nikki lives in Charleston, South Carolina the last I heard," Dahlia said.
"Yep, that's where she still is apparently. That's also where my mom lives too"
Dahlia hugged Sandee, her tits mashing against her friend's. "I'm so happy for you. This is great for both of us. I haven't seen my family in a long time."
"Mmhmm. Now then, enough talk. I want more milk! Give me those tits!" Sandee said, pushing Dahlia back, grabbing her breasts and sucking away at them.
Chapter 2
There was a welcome party of sorts, for Sandee in Charleston. She and Dahlia truly discovered how small the world was.
Not only was Dahlia's Aunt Nikki there greeting them, but her mother, Robin too. Greeting Sandee was her mother Diane and sister Valerie.
The seven adults and toddler, Daisy, went to lunch. Sandee learned that her mother, Diane, lived right across from Nikki. "This is too funny!" she exclaimed.
"Yes, well, we all live in a great neighborhood," Diane said.
"I think you'll love it here," Nikki added, glancing at her niece Dahlia. Dahlia was smiling, sitting next to her mother, Robin, who was playing with her grandchild.
"Rachael will be excited to meet you when she comes home from college in a couple days," Nikki said.
After a nice family reunion, Dahlia and her two children, Darren and Daisy went to stay at Robin's house down the street. Sandee hung out with her mother and sister, Nikki joined in too.
Dinner was at Nikki's house that night. Sandee's younger brother Elliot joined in along with Nikki's son Ted. It was a great meal with great company. Sandee noticed something odd about her brother and her mom, it was the same thing she noticed with Nikki and Ted too. The seemed to interact like couples would, flirty, affectionate. Sandee glanced to Valerie, sitting on the couch next to her. Either she noticed it too and didn't say anything, or she simply saw this at their standard behavior.
"Geez, maybe I've been away for too long," Sandee thought, having lived most of her adult life in Los Angeles.
After the meal, wine flowed, and Sandee couldn't ignore the tingle she felt in her crotch. Her mother and brother were very close, sitting next to one another and holding each other just like a happy couple. Nikki was sitting on her son Ted's lap.
Sandee suppressed the urge to excuse herself to masturbate - her biggest fantasy and fetish was mom and son incest. It appeared that, right before her that some sort of incestuous relationship was happening between her own mother and brother. It couldn't be though. Valerie seemed unfazed by their affections, chatting, laughing, drinking with the group like nothing was going on.
"I hope things are calm when Rachael arrives. I'd hate for my family, IF something is going incestuous, to scare the poor girl off," Sandee though, sipping her wine, pretending to pay attention to something Nikki and Diane were chatting about.
"Rachael. I can't wait to see what she looks like," Sandee said, opting not to view pictures of her or any information about her appearance. She only knew who adopted Rachael, and that Rachael will be 19 in a couple months - February.
The night ended when Valerie left to leave. She hugged everyone goodbye, and soon after Diane, Elliot, and Sandee left too.
Walking home, Sandee noticed Diane and Elliot holding hands. "Please be sleeping together," she thought. "No! I mean, if you are just wait until Rachael gets to know us a little better before you flaunt your relationship," Sandee spoke in her head.
They chatted a little more before bedtime. Diane said one of Sandee's aunts was having a Christmas party in Atlanta. She suggested Sandee and Rachael come along, once Rachael gets settled in and meets everyone.
"That'd be great mom," Sandee said, hugging her goodnight. She glanced at her brother and winked. Elliot gave her a funny look.
An hour passed, Sandee in one of the empty guest rooms, was naked, playing with herself, "I gotta see, I gotta be sure they are sleeping together."
Not bothering to dress, Sandee snuck down the hall of this huge house her mother was living in. She approached her mother's bedroom door. She heard something, a wonderful sound, a sound Sandee loved - the sound of moaning. Her mother was receiving pleasure.
"Ah yeah baby, just like that," Sandee heard Diane say. "Lick my pussy like that."
Sandee wondered if her mother was alone in there and she was masturbating. She listened and waited.
"Here, sit on my face, mom," Sandee heard her brother say.
"No way!" she thought.
"Mmm love it," Diane said. Sandee heard loud sucking and slurping sounds. Her mother was sucking Elliot's cock.
Sandee pictured them in a 69-position. "Yep," she whispered. "I'm going in!"
Sandee barged into the room, naked, hands on her hips.
"Oh hi sweetie," Diane said, calmly, as if her daughter hadn't just barged in on her and her son.
"How long? How long have you two been doing this?" Sandee asked.
Diane ignored Elliot's pleas for her to get off him. "Oh I'd say a little over a year now. Is that right, sweetie?" Diane looked over her shoulder, asking Elliot.
"Get off! Get off!" he begged, thoroughly embarrassed at getting caught.
"You keep working your tongue like that and I'll be getting off pretty quickly tonight," Diane replied, winking at her daughter, casually stroking Elliot's cock.
"Wow," Sandee said. "Does Valerie know?"
"Oh yeah, we told her. We didn't tell you because you live so far away, we don't see you often, but we figured you'd find out at some point."
"Is she cool with this?" Sandee asked.
"Can you please cover me up?" poor Elliot asked.
"I am silly. Well except your legs and cock. Sandee can see those pretty clearly. Yes Val is ok with this, she was weirded out at first, but accepts it now."
Sandee looked at her brother's glistening, saliva covered dick. "I'm going to go now. I'm going to leave you two alone. But I want in. I don't when or how, but I want in."
"Ok sweetie!" Diane said.
"No, no! I can barely handle mom, I can't handle another - " Elliot pleaded, before his mother's ass slammed back down on his face.
Sandee giggled, closing the door. "I think I'll hang out with Nikki."
Chapter 3
Nikki in her pajamas handed Sandee a plastic cup filled with wine. "Sorry, I didn't feel like doing more dishes."
"It's fine! This is perfect," Sandee said. They dinged cups and sat next to each other on Nikki's couch, sipping their wine.
"So how did Rachael take it when you told her?" Sandee asked.
"Surprisingly well. Her and I," Nikki paused. "We got along ok, but when she entered her teen years, and her dad and I, I mean, adoptive dad and I divorced, we kept our distance some."
"I see."
"Things could've been better between us, but they also could've been a lot worse. When I told her she was adopted, she was shocked, but didn't go crazy about it. She nodded and thanked me for telling her. She was receptive to meeting you," Nikki explained.
"Good. I've been nervous about this, but very excited."
Nikki placed her hand on Sandee's. "Everything will be great."
"Does she look like me?"
"Sort of, yes. Her natural hair color is the same as yours. A nice brown shade. It's also a little like mine, which is why I suppose she never wondered about herself. You two have similar shaped ears too," Nikki smiled, moving a long lock of Sandee's hair behind her ear.
"I hope my family doesn't scare her off."
Nikki laughed, "Why would they do that?"
"Well," Sandee paused.
"Oh because your mom and brother are together?" Nikki asked.
Sandee nodded, "So you know about them. You know, I think you and Ted are similar, right?"
"Of course! Gosh, you should see all the wild and crazy contraptions in our bedroom. I love it when he ties me up and flogs me."
Sandee's eyes lit up. "Where's Ted tonight?"
"He's out with Darren. The two of them took Dahlia and Robin out."
"Oh. So Ted will be home soon?" Sandee asked.
"Nope. I suspect his cock will be buried balls deep in his grandma Robin. That woman could pass for my age," the late 40s Nikki said.
They paused, sipping more of their wine. "So did you want to sleep here tonight? I have a guest room ready," Nikki asked.
Sandee thought about giving her mother and brother more privacy, "Sure."
Nikki showed her the guest room, leaving her be. Sandee thought about if she had a son, how she'd be riding his cock all night. "I have a daughter though," she thought.
"I'm sure she's gorgeous. But she may not be into women," Sandee told herself sitting on the edge of the bed. Just as she was about to close the bedroom door, Nikki appeared. She stood there, her body a silhouette, the hall light behind her.
"Say Sandee, are you bi-sexual?" Nikki asked.
"Um, well, yeah."
"Good," Nikki sipped from the plastic cup, and then tossed it over her shoulder.
She entered Sandee's room, her naked body coming into focus, pouncing on Sandee, kissing all over her face. "Have you ever worn a strap-on?" Nikki asked, in between kisses.
"Yes!"
"Then come fuck me," Nikki said, pulling Sandee's shirt, then pulling at her arm to follow her.
Strap-ons, chains, whips, paddles, were used on each other. Both women went hard on one another, exhaustion setting in a couple hours later. They collapsed into each other's arm. Then the pussy grinding began.
An hour later, their pussies sliding up and down the other, they climaxed together one last time. Falling backward on the bed, their feet near each other's heads, Nikki sucked all over Sandee's toes.
Sandee, out of breath, looked to her new friend, the woman who adopted her daughter, "You're pretty wild."
Nikki pounced on Sandee once more, their tongues swirling around in the other's mouths. "I have no idea if Rachael is like this. I don't know if you and she would be able to cross this line and have sex."
"It's ok. I mean, it'd be nice, but I want to build a friendship with her first," Sandee replied.
"She's pretty shy too. I could easily see a sexy older woman, you, seducing her. I don't know if she's into women though."
"Time will tell," Sandee said, bringing Nikki back in for another kiss.
*
The next morning Nikki and Sandee were in the shower making out. Ted startled them both, joining in, giving Sandee a quick "hey" before grabbing his mother and kissing her passionately.
"You have a nice night?" Nikki asked him.
"Oh yeah, it was great," Ted answered.
"I bet it was," Nikki swatted at him.
"Darren had a good time with Robin too. That old broad is one sexy, wild lady," Ted added. "Oh by the way, did you know Cousin Dahlia is still lactating?"
Sandee's eyes widened and she turned away, suppressing a giggle.
She was surprised when she felt Ted's cock against her back. "May I?" he asked.
"Yes, please do," Sandee said, arching her back for him. Ted entered her from behind, and continued his conversation with his mother. They talked about where they ate, what they ate, and other relatives and neighbors they ran into - all while fucking Sandee from behind.
"This place is amazing," she thought, shortly before she climaxed in the shower.
Chapter 4
The next two days consisted of Sandee spending time with her family, interviewing her mother about sex with Elliot, much to his annoyance. She asked for every detail that brought them together. Diane was happy to give that information to her daughter. Sandee learned her mother's new home, the entire neighborhood, was filled with incestuous households. Sandee admitted to her mother that mom and son incest was a huge fantasy of hers. Diane suggested mom and daughter love could happen for Sandee.
Sandee found herself hanging out with Nikki the night before Rachael arrived home from college for holiday break. That night both Nikki and Sandee took turns riding Ted's cock, cumming over and over again.
The next afternoon, Sandee waited for her daughter to arrive. She wondered how she'd greet her, she wondered if Rachael would be scared, nervous or shy, and she wondered if Rachael wouldn't want anything to do with her. She pushed negative thinking aside and waited.
Sandee wore a modest dress, nothing tight or sexy; her long light-brown hair was down, her makeup was minimal. She felt she looked like a normal late 30s woman.
Then the doorbell rang. It was Rachael. She hadn't yet been to Nikki's new house in this new neighborhood since Nikki moved in a few months back. Sandee's heart was pounding, as she watched Nikki answer the door.
"Should I stand, or sit? Maybe I'll wait for her to approach me," a thousand other thoughts ran through Sandee's head. "Be calm, act natural."
Nikki cleared her throat, entering the room, causing Sandee to quickly stand. She turned around and saw her daughter for the first time since she gave birth to her. They stared at one another for what seemed like minutes.
Nikki spoke up, her arm around Rachael's waist, "Rachael, sweetie, this is Sandee."
Sandee couldn't speak for fear of crying. She gave a goofy smile, and mouthed a "hi."
"Hi," Rachael, eyes wide, transfixed on Sandee, smiled back.
The two were silent, staring at one another, softly smiling to each other's faces - almost hypnotized by what they were seeing.
Ted entered the living room, eating a sandwich, "Hey Rachael. Since we're not blood related, I guess it's ok if we get it on. Right?"
Rachael laughed awkwardly, Sandee couldn't help but smile, inwardly thanking Ted for diffusing the tension. His mother swatted at him.
"What? Just saying, it wouldn't be incest. That's stuff is nasty. Right mom?" Ted winked at his mother. Nikki gave him a look, silently telling him to shut up.
Sandee cleared her throat, still unable to look away from her daughter.
"I'm going to fix the rest of you sandwiches, since Ted only fixed one for himself," She jabbed him at his side, taking him into the kitchen with her.
Sandee and Rachael were alone in the living room.
They slowly approached one another. Sandee fighting tears and extending her hand to the shorter Rachael, "It's um, it's good to meet you."
Rachael smiled, her eyes slightly watery too, she nodded her head and shook her mother's hand.
"This is a really nice house your mom, I mean," Sandee shook her head, breaking her gaze on Rachael to look down, embarrassed.
"It's ok. She is my mom, I guess," Rachael smiled, taking another step toward Sandee.
"Right. A mom doesn't have to be blood related. I had a Chihuahua for many years and I was his mommy."
"Yeah," Rachael chuckled. Sandee took a step closer.




"I like your hair," Sandee said, noticing Rachael's dark red dye job.
"Thanks."
"Nikki said you've dyed it a lot."
"Mmhmm, blonde, then red. I'll probably go back to my natural brown at some point."
There was another pause, they studied each other's face. Sandee spoke up, "So, um, can I give you a hug? I'm sorry, I don't know how this works."
"No, it's fine, we're both figuring this out. Yes a hug would be great," Rachael said.
They approached one another, arms extended, then wrapping them around one another. Sandee closed her eyes, breathing in Rachael's scent - she smelled so good.
They ended their embrace; Sandee pushed Rachael's hair back behind her ear. "We do have the same ears," Sandee noted.
"Similar shaped eyes too, except mine are blue."
"Yes. You resemble your biological father," Sandee pointed out. She glanced at Rachael's lips, they weren't as full as Sandee's, but she opted not to compliment how pretty they were.
There was another awkward silence. "Care to sit?" Sandee suggested. Rachael nodded and they sat on the couch, waiting for sandwiches that were taking longer than expected to arrive.
Sandee glanced at Rachael's modest chest; her tits weren't as big as Sandee's medium sized orbs. Sandee also noticed what looked like a tattoo, creeping its way onto her chest, near her shoulder.
"Is that?" Sandee looked.
"Oh, yeah," Rachael covered up the tiny bit of flower tattoo that was showing. "Mom doesn't know. I mean," she stopped herself.
Sandee laughed. "When you say mom I know you're talking about Nikki. Feel free to keep calling her that. You don't have to call me anything. Sandee is just fine."
Rachael nodded.
"I'll keep the tattoo a secret too," Sandee winked at her.
Just then Nikki entered the living room carrying a plate of sandwiches with one hand, the other wiping something from her mouth. Ted was right behind her, zipping up his pants. They sat across from Sandee and Rachael.
Nikki brought all sorts of photo albums from Rachael's childhood. These were things Sandee didn't want to see until she met Rachael. They spent the next few hours looking at photos, talking about the stories behind them. From what Sandee could tell, Rachael had a great childhood - the only dark spot was her adoptive parents divorcing.
Nikki and Ted kept their shenanigans to a non-noticeable minimum. Sandee was afraid Diane wouldn't be able to do so. At dinner that evening, Sandee was a nervous wreck. Fortunately, Diane and Elliot behaved. Diane was sweet and friendly to her granddaughter.
Rachael was introduced to Valerie at dinner too. The nodded politely, Sandee picking up on something she made a mental note to ask Rachael about later.
After dinner, Nikki suggested they all walk on the nearby beach. "Please don't hold hands," Sandee thought of Diane and Elliot. "Please don't freak this sweet girl out."
Sandee didn't have anything to worry about. Elliot walked next to her; on her other side was Diane. Ted and Rachael were ahead of them, catching up, chatting about school. Nikki came up behind Sandee, pinching her ass through her dress.
"So, what do you think?" Nikki asked.
Sandee hung back to walk with Nikki. "I think she's beautiful," she whispered. "The most beautiful girl I've ever seen."
"I feel the same way. Thank you for letting us have her all these years," Nikki said. "I wished I had been a better mother during her teen years, but I tried."
"It's fine, Nikki," Sandee grabbed her hand. "You'll always be her mom. I'm just Sandee," she smiled at her new friend.
"Are you staying over tonight, after we hang out at Robin's?" Nikki asked.
"I'd like that," Sandee said, glancing at her daughter.
Sandee kept walking, watching Rachael ahead of her. She watched her hips sway, her hand push hair behind her ears. She listened to her voice while she chatted with Ted. After a few moments, Rachael looked over her shoulder a Sandee. Their met and they smiled at one another.
After their walk, Diane, Elliot, and Valerie hugged Rachael goodnight. Sandee breathed a sigh of relief for no incestuous displays from her side of the family. She and Rachael walked with Nikki and Ted to Robin's house a few houses down the street. Sandee glanced over her shoulder at her mother. Diane was walking into her home, removing her top, letting her big tits free.
"That's it; go get some of your son's cock. Thanks for waiting until after tonight's festivities," Sandee thought. She secretly worried that Dahlia and Darren, along with Nikki and Ted, might display similar behavior, but then again, that was Rachael's side of the family - perhaps not blood related, but all the family she's known since birth.
Sandee smiled, putting her arm around Rachael as they walked down the sidewalk, the starry night above them. "It's so cool that I knew your family before I knew you. It's a small world we live in. Your cousins, Dahlia and Darren, are some of my best friends."
"Yeah it is," Rachael said. She slowly guided her arm around Sandee's waist.
They shared smiles, walking along the sidewalk.
Chapter 5
Sandee breathed another sigh of relief when Rachael's adoptive family, Sandee's friends, didn't show any sign of questionable behavior. Dahlia and Darren seemed like normal mom and son - not like a couple. Robin was fine. Nikki and Ted were fine. It was a great evening.
"Mind if I stay the night at Nikki's?" Sandee asked Rachael.
"Sure, that'd be nice," she nodded.
Nikki showed Rachael where she could sleep, it just so happen to be the room Sandee's stuff was in, the room where Sandee and Nikki initiated sex before it ended in Nikki's bedroom.
"Is this ok? I figured you and Sandee could talk more before going to sleep," Nikki suggested.
"Yeah this is fine," Rachael said. Nikki smiled, opened her arms and gave her adopted daughter a hug. "Sleep well. I'm so glad you and her could meet."
"Me too. Night mom."
Rachael grabbed her bag, headed to the bathroom and changed into her pajamas. Sandee did the same thing while she was alone. They laughed when they saw their pajamas matched to some degree, both were wearing white tank tops and different colored pajama pants.
"Are you ok with sharing a bed? I can sleep in another room, if it's a problem," Sandee said, sitting on the edge of the bed.
"No, it's fine. I don't mind," Rachael sat on the other side.
"Nikki said you were a little shy, but you don't seem like it to me. Maybe a little quiet but not all that shy."
Rachael shrugged. "I guess being at college has caused me to open up a little more. Maybe I'm growing up or something."
The two women lay down next to one another, eyes to the ceiling. Several second passed and they simultaneously rolled to their sides, facing one another, smiling.
"So do you have a boyfriend?" Sandee asked. Rachael shook her head "no."
"Ah. A girlfriend?"
Rachael laughed, "No, no girlfriend either."
"Are you into girls? It's ok if you are. I mean, it's none of my business, I was just curious. But I would never think poorly of you," Sandee said.
Rachael shrugged, biting her bottom lip. "I think some are pretty, but that's about it."
"I see. Well I think you're pretty. You could have easily have a boy or girl if you wanted."
"Heh, thanks."
"Have you met Valerie before?" Sandee asked, recalling the mental note she made herself.
"Oh, uh, yeah. I used to work out in a gym near my old house; the one mom lived in before this one. I saw her there some. We didn't speak much. I guess I was too shy. I never expected she'd be my aunt," Rachael explained.
"Valerie is sweet once you get to know her. I know she's tall, and well, sexy, but there's no reason to be intimidated by her, or anyone in my family."
"My family too I guess."
"Yes!"
Sandee moved her hand to caress Rachael's face, stopping before it reach its designation, "May I?"
Rachael nodded. Sandee ran her hand slowly over Rachael cheek, the back of her fingers caressing her jaw line, her thumb grazing Rachael's lips. "I think you're beautiful."
In the low lit room Sandee was unable to see Rachael's blush. "I, I think you are too," Rachael replied.
Their eyes were locked on another for a few seconds, before Rachael said goodnight and rolled over. Sandee did the same, except she remained wide awake.
An hour later, Sandee was on her back, her hand down in her pants, rubbing her clit while Rachael snored softly next to her. Sandee was contemplating touching Rachael in her sleep, but decided against it. Frustrated she got out of bed and headed to Nikki's room.
She knocked on the door, knowing Nikki would be awake. "Who is it?" Nikki asked.
"It's me," Sandee said.
"Come in," Nikki called to her.
Nikki and Ted were both naked, cuddling, Nikki stroking his cock. They were keeping quiet.
"Hi, having trouble sleeping?" Nikki asked. Sandee crawled into bed on the other side of Ted, sighing heavily.
"Yeah," Sandee grabbed his cock from Nikki, and started sucking it.
"Well, what's bothering you?" Nikki asked. "Everything ok?"
Sandee popped Ted's cock out of her mouth. "I wanted to touch her. I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to, I don't know, just see where it went."
Nikki watched Sandee resuming sucking Ted's cock, Nikki's fingers combing through Sandee's hair. "Aww, I'm sorry. I don't know what to tell you or how to help. I supposed I could tell her about Ted and me, but I have no idea how she'd take it and I'd hate it if she ran off and left out of disgust while you're here."
"No, I don't want that either," Sandee said, licking Ted's cockhead.
"When is that Christmas party? Didn't Diane say something about it at dinner?"
"Oh yeah, that's right. One of my aunts in Atlanta is having one the day after tomorrow."
"You can take her with you," Nikki said. "Or were you planning on it?"
"Yeah, I was hoping to. Mom was the one I was worried about, Aunt Tiffanie is far, far tamer. So I have no concerns there," Sandee let out a moan sucking Ted's cock.
Nikki watched her for a few seconds, "You know you should move here. Even if you aren't involved in incest, you could still move here, and be close to Rachael."
"I'd love that," Sandee said.
"We all would."
The two mothers kissed once more, then both serviced Ted's cock, licking up each side, sucking his balls. Nikki let Sandee drink his semen, offering a nice late night snack to her new friend.
Sandee returned to her room a little later, to see moonlight trailing into the bedroom, shining on Rachael. She must've gotten hot. She had kicked off the covers and was lying on her stomach.
Sandee stood there watching her for a moment. "Rachael," she said in normal volume. "Rachael?" There was no movement or response.
Sandee inched closer, listening to the sound of Rachael breathing heavily in her sleep.
"Just a peek," Sandee whispered, standing over Rachael.
She carefully and slowly, pulled Rachael's pajama pants down, exposing her bare ass. "There we go."
Sandee was still for a few seconds, looking at Rachael's ass cheeks. They were small, toned, not hugely muscular. "Beautiful," Sandee whispered, leaning down to breathe in Rachael's scent.
She stuck out her tongue, wanting to lick it, but stopped herself. "No, this was enough," Sandee whispered, pulling her daughter's pants back up. Sandee climbed into bed, lying awake for another hour, casually rubbing her clit.
Rachael stirred, shivering, cold again. "Hey," Sandee woke her up. "Let me hold you, keep you warm."
In her half-awake state, Rachael nodded and snuggled into Sandee's open arm. Her head landed on Sandee's breast. Rachael quickly moved it.
"It's ok. They're pillows, it's fine, rest," Sandee said. Rachael lay back down, her head once again on Sandee's boob.
Sandee trailed her hand up and down Rachael's back, kissing her head a few times. A few moments later, she felt her daughter's hand on her flat tummy, slowly rubbing it, then stopping, resting there.
"Please go lower," Sandee thought. "Please slide your hand into my pants." But Rachael was still, her slow breathing patterns resuming. She was asleep again.
Sandee laughed at herself, thinking how great it'd be to have a gorgeous young woman as her lover. "Oh well," Sandee thought one last time, calming herself down, drifting off to sleep.
Chapter 6
The next two days were more of the same. Large gatherings, both Rachael's biological and adopted families hung out, ate and were merry for the holiday season. The ladies went shopping, dragging their sons along, much to their dismay. The sons were rewarded wonderfully for it later that night of course.
At night Sandee slept in bed with Rachael again. They talked more and more, snuggled, holding one another while doing so before going to sleep. Sandee loved her. She wanted to tell this girl, but decided against it.
Sandee was a little concerned when she found the Christmas party her aunt was throwing was girls only. Diane calmed Sandee down, reminding her that her Aunt Tiffanie wasn't as wild as Diane, and that Sandee had nothing to be afraid of. She took the precaution of prepping Rachael, saying it was girls only, joking that there may be a male stripper, thinking the worst. Rachael laughed, not concerned.
On the way to Atlanta for their overnight stay, Sandee, Rachael and Valerie sat in the back seat. Sandee listened to Valerie and her niece chat. Valerie said she thought Rachael looked familiar from the gym. Valerie said she didn't go there anymore, opting to do her fitness regimen at home. Valerie asked if Rachael kept up with it too, Rachael said she didn't. Sandee was happy to hear Valerie suggesting they exercise together when Rachael is home from college. Sadness panged Sandee's heart - she'd be back in Los Angeles then, away from her daughter.
When they arrived at Aunt Tiffanie's, things were going great for the first 15 minutes, but then an absolute nightmare reared its ugly head, embarrassing Sandee.
The nightmare just so happened to be an extremely attractive, muscular man named Ulysses. That wasn't the problem so much as he was completely naked.
"This is mine," Tiffanie said, running her hand over Ulysses' chest. "This is mine too," she added, grabbing his cock. "I am sharing him with you all tonight. He'll be in my bedroom. Who wants him first?"
"Me!" Diane immediately spoke, making her way toward the man, grabbing his cock, pulling him to Tiffanie's bedroom. Sandee shook her head, rubbing her temples.
"I'm so sorry," she whispered to Rachael. "Aunt Tiffanie is usually really tame and boring."
Rachael, blushing, smiled nervously. "It's fine, Sandee."
Sandee grabbed Rachael's hand, patting it a few times, then decided to hold it. Rachael held it back, running her thumb over it.
One-by-one the women at the party took turns with Ulysses, all except Sandee and Rachael. "Are you going to have a turn? He's great!" Diane said.
"Oh, no, I'm fine mom," Sandee said.
"What about you Rachael? Want to go up there? He says he cleans off after each lady has a turn. Go on up there, it'll be fun!" Diane suggested to her granddaughter, embarrassing Sandee even more.
"Mom, please," Sandee shook her head.
"Oh don't be silly, Sandee, we're all adults here. Why don't you and Rachael both go up there? It'll be great mother-daughter bonding!"
Sandee glanced to Rachael, she smiled back nervously. Sandee shrugged, "Do you want to?"
"I don't know, maybe," Rachael said.
"We can just go talk to him, we don't have to do anything," Sandee said. "Or we can just sit here, it's fine with me either way."
"I guess. I guess we could go up there."
"Ok, let's go then. We'll just talk to him or something," Sandee said, leading her daughter by the hand.
Ulysses was texting on his phone, naked, when Sandee and Rachael entered. "Oh hey, what's up?" he casually asked, setting his phone aside.
"Hi," Sandee said, her and Rachael almost giggling.
"I cleaned off if you want to - "
"I know, my mom told me."
"Alright, well who's first?" Ulysses asked.
The two ladies sat near the foot of the bed. "I think we're just going to chat a little," Sandee said, glancing at Rachael, her eyes were focused on his erect cock.
"Oh sure, no biggie. We don't have to do anything. Tiffanie wanted me to come by," Ulysses said.
"Yeah what's the deal with that? She's normally very tame," Sandee said.
"I don't know. I think she's got a wild streak and wants to show off."
"Are you and her an item?"
Ulysses shrugged, "I think we're just sleeping together, not really a couple per say. I've enjoyed spending time with her. Anyway, you all seem like great people. I feel sorta foolish, but I'm happy to provide some entertainment I guess."
"Hmm, ok." Sandee glanced at Rachael again, her eyes hadn't stopped staring at his cock.
"Um, Rachael?" Sandee asked.
"Hmm?" she turned to her mother.
"If you want to have some fun, I'll leave, it's totally fine," Sandee said. "Like my mom said, we're all adults here."
"Mmhmm," Rachael nodded, looking once again at Ulysses.
"Ok, so I'll leave - "
"No! I mean, you don't have to," Rachael stopped Sandee from standing.
"Alright, well," Sandee got an idea. "Mind if I have a little fun?"
"Fun?"
"Mmhmm. He's quite nice," Sandee leaned in close to Rachael. "You can watch or join me."
"Uh, sure," Rachael gulped.
"My, my, aren't you impressive. I can see why Tiffanie likes you," Sandee said taking a seat next to Ulysses on the bed. She slowly stroked his cock, her other hand gliding over his six pack abs. She glanced at Rachael; her eyes were fixated on Ulysses and her mother.
Sandee went for it, leaning down, taking Ulysses in her mouth, moaning loudly as she sucked him, never taking her eyes off Rachael. "Mmmm, good."
Hoping her plan would work, she licked his cockhead, "Such a nice dick too."
Rachael's mouth hung open, watching Sandee work. "Mmm, mmm, yeah," Sandee said in between her long licks and sucks.
"So yummy," she said, popping his cock out of her mouth. Sandee sat up, taking her shirt off, unhooking her bra, eyes on Rachael. She resumed sucking away at Ulysses.
"Wow," Rachael whispered, watching her mother suck dick.
"This is so, so good, Rachael," Sandee said. "Will you join me?"
Rachael shrugged, blushing once more. "It's ok, sweetie. Come suck this cock with mommy," Sandee said, popping the cockhead out of her mouth.
That did it. Sandee's plan. Rachael lunged at Ulysses, grabbing his cock, sucking hungrily at it, staring into her mother's eyes.
"That's it, that's it, take it," Sandee said, holding Rachael's hair for her. "Suck that cock, sweetie. Mommy likes what she sees."
Rachael moaned, her head slamming up and down on Ulysses. Sandee paused her, leaning down, licking Rachael's saliva off his cock. "Mmmm," Sandee moaned licking her lips. "We're having fun, aren't we?"
"Mmhmm," Rachael said; a mouth full of dick.
Sandee waited and watched a few more minutes, cheering and urging her daughter on. When she thought the time was right, Sandee stopped Rachael, guiding her off the bed. "Let's get naked!" Sandee winked at her, assisting her with removing her top.
"Sandee, I don't know - " Rachael said, her clothes having been stripped from her.
"Shhhh, we're bonding. We're having fun. Now let's fuck him," Sandee took Rachael by the hand. "Nice tits by the way."
"Thanks," Rachael said, blushing even more.
She guided her daughter to straddle Ulysses, taking a seat on his thighs behind her. "Let's get his cock inside you," Sandee said.
Sandee grabbed Ulysses' dick by the base and slowly guided into the Rachael, listening to her moan as he entered her. "There we go, all in now."
Sandee rubbed Rachael's shoulders from behind, "Good. Now grind against him, grind your clit against him," she whispered in her ear.



Rachael whimpered and quietly moaned as she rolled her hips against Ulysses. "That's it, baby, that's it," Sandee whispered.
Sandee got bold next. She kissed along her daughter's neck and shoulders; "Keep going baby, keep going. I want you to cum for me."
Rachael arched her back, leaning against her mother. "Yes, yes," she whispered.
Sandee's hands reached around Rachael's stomach, slowly traveling up to her breasts, cupping them gently. "Mmmm, yes, cum for mommy."
"Ahh," Rachael cried out once more, Sandee tweaking her nipples. "Yesssss."
"Good girl, good girl, now cum," Sandee said, holding her daughter tightly, feeling her tense up, her body shake with orgasmic bliss. "Yes!"
"Ahh, Sandee!" Rachael called out to her mother.
Sandee leaned back further, allowing Rachael to do the same. Sandee was looking into her daughter's face. She took another risk and kissed her, hard. Rachael kissed back. They moaned into each other's mouth. "This is working!" Sandee thought.
"I love you," Sandee said, ending the kiss.
"Sandee, I," Rachael said out of breath.
"You don't have to say it back," Sandee smiled. "My turn."
Sandee pulled her daughter off of Ulysses. He reached for his phone. "No sir!" Sandee jokingly scolded him. "I'm going now and she is sitting on your face."
"Sorry," Ulysses chuckled, watching the women organize themselves.
Sandee guided him in quickly, assisting Rachael in the process. "Face me," she said.
"Are you sure?" Rachael asked.
"I want us to cum together."
A few minutes later, Sandee was grinding back and forth on Ulysses' cock, Rachael on his mouth. They were holding hands, staring into each other's face.
"You're beautiful, Rachael. You really are," Sandee said, huffing and puffing as they worked.
"So are you, Sandee," Rachael said. "I was blown away by you the other day. My heart was fluttering when I first saw you, I, I don't know what that means!"
Sandee bit her bottom lip, watching Rachael's tits jiggle. "I'm bi-sexual. I like girls too. And I think you are the most beautiful girl I've ever seen."
"Sandee, I, I, I'm cu-cumming!"
"Me too!" Sandee cried out, grabbing her daughter's face, kissing her harder than before, their orgasms washing over them.
A moment later, they were still kissing, their legs numb, and their spines tingling. Sandee broke the kiss, leaving a trail of saliva between her and Rachael's mouth.
"Sandee, I don't think this is a good idea," Rachael said, catching her breath. "I just got too horny and - "
"It's ok," Sandee caressed her face. "We can be like this if you want. We can be everything. Your mom won't mind. Nikki won't mind either," Sandee winked at Rachael, causing her laugh.
"Let's get dressed. We'll talk later," Sandee said, climbing off Ulysses with her daughter.
"See ya later!" Ulysses smiled and waved.
"What's your phone number? In case Rachael and I are ever in Atlanta again," Sandee said, ignoring the fact she lived in Los Angeles.
"Here you go. Don't tell your aunt, she's pretty hardcore about things," Ulysses said, sending a text to Sandee's phone so she'd have his number. "It was nice meeting you two."
She grabbed Rachael's hand and headed back to the group of ladies downstairs.
Chapter 7
On the way back to the hotel Tiffanie made her family stay at so she could loudly have sex with Ulysses all night, Sandee and Rachael were quietly holding one another in the back of the car. The rest of their family busily chatting amongst themselves.
Sandee whispered in Rachael's ear, "Sorry about earlier. I'm a very sexually open person. But I meant what I said."
"What do you mean?" Rachael turned to face her mother, whispering back.
"I mean, I'd love it if you and I could be everything together."
"Sandee, it's wrong, we were wrong to be like that tonight. I just saw him, and you were incredible, and wow."
"I know. But maybe, just maybe, you take after me - you love sex. Am I right?"
Rachael shrugged, "I've only been with one person, before Ulysses."
"And?"
"It was insane and amazing."
Continuing their whispers, "I can be that too." Sandee kissed her cheek.
"But, you're my mother. I mean I know I just met you, but still."
"What did you think when you first saw me the other day?"
"I can't explain it. It was beyond thinking you were goregeous," Rachael answered.
"I felt something similar. I tried not to cry too."
"Same here," Rachael smiled softly.
"I can show you love like you've never experienced before. Please?" Sandee asked, giving Rachael a peck on the lips.
"I don't know," she shook her head.
"Think about it. Think about being with a woman."
"You're more than just a woman, you're my mother."
"I know. That makes it all the more beautiful," Sandee paused, staring into Rachael's eyes.
They arrived at the hotel. Rachael, Sandee, and Valerie had a room to themselves. Rachael found herself, looking into Sandee's face, inches away from her own in their bed. Valerie had just turned out the light, saying goodnight, and mother and daughter could barely make out each other's eyes.
Sandee didn't speak; she instead caressed Rachael's face again. Her hand traveled down her body, over her petite frame, her waist and hips.
"Let me touch you, please?" Sandee whispered.
"But, Valerie," Rachael looked over to the other bed.
"Shhh, please?"
Rachael sighed, and slowly nodded her head. Sandee rose to her elbow, pushing Rachael onto her back.
"This is crazy," Rachael said.
"I know. Isn't it wonderful?" Sandee smiled, her hand trailing over Rachael's stomach, heading south toward her pajama pants.
"Sandee," Rachael whispered, feeling this woman's hand slide into her underwear.
"So wet," Sandee said, her fingers sliding up and down Rachael's pussy lips. "Mmmm"
Sandee's index and middle fingers dipped into Rachael, curling upward, eliciting a moan out of her daughter.
"You feel so good," Sandee whispered, kissing Rachael's lips again.
"S-Sandee," Rachael whispered back.
"Yes?"
"Please," she answered.
"You want me to stop?" Sandee asked.
"No! Please don't," Rachael replied
Sandee kissed her again, her fingers sliding in and out her, their mouths joined together. Sandee moaned into Rachael's mouth, her fingers furiously fucking Rachael now.
"Let me feel you cum again," Sandee broke the kiss. "Please?"
"Ahh, this is, this is, ohh yes," Rachael whispered into her mother's face.
She bit her bottom lip, arched her back, and gripped the pillow, bringing it over her face to silence herself when the orgasm came over her. Sandee grinned watching the girl cum on her fingers. When she settled down, Sandee pulled them out of Rachael, licking and sucking them clean. "Yummy!" she thought.
Sandee kissed her cheek once again and rolled over to go to sleep. Rachael lay there wide awake, unsure of what was happening with this women; her mother whom she just met. Thinking about what to say or how to act around her in the morning, or about what would happen back in Charleston, Rachael only knew she liked this.
*
The trip home was quiet again. Mother and daughter napped some of the way, cuddling in the back seat. They dropped Valerie off and headed back to the wonderful, incestuous neighborhood. Dahlia and Darren came over to Diane's for a big late lunch.
Sandee and Rachael didn't talk about the previous day; they didn't talk much at all. Hugs and long embraces, snuggling on the couch was what they mostly did. They acted like a couple, something Sandee was afraid her mother and brother, Dahlia and Darren, and Nikki and Ted would do, scaring or freaking out young Rachael. Here they were, on Diane's couch, holding hands, cuddling.
"So the house next door is empty," Diane said, sipping some sweet tea in the recliner. Elliot had poured her a refill. "I was thinking you two could move in, maybe ol' Val could too."
"Mom, I'm not sure, I'd love that though," Sandee said.
"Well it's something to think about. You'd be close to your daughter. There are people moving in all the time - parents, kids, siblings, cousins."
"I wish I knew of this place earlier. I could've been working on Elliot. I mean he's not my son, but incest is a huge fantasy for me. I know you aren't into women, Mom, but seeing those big juicy titties of yours makes me want to suck all over them!"
Diane laughed, "I don't think I've ever experienced a woman." She paused looking to the ceiling, recalling memories. "No, I haven't. But who knows! Maybe we can have fun one day."
Diane hugged Sandee, kissing her daughter on the cheek. "Go show Rachael around that house."
After dinner, Dahlia and Darren headed back to Robin's house, Diane and Elliot excused themselves leaving Sandee and Rachael alone.
"I need to show you something," Sandee said, standing pulling Rachael along.
They crept down the hallway toward Diane's room. "This is what's going on in this house, my family, your family," Sandee quietly cracked the bedroom door. "Have a look."
Rachael's eyes widened with shock. She was watching Elliot fuck Diane from behind, occasionally slapping her ass.
"Follow me," Sandee whispered, grabbing Rachael's hand. They left the house, walking a few houses down the street toward Robin's.
Robin was sitting on the front porch enjoying tea of our own with another relative. "Hi Rachael," she smiled.
"Is Daisy awake?" Sandee asked.
"I think they just put her to bed," Robin answered. "But go on inside if you like."
"We'll be quiet," Sandee led Rachael into the house.
The found the guest room Daisy's unpacked crib was in. "Come on," Sandee tip toed into the toddler's room.
"She's so cute isn't she?" Sandee asked.
"Yeah," Rachael agreed, looking into the crib.
"Who do you think she looks like?"
"Kinda like Darren."
"Yeah I agree. She looks like her father," Sandee said, stepping away from the crib, leaving the room.
"Wait, you mean,"
"Follow me," Sandee interrupted her. She headed towards a closed door, opened it and walked right in.
Rachael caught up and looked in the door. She saw Sandee approach a bed. On the bed Dahlia was straddling her son, Darren. Sandee smiled at them, leaning in, kissing Darren passionately, and then grabbed one of Dahlia's breasts, sucking hard for a few seconds. Sandee waved goodnight to the lovers, and wiped Dahlia's milk off her mouth.
"That's why she's still lactating," Sandee explained, to a shocked Rachael. "Darren and I suck her tits so much, they have to keep producing milk!" Sandee chuckled.
"I had no idea you were that close to them," Rachael said. "Or they were, um, together."
"One more time, follow me," Sandee winked.
They said goodnight to Robin on the front porch and continued walking on the sidewalk to another house - this one belonging to Rachael's non-biological mom and brother. Nikki was waiting for them on the front porch.
"Hi. Ready?" Nikki asked Rachael.
"For what?" Rachael asked.
"I'll wait here," Sandee said, sitting on the porch.
Fifteen minutes later, Rachael and Nikki exited the home. "This week has been pretty crazy for you, hasn't it sweetie?" Nikki asked, her arm around Rachael.
"You met your birth mother, and now you've found out your adopted mom and brother are sleeping together," Nikki said.
Rachael sat next to Sandee, mouth agape staring off into space, as Nikki explained. "I told her everything. I told her how Ted and I became lovers. I even showed her our bedroom. I think the whips and chains freaked her out. I suggested you and her move in with us, or the empty house next to Diane's. Either way it'd be great if you both lived in this neighborhood. Anyway, goodnight you two!" Nikki headed inside.
"See? That's what this place is about. This is what goes on here. I know it's a lot to handle, but," Sandee shrugged, "think about it?"
Rachael was silent for a few minutes.
She stared to speak but stopped herself.
"What is it?" Sandee asked, pushing Rachael's hair behind the nearest ear.
"What if I want to get married, or have a baby, or," she trailed off.
"You still can. You can meet a nice guy and get married if you want," Sandee said.
"What if I move in here and I don't want to leave? What if I want to be here forever with you? I'd miss out on all that stuff."
"That's your choice, but I'd always be here. I'd always be here if you want to visit. And we don't have to be lovers, we don't have to make love to one another, but I'm here for that too."
"What if we do that and I no longer want all those normal things like a husband or a baby?" Rachael asked, still staring forward.
"That's fine too. None of this is normal. But it is beautiful. I've only been here several days and I'm overwhelmed by the love here."
"I'm just afraid I'll get lost in it and never want to leave."
"Don't be afraid, please?"
"I've never felt this way about a woman before."
Sandee tipped Rachael's chin, turning her face to her own, "That's fine. But do you love me?"
"I, I think so. You're wonderful," Rachael answered.
"Then just go with it," Sandee said.
Rachael turned, looking out toward the road again. She was silent for a few minutes, and then finally spoke up. "You said that house next to Diane's is vacant. Can we go look at it?"
Chapter 8
The house was just like the others they had been in on the street; huge, many rooms, brand new. Sandee and Rachael wandered around, moving from empty room to empty room. Diane had given them the key and told them it was paid for, just like all the other houses in the neighborhood.
"What do you think?" Sandee asked Rachael.
She looked around the huge main living room. "It's incredible."
"Maybe you could take time off of school and move in? Maybe I could move in. Or not. You can finish school first," Sandee said. "It's your life."
"Something tells me my mom, Nikki that is, wouldn't care if I quit school. I feel like her and Ted are too busy with each other."
"Yes. You know, we could put a stripper pole over here in the corner," Sandee said. "I could do some dances for you, or Ted, or Darren, or who knows!"
"Hah, yeah."
"I'm sure any of the guys living in this neighborhood would provide you with a penis, should you desire one. Or, I could use a strap-on."
Rachael shrugged, her eyes to her feet, "Maybe. This is just so much to take in right now."
Sandee watched her head toward the back of the house, looking out the back deck at the swimming pool. Sandee undressed.
A moment later, Rachael felt a hand slide around her waist, pulling her back against her mother. Sandee peppered Rachael's neck with kisses.
Rachael's eyes fluttered shut, her hand went to her mother's. "Sandee, please,"
"Shh, let me make you cum again, let me make love to you," Sandee said, kissing her more and more, turning her around, grabbing her face, lightly kissing her lips.
Their eyes closed, Sandee's tongue parted Rachael's lips, sliding inside her mouth causing them to moan together. Sandee was fiddling with Rachael's pants as they kissed, unbuttoning them, and unzipping them, her hand going inside them. Her fingers found Rachael's pussy once more, curling inside her, sliding in and out.
"Together," Sandee said, breaking the kiss, guiding Rachael's hand to Sandee's own pussy. "Right here. Rub me."
Rachael did as instructed, the two women locking eyes on one another. "Just like that, right there, up and down against me. Then when you're ready, insert those fingers."
"Uh huh," Rachael nodded, wincing with pleasure from what Sandee was doing to her.
"Good, very good," Sandee breathed in Rachael's face. "Yes baby, yes. I know this is fast, this is crazy, but I love it!"
"Ahh, Sandee!" Rachael cried out.
"Yes!" Sandee cried in return. "Almost there, keep going!"
"I will!" Rachael promised. She kept working her fingers inside Sandee, just like Sandee was doing to her.
"Yes! Yes!" Sandee was dripping juices onto Rachael's hand; she could feel Rachael doing the same.
Then they stopped, their fingers deep inside the other, staring into one another eye's, climaxing. Their mouths open, exhaling, panting on each other's face. Their legs gave out and Sandee pulled Rachael to the carpeted floor.
They rolled around several times, trading the top position, kissing each other hungrily. When Rachael ended up on top, Sandee sat up, pulling Rachael's shirt over her head and grabbed her breasts, kissing and sucking the nipples. Rachael closed her eyes, running her hands through her mother's hair.
Sandee guided Rachael to her back, and tugged at her shorts, pulling them past her knees and throwing them, along with her panties, across the room.
Sandee pulled Rachael's hips upward toward her mouth, diving in, she licked and slathered all over Rachael's pussy. Rachael reached behind her, gripping the carpet, letting Sandee eat her out.
"So good," Sandee grunted, her mouth covered with saliva and pussy juices. She set Rachael down and climbed on top.
"Do to me what I did to you. Eat me out, drink my nectar," Sandee instructed.
Rachael moaned, just as Sandee's ass lowered itself on Rachael's face. "Oh wow," she couldn't believe this was happening.
Sandee's tongue found her way back into Rachael, sliding all around inside. Rachael was hesitant at first, but as soon as Sandee got to work, she eagerly imitated what Sandee was doing, eating her pussy out.
Rachael, getting bolder, squeezed Sandee's ass, pulling the cheeks apart, burying her tongue further inside.
Sandee was licking and sucking Rachael's clit while finger fucking her with her free hand.
Suddenly Sandee rolled over, Rachael was on top now. Sandee spread Rachael's ass apart, licking all over her puckered hole before penetrating her with her tongue again.
Rachael arched her back, "Sandee!"
"Keep eating me, we're almost there again!"
They kept going, there in that empty house. Licking, sucking, and kissing all over each other's pussies at the same time. They built a mutual orgasm and when it coursed through their bodies, both women came with the force of a tidal wave. Their sweet pussy nectar squirting into each other's mouths, their spasming pussies, and shaking thighs, caused them to fill the house with echoes of passion.
Sandee rolled Rachael off her, out of breath, a smile on her face.
She rose to her elbows when she'd caught her breath. Sandee pulled Rachael up, their arms around each other, and left the house, forgetting to put clothes on. Their weak legs carried them next door to Diane's.
Diane was in the kitchen, drinking some water when she watched her naked daughter and granddaughter walk by her.
"Mom, I think we'll take it. I think we'll move in to that house. Goodnight," Sandee took Rachael to the bedroom, sitting her on the bed.
They weren't done. Joining pussies together, grinding against each other, they came again, and again and again. Hours passed, their sweaty, exhausted bodies, scissoring together, bouncing up and down.
"Oh fuck!" Sandee collapsed on the bed. Rachael climbed on top of her, kissing her, before settling into her arms.
They were quiet, catching their breath, Sandee playing with Rachael's hair.
"Sandee," Rachael spoke up.
"Yes sweetie?"
"I love you."
"I love you too," Sandee kissed Rachael's head.
"I do want to be here forever with you, one big happy family."
"Good. I have a lot of packing to do in LA. You can come with me and help. Then I'll be settled in here with you," Sandee said.
"I'd love that."
"Don't worry about a thing. Your mom is ok with this."
"You mean Nikki?"
"Yes," Sandee chuckled.
"I think I'll call you mom too. Is that ok?" Rachael asked, kissing Sandee's nipple.
"Of course!" Sandee kissed Rachael's head again.



Sleep found them a few minutes later.
*
It was New Year's Eve. Rachael was tied up, bound, hanging from the chains in Nikki's bedroom.
The past several days were spent in bed. Rachael and her mother going at it like wild animals all day and night. Diane would bring by breakfast or lunch for them in bed, the two lovers would join the family for dinner. They went out with Dahlia and Darren on a double date one evening, each couple retiring to their respective rooms.
Other than that, and celebrating a huge Christmas with everyone, Sandee and her daughter were naked in each other's arms.
Nikki cracked a whip against Rachael's back.
"Sorry! I couldn't resist. You look so helpless hanging there like that," Nikki said, sitting the whip down, approaching Rachael.
"Now then, Ted and I are going out tonight. There's an orgy next door at Robin's, so we'll be there all night. So you and Sandee enjoy yourselves here. Use any equipment you can find, it's all been cleaned," Nikki explained, standing in front of Rachael.
"Ok mom," she smiled, thinking about the night ahead of her.
"You know, sweetie, I tried to be a great mother to you, but should you ever feel the need to tie me up and whip me, or dominate me as punishment for anything I've done over the years, feel free," Nikki said. Then she kissed Rachael hard on the mouth. "Enjoy your night."
Rachael grimaced with pain after several more whip lashes landed on her back. "Goodnight!" Nikki left her alone.
Rachael waited for Sandee to arrive. She said she had a surprise for her. Finally she did. Walking into the room standing in front of her hanging and tied daughter.
Her eyes opened in shock when she saw a massive, long, thick, strap-on dangling between Sandee's legs.
"I can be everything to you. Remember? You want a big cock in your pussy? I got you covered," Sandee smiled, kissing Rachael.
Sandee put her hands on her hips, grinning devilishly at Rachael. "Are you ready?"
Sandee grabbed Rachael's face kissing her, "Good. Mommy has been looking forward to this all day. Happy New Year!"
Epilogue - A month later
Sandee moaned, loving the feeling of Darren sucking on her tits. She rolled off him, looking over toward the bathroom of their Atlanta hotel room.
"You coming out sweetie?" she called to Rachael.
"Yep," Rachael appeared, naked, and climbed into bed with Sandee and Darren.
"Alright, well let's get this started," Darren grumbled.
"Geez, don't sound so enthusiastic," Sandee rolled her eyes. "You're going to be getting not one, but two, ladies pregnant tonight - hopefully."
"I know, I just hope mom is ok," Darren stated.
Sandee got off Darren, walked toward the door that connected the hotel room next door and peeped in on Dahlia straddling Ulysses. His cock was balls deep inside her. He was running his hand over her stomach.
"Are you sure I can stay all night? I don't want to interrupt anything," Ulysses asked, looking behind Dahlia to Sandee standing in the doorway.
"Ahhh, y-yes," Dahlia closed her eyes, moaning. "All night. Here."
Sandee smiled and shrugged, seeing her friend in good hands, making her way back to Darren.
"Alright then," Ulysses sat up in bed, grabbing a breast, squeezing it gently. Milk squirted out of it onto his face.
"Sorry," Dahlia said, embarrassed.
Ulysses laughed, "Don't be." He wiped his cheek clean. "I'm going to suck these dry."
He opened his mouth wide, closing it on her breast, nursing from her, lightly thrusting upward.
An hour later in Sandee's hotel room, right next door, Darren was on top of her, "Yes! Yes! Harder! Fill my pussy with your cum!" she screamed.
"Ahh shit!" Darren cried out, arching has back, mating with Sandee. His cock erupted filling her womb. Rachael watched, playing with her clit, waiting for her turn.
"Rest up. Then it's Rachael's turn," Sandee said.
Thirty minutes later, Rachael and Sandee were kissing, waiting for Darren to be ready again.
"Rachael," Darren spoke up. "I'm ready."
Another hour passed, Darren was ready to cum again, this time in Rachael. "That's it!" Sandee slapped his ass while he worked. "Fill her pussy!"
"Ahh, mom!" Rachael was cumming along with Darren.
He grit his teeth, slammed his fist on the bed, and ejaculated hard in Rachael.
"Rest up, I'm next," Sandee said.
"I, I don't think I can," Darren said, rolling off Rachael.
"You better. You have a long night ahead of you," She grinned.
It was approaching dawn, Dahlia was exhausted. Ulysses was covered in milk, some of it dry. "Ohhh yes," she whispered, cumming again. She slid off Ulysses, her tits to his cock and sucked him while her breasts enveloped his shaft.
Ulysses moaned, finally cumming, filling Dahlia's mouth.
Next door, Darren collapsed in between Sandee and Rachael. He could barely feel his cock, it was so numb. He rolled to his back looking at the red member.
He started laughing.
"What's so funny?" Sandee asked.
"I told Nikki I'd take her out when we got back to Charleston. There's no way I can fuck her with my guy like this - at least not for a few days."
"Aren't you glad you and your mom moved to that neighborhood?" Sandee grinned.
"Yes, it's worth it."
Shortly after dawn, a nude Dahlia hugged Ulysses goodbye, thanking him for a nice night. When she entered the hotel room next door, she made her way to the shower. Three people were already in there - Darren, Rachael, and Sandee, all kissing one another, hands roaming.
Dahlia joined in, creating a quadruple kiss. Their moans echoed off the bathroom as they kissed, caressed and loved one another. One big happy family.
Inside Sandee's and her daughter, Rachael's wombs, eggs were being fertilized.
The end.
**Sandee will appear one last time after this. It'll be in Former Playmates Pt 10. Rachael will be with her.***
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Chapter 1


"Mmm, damn woman, that feels good," Amy said, lying topless on her tummy in her bedroom. Her best friend, Monica was sitting on Amy's butt, covered by boxer shorts, massaging her back.
"Glad you like it. I picked up a few tips over the years," Monica said, enjoying her last night visiting Amy in Miami before her drive back to Tampa tomorrow.
"Mmm," Amy moaned. "Monica? Can I tell you a secret?"
"Of course!"
Amy started to move, Monica getting off her butt, lying in the bed next to her. Amy smiled, grabbed a t-shirt, putting it on then curling up next to her friend.
"I think I want another baby," The 37-year-old said.
"Oh? I see. Hmm, you still could at your age," Monica said. "The only issue is your career."
"I know," Amy bit her bottom lip. "But, I know for a fact some models still work when they're pregnant."
"True. They have pregnancy sportswear and stuff. I'm sure you could still find work."
Amy and Monica met when Amy was 21, Monica was 26. They were booked for the same modeling job, and became fast friends.
Both have wild, curly manes of blonde hair -- Monica's a darker shade, occasionally light-brown when she dyes it. Both have similar senses of humor, both are mothers, and both love their careers as fitness models. The only differences are their height and eyes. Amy is five feet tall, blue eyes, several inches shorter than green-eyed Monica.
"Think I should do it?" Amy asked.
"Yes, I think it'd be great," Monica answered. "You thinking of using a donor?"
Amy paused, sitting up in bed, shaking her head of curly blonde hair. "Nope."
Monica was confused.
"The uh, old fashion way."
"Oh, I see. But, I mean, you're single and -- "
"I know!" Amy shrugged. "I guess I need to find someone."
"Are you ready for that?"
"I think so."
"Are you sure? It's been, what, almost a decade since -- "
"Marty passed away," Amy nodded referring to her late husband.
"I know this sounds silly, but do you think he'd be ok with it?"
Amy shrugged, "I'm not married anymore. I fulfilled our vows, our oath to one another. I wouldn't be cheating, or hurting anyone."
"That's true. If he's looking down on you, or listening, I think he'd say 'Yeah go for it! I'm up here, in paradise; I don't care what you do down there!'" Monica said. The two women giggled.
"I guess you're right!"
"The only other concern is the actual mechanics of it. Are you ready to have a man other than Marty penetrate you? Heck, even get you pregnant?" Monica asked.
Amy took a deep breath and nodded. "I think I can! Yes!"
"Like I said you wouldn't be hurting him. I don't think people in Heaven even look down at Earth. They are in such a far better place," Monica said.
"You're so sweet," Amy caressed her friend's face.
Amy got off the bed, walking over to a laptop then brought it back to her bed. Opening it up, waking it, she opened her web browser.
"Don't judge me!" She told Monica.
"I'm not, but what are you going to show me?"
Amy sighed, "What I've been looking at on occasion."
"Uh oh," Monica feigned concern.
Amy was opening new tabs and selecting a bookmarked website. She did this several times until several tabs were open, loading a website. Monica's eyes widened as the current tab displayed a website with black men, naked, posing in various positions.
"Wow. So this?" Monica asked.
"Yep," Amy nodded. "These too," Amy clicked on the other open tabs, each one containing a bookmarked website featuring naked black men, close-ups of their cocks and finally, one that Amy loved most, a site showing black men and white women having sex.
"Oh my," Monica held her hand to her mouth. Amy scrolled down, an assortment of pictures, animated gifs, videos were displaying. All featured white women sucking or riding black men's cock.
"I don't look all the time, but," Amy shrugged. "It's kinda hot, right?"
Monica nodded slowly, her eyes fixated on a looping animated gif of a white women licking all around a large cockhead.
"Hey! You there?" Amy joked, causing Monica to exit her trance.
"Yes! Why exactly are you looking at this?"
"Well, besides the fact, I've been getting hornier as time moved on, there's also a guy at the gym. I think I may have a crush on him. I don't know!" Amy laughed.
"So he's black?"
"He is."
"You want to date a black guy?"
"Well, not really. I mean, I guess. I don't want to ever get married again, but I do want a baby. I do think I'm ready for sex again, and I gotta admit," Amy looked at the gif on her monitor. "That does look delicious!"
Monica nodded again, her eyes drawn to the long cock that was being serviced by the white girl.
"Hey!" Amy snapped her fingers.
"Sorry. Yes, I think you could date and uh," Monica had trouble talking.
"Kill two birds with one stone? Get laid and get pregnant," Amy completed her friend's thought for her.
"Mmhmm," Monica nodded.
"Sweetie, do you want me to leave so you can be alone for a bit? Just search for interracial gifs or big black cock -- it's so easy to find," Amy teased Monica.
Monica shook her head and chuckled, "No, no it's fine. Let's get ready for bed."
Amy shut the laptop down, putting it back in the corner, and got in bed with Monica. The two friends cuddled; the taller one's arm around the shorter.
"So what's your plan?" Monica asked.
"I'm going to talk to that guy. Just see where it goes," Amy rose on her elbows. "I've been fantasizing about it. You know, dating black men. I thought maybe I could date around and pick three finalists. The winner would be the one to get me pregnant."
"Heh, how would you determine the winner?"
"Well, whichever one is the best."
"Best at what?"
Amy blushed, giggling a bit.
"Ah I see. Best in bed?" Monica asked. Amy nodded, lying back down, resting her head on Monica's shoulder.
They were quiet for a moment, Monica playfully slapped Amy's ass. "You have a nice one of these. I'm sure you could find a few to date. They like nice booties, right?"
"I'm pretty sure all men do. Marty certainly loved it."
"Yes. I know he'd want you to move on and not be sad and lonely for the rest of your life. I just have one question."
"Sure."
"Are you going to tell Caleb?" Monica asked, referring to Amy's son.
Amy rolled onto her back and was quiet for a moment. She ran her hand over the waist band of a pair of boxer shorts Caleb out grew a few years ago. They fit Amy perfectly.
"Yes, at some point I'll have to."
Monica nodded; the two women were quiet for several minutes.
"I want to do this too!" Monica blurted out.
Amy turned around, smiling at her friend, "Really? You want to get pregnant too?"
"No," Monica smiled, biting her bottom lip. "I want to date black men too! I've never done it and I'm not getting younger, might as well!"



Chapter 2


The next morning Amy and Monica were enjoying coffee after breakfast. "So you're going black, you'll be sleeping around to find the best guy in bed, then let him knock you up," Monica said, a night of sleeping on it allowed Amy's plan to sink in.
Amy's son, Caleb walked in, causing Amy to shoot Monica a look, as if to tell her to be quiet.
"Or the biggest!" Monica said, making Amy blush in front of her son.
"What?" Caleb asked, getting some toast. "Biggest what?"
"Nothing, honey," Amy said. "Just work stuff."
"It could take several months to find the biggest one," Monica continued.
Amy rolled her eyes, "Yes, the biggest might not be the best."
Caleb chomped on his toast, sitting next to his mother.
"But yes, they'll be quite a few to try out," Amy winked at Monica. "And I can't wait."
Caleb finished his toast and left. "Does he have a girlfriend?" Monica asked.
"Doubt it. He might, but he hates being at that community college, he doesn't like the people there. He just wants to move on."
"Going there for two years certainly saves some money," Monica said.
"I know! I keep reminding him, only another year of classes then he can transfer to Miami U," Amy said.
Monica finished packing and Amy saw her off. It was Sunday and Amy had plans that afternoon.
Standing in front of her late husband's headstone in the cemetery, Amy pulled away a couple of weeds and brushed away part of a palm tree frond.
"Better," she said.
"Martin, there's something I need to talk to you about," Amy said, switching to "Martin" instead of "Marty" when she had something serious to talk about.
"I've been visiting you often over the years, but I never spoke about what I'm about to tell you now," Amy added.
She paused, took a deep breath. "I'm horny. I've been getting more and more horny in the past year. Not only that, but I want to have another baby before I'm too old."
"Sometimes I'll touch myself," Amy admitted to the headstone, looking at his name etched into it. "Sometimes I'll even look at, um, adult material."
Thinking of Monica's words the previous night, Amy continued, "I want to kill two birds with one stone. I want to have sex and choose the most enjoyable man to impregnate me. I will never, ever marry again, but this little journey will provide me with what I want."
"After the baby is born," Amy shrugged. "I'll be done, I'll be happy to go on raising the child as a single mom."
Amy took a step back, turning around. She stopped herself, facing the grave again. "Oh yeah, one other thing. I really, really want to see what it's like having sex with black men. I've been looking at a lot of interracial porn lately. And, well, I want to, um, go black!"
Something caught Amy's eye in her peripheral vision. She turned to her right seeing an elderly couple at a nearby headstone. The women's mouth was hanging open in shock.
"Um, sorry," Amy's eyes darted from side-to-side. She leaned down to whisper to the headstone, "We'll talk later."
Amy quickly rushed off, feeling better for confessing her plans, and embarrassed that the older couple heard her.
"Hank," the woman spoke up. "Did that woman just say what I think -- "
"Yep," Hank interrupted her, putting his arm around the woman's waist, taking their leave.
**
Later that afternoon, Amy worked on her tan in the backyard. She thought about her plan. Tomorrow at the gym, she'd approach the black man she had a crush on. He was huge, very tall, and very muscular. Amy smiled, thinking of seeing him naked, her hand trailing down her washboard tummy.
There was one, final person she wanted to run her plan by -- her son Caleb.
After taking a shower, the towel wrapped around her as she brushed her hair, Amy walked toward Caleb's room.
"Come in," he said after she knocked. He was sitting at his desk checking email.
"Can we talk?" his mother asked.
"Sure."
Amy set her brush on his desk, motioned him to back away in his chair to make room for her. She sat on her son's lap, the towel still wrapped around her body.
"What is it?" Caleb asked.
Amy stared for a moment at her son. He looked a lot like her late husband -- dark hair, blue eyes, tall.
"Honey, I need to be honest with you about something."
"Sure, what's going on?"
Amy chose her words wisely. "You know I'm not that old and I've been thinking about something for a while now. I've made a decision."
"Am I in trouble?"
"No! Nothing like that. It has nothing to do with you. Actually, it kind of does. Honey, what are your thoughts on having a baby brother or sister?"
"Um, well, I guess that's ok. Are you thinking about having a baby, mom?" Caleb asked.
"I am."
"Hmm, I see," he looked away.
"Would this bother you?" Amy tipped her son's chin so he was facing her.
"Well, not really. I mean, I don't think it would," Caleb shrugged.
"It won't really affect you. Except for maybe the baby waking you up at night from crying," Amy smiled. "Other than that, your life won't change."
"Right," Caleb nodded.
"I mean, I'd love some help every once in a while. You could change diapers for me!"
"Heh, sure Mom," Caleb said. "So are you using a donor or a segregate?"
"As I told you, I'm not THAT old," Amy tussled his dark hair. Her tone and face went serious, "you're an adult now."
"What are you getting at?"
"I can talk with you about an adult topic. You're almost 19."
Caleb raised an eyebrow, knowing where this was going.
"I haven't, um, been with a man since your father passed away. We're coming up on ten years."
"Oh, I see, um -- "
"I just thought," Amy interrupted him. "Well, I could kill two birds with one stone. I could date some; I could maybe um, have intercourse, and get pregnant in the process."
"Right. I see. Yeah," Caleb said, hoping this little chat was over.
"I hope you understand."
"No, I do. I really do. You're not old, you're lonely, and you want to be a mom again. You and dad technically aren't married anymore."
"And I'll never marry again. This is just for me to love and raise a baby one last time before I'm too old. Once I get pregnant from the right guy, I'm done."
"Gotcha. Date some, crap like that, choose the nicest guy," Caleb stated, having trouble with this adult conversation.
"Yes! Something along those lines. I just need to know if you're ok with me doing this."
"It's not a problem, Mom. Next year, after another year in community college, I'll be gone."
"You'll be at Miami, right?"
Caleb shrugged, "Maybe. I might not get accepted. But If I am, I still want to live on campus."
Amy nodded, "I see." She didn't want to talk about that just yet; one thing at a time.
She stood off Caleb's lap. "Alright, so we're good?" Caleb asked.
"I think so. Are you?"
"It's cool, Mom. Really it is. Just don't talk about it, don't flaunt your dates and your dating life around me. I've had poor luck with girls, I don't need to be reminded that I'm alone."
"Caleb," Amy put her hands on her hips. "You are NOT alone. Stand up."
Caleb shrugged, doing what he was told. Amy threw her arms around his waist squeezing him hard. "Don't ever think that. I'm always here for you when you need me."
"Ok, Mom," Caleb smiled, patting her back.
"You look so much like your dad," Amy ended the hugging, looking upward, caressing her son's face. She thought about how much she still missed her late husband.
Their eyes met, Amy looked away before she teared up.
"Alright, good talk, I will see you later tonight!" Amy exiting his room.
Pushing away sad thoughts of Marty, she unwrapped the towel around her, walking naked toward her room. "Mmmm, starting tomorrow, time for me to get some black cock!"
She nearly rubbed herself raw, looking at interracial porn before falling asleep. Her last thoughts for the night were she now had the green light from her son to go out and get pregnant. She also had Monica's comforting words about Marty. She wouldn't be hurting him; it's been ten years and he's in a far better place.
The final thing on Amy's checklist was going on birth control until she found the right black man to be bred by.



Chapter 3


She bided her time all week, altering her schedule to attend the gym later, staying longer than usual, watching the black man she wanted to sleep with. She learned his schedule, figuring out when he left. He stayed very late, near closing, and was usually never alone.
On Friday, Amy lucked out. The man wasn't with a friend.
The entire workout session, she watched him, lusted after him, imagining herself undressing for him, mating with him.
He picked up on Amy's signal, nodding, smiling politely to her as he went to various machines and free weights.
Finally, near closing time, right before midnight, Amy approached him, leaving with him. "Hi!" she smiled at the huge man.
"Hey. How are you?" he said, looking to Amy, towering over her.
"Good. I've seen you around some, I thought I'd introduce myself," Amy said. "I'm Amy," she extended her hand.
He shook it, his huge hand covering her small, dainty one. "I'm Ronnie. Nice to meet you."
"So, uh, do you compete?" Amy asked.
"Compete?"
"Yes. You're huge!"
"Oh, right. Body building. I've thought about it. I may at some point," Ronnie smiled, licking his lips, looking over Amy in her tight spandex top and shorts.
Amy blushed, "So um -- "
"Dinner tomorrow?" Ronnie said, reading her mind, smiling.
"Yes!" she blurted out, laughing. She couldn't believe it was this easy.
"Good," Ronnie said.
They exchanged numbers and decided to meet the following evening at a new Italian restaurant near the gym.
Amy watched him pull out of the parking lot, beaming. She decided to call Monica.
"Ugh! Ugh!" Monica grunted on her back, in her bed, getting fucked by someone she met at the gym too. He was an 18-year-old black high school quarterback.
"Ah shit," he whispered, slamming his hips into the older, white fitness model mom.
Monica's phone rang, she recognized the ring tone. She stopped the young man, reaching to answer the call. "Hello?"
"I have a date! Tomorrow night!" Amy ecstatically said.
"Oh, uh, that's great. Really great," Monica said. The quarterback leaned down, sucking at Monica's tits, and then licking up to her neck.
"Are you ok? You sound busy," Amy said.
"Yes!" Monica moaned when his tongue reached her ear. "I mean, I'm fine."
"Hmm, you are busy. What are you -- "
"I'm getting fucked. Ok, sweetie? And he is doing a VERY good job," Monica said.
"Monica!"
"I told you I was going black too! We'll talk later, bye!" Monica's thumb missed the end call button. She placed the phone back on her bedside table.
Amy gasped listening to her friend on the other line. "Now then, keep giving me that big black dick! Yes! Just like that! Your mom thinks you're at a friend's house, right?" Monica asked.
"Yes ma'am," the teen replied. Amy hung up and got in her car, giggling.
**
The next evening at 8:30 pm Amy's mouth hung open, eyes wide with shock as she stared at Ronnie's massive member directly in front of her.
"It's small isn't it?" Ronnie asked, pretending to be sad. "I'm sorry, I'll put it away."
"No!" Amy stopped him.
"Heh, I think we both knew where this was going when you came back to my apartment," Ronnie smiled. Ronnie was standing in front of her. She sat on the couch and watched him fish out his cock.
"Uh huh," Amy nodded.
"Now then, how about some dessert? Unfortunately, It's a bit salty and takes some work to get, but I think you'll love it!" Ronnie said.
"Love it, yes," Amy looked on, still in a daze.
Ronnie snapped his fingers, "Hello? You home?" He joked again, "Oh, I see how it is. It doesn't impress you. I'll just put the little guy away."
"No!" Amy shouted, quickly grabbing his cock by the base, stuffing it in her mouth, sucking and slurping all over the tip.
"So good, so delicious," Amy thought. "I'm doing it!"
"Easy, easy now. We got all night," Ronnie said, stepping out of his pants, while Amy hungrily sucked on a cock for the first time in almost a decade.
Ronnie sat on the couch, watching Amy work. Her mouth was so stretched she could hardly insert it into her throat.
Amy, on her knees in front of Ronnie now, lifted her dress and began furiously rubbing herself. "Yes, yes!" she thought.
"Ahh, that's it baby, that's it," Ronnie leaned his head.
Amy, cum-lusting, growled at Ronnie, taking his cock out of her mouth. "Give me that cum!"
"Whoa, whoa, damn girl!"
"I haven't had this in a very long time. Now blast the back of my throat with your cum!"
"You got it. But we aren't done after that," Ronnie said, standing. "Get ready."
His huge, dark brown hands on each side of Amy's head, he began face-fucking her. "Incredible," she thought, letting Ronnie use her mouth.



Several moments passed, Amy's eyes rolling into the back of her head as she brought herself to an orgasm with her fingers.
Drool hanging from her chin, Ronnie worked towards his own climax. "That's it, just like that. I'm going to give you that cum, baby."
The slamming of Ronnie's abdomen against Amy's head stopped, he tensed up, his legs shook, he gripped her head and unloaded his seed down her throat. "Ahhhh yeahhh," he moaned, his cock injecting her throat with cum.
Amy came again, feeling his cock pulsate in her mouth as it delivered baby-making semen down her gullet. She wondered if she'd find the best lay on the first try. She had to remind herself they hadn't even had sex yet.
That changed minutes later.
The second that big, fat, juicy black cock entered her pussy Amy nearly climaxed -- and did a few seconds later.
Ronnie tore off her black dress, picked her up, and slammed her on his bed. Still hard as a rock and throbbing, he drilled into her.
"Mmm that's a tight pussy," he said, propping himself up with his fists, his muscular ass flexing as he slid in and out of her -- stretching her.
He went slow at first, but like Amy's ability to cum, it didn't take long for him to go faster and faster.
"This is, this is insane," she whispered, her short legs not fully able to wrap around Ronnie's hulking frame.
Amy climaxed, stretched like never before. Ronnie grabbed the headboard and kept pounding away at her pussy. "Come on! Come on!" he ordered her with each impact.
"Ahhh, Ro-Ronnie!" Amy cried out, the bed slamming against the wall.
"I saw the way you looked at me all week. I knew you wanted black dick!" Ronnie said, working up a sweat.
"Yes!"
"Get ready for another load. I'm going to fill this pussy up!"
"Yes!" Amy screamed out. Oh how she wished she wasn't on birth control so she could be bred by this brute.
"Ahh yeah!" Ronnie yelled, arching his back, impaling her one last time before he erupted in her.
Amy orgasmed again as her pussy was filled to the brim, overflowing onto Ronnie's bed.
They both calmed down, Ronnie lowering himself to suck at her breasts. "I love white pussy. Love it."
Amy was out of breath, coming down off the orgasms, "I love, I love black cock," she managed to whisper.
Hours later, near dawn, both covered in sweat, Amy's legs were giving out. She was squatting up and down on Ronnie as he sat on his bed.
She was a total, orgasmic mess, but didn't want to stop riding him, milking his cock. Ronnie grunted, pulling her blonde hair back, sucking on her tits as he filled her again -- one last time for the night.
He fell back, bringing her with him. Amy lay on his chest, heaving, panting, while his cock slurped out of her oozing pussy -- exhausted finally.
They kissed goodbye, Ronnie slapped her ass, saying he'll see her again. Amy knew this would be true.
She arrived home shortly before 7am. She adjusted her torn dress, her disheveled hair, and peeped in on a sleeping Caleb.
"Good morning," She whispered. "Mommy had fun last night."
Amy left Caleb asleep in his room. She entered her own room, removed her torn dress, collapsing on her bed nude.
Just before sleep overtook her, she felt more semen ooze out of her pussy.



Chapter 4



It was noon. The sounds of a church choir echoed through the halls of an old church. The service had just ended. Another sound echoed as well. The sound of Monica moaning and cumming. She went to church that morning -- a black church -- for an obvious reason.
"You gonna have to come back and visit us sometime," the 50-year-old pastor said.
Monica was on all fours, her dressed pulled up, her pussy filled with black cock again.
"I, I will!" She cried.
"We love and accept everybody here. Don't matter what color you are," he explained, taking her from behind.
"I can give you this!" Monica said, meeting his hips with her ass.
"Whew!" The pastor wiped his forehead. "Hallelujah!"
Her phone rang, she recognized the ring tone. "Hey Amy," she answered.
"Hey there. I have to tell you about last night. I just woke up and -- "
"Ahh! Yes! Mmmm, Amy, let me call you back," Monica said.
"Again? Are you -- "
"We'll talk later!" Monica's thumb missed the end call button again. Amy listed for a few seconds.
"Mmm, this is a wonderful tithe and offering to the church!" The pastor said.
"Uh huh!"
"Here's one for you!" the pastor pulled out, Monica went to her knees and sucked his black cock as he shot his load in her mouth.
Amy hung up the phone. "Ok, well Monica is busy," Amy said aloud, fixing a salad for her and Caleb's lunch.
"Busy with what, Mom?" her son asked, entering the kitchen.
"Oh nothing, um, house work. Let's eat, sweetie!"
"Are you ok?" Caleb asked.
"Hmm? I'm fine. Why do you ask?"
"Well, you're limping a bit and you're kinda hunched over. Did you hurt your back at the gym?"
Amy blushed, giggling, "Um, yes, yes. My workout was too long and hard."
She chuckled after catching the double meaning of her words, sitting the salad bowl on the table for her and Caleb.
**
That evening in her bathtub, Amy finally got a hold of Monica. She was in her tub as well.
"That's crazy. You've had several since you got back from your visit here and I've only had one," Amy said, referring to the number of black men she slept with.
"I know. This is wild. It just happened," Monica said. There was a short pause. "It's addictive."
Amy closed her eyes, casually rubbing her clit under the water. "Mmmm."
"Amy are you -- "
"Yes," Amy laughed.
"Me too," Monica whispered. There was another pause, heavy breathing. "Thinking about black cock."
"Me too," Amy whispered.
"Go out and get more. You said you were going to find the best."
"I know. I can't go after a younger guy like you though. Caleb might know him."
"Try a college student. If he goes to a different school, Caleb probably won't know him. Mmm," Monica moaned.
"Feel good?"
"Yes."
There was another pause, more heavy breathing. "A-Amy," Monica whimpered. She was cumming.
Amy stopped playing with herself and listened to Monica climax on the other end of the phone.
"Wow," Amy mouthed when Monica was done.
They ended their call, Amy ended her bath. She brought herself an orgasm, thinking of Ronnie, college students, and Monica.
**
Amy was sore the next couple days, but that didn't stop of her from fucking Ronnie after working out with him. He took her behind the gym one night, in his car the next, snuck her into the men's bathroom the next night, then Friday night Amy rode his cock to exhaustion in the sauna. No one came back there and saw the soaking wet duo fucking like rabbits.
Amy needed more, a larger sample to choose from.
She dragged Caleb to the beach on Saturday. "Does this embarrass you, sweetie?" Amy turned around in her high-end, designer, thong bikini a client supplied her for a past photo shoot.
"Uh, no. No it's fine," Caleb shrugged looking away.
Amy sat on her towel next to her son for a few moments after applying sun tan lotion. She scanned the beach and found something that made her pussy drip.
"Do you know them?" Amy asked her son.
Caleb looked over to the group of college age students playing beach volleyball. Some were black.
"Nah," Caleb shook his head.
"Do you to play?"
"Beach volleyball with them?"
"Sure!"
"No. I'll pass."
"Please?" Amy pleaded.
"No, I don't know them. I don't care. In fact, I was thinking of taking a swim."
"Oh alright," Amy pouted. "I'm going to though."
"Go right ahead," Caleb told his mother, standing. "I'll be in the water."
**
It took 20 minutes of playful banter, flirting, and beach volleyball for Amy to get a black cock in her. He was 21, played football for University of Miami, and royally fucking her in the men's room at the beach pavilion area.
They were in bathroom stall, Amy straddling him, bouncing up and down on him. He stood, holding her by her ass, getting ready to cum.
He didn't last as long and wasn't as good as Ronnie, but she enjoyed it.
"You gotta come to our frat pool party tomorrow. All the team will be there, the basketball team too," the student said.
"Does that mean what I think it's means?"
"You won't be able to walk for a few days," he said.
"Good," Amy winked, kissing him passionately.
"I can't wait to tell Monica," she thought while kissing him.



Chapter 5


They parted ways, Amy rinsed off sand and semen under the beach shower near the exit. She found Caleb, waving to him from the beach. She thought about going out there to him, hugging him, swimming with him, but she just had sex and thought it might be weird.
Caleb exited the water, nodding to her. They sat relatively quiet, soaking in rays from the sun.
When it was time to go, Caleb spoke up, gathering his towel, "You look nice."
"Huh?"
"I said you look nice. I mean, if you wanted a guy, you could find one," Caleb said.
"Caleb," Amy ran her hand over her son's chest, "that's so sweet of you."
She caressed his face, thinking about how he reminded her of her late husband, "I love you."
"Love you too, Mom."
They gathered their things and left the beach.
That night Amy snuggled on the couch with her son, watching a movie.
"So how are things going? Or do I want to know?" Caleb asked when the movie ended.
"Oh, you mean about getting pregnant?" Amy asked. Caleb nodded.
"I haven't found the right guy yet. While you were swimming in the water, ignoring me," Amy pouted, putting Caleb's arm around her. "I met a nice guy. We'll hang out some tomorrow."
"Ah I see. Well good luck."
"Come to bed with me," Amy kissed his cheek.
"Uh, what?"
"Until I fall asleep, then you can go to your own."
"Sure," Caleb shrugged.
"Carry me."
"What?"
Amy laughed. "Your dad would do that. He'd pick me up and carry me to bed. Then we'd," Amy moaned.
"Whoa, too much info," Caleb interrupted her. He picked his mother up, carrying her upstairs, gently laying her on the bed. They held each other for a few minutes before she fell asleep.
**
The next afternoon, Amy was being carried the exact way at the pool party at the frat house. Except she was naked and being tossed around like a beach ball -- literally and figuratively.
A big black linebacker would grab her from another teammate, her legs went around his waist, and he'd slide his cock in. He thrust upward into Amy just before he was ready to cum, then pass her to another player. He'd fuck her, until he was about to cum, stop, and then pass her to another.
Thirty of them did this, until one tossed her into the swimming pool. Amy climbed onto a huge float, spread her legs, and waited a few seconds until someone was on top of her. She floated on the water, college students taking turns with her, and then flopping back into the water. She was one of four white women there at the mostly all black frat party. She wondered why none of them came in her.
She found out that night inside the frat house. They passed Amy around a few times, eventually winding down. Amy noticed they were jacking off in plastic cups. 30-40 of them, spewing their loads in cups.
"Drink up," the guy she met at the beach instructed.
"Um."
Another handed her a cup containing more semen than the first. "Go ahead," he smiled.
Amy breathed it in, smiled, nodded and gulped it all down. She did the same with the next cup, then a third. She couldn't wait to tell Monica.
**
Monica was at a photo shoot. She was with a partner that day, shooting for a fitness magazine cover. The photographer was getting some greats shots. Monica had practically undressed the black model with her eyes.
For the last few photos, Monica was on her knees, in front of him -- his crotch at her left shoulder.
"Good, perfect! I think this will do it for today. Thanks, you two," the photographer said.
Monica turned to her left, his crotch in her face. He was looking to her, the sexual tension undeniable. Looking to his face, a small grin formed on her lips.
An hour later in his hotel room, Monica stood before him, eyes going up and down his muscular black body. She removed her bikini top, and then stepped out of her thong. She stepped forward, placing her hands on his abs, kissing him deeply.
She kissed down his body, going to her knees. She pulled his swim trunks down, his long, straight cock, popping upward. Monica moaned, licking it, kissing it.
"Mmm, Ulysses," Monica said. "My best friend would love this."
Ulysses chuckled, pulling Monica to her feet, "You're beautiful."
"So are you," she said.
They kissed again, Ulysses scooped her up and took her to bed.
Two hours later, Monica was on all fours once again, while Ulysses slowly glided his cock in and out of her from behind. Her eyes were closed, she was in another world.
Her phone rang, a familiar ring tone caused her to answer.
"Ahhh, Amy, mmmm, yes," she managed to get.
Amy, her breath and mouth smelling and tasting of semen, couldn't reply. She was driving home from the pool party late that night.
"I'll call, tomorrow," Monica said, tossing her phone on the mattress.
Amy listened to Monica climax again, her voice wasn't the only thing she heard. She heard a man's voice, moaning along with her friend.
**
"You drank it all?" Monica asked on the phone the night. Both women were in the bathtubs again.
"Yes," Amy said, she was rubbing her clit. "It was so good."
Monica was doing the same, "Mmhmm. Cum for me."
"What?"
Amy heard heavy breathing.
"Think about those big black cocks going in and out you, getting you pregnant," Monica said.
"Oh Monica, yes, yes!" Amy cried out.
"That's it. Cum for me!"
"Ughnnnn," Amy moaned soulfully on the phone.
"Mmm Ulysses," Monica said.
"Who?" Amy asked, out of breath.
"I had him last night. After a photo shoot. You need him," Monica said in between heavy breathing.
"Mmmm-Monica," Amy said.
Monica came next. "Mmm shit. What's gotten into us."
"No idea. I hope Caleb didn't hear me," Amy said, regaining her composure.
"Anyway I better go. But yes, you'd love Ulysses," Monica said. The two friends ended their call.



Chapter 6


"Please be careful," Amy hugged Caleb. He was going to Daytona with a few friends during spring break. They convinced him to come along, even though he wasn't yet attending a four-year university.
"I will," Caleb bent down to hug his mother. "What will you do?"
"I have a photo shoot lined up. Other than that, I'm not sure!"
She looked to his face, caressing it, she would miss him, but had plans.
The image of her son was replaced by a black man; the front door of their home became a front door of his apartment. The sunlight was gone; it was night time several hours later.
Amy rode him all night.
The next night Amy crashed through her bedroom door in the arms of another black man. He slammed her on her bed, climbed on top and fucked her all night.
On Monday, Amy had a photo shoot and afterward picked up the college student she met at the beach. She took him back to her house and took him to bed.
The next day two of his friends showed up. Amy took a cock in her pussy, ass, and mouth all day and night.
Wednesday brought two more friends, bringing the total to five. She rode their cocks in her bed, in her bathroom, in the kitchen. This continued on until Friday night.
Amy and her five young, black friends went to a club. They took turns dancing with her, grinding their erection against her, and getting sucked off in the bathroom by her.
She met another black man. He was a massive, mountainous man, who approached her. He introduced himself at the owner of the club, checking in on things from out of town. He was wearing a black suit, rings, a gold watch, and smelled like money.
"I'm Fat Rob," he kissing her hand.
"Nice to meet you. I'm Amy," she smiled up at him.
"Likewise, Miss Amy. What brings you here to my club tonight?"
"Well, Fat Rob, I think you know the answer."
"Heh, I do, Miss Amy."
"Why do they call you Fat Rob?"
"Follow me and I'll show you," Fat Rob explained.
It was the fattest cock Amy had ever seen. In the back office area, her mouth was sore from it being stretched by Fat Rob's big, fat dick.
"Mmm, that's it Miss Amy. Work that dick," Fat Rob said brushing her blonde hair behind her ear.
"Come home with me," Amy said, popping the cockhead out of her mouth.
"Miss Amy I'm not sure about that. I have an entourage with me," Fat Rob said. Amy looked around the office room, counting six other black men, Fat Rob's associates.
"They can come too."
Amy rode Fat Rob first in her bed. She mounted him and nearly screamed when his thick cock entered her, stretching her like nothing ever had.
As she fucked him, Fat Rob grinning, watching her, the sounds of other white women climaxing echoed through her home.
Fat Rob, six of his men, plus the five college friends that were already staying at Amy's, had several other white women with them. All were busy fucking them.
"Oh yes!" Amy was cumming again, never feeling so full, so stretched before. "YESSS!!!!" she arched her back, Fat Rob nodding his head watching the short white woman cum on his cock.
The orgy continued the next day and night, breaking for a wild night of dancing at Fat Rob's club on Saturday, then resuming until Sunday morning.
Sunday morning, Amy tip-toed through bodies of black men and white women, sleeping, all over her house. She smiled, limping, naked, surveying the sex-zone. She arrived at her bedroom door, seeing the huge Fat Rob sleeping.
"Looks like he's a possibility," Amy thought. She walked over to him, pulled the sheets off, and kissed his cock awake.
"Mmm, want some more for breakfast, Miss Amy?" Fat Rob asked.
"Mmhmm," Amy said, licking and servicing his huge, fat cock.
"Good. I could use mouth work before we head to Tampa."
"Tampa?" Amy asked, spitting on his cock and jacking it with both hands.
"That's right. I gotta check on another club I own there."
Amy smiled, thinking of Monica. "I know the perfect place you can stay."
**
Fat Rob and his crew, along with the college students left before noon. Amy showered, getting her oversexed body clean, and masturbating while she was at it. Caleb would be home in a few hours, she had some cleaning to do.
After a nice dinner that evening with her son, Amy retired to her bedroom. She called Monica.
Monica recognized the ring tone, answering it. She was riding Fat Rob, one of his men was behind her, taking her anally, and a third was getting his cock sucked by Monica.
"Amy," Monica took the cock out of her mouth. "Thanks for sending them here. Gotta go!"
Amy laughed and hung up.



Chapter 7


A month flew by. Amy continued sleeping with Ronnie. She had sex with him at the gym, at his apartment, he'd occasionally come over to Amy's house late in the evening, leaving before dawn. Fat Rob was in town once more to deal with business at his Miami club. Amy's pussy was stretched out once more by him at his club, then later at his hotel.
Amy and Monica continued their masturbatory phone calls, Monica going on and on about how amazing Ulysses was. Amy was ecstatic to learn she'd be shooting with Ulysses in Miami later in the week, prompting a phone call with Monica where the two women rubbed themselves silly talking about him.
"Monica, I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" Amy whispered on her phone a few nights before her photo shoot with Ulysses.
"Me too! Yes!" Monica said on the other end.
After the two women settled down, Amy spoke up. "Come here. Drive here tomorrow. Please," Amy said tweaking one of her nipples.



"We'll go black cock hunting," Amy added.
"Mmmm, sounds wonderful," Monica said, still rubbing her clit in the bathtub. "Then what?"
Amy paused, closing her eyes, "We'll, we'll come back here. Get in bed."
"Yeah?" Monica asked, breathing becoming erratic again.
"Mmm, Monica, this is crazy."
"I've never been hornier."
"We'd have to take care of each other," Amy said.
"Yes, in bed," Monica whispered. "I want you to clean my pussy of all the cum black men leave in it."
Amy nearly dropped the phone in her bath water. "I, uh."
"Or not. I don't know what's gotten into me," Monica added.
"No, it's fine, we are working ourselves up into a frenzy is all," Amy stated.
"Yes. I better get off the phone and head to bed. I have a long drive tomorrow."
"You're really going to come here? I mean, that'd be nice, but I was sorta of thinking out loud," Amy said.
"It's fine. I'd love to see you again. We don't have to go out. Maybe we can hang out with Caleb," Monica suggested, her horniness decreasing, her senses returning.
"Yes, that'd be great," Amy smiled. They ended their phone call, finished their bath and went to bed.
**
They next night, they didn't spend it with Caleb. The fitness model moms got dressed and went out. While Fat Rob wasn't in town, they went to one of his clubs in Miami. Amy and Monica danced with one another mostly, that is until they saw Ronnie.
He wasn't alone. Another hulking black man was with him. Amy immediately grabbed Monica's hand and led her to Ronnie.
"Hey there," Ronnie said, hugging Amy, squeezing her ass through her short dress. She introduced him to Monica. Ronnie introduced them to Rodney, his brother.
Amy glanced at Monica, the two women nodded. "Want to get out of here?" Amy asked Ronnie.
He and Rodney looked over their shoulder at a table with white women. The two black men talked amongst themselves. Amy overheard Ronnie tell Rodney that "this little bitch has some good pussy."
They walked to the table of women, informing them to meet back up at Ronnie's apartment later. The men escorted Amy and Monica out of the club. They followed Ronnie and Rodney back to Ronnie's apartment.
The two women blushed watching each other undress at Ronnie's. Ronnie and his brother Rodney, were already nude, sitting next to one another on the couch, jacking their cocks, waiting.
Amy rode Rodney, Monica on Ronnie. "Uhnn," Rodney moaned.
"See? I told you she had a good pussy. This one isn't bad either," Ronnie said, gripping Monica's waist.
Amy and Monica kept riding the two men. They traded looks of lust and wanton desires at each other. Both women came at the same time. They switched men and kept going.
They had never been hornier; they rode the two black men, best friends, climaxing together, relishing in how slutty each other looked.
They loved watching each other fuck. They loved tasting each other on the black men's cock. They sucked and cleaned the cocks, eyes on each other, watching one another, trying to look as sexy as possible while sucking black cock.
They swirled their tongues all over the cockheads, making each other hornier. They were interrupted a few moments later.
More white women showed up, Amy and Monica quietly got dressed, said goodbye to the men. They held hands back to Amy's car and went home in a silent car ride.
**
Caleb was asleep when they arrived, quietly making their way to Amy's bedroom.
"I think I'll grab a shower," Amy said. She entered the bathroom, closing the door, undressing.
She couldn't help but touch herself. Thinking of Monica riding and sucking on black cock, how hot it looked, letting the steam envelope her. Amy stopped herself, shaking her head, "This is just a phase."
Her quiet, soothing shower was interrupted by Monica. They said nothing to one another, Amy watching her friend enter the shower, rinsing her hair and body.
They paused before speaking at the same time, calling each other's name, laughing awkwardly.
"You first," Monica suggested.
"Sorry. I'm not sure what's happening here."
"Same. You looked so sexy riding those black men."
"You too," Amy placed her hand on Monica's washboard tummy. "So sexy sucking their cocks."
"It's like we were trying to put on a show for one another."
"Exactly. But I liked it."
"Me too," Monica rested her hand on Amy's shoulder.
"I've never been so horny before. It consumes me. I want it all the time, I want," Amy trailed off.
"Want what?"
Amy shrugged, eyes to her feet, watching the hot water circling the drain.
"I feel the same. I'm always masturbating when I'm not hunting for dick," Monica said.
"Yes I've heard you. I've heard you cum, heard you have sex, I've seen you do all those things too -- like tonight."
"Yes, tonight," Monica gazed into Amy's eyes. "So sexy," she bent down, gently kissing her friend on the lips.
Amy kissed back, pulling Monica to her. Breaking the kiss, out of breath, Amy spoke up. "This is crazy."
"I know."
Amy bit her bottom lip, "We need to be quiet. Caleb is sleeping."
"We will."
The two women nodded at one another. Driven by lust, carnal desires, and the need to cum again, they passionately kissed again, holding one another, pushing each other against walls in the shower stall.
Crashing onto Amy's bed moments later, still soaking wet, they kept at it, rolling around on top of one another, kissing frantically.
They never spoke. Visions of their white bodies servicing black ones flooded their minds. Their pussies grinding against one another as if to reward the other for bringing up or deciding to go down this path. They wanted to reward each other for putting on sexy shows, for helping one another masturbate in the bathtubs all those nights, for being a friend.
They stifled moans as best they could, careful not to wake Amy's sleeping son. They went for hours, rolling around, grinding, scissoring.
Near dawn, exhausted, they lay next to one another tenderly kissing.
"When I'm done, when I get pregnant, I'm back to normal," Amy admitted.
"No more going out? No more black men?"
Amy shook her head, "No more. I'll be having and taking care of my baby -- a single mommy. I'm ok with that."
"I sort of thought that's what would happen," Monica said. "You haven't been the most sexual person over the years since Marty passed away. Deep down, I figured you were getting this out of your system, a decade of pent of lust."
"Yeah. What about you? Will you keep on?"
Monica shrugged, "Maybe. I don't want to remarry either, but I could see myself spending time with Ulysses every once in a while."
"Is he really that good?"
"Beyond amazing."
"I guess I'll find out soon enough."
"Oh you will," Monica smiled, kissing Amy again.
"Will you stay here? For the rest of the week?"
"Sure. I've got nothing booked. I'll be glad to stay," Monica answered.
Amy paused, giggling a bit, "Maybe you could, uh, take care of Caleb while I'm with Ulysses."
Monica chuckled, "Oh really?"
Amy shrugged, "Sure why not? I love that boy and I have no idea how sexually active he is. I've, we've been VERY sexually active the last few weeks. Want to take him to bed? Go for it."
Monica said nothing, a skeptical look on her face. "You have fun tomorrow night. Ulysses is a great guy. If you invite him out after the photo shoot, then ask if you can come into his hotel room, he'll flash a nice smile, say 'sure,' hold the door open for you then make sweet, sweet chocolate love to you all night."
Amy burst into laughter. "Sounds delicious!"



Chapter 8


It happened just like Monica said it would. That evening, after her photo shoot, Amy found herself on her knees before a nude Ulysses in his hotel room, her pussy dripping over how toned and perfect his body was. She was kissing over his abs, down to his long, straight cock. She was licking and kissing down the shaft to his balls, his pubic hair trim and neat.
Monica was sitting on the couch next to Caleb at Amy's house. "So you are cool with your mom wanting to have another baby?"
Caleb shrugged. "I guess. No biggie. I'll be around awhile. I'll be glad to help out."
"That's sweet of you. I don't think she's looking to marry ever again, but she told you how she's going about getting pregnant?"
"Heh. Yeah. It was verging on too much info. I read between the lines. She's a grown up, single, she says she hasn't had -- "
"Sex?" Monica interrupted him, finishing his thought.
"Right. In a long time. So it's whatever."
At Ulysses' hotel room, he bent down, picking Amy up, her legs going around his waist. He gently guided his cock in, Amy moaning, staring into his dark eyes. He turned, walking toward the bed and sat on it, kissing her for several minutes before rolling her over to her back. Kissing at her neck he slowly, methodically, slid is cock in and out of her.
"What about you?" Monica asked Caleb back at Amy's house.
"Me?"
"Yes," she tickled his side. "Do you have a girlfriend?"
"Nah. I don't like any of the girls at the community college I'm at. Maybe after I finish my core classes and get out of there I'll meet someone."
"I see. Are you," Monica flashed him a crooked smile. "Experienced?"
Caleb turned away from the TV, gulping, "Um, you mean, am I a virgin?"
Monica nodded.
Amy was shaking under Ulysses. He was so slow, loving, yet-machine like, never stopping, never pausing -- continuously going in and out of her, rolling his hips, grinding against her clit.
He paused only to sit up, resting on his knees, bringing Amy with him. Staring into her eyes, watching her face contort with pleasure, he began bouncing her up and down.
"Yes, yes," she whimpered. "In-incredible." Ulysses kissed her again, squeezing her ass as he bounced her.
"No. I'm not a virgin," Caleb answered Monica.
"Have you and your mom talked about sex much?"
"Not really. I only know she hasn't gotten any since dad passed."
"But you have. Tell me about it," Monica asked.
"It was a girl back in high school. Senior prom. Kinda lame."
"Why was it lame?"
Caleb looked away embarrassed. Monica placed her hand on his thigh, "Hey, it's ok. You can tell me. I won't tell your mom. Think of me as a really cool Aunt."
"It's just that," Caleb sighed looking away.
At that moment his mother, Amy, was cumming again. Her body shaking, tightening up; Ulysses unrelentingly thrusting upward into her. He sat back on the bed, holding her body against his, stopping for a moment.
Amy caught her breath, kissed him hard. Ulysses scooted to the pillows, sitting against them. Amy took her turn. She wanted him to cum, to fill her up.
She went slowly at first; maintaining eye contact, then picked up her speed. Amy's hands hooked behind Ulysses' neck. She squatted up and down on his cock, the mattress bouncing and creaking each time she impaled herself on his cock.
"It's what?" Monica asked, patting Caleb's thigh.
"It didn't last long," he confessed.
"Oh, I see," Monica comforted him. "It's fine. It really is. Usually guys don't last that long on their first time."
"No, that's not it. The girl, she uh, tired out on me."
"Huh?"
"She got tired a few hours into it, I had to," Caleb paused, "you know, finish."
Monica's mouth dropped open, "You mean you went a long time and she couldn't keep going?"
"Right. She got tired and almost passed out. Like she was,"
"Like what?"
Amy was getting exhausted. Her legs were burning, this black man, Ulysses, wasn't cumming. She was sweating, using her body to bring pleasure to his, but he wasn't finishing yet. She couldn't last much longer before climaxing again herself.
"I don't know. Not expecting it. Maybe she didn't think I'd last that long. But I just kept going and going," Caleb explained.
"You wore her out," Monica smiled.
"Yeah."
"So you have a lot of stamina. That's great Caleb."
"I suppose. I haven't really had an opportunity since senior prom to test that."
"Ahh!" Amy was cumming again, falling onto Ulysses. He held her, kissed her, feeling her pussy spasm on his cock.
"Mmmm," he moaned. "So good."
"You, you haven't cum yet," Amy stated.
"I will. When I get tired, or when you want me to," Ulysses said.
"Keep going. All night," Amy said. Ulysses nodded, kissed her and guided her to all fours, licking her back, her ass, before sliding into her pussy once again.
Caleb flipped through the TV, finding nothing of interest. He thought Monica was in the kitchen behind him, getting water, but she was actually undressing. She slowly walked in front of Caleb, watching his eyes widen with shock at the sight of her nude body.
"Um, what's going on?"
"Let's go to bed," Monica said, extending her hand. "Your mom is having fun tonight. No reason why we can't."
Caleb closed his mouth, seeing her sweet smile, glancing to her hand. He slowly took it, standing off the couch and followed Monica to his bedroom.
She closed his door, caressed his face, and assisted him with undressing.
Amy had found the man she wanted to impregnate her. Ulysses was pummeling her from behind, slamming into her butt cheeks, his hand roaming over slick back, into her damp hair. He was so very good. He wasn't a brute, rough and fast like Ronnie. He wasn't as smooth, arrogant, and thick as Fat Rob.
He worshiped her -- white women, and Amy could tell. Monica was right about Ulysses.
Hours passed and once again Amy found herself awake as dawn approached. After Ulysses took her from behind most of the night, he flipped her over, got on top and kept going.
She wanted him to cum, she begged him to, but she didn't want it in her pussy -- she wanted to drink every last drop from his black cock.
Listening to his moans of pleasure, Amy used her tits to finish him. "I'm cumming," he whispered. Amy engulfed the tip of his cock, sucking hungrily as rope after rope of semen filled her mouth. She swallowed several times, savoring the salty taste from this Adonis.
When he was done, she curled up into his arms, happy that the next time they made love he'd be getting her pregnant.
They woke up a few hours later, showered together, Amy pinned against the wall again. She confessed that she wanted a baby; she wanted Ulysses to father the child. He was unsure at first.
They went to an early lunch, talking about it more. Ulysses agreed, understanding that he would help her with this and nothing else. He admitted he wouldn't mind being a father. Amy assured him this was just for her, and wouldn't need anything else other than his seed.
They made arrangements to meet up in June.
Monica was sleeping soundly in Caleb's arms. They went all night with Monica cumming over and over again. He was incredible.
The sound of a car door closing outside in the driveway, caused Monica's eyes to open. "Your mom!"
She jumped out of Caleb's bed, darted to the kitchen, and grabbed her clothes, leaving Caleb to put his back on.
"Hi!" she smiled at Amy, just after she buttoned her shorts.
"Hey there, have a good night?"
"Mmhmm. You?"
"Wonderful. Is Caleb up?" Amy asked.
"Um, I'm not sure. I think so."
"I'll say hey to him. Oh by the way," Amy turned around before rounding the corner. "Did you take care of my Caleb?"
Monica breathed a sigh of relief, "I thought you were joking about it."
"Nope. Did you?"
"Uh huh!"
"Good. Meet me in my bedroom in five minutes."



Chapter 9



Amy told Monica everything, every little juicy detail about her night with Ulysses. They worked each other into a frenzy again, ended their conversation with an hour long 69.
Amy entertained the idea of trying out Ronnie, Fat Rob, and Ulysses once more, but felt it wasn't needed. She knew Ronnie would slam her around, fucking her like an animal all night. She knew Fat Rob would sit back, grin, and let her ride his fat cock all night, maybe even share her with his crew again. She knew Ulysses would make love to her, lick, kiss all over her body, worshiping it, feasting on it -- she loved this the best.
Monica returned to Tampa, Amy went off birth control and spent more time with Caleb.
A week later she and Caleb were cleaning the kitchen after dinner. Amy joined Caleb on the couch afterward. "Well I guess I should let you know of something."
"What?" he asked.
"I've met someone very nice. And we've talked about the whole pregnant thing and he -- "
"Woah, woah, I got it. That's cool, Mom."
"It's looking like next month, we'll meet up and it'll happen then -- hopefully."
"Alright. Glad you were able to do this. I know it's what you wanted," Caleb said.
"It is," Amy cuddled next to her son. "Are you looking forward to our movie tonight?"
"Sure, Mom, it'll be nice.
**
At the theater that evening, Amy's cell phone kept vibrating in her pocket. Annoyed, she glanced at Caleb, his eyes focused on the movie. She checked her phone, seeing several text messages, all from her college friend.
"Hey, we're having a party next week. End of semester. We need a hot white bitch like you there. Can you come?"
She kept scrolling.
"We can tie you up and take turns filling that pussy of yours."
Amy chuckled, glanced at Caleb, then back to her phone, reading the final message.
"Let me know. We have three other white women already, need another."
Amy texted her friend back. "Hey there. I'm not sure I can come. Sounds fun though."
She waited a few minutes, another text, "Please? You got the best pussy we've had. Love how you work a black dick."
Amy was getting horny. She told herself she'd be done with this after finding the man to impregnate her. She couldn't say no though.
"If I come, none of you can cum in me, I'm off the pill. So make sure you go in a cup. I'll drink it all like last time."
She waited and received a reply. "We got plenty of jizz for you to drink. We'll fill those cups up."
Amy agreed to go the party the following weekend.
**
A week later, she found herself delirious, the room spinning in orgasmic bliss. The loud hip-hop music playing, in a darkened bedroom didn't help her senses be at their keenest. She was on all fours, butt high in the air, waiting for the next guy to fuck her until he was ready to cum, pull out and spew his load in a cup.
It was getting late, most of the football and basketball students already went. Other students, of all races, were in attendance to this huge end-of-semester frat party, including students from other schools.
"Hey, in here. Caleb!" his buddy motioned for him to follow.
"What is it?" Caleb asked his friend at the party.
"Dude, they got another chick in here! This is awesome. We're going to love going here."
"Yeah," Caleb shrugged.
"Come on, man, it's time you meet people that go here. When you get this community college crap out of the way, you'll already have friends here."
"Good point," Caleb agreed.
"Look! She's on all fours man!" his buddy pointed out, shouting over the loud hip-hop music. "She's waiting for you."
"Nah."
"Go for it!" his friend patted his back, pushing him into the loud, low lit room. "Remember these guys' rules; when you get ready to cum, pull out and go in the cup.
Caleb sighed, his friend closing the door. He approached the woman on all fours. "Wow," he thought, seeing her ass, back of her legs, some of her back. "She's hot, but this isn't right."
Then the woman wiggled her hips, as if to say, come fuck me.
"Damn," Caleb gave him, looked around the empty, dark room, and pulled his cock out. He jacked it a few times, getting it hard and climbed on the bed behind her.
Amy's eyes shot open, "Marty. Marty!" Amy climaxed immediately as soon as the new person entered her from behind. He felt like her dead husband.



The guy was cumming too. Amy saw stars, bright lights, her spine was numb, her pussy convulsing around his semen spurting cock. She struggled to breath, gasping for air, arching her back, every nerve in her body firing. Waves of pleasure like none she's ever felt, radiated through her.
"Marty!" she cried out in the loud room.
Too confused and afraid to turn around for fear of seeing a ghost, she waited until his cock finished spurting cum, filling up her fertile womb. It slinked out of her and she collapsed to her tummy, having never had such a powerful orgasm in her life.
She looked over her shoulder, seeing the door open, light from the hallway shinning in. Amy saw the man who just came inside her, struggling to walk away.
Her eyes lit up with horror.
**
A month later she was crying at Martin's grave. She was begging for forgiveness, pleading with her late husband to forgive her from wherever he was. Amy took out the positive pregnancy test she kept in her purse since taking it, a token to confirm this was real -- not a nightmare from which she would wake.
She told Monica a couple weeks prior that she was pregnant and it wasn't by a black man. Amy was far too ashamed to tell Monica the truth.
She cleaned off his headstone, gathered her composure and went home.
That night, another night of avoiding Caleb, she cried herself to sleep again. Not because she wasn't pregnant by a black man, or that sleeping around with blacks didn't get her pregnant like she desired, or who turned out to be the man that impregnated her; she was crying because those brief seconds of mating was the best sex she ever had and she wanted it again, all day, every day.
Amy finally became exhausted from crying, briefly considering aborting the baby, but decided not to. She would never tell Caleb. She would go on, try to get over it and push aside the burning desire to feel that feeling again, that wrong, taboo sex she now craved.
"I'm sorry Marty," she whispered before falling asleep.
The end.




************************
Her son knocked her up, in case it wasn't clear. It was treading on the line of incest category, so I left out names as best I could, hoping the reader would put two and two together. As always, the moms in my literary universe love black cock, but there's one cock they love more than all others -- the final part in the series, part 4, will feature Amy and her son.
************************
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Former Playmates Pt. 09: Tiffanie's True Desire



Chapter 1

"I saw you Diane. I saw you and Elliot on my back deck having sex," Tiffanie told her oldest sister on the phone. She was standing at her bedroom window, naked, watching her son kick a soccer ball around in the front yard. The blinds were completely open, Tiffanie not caring if Tom turned around and saw her hourglass frame standing there, watching him.
"You, uh, you did?" Diane said, climbing off Dan, her nephew's cock in her huge, new home in Charleston, South Carolina. She smiled at her sister Stephanie who was sitting in a chair next to the bed having her pussy eaten out her nephew, Diane's son, Elliot.
"I did," Tiffanie answered, watching Tom. "One year and eight months ago. You and he were here. I heard loud noises late that night and went to see what it was -- your son, holding you up by the legs, you leaning back on the railing while he fucked you."
Diane paused at one of the six bedroom doors. She was listening to the muffled sounds of lovemaking her younger sister Julianne and son Greg were making. They were fairly new to the house, not yet totally comfortable with sharing each other, and participating in the group sex sessions that were held. Diane knew it was only a matter of time -- Julianne having made great progress a couple weeks ago by no longer wearing clothes indoors. Julianne's son, Greg, soon loosened up a couple days later, joining his mother's, and everyone else's, new nude lifestyle.
"Tiffanie, I'm sorry, we should've been quieter," Diane said, making her way to the massive kitchen.
"No. I know about Bob. I know he's yours and my father. I know the others are our half-sisters. I was sleeping with him when I worked with him and after I saw you and Elliot, I started sleeping with him again for several months. Do you know why?"
"Why?"
"So it could erase the memory of seeing you and your son doing that. But it backfired," Tiffanie said.
"He told you he was our father," Diane guessed.
"Yes. So you know what I did next? What my next course of action to erase memories of witnessing and participating in incest?"
"What?"
"Black cock. I lost count of how many black men I fucked and sucked in order to hide something, to bury something. Want to know what that was?" Tiffanie asked, tweaking a nipple, watching her son.
"What, sweetie?"
"I wanted to hide how much it turned me on. Seeing you and Elliot, learning that I slept with my father, how incredibly hot and taboo it all was. I tried replacing one fetish with another, but no matter how many black dicks were shoved in every single hole in my body for the past year, it wouldn't and couldn't get rid of that one burning desire for that one special cock. A cock I want in me more than the biggest black cock in the world."
"Tom's," Diane said.
"Yes. I can't hide my desire for it, for him, anymore. I can't run away from it. I'm going to make love to him," Tiffanie said.
"Do it. Do it and come live here with me. Julianne and her son moved in a couple months ago. You can too. Stop everything, put the house up for sale and move in with us. Tom will be graduating high school this month, take him to bed, show him how much you love him, then move in with us," Diane said.
Tiffanie sighed. "That may be easier said than done. We aren't exactly that close anymore. I haven't spent much quality time with him. I feel like it'd be weird."
"Ignore that feeling. If he feels uncomfortable, he'll get over it. Take him somewhere. Just you and him. Make him yours. He won't resist you forever," Diane advised.
"I think I know just the thing," Tiffanie said. They ended their call, followed by more calls by Tiffanie to a travel agent. She was taking her son to a place they been before, a place where one of Tiffanie's black lovers accompanied them to, a place where she spent most of her time riding his cock instead of spending any time with her son. She was going to make it right. She was going to spend all her time giving Tom attention this time around. She was going to be in the hot tub, in bed, in the shower, on the beach with Tom -- not anyone else.
The first week of June was when they would leave. It would be the exact same resort, room, everything. Tiffanie watched Tom from her window kick the ball back and forth in the front yard. Staring him down, while she slowly rubbed her clit, she had a few weeks to prepare. She would change everything with her son.




Chapter 2

She waited until Tom came in before she put on a silky, black robe. Tiffanie's first decision on her path to seduce Tom was to wear less clothing -- always. No underwear, small, tight dresses, robes, tiny shorts and tank tops were going to be part of her new attire.
Tom was sitting in a recliner, channel surfing, when Tiffanie entered the living room, immediately approaching him.
"Tom, we need to talk," She said, going to her knees in front of him, careful to make sure her cleavage exposed as much as possible without fully revealing her breasts.
"Ok, what is it?" Tom asked, glancing away from her.
Tiffanie took the remote from him, tossing it to the nearby couch. She repositioned herself so her large breasts were resting on Tom's thighs. She could tell he was feeling uncomfortable, but didn't care.
"I want to apologize to you."
"For what?" he asked.
"This past year, everything. You and I have grown apart. It's my fault. That's going to change starting now. For your graduation present, I'm taking you on a trip to the exact same place went to in November. It'll be just me and you. I'm redoing that vacation and I'll be spending all my time with you," Tiffanie said.
"Oh, well, it's fine. We don't have to."
"No. We are. I feel horrible about the last time we went," Tiffanie paused; her second decision on her path to seduce Tom was to change the way she talked to him. She thought about how to proceed, opting for complete openness and honest.
She ran her hands slowly up and down his thighs. "I was busy having sex, so much sex, with the friend that went with us," Tiffanie said, biting her lower lip. Tom's eyes widened and he tensed up, never hearing his mother talk like this.
"You were down at the beach by yourself and I was getting it on in the hot tub. You were eating lunch alone and I was getting eaten out -- if you know what I mean," She smiled at a shocked Tom.
Tiffanie leaned up to whisper in his ear, "That means I was having my pu -- "
"I know what it means mom," Tom interrupted, pushing her away. "Too much info."
"Well anyway, this time it will be different. We'll spend the entire time together. You and me. How does that sound?" she asked.
Tom wouldn't look at her face, he glanced to her cleavage, "Um, you might want to check yourself there."
Tiffanie looked down. Part of her right breast, including most of the nipple was exposed. She guessed her robe came undone when she leaned up to whisper to Tom. "Oh. Heh," Tiffanie shrugged. "So what do you say?"
"Are you going to fix your robe?" Tom nervously asked.
"Ugh Tom, don't be silly. It's just me. We're going to be bonding so much in the next few weeks. You might see these everyday!" Tiffanie said, quickly pulling her robe back, exposing her breasts.
"Mom!" Tom looked away.
Tiffanie grabbed his face to meet her eyes, her exposed large breasts resting on Tom's lower abdomen. "Tom, a vacation redo for your graduation present, yes?"
Tom gulped, shaking, staring into her eyes. He slowly nodded his head.
"Good," Tiffanie smiled, closed her eyes, and kissed Tom's closed mouth. She stood, his eyes on hers, not adjusting her robe.
She walked away, behind Tom, toward the stairs. She removed the robe, looking over her shoulder. "I'll start dinner in an hour. If you need me before then I'll be in my room masturbating. Just knock first. Or don't. Everyone does it!"
Tom sat still for the next five minutes, with his mouth hanging open, still in shock. "What the hell," he managed to whisper before getting up to leave.
Right as he put his hand on the front door to exit, he heard his mother cumming -- loudly -- in her bedroom. "Nope, nope, gotta leave!" Tom rushed out of the house to drive around for a little while.
Had he stayed at home another five minutes, he would've heard her call out his name, begging him to go harder, deeper inside her.
Tiffanie pulled the dildo out of her body, licking and sucking it clean. Her one true desire, Tom, would be all hers in a matter time.




Chapter 3

Dinner was agonizing for Tom. Tiffanie wore the same black robe, nothing underneath, playing footsy the whole time with him, talking on and on about their trip.
"Oh there's also a nude beach nearby. It's nice. Feel free to join me on it if you want," Tiffanie suggested, taking a few final bites of her meal.
"No thanks," Tom quickly replied.
Tiffanie smiled, taking her and Tom's plates to the kitchen. "Ok, man of the house, sit in your throne. Your woman -- me -- will feed you dessert."
"What?"
"Sit in the recliner," Tiffanie rolled her eyes, getting apple pie out of the refrigerator. She got a spoon and made her way to Tom.
She pulled up the short, black robe and sat on his lap, most of her bare ass on his thigh. "Mom," Tom winced.
"Shhh, I'm feeding my man," Tiffanie said, bringing a spoonful of pie to his mouth.
"I'm not your man," Tom said.
"Just eat it," she snapped. Tom obliged, opening his mouth for his mother to shove the pie in.
"Mmmm," She moaned. "Good?"
"Yeah."
"Have another. You like pie?"
"Mmhmm," Tom said, chewing the mouthful.
Tiffanie kissed the side of his head after giving him another bite, watching him eat. "You're really good at eating pie, Tom."
"Uh, thanks?"
"I bet a lot of the girls at school are going to miss you," Tiffanie added.
"What do you mean?" Tom said after swallowing another bit.
"Well Tom," Tiffanie said, taking the spoon from him, sitting the pie on the table. "Pie is a euphemism for," She smiled, leaning in once more to whisper in his ear. "Pussy."
"Oh Geez, Mom," Tom groaned. "What's gotten into you?"
"Hey, relax, relax. We're just being silly here."
"No, you're being silly. Get off me," Tom said, trying to stand, trying to push his mother out of his lap.
"Easy! Fine, fine, go," Tiffanie said, letting him leave.
"Thanks for dinner. It was good," Tom said out of polite obligation.
"You're welcome," Tiffanie sighed. "I'll be fixing you dinner a lot more often."
Tom headed to his room to play video games. Tiffanie felt she went too fast. Later that night her older sister Stephanie agreed. They were on the phone with one another, Stephanie trying out sexy dresses for her date with her nephew, Greg, while Greg's mother, Julianne did the same for her date with Stephanie's son, Dan. It was one step closer for everyone feeling comfortable around each other, one step closer to household, family-wide orgies.
"I'd back off a little. You laid it on pretty thick it seems. You don't want to scare him off," Stephanie suggested. "Maybe apologize for coming on too strong, then over the next few weeks, keep flirting, but more innocently. He'll probably still feel uncomfortable, but not enough to completely scare him away."
"Then on the vacation I can kick it up a notch?" Tiffanie asked.
"Sure. Just be careful. I made Dan VERY uncomfortable when I seduced him. I went too far, too fast I think. Had I several more days alone with him, I might've slowed it down a bit."
"I have 10 days with Tom," Tiffanie said.
"Good, that's very good. Each day up the ante just a little. Until then though, apologize, and then keep things simple. Snuggle on the couch, go to movies or to dinner; talk with him like friends might. These are things I sorta wished I had done."
"How did you finally feel after it was done?" Tiffanie asked.
"On cloud nine. It was short and sweet. Dan didn't last long, but I didn't care. He's my honey," Stephanie answered. "Sex with him is better than sex with all the black -- "
"Cocks in the world?" Tiffanie giggled.
"Yes!" Stephanie said, agreeing with Tiffanie and also on the dress she had picked out. She changed her tone, whispering in the phone. "And I love black cock. I really do. But nothing compares to Dan. Heck, after my date with Greg tonight, I'm taking him to bed and I have no doubt in my mind that THAT sex will be just as good if not ALMOST as good as it is with Dan."
The two sisters giggled, "I hope I find out you're right," Tiffanie said. "Ugh, you've gotten me so horny now."
"Masturbation is your friend. I remember cumming on my toy, thinking of Dan before we made love, and I never orgasmed so hard in my life. More than I ever had with a black guy and it was only masturbation!"
"Stephanie! You are too much," Tiffanie said. Quieting down a bit, her eyes to the floor, "I guess you know we're half-sisters right?"
"Yep, but it's no big deal. It doesn't change anything. We're still sisters," Stephanie said.
"I know. I guess you're right," Tiffanie said, standing, removing her robe.
"I better go. Remember take it slow," Stephanie said. They ended their call. Tiffanie headed to the shower and Stephanie met her date at the front door.
Stephanie's back was against the back of her sister Julianne. Each woman was making out with their respective son. They broke the kiss at the same time and in unison said, "Have fun with your Aunt tonight."
All four of them erupted into laughter.




Chapter 4

Taking Stephanie's advice to heart, Tiffanie toned it down some. Instead of flirting with Tom and making him feel uncomfortable, she opted to talk more with him, go do things with him, and basically build a friendship with him.
She still wore very little clothing around the house. Tiffanie would sit across from Tom at dinner, wearing her robe, erect nipples against the silk, lightly rubbing her foot against his -- but not going overboard.
She apologized for coming on too strong, saying that sometimes she gets really horny and has trouble controlling herself -- especially around attractive men, insinuating Tom.
Tom for the most part was awkward around her, only being nice because it was the right thing to do. The main thing on his mind was finishing his final exams and figuring out how to tell his mother he was accepted to college on the other side of the country, in Los Angles, near his father. His parents didn't get along at all, but since his mother has been barely around in the past year or so, Tom found it difficult to talk to her about these things. He knew she wouldn't be pleased.
"Are you looking forward to our trip?" Tiffanie asked her son while putting away the dishes with him.
"Yeah, I guess," Tom shrugged.
"We're going to have a wonderful time," She said, stopping Tom from putting a plate away, hugging him tightly. "I know I've said it before recently, but I'm truly sorry for not being around much in the past year. I was going through a lot of turmoil and I just kept my distance instead of dealing with it."
"Turmoil? Like what?" Tom asked.
"Come, sit on the couch with me," Tiffanie grabbed his hand, leading the way. Tom sat down, Tiffanie pulled up the skirt she was wearing, revealing some of her ass, and sat her, unbeknownst to Tom, bare pussy on his lap, straddling him.
"Mom," Tom sighed.
"Just relax, it's fine," Tiffanie held his face, kissing his cheeks before continuing. She didn't want to tell him about Diane and Elliot having sex on the back deck, she didn't want to tell him how badly it turned her on to see it, she didn't want to tell him what she sunk to in order forget what she saw and how she felt.
"You remember Bob?" Tiffanie asked after a brief pause.
"Yeah, that guy you'd spend your weekends with."
"Right. Well he turned out to be someone completely different. I had a rough time dealing with it. I ran away when I should've run to you."
"Why me?"
Tiffanie didn't reply, smiling at her son, running her fingers through his hair. She hugged him tightly, pulling him against her chest.
"Ugh," Tom squirmed.
"Sorry," Tiffanie said. "My breasts are quite large aren't they?"
"Um," Tom gulped, his eyes rapidly blinking. "Yeah."
"You loved sucking them so much. They fed you very well long, long ago," Tiffanie caressed.
"Come on, geez," Tom complained, moving his face away from her hand.
"Sorry," She said again, getting off her son, pulling him up. "Finish the dishes. I'll be in my bedroom. Feel free to join me. We can watch a movie if you like."
Tom shrugged, not really feeling like joining her. He didn't. He went to his room to study for his last exam. Graduation would be the following weekend. Tiffanie, once again nude, cuddled under the covers, falling asleep before the movie was over.
*********
"What about making him jealous?" Stephanie suggested on the phone, briefly taking Dan's cock out of her mouth.
"I don't know. How?" Tiffanie answered. She was nude again, watching Tom play soccer.
"Well, maybe flirt with one of his little friends. You said after graduation there was a cook out right? Well, if Tom sees you being flirty with other guys his age, maybe he'll get jealous; maybe he'll want you for himself after seeing you in that light. Who knows?" Stephanie added.
"I don't think that'll work. I can't tell you how many times I've had loud sex over the past year in my bedroom, hoping deep down Tom would spy on me or walk in on us. Nothing worked. He either left the house or put on his headphones and hid in his room," Tiffanie said.
"Well don't be so obvious with it. Is there a pool there?" Stephanie asked.
"I think so. It's down the street at the neighborhood swimming pool. They have a cook out each year for all the graduates that live here."
Stephanie popped Dan's cock out of her mouth again, "Wear a nice bikini. With a body like yours you'll draw attention from everyone. Just hang out in the water."
"I'll see what I can do. I haven't met any of Tom's friends, so who knows."
A few days later, Saturday evening, everyone was staring at Tiffanie as she and Tom entered the pool area, sitting down their towels.
Her teal bikini wasn't too revealing, too slutty looking, it was fairly normal. Her curves, breasts, tummy, legs, butt, didn't stop everyone from glancing at the 41-year- old. She still had an incredible body after last posing in Playboy in her 20's.
Tiffanie ignored everyone but Tom. She practically followed him around. He reluctantly introduced her to all his friends. Tiffanie played it cool, was friendly, smiling widely.
None of the other mothers would talk to her; the fathers were too scared. But Tom's friends, teenagers, easily approached her as she leaned against the wall of the pool in four feet of water.



She didn't flirt with them. She didn't touch them at all. She talked and laughed with them. Some were shy, some were outgoing, but Tiffanie could tell, all of them wanted her.
She and Tom made eye contact several times. He was on the other side of the pool chatting with a friend and his girlfriend. Eventually she caught Tom watching her, watching the guys around her. She gave him a sweet wave, hoping this suggestion was having some sort of effect on him.
It did. Later that night, Tom was in her bed, watching a movie with her. He wasn't speaking much, but knocked on her door, came inside, telling her he figured he would hang out a bit. Tiffanie had no idea if he was jealous or wanted to spend time with her that night to make up for not being able to at the pool.
"Cuddle?" Tiffanie asked, a large towel still wrapped around her body after her shower.
"Sure, I guess," Tom shrugged again, extending his arm for his mother. Tiffanie didn't watch the movie, instead laid against Tom, breathing in his scent, enjoying his warmth.
When the movie ended she asked him to stay with her for the night. He declined. "Please?" she asked.
"Nah. Maybe tomorrow," Tom said.
"Ok. I'm proud of you by the way. Very, very proud of you. You were taking all those advanced classes and now you're done!" Tiffanie said, giving him a hug and a kiss on the lips, taking him by surprise.
"Yeah. Thanks," Tom said, still withholding information from her about his cross-country college acceptance.
"Remember tomorrow night," Tiffanie said, smiling as her son left her room, closing her door.
"Ok. Tomorrow night."
She undid the towel, letting it fall to her feet, standing nude, "Good. I'll be waiting for you," she whispered.




Chapter 5

"I sleep in the nude," Tiffanie told Tom the next night as soon as he entered her room, closing the door.
"What?" he said backing away.
"No," Tiffanie said, pinning him against the door, preventing his escape. "You aren't leaving. I want to spend as much time with you as possible. If you feel uncomfortable with my nudity, you can get naked yourself, or sleep outside the covers."
"Fine," Tom said. "Let me know when you're in the bed and covered up."
"You're safe," Tiffanie said, lying on her side, propped up on her elbow. "You sure you don't want to lose those pajamas? It's quite comfortable feeling bare skin against the sheets."
"No thanks," Tom quickly replied, hoping she'd drop it. Tiffanie giggled, moving closer to Tom. He pulled a blanket over his legs.
"Hold me?" his mother asked. Tom rolled his eyes. "Relax, my skin won't be touching yours. I'm under the covers, remember?"
Tom sighed, "Alright. Fine."
She turned off the lamp next to the bed, part of her breast coming exposed from her stretching. Tom didn't notice.
Her arms and upper back exposed, she snuggled against Tom. Pulling his face toward hers, kissing his lips, she said goodnight. "You're the only man for me. I realize that now. Goodnight."
Tom, confused by her statement, simply replied with a "goodnight" of his own. Tiffanie lay in his arms, wide awake, pretending he was under the covers and naked with her after a steamy lovemaking session.
Her wet pussy giving her courage, she waited until Tom was asleep. Tiffanie sat up, the sheet coming off her body, revealing her breasts. She looked at her sleeping son, smiling seductively.
In the low lit room, she pulled his blanket back, careful not to disturb him. "Just a peek. That's all," She whispered.
Her heart racing, she held her breath, slowly, gently tugging at his pajama pants and boxer shorts. Tiffanie stopped, getting an idea. She hopped off the bed, put her shoulder-length hair in a pony tail, found a flash light on the bedside table, and got back on the bed.
"There. Let's get a good look at you," She grinned. Resting on her elbow, hovering over Tom's midsection, she tugged his pajama pants and underwear down once more.
"Oh baby, oh baby," she whispered, mouth trembling, the flashlight illuminating Tom's tuft of pubic hair and flaccid penis.
Tiffanie lowered her head, inhaling his scent, "Wow," she whispered.
She wanted to devour it, to bring it to life, suck it dry. "I'm going to have you inside me. I'm going to drink from you," she told his sleeping cock.
Turning off the flash light, she leaned in close to Tom. "I'm going to take care you, Tom," she whispered in his ear. "Mmmm," she moaned, "I'm going to fuck you so good."
Tiffanie had to remove herself from the room. She hopped off the bed again, rushed down the hall, and stepped out onto her back deck in the hot, humid, night air. "This is where it began," she said. "This is where I saw a mother and son together."
She was slowly rubbing her clit, pacing around the deck, the full moon providing all the light she needed. "Tom. Yes."
"Take me," she said again, leaning back on the rail, just like her older sister Diane did that fateful night.
"Yes!" she pretended Tom was there, holding her legs, slamming his cock into her as hard as he could. Tiffanie picked up the pace, furiously rubbing her clit. "Yes! Yes!"
"Harder!" She imagined her son gritting his teeth, working up a sweat, just like she was.
"Yes! Yes! Noooooooo!" Tiffanie fell over the railing, landing with a thud, six feet below on the wet grass. She erupted into laughter after discovering no injuries. She wasn't done though.
Not caring if the neighbors heard or saw her, she kept masturbating in her back yard. Rolling around on the ground, pretending Tom was with her, she made it to the middle of the yard. She was on all fours now, reaching past her stomach, rubbing her clit, dipping her fingers in her cunt, and rubbing some more. In her mind Tom was behind her; owning her.
Like a wolf howling at the moon, Tiffanie cried out into the night, as the most powerful orgasm she ever had over took her. Not caring if she woke the neighbors or Tom, she collapsed on the ground, breathing heavily.
When she calmed down, she laughed at herself, climbed over the railing of the deck with some difficulty, planting her foot on the floor of the deck, and pulling herself up and over. She went inside discovering Tom was still asleep.
After a shower to clean off the dirt and grass, she stood, naked in the bathroom doorway, the light behind her silhouetting her body, watching Tom sleep, grinning devilishly. She wondered if this taboo and perverse desire was genetic. Perhaps it was why all her sisters were sleeping with their sons. She didn't know and didn't care. All she knew she was fully embracing it, her true desire, and would very soon cross that line with Tom.




Chapter 6

Tiffanie sat next to Tom on the plane ride to the Bahamas. She held his hand, thinking back to the last time they were on a plane. It was in November and it was to the very same destination. Tiffanie was in the bathroom getting fucked by the friend she brought along. This time, however, she was sitting next to her son, holding his hand, and thinking of all the wonderful and beautiful things she wanted to do to him. She was going to make things right.
They rode a shuttle bus from the airport to the resort. Tiffanie curled up in Tom's arm, ignoring the annoyed look on his face. Last time they were there, Tiffanie was curled up in her friend's arm, squeezing and tugging at his erection through his shorts, hoping her son would look over and see it; see that his mother wasn't an incestuous sicko like his aunts.
But now she was. Tiffanie fully embraced her taboo urges, no longer running from them -- from Tom. She pulled his face to hers, kissing his lips.
Tom pulled away, "Mom, geez."
Tiffanie smiled, wiping his lips with her thumb, "I love you."
Tom looked around the bus, nodding to his mother, "Love you too."
Tiffanie couldn't wipe the smile off her face. He was so shy. All that would change by the end of the trip.
There was an issue with getting the same villa as last time. The front desk manager who checked them in informed Tiffanie of their blunder.
"It's ok. This is a new trip, so a new room is fine," She said.
The employee looked at Tiffanie and Tom, "Is he your son?"
"Yes."
"I think I have the perfect room for you two," the employee smiled, giving Tiffanie a wink before printing off their paperwork.
*********
"Oh wow, this is amazing, Tom!" Tiffanie placed her bag on the bed, and checked out the bathroom. The shower was huge. Her first thought was that it could easily fit her and Tom in there.
"Look out here! Oh my..." Tiffanie looked into the small courtyard, noticing the hot tub. Tom stood next to her, looking around.
"Maybe later tonight, I can have some wine delivered, we can get in there," Tiffanie turned around and tickled her son, "we can have fun!"
Tom flinched, "Yeah, sure." He shrugged.
Tiffanie went back to her bag, leaving Tom behind to look around. "I'm changing into my bikini and then we'll hit the beach."
A few moments later, Tiffanie emerged from the bathroom wearing a brand new bikini. It was a tiny, black, string bikini, leaving little to the imagination.
"Well do you like it?" She asked her son, laughing as he looked away embarrassed. She approached him, grabbing his hands and placing them on her waist.
"Do you think it's sexy?" she asked.
"Mom, I -- "
"Hey, It's ok. As a woman, do you think I'm sexy?"
Tom sighed and shrugged.
"Hey, look at me," Tiffanie pulled his face to her smiling face. She smiled, looking down at her cleavage. "Do you think I'm sexy?"
"I, I guess," Tom stammered.
"Good," Tiffanie grabbed her bag. "I suggest you relax and don't think of me as a mother, but a friend, a woman you're on vacation with. A vacation needed for both of us to reconnect, this time as adults."
Tiffanie winked at the 18-year-old, gesturing him to follow her. They locked the door and headed to the beach, Tiffanie holding Tom's hand.
*********
They were inseparable, much to Tiffanie's delight. Unlike last time, in November, they spent the day together. They didn't talk much. Thoughts of making love to Tom, to giving herself to him, filled her mind -- but she remained calm and quiet, enjoying the sun, sand, and her son.
She dragged him into the water, straddled him, held him, and looked into his eyes, occasionally giving him kisses on the cheek and lips. She was savoring every moment.
Tom didn't protest too much, Tiffanie wondered if deep down he didn't mind her large breasts, barely covered by a bikini top, mashing against his chest.
That night they went to dinner. She wore a nice sundress, no underwear. There was a candle in the middle of the table; she held his hand, sitting across from him.
Moments later, slow dancing with a few of the older couples at the resort, "Did you notice something about our room?"
"What?"
"It only has one bed. Are you ok with that?" Tiffanie asked.
"Yeah, I guess. Sure."
"Are you going to be ok with me sleeping naked?"
"Uh, well -- "
"Tom?" she put her hands on his face, "you don't have to be uncomfortable around me."
"I know, it's just a little weird. I'll sleep outside the covers again."
"Ok," She smiled, accepting that compromise once again.
Back at the room, Tom emerged from the bathroom in pajamas. Tiffanie started undressing, glancing at Tom while she did, seeing him avert his eyes, too bashful to look.
Just like the other night, Tom held her covered nude body against his. After a long day of travel, Tiffanie was too tired to wait for Tom to go to sleep. As she drifted off, she thought back to the previous trip. She climaxing over and over again the first night, while Tom was outside or across the villa, his room shut. This time, she was doing things the right way. She was in his bed, in his arms, right where she belonged.




Chapter 7

"What? What is it?" Tom asked his mother the next day after breakfast. They were in a nearby pool; she was once again, straddling him staring at his face, quiet.
"Nothing. Just admiring the view."
"You're funny," Tom said.
"You look a little like my father," Tiffanie said, referring to her biological father, Bob.
"Really? I never saw that resemblance."
"When he was younger, yes," Tiffanie thought back to the day she learned of Bob's true identity, seeing pictures of the college age Bob with his mother, Tiffanie's mother.
"I love you," Tiffanie said once again.
"Mom, are you sure you ok? I mean I know you want to make up for not being around much in the past year or so, but you just seem so different now."
"I'm more than ok, Tom. I'm perfect. I feel great, I feel like everything is working out wonderfully."
Tom thought of telling her about college. She thought he'd be attending a nearby community college for a couple years, getting his core classes out of the way, and then transferring to a four year school to finish. Seeing her happy face looking at him made him hesitate once more.
"Things are going to be changing for us," Tiffanie said. "They will be changing for the better. I can't go into it just yet, but on this trip, you'll know what I mean by the time we leave. Please just go with it, let me change our relationship for the better."
"What are you talking about?"
"You'll see, just go with it. I promise you everything will be perfect."
The rest of the day was more of the same -- quiet closeness between mother and son, Tom gradually loosening up a bit, not flinching when she kissed him. Sometimes he'd rest his hands on her waist while she gave him a longer-than-normal kiss on the lips.
That evening was another romantic meal, followed by a walk under the stars, with Tiffanie's hand holding Tom's arm.
*********
Tom awoke the next morning hard as a rock -- more so than normal. He felt a warm, soft body resting against his. His hand glided up a bare back, feeling the silk skin. He moaned, feeling a heavy mass against his side -- two large breasts.
His eyes shot open upon realizing the body belonged to his mother.
"Hi," she said, smiling at him. "Sorry, I got hot under the covers. I figured this blanket you were using would be better. But then I got chilly, so I snuggled up to you. Now I'm just right."
"Uh, ok," Tom said.
Tiffanie rose up, kissing his cheek, her tits dragging across his chest. Tom looked away, not seeing his mother crawl out of bed. He kept his eyes closed, hearing fabric of her bikini thong slide against her legs. He quickly opened and shut his eyes. In that split second he saw his mother, back to him, looking for the bikini top. He could see the sides of her breasts from behind.
"Get dressed. Let's go," Tiffanie said, pulling the blanket away from Tom. Moaning inwardly when she saw his tented pajama bottoms.
"Looks like someone else is ready to go," Tiffanie smiled, glancing at his bulge, sitting next to Tom on the bed. She ran her hand over his chest.
"Mom, I'm sorry, I -- "
"Got excited from holding a naked woman in your arms?" Tiffanie asked. Tom's eyes darted from side-to-side, thoroughly embarrassed.
"Aww, it's ok," Tiffanie said, throwing her leg over Tom, climbing on him, straddling him. He looked on in shock when his mother lowered her crotch on top of his.
"See? No big deal," She said, fighting a burning desire to rip his pajama pants off and shove his cock inside her hungry pussy. "Actually, it kinda is a big deal."
Tom's face turned red, picking up on his mother innuendo. "Um."
"Come on, let's get going," Tiffanie said, climbing off her son, giving his tenting pajamas a look and a smile.
The rest of the day was noticeably more uncomfortable for Tom. Tiffanie thought nothing of it, spending all her time with her true desire -- her son and enjoying every hug, kiss, and caress she gave him.
That night she went to bed, undressing once more, climbing on the bed under the same blanket Tom was under. He didn't protest this time.
"You going to fondle me in my sleep?" Tiffanie joked.
"What? No, no way," Tom said.
"You can if you want to," Tiffanie said, lying in his arms. "I wouldn't mind being woken up by a man running his hands all over my naked body."
Tom shook his head, closing his eyes, feeling more uncomfortable.
"I love being held like this," his mother said, placing his hand on her waist.
A moment passed, Tom was incredibly tense. "Tom?" Tiffanie asked rising up on her elbow. "Are you a virgin?"
"Mom!"
"Sweetie, don't be shy. You can tell me anything."
"Ugh."
"Well?"
He hesitated more. "I had a girlfriend but it never got to that point."
"Sex?"
"Yeah. OK? Is that what you wanted to know?"
"What did you two do?"
"We kissed some and, well," Tom paused.
Tiffanie kissed at his cheek, jaw, neck, whispering in his ear, "Did she suck your dick?"
"Ah geez," Tom said, attempting to sit up, to leave, but his naked mother pinned him down.
"No, no, you're not going anywhere," She said, straddling him, Tom looking away from her tits. "Did she?"
Tom nodded his head, yes.
Tiffanie leaned down, her breasts coming to rest on his chest, "Was it good?"
Tom shook his head, no.
"And why not?" She whispered, peppering his face with slow sensual kisses.
"Teeth," Tom spit out.
"Ah yes. Her teeth raked across your cock. Probably didn't feel good," Tiffanie was continuously kissing at his cheeks and neck now. "I had that problem too when I first started pleasuring men with my mouth. I learned a few tricks to help with it."
Tom gulped again, his breathing heavy, he wanted to run, but was too scared to grab her naked body and throw her off him.
"Now that I've mastered it, a penis easily goes into my mouth, no teeth raking across the shaft," Tiffanie paused a moment, kissing his lips slowly. "I love the feeling of doing it."
She was looking directly in Tom's eyes now, "I love it when a man ejaculates in my mouth. I love the taste of semen, sloshing it around in my mouth before I swallow it."
She kissed his lips once more, "Every last drop."
Tom panicked, "Ok get off me. Get off me!"
"Tom?"
"Please! Just move," Tom said, sitting up, his mother sliding off him on to the mattress. He rushed out the door, saying over his shoulder, "Going for a walk."
Tiffanie smiled, getting off the bed, walking to the hot tub in the back court yard area.
"We're going to the nude beach tomorrow Tom," she said aloud, letting the jets of the tub, massage her body, while she rubbed her clit.
Two hours later, Tom returned, finding his mother in the bed on her side facing away from him. He pulled the blanket over him, rolled over, and tried to go to sleep.




Chapter 8

Tom woke the next morning finding his mother already dressed, not in a bikini, but in a thin, spaghetti-strapped tank top, her large, full breasts busting at the seams to get out, and tiny, white shorts.
"Hurry! We have to make the ferry on time," Tiffanie pulling Tom out of the bed.
"Ferry?"
"Yes!" She said, pulling his t-shirt up over his head, running her hands over his body before pulling at his pajama pants.
"Whoa, whoa, I can remove these," Tom said, heading to the bathroom to change in to a new shirt and swim trunks.
They had a quick breakfast, Tom trying to forget about last night, his questions about where they were headed in the ferry unanswered by his mother.
The ferry was actually a small boat, large enough for about ten people, all sitting in rows of benches. Tom saw they were headed for an island not far off the coast. Apparently it was owned by the resort and this boat shuttled people back and forth from it all day.
When they arrived Tiffanie stood, waiting to get off. Wake from a passing boat hit their boat causing Tiffanie to stumble. She raised her hands to stop her fall. One hand went Tom's thigh, the other, to his crotch.



Tiffanie held it there, pressing down on his crotch for a few seconds, "Oops, sorry."
Tom blushed, saying nothing, hoping it was an accident.
Holding hands, exploring the island, they walked by the pool area, small restaurant, and made their way to one of the small beaches. They were alone. Tiffanie saw a small coconut tree in the distance.
"Hold me up; I want to get a coconut as a souvenir. I hope I can get it past customs," She told her son.
Instead of getting a stick or even bumping into the tree, she insisted she straddle Tom, and he hold her up so she could reach the coconut. He finally agreed, Tiffanie sneakily tore her thin spaghetti strap and jumped on Tom.
He held her up as high as he could, "My butt," Tiffanie said.
"Huh?"
"Hold me up by my butt. I can get higher that way," she instructed. Tom agreed, sighing when his mother's chest was against his head, practically in his face.
Tiffanie rested one hand on Tom's shoulder, the other reaching high above her. She stretched and struggled to reach the coconut, and then it happened, just as she hoped. The upward reaching of her arm, coupled with the broken strap of her tank top, caused a massive tit to spill out.
"Almost got it!"
"Uh mom," Tom said, witnessing her breast make its way out of her shirt. "Mom?"
"Just a sec, almost there!"
"Uh," Tom said, moving his head back and forth, attempting to avoid the bare breast in his face.
"Be still!" his mother said.
"Hurry!" Tom called to her.
Her boob was now smashed against the side of Tom's head, the erect nipple next to his eye. He remained still, but couldn't help but glance at it. Then he turned his head and looked directly at it, the round nub within sucking distance. His mouth instinctually opened; his hot breath against her skin.
Tiffanie held the coconut and watched her son stare at her bare breast. For half a minute he stared at it, frozen with fear, but also admiring its beauty.
"Tom. You can put me down now. I have the coconut," his mother calmly said. Tom, shaken from his trance, lowered his mother, her nipple gliding against his nose, then top and bottom lips.
"Thank you, sweetie," Tiffanie smiled at him.
Tom was flustered, nodding his head, looking around, avoiding eye contact.
"Look," Tiffanie said, glancing behind Tom. He turned around saw an older couple, nude, walking along the beach.
"Will you get naked with me? It's a nude beach," Tiffanie asked.
"I, um, well," Tom struggled to get out.
Tiffanie giggled, pulling Tom in for a hug. "It's ok, we don't have to." She backed away, holding the coconut up to her bare breast. "Look. They're about the same size," she giggled again.
Tom just nodded uncomfortably.
"Will you tie my strap? It broke," she said, turning around. Tom obliged, tying it in a simple knot for her.
They walked around awhile, holding hands, Tom not knowing what to say. She led him to a nice spot under some palm trees. He sat against one.
"Rub my neck and shoulders?" his mother asked, taking a seat in front of him.
"Sure."
Tiffanie made Tom stretch out his legs and leaned against his body. "There you go. Have at it."
He was barely massaging her at first, too afraid and too shocked to really work her tissue. "Harder," Tiffanie said, leaning her full weight against him.
Tom looked forward, to the crashing waves doing his best to avoid looking at her cleavage. His mother moaned, her hands resting on his thighs at her sides. "Yes," she said, squeezing his thigh muscles while he rubbed her trapezius muscle and neck. Then Tom glanced down.
He saw her heaving chest, her breasts slowly rising and falling with her labored breathing. One of those breasts was in his face earlier, the nipple dragged across it. "No, no, no, please don't," Tom silently begged his growing erection to calm down.
The way she was rubbing his thighs, the way her breasts moved with her heavy breathing, the way she moaned when he massaged her neck -- Tom couldn't will the erection away no matter what now.
A few moments later, Tom found himself breathing heavily too. The worst part is that he was instinctually flexing his butt, causing him to ever so lightly thrust upward into his mother's lower back.
"Mmmm," Tiffanie moaned again, her head lying against Tom's shoulder. "Lower."
"Hmm?" Tom asked.
She grabbed his hands, bringing them around toward her chest, suggesting he massage her pectoral muscles. Tom did so, but struggled since her pectorals were covered by tit flesh. Rubbing the part where her breasts began, he continued.
Tiffanie was moaning more and more now. She was also, just as subtly as Tom, meeting his upward thrusts with downward ones of her own. She felt his cock against her lower back, pretending it was going inside her, there on the secluded beach. She was so wet. "Lower," she told her son again.
He couldn't disobey his mother. His hands slid lower down her chest, kneading and squeezing more of her breast flesh now. "Yes," he told himself, the brain in his penis taking control.
His hands were in her top now, squeezing her tits from behind. They were massive handfuls, so large, soft.
Tiffanie's left hand slid further up his thigh, "Yes, Tom," she moaned. She rose up just enough to get her hand behind her, resting it on Tom's crotch.
She was squeezing his erection, just like Tom was squeezing her breasts. Then it happened, Tom lost control, after a minute or so. His body became rigid, his breathing erratic. He was ejaculating. His mother never once stopped her bulge squeezing, loving every second of bringing him an orgasm.
He settled down a moment later, going still, bringing his hands out of her top. She turned her head to kiss his lips, but he pulled away, ashamed, embarrassed what he had let himself do to her. The fact that she loved it, encouraged it, and made him cum, was confusing for him.
Tom stood, his mother rising with him. He walked toward the dock on the other side of the island, waiting for the boat to arrive a few minutes later. Tiffanie followed him, realizing her son was changing. Tom was at the point where he tasted a small sample. He would either say no, never being inappropriate with her again, or he'd say yes and keep going, keep pushing things, keep exploring these desires his mother has had for awhile now.
Tiffanie, walking a few feet behind Tom, brought her hand to her nose, smelling it. It was damp from his semen seeping through the fabric of his swim trunks. She licked at it, hoping to taste any sperm that may be on her hand.
Tom sat on the other side of the boat, away from her. Tiffanie watched him, a sly smile on her face. It was only a matter of time before her wildest, incestuous fantasies would become real.




Chapter 9

Tom immediately took a shower upon entering their room. Tiffanie assumed it was a cold one. She did something next that could've turned out to be a huge mistake. She took a risk and removed her clothes and went to the back courtyard area, turned on the Jacuzzi and waited for Tom to get out of the shower.
Tom took forever to finish his shower. When she heard it cut off from the small, open window, she called out to him. "Tom, I'm out here. Come see me."
"Tom?" she called out once more. Moments later, he appeared, looking down, fully clothed. "Join me? Please?"
"No," he said.
Tiffanie traversed the tub, rose out of it, naked and approached her son. "Please?"
"No."
"Aww, come on. We'll have fun," she smiled, reaching for his hand. "Get out of those clothes and join me."
Tom jerked it away shaking his head. "Mom, I'm not going to a community college for two years. I've been accepted to UCLA. I'm moving to California in August. I'll be living with dad and his new family."
Tiffanie was stunned silent, her heart racing. She watched Tom walk away from her heading back inside. The only thing she could muster was to whisper "no." She ran after her son, rage mixed with determination in her eyes.
She grabbed him by the arm pulling him inside and slammed the door shut. "No!" she yelled, pushing Tom onto the bed.
"Mom!"
She mounted him. Quickly climbing on him, she held him down, grabbing his face, bringing it to her mouth for a kiss. "You aren't moving out there. You aren't leaving me. Do you understand me?"
"Mom! Get off!"
"No. I've wanted this for so long," She said in between kisses, Tom doing his best to avoid them. "Ever since I saw your Aunt Diane and Cousin Elliot fucking on the back deck."
"Wait, wait!?!"
"That's right. They were going at it like wild animals. Do you know how hot it was? Do you know what it did to me to see that?" Tiffanie was frantically kissing and licking Tom's face.
"Ahh," He tried to escape, but couldn't and deep down, didn't want to.
"Do you know how many men I slept with to try to forget what I saw and how much it turned me on? Huh? Nothing worked nothing!" She was pulling at his t-shirt, tearing it at the seam.
"It's, it's not right!" Tom said, wincing in pain from his t-shirt's collar slicing into the back of his neck. Tiffanie tore it off him, resuming her kisses.
"I don't care. I want you and I need you. I'm taking you," his mother said, kissing his mouth one more time, her tongue slinking out, licking him.
"No!" He tried to resist.
Tiffanie stopped, sat up; staring at her son's terrified face. Her own face was expressionless. After a brief pause, she said, quietly, calmly, "Suck my tits."
Tom blinked rapidly, hesitating. Both large orbs were staring back at him. He slowly nodded his head, looked to his mother's stone face, thinking back to the beach earlier in the day.
He devoured her tits, grabbing them hard, his mouth closing over a nipple, sucking at it as if he were starving. "That's it, Tom, that's it" Tiffanie whimpered, holding his head in place. "Go with this. Just let it happen!"
Tom was rock hard now, switching from one breast to another, covering the nipple and part of the meat with saliva.
Tiffanie pushed him back onto the mattress. Not taking her eyes off him, she tugged and pulled at his shorts, nearly tearing his boxer shorts off. She ignored his hard-on, the need to feel him inside her, cumming and spewing his seed overcame her.
Climbing back on her son, she grabbed his cock by the base, hurriedly guiding it in her. "Mom," Tom whimpered once more.
"Let it happen," She said, before impaling herself on his dick.
They both moaned simultaneously. His cock was in all the way. It wasn't the biggest she'd had, she wasn't stretched out or as full as with others, but she didn't care -- it was the one cock she desired most.
Inches above his face, Tiffanie stared into his eyes, slowly moving her hips up and down, "I love you."
"I love you too," Tom answered, barely able to contain himself at how good his cock felt with her sliding up and down on it.
"I want you to fill me with your cum. Ok baby?"
"I, I, can do that," Tom said, feeling his body go rigid again.
Several more loving, slow pussy glides up and down Tom's shaft and he couldn't hold it anymore. "Mom, it's, it's happening."
"Yes," she cried. "Give it to me, everything!"
Up and down on his cock she rose and fell, stopping at the bottom when Tom's eyes rolled into the back of his head. "Yes! You can do it! Give me everything!" his mother said, feeling his cock spurt its warm, gooey gift into her pussy.
"Yesss, yesss," Tom hissed, hands grabbing Tiffanie's waist as he finished cumming inside her.
He went still, done, having had sex for the first time. Tiffanie smiled, resting her head on his shoulder, still on top of him, his semen oozing out of her as his cock shrank.
"I did it. I did it," She kept saying to herself over and over. Tears started welling in her eyes. "I love you," she said aloud.
Tom paused, catching his breath, his hands sliding up and down his mother's back. "I love you too."




Chapter 10

An employee of the resort adjusted his erection outside Tiffanie and Tom's villa. It was a few days after they first made love; they had one day left on their trip. The front desk had received a noise complaint about the two lovers. The employee had visited this villa for the exact same reason several times before.
"Hi," Tiffanie said, opening the door, completely naked. The employee wasn't shocked.
"Hello ma'am. We've received a noise complaint about this room. Can you and, I'm assuming your son," he said, looking around Tiffanie to the bed, seeing Tom sleeping, "keep it down some?"
Tiffanie laughed and nodded, "We'll try."
"Do you have plans tonight? Perhaps he won't mind if you and I go to dinner?" the employee asked, recalling a few past sexual adventures with the women that have stayed in this room. He smiled, unzipping his pants, pulling out his erect cock.
"Wow. That is certainly a nice one. I'm sure it'd go good with these," She said, grabbing her breasts. "But it's our last night here, so I'll spend it with my son."
"Very well. Have a safe trip home," the employee said, Tiffanie closing the door. Not every resident of that room would have fun with him.
A few moments later, she was bouncing up and down on Tom's cock, cumming on it yet again. Ever since they became one, they only left to room to get food. They spent most of their time fucking. They were both raw, sore, and didn't care.
They bathed together, exploring each other's bodies. "Mom, mom!" Tom cried out, his cock pumping semen directly into her throat as the shower steam enveloped them.
Tiffanie loved sucking his cock, getting it hard after a break, and then cleaning it of his semen and her juices after sex.
"No teeth," She smiled, standing up, kissing his cheek. "I'm going to be sucking your dick every morning. I think that'd be a wonderful breakfast."
She showed him every position she knew of. He didn't last long, but little by little, he'd last longer. Just after midnight that night, Tiffanie was on all fours, Tom behind her, dripping sweat on to her back, cumming at the same time.
The next day, they managed to sneak into the bathroom on the plane for a quickie. They got home, kissing and undressing on the way to Tiffanie's bedroom. "Fuck me," she ordered him.
"Yes! Yes! Oh Tom!" she cried out as she came, Tom collapsed on top of her.
"I'm not going to California. I'm not going out there," he said, trying to catch his breath.
"I know. I knew once you had my pussy, your pussy, you'd change your mind," Tiffanie grabbed his face kissing him hard. "We're moving to Charleston. We're moving in with your aunts. They are all like this -- like us."
"That's great news," Tom said.
"Uh huh, all of us together, cumming and cumming all day and night," Tiffanie grabbed a breast, offering it to Tom. "Suck it."
*********
A few nights later, a hot, humid summer night, near 1 am, Tiffanie and Tom were on her deck fucking. She was lying back on the wooden rail, Tom holding her by her legs, pumping into her. Her arms stretched out to the side, holding herself up.
"Harder!" she ordered her son. "Fuck me harder!"
Tom grit his teeth, slamming into her pussy as hard as he could, hoping to bring about another orgasm.
"Yes! Yes! Noooooooo!" Tiffanie and Tom fell over the railing, landing with a thud, six feet below on the wet grass. They erupted into laughter after discovering no injuries. They weren't done though.
They tackled each other, after brushing off some grass, going at it like rabid animals mating.
"You belong to me!" his mother said, tackling him. "This dick is mine!"
Tom nodded, falling to the ground, taking her with him. He guided his cock in her and continued on, rolling around, fucking in the moonlit backyard, not caring if they woke the neighbors.
The rolled around until they got to the fence. Tom, having learned a lot in the past couple weeks from his mother, stood, pulled her up, turned her around, and entered from behind.
He pulled her back to him by her hair, kissing and licking her neck, "And you're mine," he said.
"Always."
After slamming into her so hard the wooden fence was rocking back and forth. Tom picked his woman up, took her inside and bathed her.
He sat down in the shower, Tiffanie sitting on top of him, mouths entwined, hungrily sucking face.
At that very same moment in Charleston, South Carolina, Diane was sitting on her son, Elliot, offering her tits to him. In the room next to theirs, Stephanie was squealing with delight as her son, Dan was eating her pussy. Down the hall Julianne was on her back, legs wrapped tightly around her son, Greg, as he slowly made love to her, staring into each others face, saying without words how much they loved each other.
Back at Tiffanie's soon-to-be former home, Tom was hard again.
"Ah! Shit!" she sat on him in the shower, Tom sucking her tits, covering them with hickeys. She arched her back, looking upward, closing her eyes, Tom taking her breast meat out of his mouth with a loud popping sound, while the water cascaded down on them. She looked into his eyes, smiling weakly, tired from lack of sleep.
"Aren't you glad you gave in? I am."
"I am too, mom," Tom answered, they kissed until the water turned cold, exited the shower and fucked until they couldn't stay awake any longer.
A few days later the house was full of boxes in preparation for their move. Mom and son, naked as usual, took a break from packing.
"You sure you're ok about taking a year off, before looking for a college closer to Charleston?" she asked her son.
"Yep! Dad was ticked off when I told him, but I don't care," Tom replied.
"Here, let me show you something," Tiffanie pulled out one final box from her the bed. It was a package Bob had sent her, the very one Tom put on the kitchen table for her a year and almost two months ago.
She handed Tom pictures of Bob in his younger years, his arms were around Tom's grandmother. Tom turned the old photo over, reading the back aloud, "My mother."
He looked at another one of his late grandmother; "College graduation; Mom and I" was written on the back.
"Bob turned out to be my father," Tiffanie said. "The few years I worked for him, we slept together quite a bit. When I saw Diane and Elliot on the back porch, I turned to Bob, renewing our affair for several months. That is, until he sent this, telling me he was my father."
Tom looked through letters and other documents proving his mother's statement. "I went back to him a couple weeks before he passed away. We made love again. I, of course, knew he was my father. Perhaps incest is in my nature; in my blood."
"I guess it's in mine too," Tom said.
"There's more, look," Tiffanie moved a paper aside. It was a photocopy of a check written to her. "He gave that to me the last time I saw him. I guess it's my inheritance."
It was a check for $25 million dollars. Tom's mouth hung open.
"Now you know everything. No more secrets. If you want to go to college, you can, but you don't need to."
"I don't know what to say. This is insane."
"Yep. Strange how life twists and turns for people -- for us. A year ago I was avoiding you because I was scared at how much I wanted you, but here we are, getting ready to move into a huge incestuous home, millionaires."
Tom grabbed his mother, holding her against him, kissing her hard. He picked her up, took her to bed, lying her gently on the mattress.
The moving truck would arrive tomorrow. For now they would make love and rest. They would need it too. Tiffanie informed Tom earlier that day there would be a welcome orgy when they arrived at their new home.
The end.
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Introduction
Dean held his fiancée Deanna's hand. She wasn't responding. Lying in her hospital bed, shortly after being moved from the emergency room, Dean was saying goodbye to his first love.
Her parents were on the way; Dean was unable to reach his mother.
"Please don't do this," Dean was crying. He thought about their plans. Things would've been so perfect. College graduates, together since freshman year, getting married, and having a wonderful life. He sobbed harder thinking about how similar their names were; a detail so small and simple yet showed him they were made for one another.
He kissed her hand, her heart rate monitor beeping less and less each minute. Dean knew it wouldn't be long before Deanna passed away. "No," he cried.
"Yes!" Monica arched her back, several miles away, on top of her coworker, Ulysses. They recently completed another photo shoot for a fitness magazine.
She was cumming again. "Mmm, damn," she said, Ulysses running his hands up and down her toned, washboard tummy.
"Whew, I need a break after that one," Monica smiled, climbing off her friend, his cock slithering out of her pussy.
"Want some water?" she asked over her shoulder, leaving her bedroom.
"Sure, that'd be great," Ulysses nodded to her. When she was gone, her cell phone buzzed on the bedside table.
"Deanna," Dean cried back at the hospital, squeezing her hand. "I need you."
Her heart rate monitor beeping less and less each minute, a nurse and doctor were checking her. "Sir," the nurse whispered, her hand on Dean's shoulder. He knew it was almost time.
The nurse scooted by him to check equipment. Dean cursed himself, thinking he should've rode his bike with her, maybe the truck would've hit him instead of her, or perhaps it could've been avoided all together.
He couldn't believe this was happening. He ran his finger over the engagement ring he saved up for. It wasn't the best out there, and was fairly cheap, but Deanna didn't care. She happily wore it after excitedly throwing her arms around Dean, saying "yes" she'd marry him.
Monica climbed back on Ulysses, pushing a strawberry in his open mouth. "Good?"
She slid his cock back in her hungry pussy. "Yes, very good," Ulysses replied, not referring to the strawberry.
Monica chuckled, "Maybe you'll forget about that woman you told me about. For a little while at least."
"Maybe," Ulysses said. "But I'll think of her again when I leave here. Thanks for trying to help though."
"No problem," Monica grabbed his face, leaning down to kiss him hard.
Back at the hospital, Deanna flatlined. Dean held her hand for several minutes, listening to the doctor pronounce her dead at 2:19 am. When they left, giving him more time with her, he stood, brushed her hair away from her face, and kissed her forehead. His lips were trembling, barely touching her skin.
"Goodbye," he whispered, tears streaming down his face. He could barely stand, his legs weak. Five years of laughter, happiness flashed before him - all of it was gone now. Dean had seen a future with Deanna, a house, kids, maybe a dog. It would never happen now.
"Uhn! Yes!" Monica was bouncing up and down in Ulysses' arms back in her bedroom. Her phone vibrated again.
Ulysses reclined back in the bed, "Hey, you may want to check that. It buzzed several times while you were in the kitchen."
"Could be a wrong number. It's really late," Monica said, reaching for her phone.
"Maybe."
A concerned look came over her face, answering the call, getting off Ulysses. "Dean?"
"Mom. It's Deanna."
"What? What do you mean? What's wrong?"
"She's gone."
Monica almost dropped the phone, shaking uncontrollably as her son told her the events of that evening. She gathered up her pajamas, listening to Dean cry; cursing herself for not answering earlier.
"I'll be right there," Monica ended the call.
"Everything ok?" Ulysses asked, still naked in her bed.
"No. My son needs me. I have to go," Monica grabbed her keys, removing the house key from the key ring. "Lock up and leave this under the doormat outside."
"Um, ok, I'll do that," a confused Ulysses said.
"Sorry," Monica said. "Maybe another time. See you later."
When she left the naked fellow fitness model in her bed, the last thing on her mind was seeing Ulysses again. Dean was all that mattered. Monica rushed out of her house, got in her car, and sped off toward the hospital.
-1-
It was New Year's Day, 40 days since Deanna died. Monica was in her kitchen chopping vegetables for dinner.
She dumped the vegetables into the large pot to boil them. She sat at the table, running her hands through her long, curly hair when her phone rang. It was a new friend, Gia.
"Hey," she answered.
"Hi. Just wanted to let you know things are going great here in Hawaii. I really appreciate you recommending me for the shoot. You were right about the photographer they booked, he's annoying!" Gia laughed.
Missing out on a visiting a beautiful tropical location for work didn't faze Monica; there was no where she wanted to be but home. She couldn't leave her son alone.
Gia was taking her place for the photo shoot. The modeling agency was able to arrange it - though wasn't totally on board with Monica being replaced. Gia was taller, mid-30s, a few years younger than Monica and had dark hair. The photographer that was used complained about lighting and colors constantly. The agency knew Gia's dark brown hair against Ulysses' dark brown skin would cause him to whine and complain. Monica didn't care - it wasn't her problem, the agency would deal with the photographer. She had to deal with her son; she had to see him through this somehow.
"How's your son?" Gia asked.
"Same. He won't come out of his room. He barely eats," Monica sighed looking at the unpacked boxes leftover from when she moved him back in with her, a month prior.
"I'm glad he's there with you though," Gia commented.
"Me too. I can't think about what would've happened to him if I left him at his apartment."
"Yes, what's your son's name by-the-way? I don't think you've told me," Gia asked. There was a knock at her hotel room door. "Shoot! I better go."
"Alright. Thanks again for taking my spot," Monica said. "Ulysses is a really nice guy."
"It's fine and I agree. We had a great first day shoot."
"Alright, take care."
"I will," Gia ended the phone call. She turned around, naked, and opened her hotel room door. Ulysses was smiling. Gia pulled him hard into the room, pushing him on her bed and straddled him.
Monica stirred the vegetables then went to check on Dean. He was still in bed, sleeping, depressed.
She sat on the edge of the bed, her hand on his shoulder. "I'll bring you some dinner soon." She leaned over and kissed his forehead.
She rummaged through his boxes near the kitchen. The one on the top contained something that almost made her cry - Deanna's engagement ring. It was placed back in its box from the jewelry store and hidden amongst miscellaneous items. Monica opened it, thumbing the ring. It was a simple diamond, nothing fancy, nothing too pricey. She wiped a tear and placed it back where Dean packed it.
A few hours later, Monica was getting ready for bed. Drying off after her shower, she put on pajama shorts and a tank top, brushed her hair, and left her bedroom for Dean's.
The plate of food was empty, Dean lying on his other side, his back toward Monica.
She climbed in his bed, pulling the covers over them, and snuggled up to his back. Her hands slid under his t-shirt, her fingernails scratching at his skin. He felt so warm to the touch.
Monica sighed, another day down, another to start the next day.
"Goodnight. I love you," she whispered in his ear, kissing the back of his neck. Monica pulled his shirt down, and flung her arm over his waist. This is where she slept since she moved him in with her.
Sleep eventually found her after planning for the next day, hoping she could get him out of his room, maybe get him walking around talking. Monica had to do something, Dean wasn't getting better. She knew it would take time, but she was scared.
***
"Yes, I understand. I'll let him know," Monica informed an HR representative the next day on Dean's cell phone. She took his phone, answering and handling any calls he received, since he showed no desire to talk to anyone. This call was to inform Dean that his twelve week leave of absence from work was halfway through.
Monica set his phone down and continued her workout in her make-shift gym in the garage. She no longer went to a gym, opting to be at home with Dean as much as possible.
The Florida heat lessened slightly in January. The humidity was still strong enough to get Monica nearly drenched with sweat - her matching red sports bra and shorts not helping cool her much.
She heard movement above her. Dean's room was right above the garage. He was getting out of bed. Monica set the dumbbells down and dashed inside.
Pretending she was in a rush she barged into the bathroom, just as he was getting into the shower. "Mom," he said annoyed, pulling the shower curtain shut.
"Sorry! I was in a hurry," Monica told a half-truth. "Can I use the bathroom?"
"Yeah," Dean shrugged, he wouldn't be able to see her pee anyway. Nor did he care. He didn't care about much anymore. He was out of bed to shower, and then go right back.
Monica pretended to pee, thinking of how to keep him out of his room and interact with her.
"So, do you want to work out with me? Might be fun," she said.
"Nah," Dean said, rinsing his hair.
"Ooh, there's a new Italian restaurant I'd like to try. Can I take you to dinner?"
"No thanks."
"Alright," Monica sighed. She left the bathroom and paced around in the garage.
"I can do this. I have to be firm, I'm his mother, but not pushy or uncompassionate," Monica thought. "I'll just tell him to join me tonight on the couch. Baby steps. We'll watch a movie or just sit there. I could read or - " she heard more movement above her. Dean was out of the shower and Monica rushed back upstairs.
"Hi!" she ran into him, her arms extending, wrapping around his bare torso. He gripped the towel wrapped around his waist, grimacing at the sensation of her wet, sweaty midriff against him.
"Mom, I just - "
"Sorry," Monica stepped back. She intended to wipe her sweat away from his lower abdomen, unfortunately, rubbing it in instead.
"It's fine," Dean said, pushing pass her.
"Dean. I'd like you to join me downstairs tonight."
He shrugged and entered his room. "Please? We could sit and eat leftovers, maybe watch a movie," Monica suggested. Nothing seemed to work.
She glanced into the living room, to a bookshelf, seeing a few magazines, and got an idea.
"I need your help," she said, barging back into his room, causing Dean to quickly cover up with the towel.
"Sorry. I need your help tonight."
"With what?" he asked.
"My, uh," Monica said thinking to magazines where she was featured on the cover. "I'd like your opinion on my future potential photo shoots," she was able to pull out of thin air.
"What? Why?"
"I just want your opinion. I get opinions from photographers and managers at the agency, but not opinions of real people."
"But I'm your kid."
"You're still a real person."
"I guess. Not sure why my opinion would count or matter."
"Dean," Monica approached him, placing her hand on his chest. "If anything your opinion is more important to me than all others."
"Geez," Monica looked down, realizing a truth. "Maybe I could have asked your thoughts on my photos long ago. Sorry."
Dean sighed, "It's fine. Yeah, I'll look with you."
"On the couch?"
"Yeah."
Monica left his room, headed toward her shower, a smile on her face. She had to keep going, keep finding reasons to get him out of his room. She knew it was a long shot, but maybe he'd be happier, maybe he could return to some kind of normal interaction with her and people.
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"What about this one?" Monica, sitting next to Dean on the couch, flipped through a magazine to another photo of her in a bikini.
"Yeah it's fine."
"What do you like about it?"
"Ugh. I guess, I don't know," Dean struggled to come up with something while looking at his mother in a bikini.
"It's red."
"Red? That's it?"
Dean shrugged.
"Do you like the lighting? What about the posing? Do you think I should or could get away from doing beach stuff and focus more on photo shoots in gyms?"
Monica flipped to another magazine, hoping to keep her son out of his room, engaged and interacting with her. She turned to a photo of her lifting dumbbells and smiling. "Maybe more like that?"
"I guess."
Thinking seriously for a moment, Monica wondered about her body. "Do you think my figure is ok for a bikini?"
She opened another magazine, she was kneeling in front of a hugely muscular man, looking over her shoulder.
"You look fine. Your, uh, body, is fine," Dean said.
"Thanks," Monica closed the magazine, setting them on the coffee table in front of her. Dean started to stand, but she pulled him back onto the couch.
"Spend more time with me, please?"
"Fine," Dean said, sitting back against the couch.
Monica snuggled close, wrapping her arms around Dean. He lost weight since November, since Deanna died. He didn't look unhealthy, but she could tell. She wanted to change that, she wanted him eating more, she wanted him to rebuild his life.
That night, she followed him to his room for bed. Instead of going right to sleep, she kept him awake as long as she could.
"Roll over," Monica said. "Your tummy."
"Why?"
"Please?" Monica wanted to ask if Deanna ever gave him a massage, but didn't want to bring her up.
"Fine."
"Have you ever been to a massage parlor or a spa?" she asked.
"Nope."
Not prying more, Monica sat on his butt, "You're in luck. I'm learned to give great massages. May I?" she asked, pulling his t-shirt up, not waiting for his answer.
Dean lifted up, letting his mother pull his shirt up all the way. "There we go. Perfect," Monica said, running her fingernails over his skin.
"Now then, just relax," Monica began. She went for nearly 20 minutes, deeply massaging his muscles, her hands gliding over his vertebrae, her thumbs working his neck, shoulder blades.
When she was done she leaned down, whispering in his ear, "I won't charge you a dime for that." She kissed the back of his neck, "Plus you got a kiss at the end."
She sat back up, pulling his shirt down, "I guess some places give more than kisses, but they probably charge a lot of money."
"I know mom. I think they're called 'happy endings,'" Dean said.
"How do you know about that?" his mother asked, getting off him, Dean rolling to his back.
"Huh?" she jabbed his side.
"I've just heard the term before."
"I know, I'm joking. Did you like the massage?"
"Yes, thanks," he said, rolling back over.
Monica smiled, getting in the covers, once again snuggling up to his back for the night. She tried to imagine what he went through and was struggling with every day. She would never give up and make it her mission to see him smile again - nothing else mattered.
***
A week later, Monica got an idea to invite Dean to accompany her to a modeling agency dinner and ball. They were celebrating 20 years of operation. Photographers, models, agents, executives were attending.
Monica gave massages to Dean every other night. She rubbed his back, his thighs, his arms; she pampered him. She noticed a slight difference too. Dean was out of his room more, sitting with her on the couch, eating with her at dinner. Something was working. Monica assumed perhaps a loving human touch was doing it.
He reluctantly agreed to accompany her to the event. Monica practically begged, but Dean finally acquiesced after an extra-long back massage.
Gia was there with a date: Ulysses.
Monica hugged her friend, both women wearing tight dresses, Ulysses a shirt and tie - similar to Dean.
"Gia, this is Dean, my - "
"Hi!" Gia's eyes widened, her hand extending for him to shake.
"Hi," he nodded politely.
"Monica," Gia whispered, as they sat at the table. "You didn't tell me you were bringing a date. He's cute. Wow."
"Oh um, actually - "
"Monica!" a photographer interrupted her. "It's so good to see, it's been awhile."
"Yes, well, I've been spending time with family and - " Monica glanced to Dean.
"I understand. We'll work together again soon," the photographer took his leave; Monica took her seat next to her son.
The event was far more boring than Monica thought it'd be. She was happy the drive wasn't too far; there was no need for her to get a hotel room. Gia and Ulysses had to though.
Slow music played and Monica asked Dean to dance with her. He was reluctant yet again, but one motherly look bordering on asking "please?" and commanding him "now" caused him to stand, walking with her to the floor.
"It's a little boring here tonight. But I have you, so it's not so bad," Monica said, her hands resting on his shoulders, his on her waist.
"Yeah, I guess."
"You look great tonight. Those pants are a little loose on you, but your tie matches my eyes. I know that's silly, but - "
"No. It's fine, Mom."
They were quiet while they slowly spun in a circle.
"Mom, why didn't you tell that chick I'm your son?"
"I tried! I could've sworn I told her your name, but I guess I didn't. Then tonight I was interrupted," Monica shrugged. "We don't really look all that similar. Same ears and nose I guess. Your face isn't as round as mine."
"Yeah," Dean nodded. "I got darker hair."
"Yes, which reminds me. I may dye mine again. Did you think the light-brown shade looked nice on me?"
"Sure, Mom."
Monica rested her head on his shoulder, "You don't mind being here with me? With your mom? I know you didn't want to go, but pretend there are no people around, are you ok with just me and like this?"
Dean sighed, "No, I don't mind. It's ok. You're a lovely woman."
Monica peered to his eyes, her lips curling to a soft smile. She ran her fingers through his hair. Before she was able to tell him she loved him, she was interrupted by Gia.
The taller brunette was pulling out keys from her purse. "Hi, I'm going back to Ulysses' room. Would you and Dean like to join us?"
Monica knew what Gia was suggesting. "Oh, no thanks. I think we'll head home a little early tonight."
"Mmm, sounds fun," Gia glanced discreetly at Dean. He didn't notice.
"You two have a nice night," Gia said, Ulysses nodded, her arm around his. Gia winked at Monica before turning to leave.
Monica did have a wonderful night. Dean lay on his back in bed, instead of his side. She smiled, her head on his chest, his arm around her. She felt so warm, at home.
"Good night. I love you," she said.
"I love you too."
Monica beamed, kissing his t-shirt covered chest. "Baby steps," she thought.
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Monica knew it would be difficult. She's never been in his shoes, but as a mother, felt like it was her duty to see Dean through this difficult time. Everything else was on hold - including her career.
She was waiting for Dean to arrive in the garage to join her workout. He joined her a few times, tiring out, and leaving early to shower - but he joined her, that was the most important thing.
Monica was talking to one of the agents that scheduled photo shoots. He wanted her to go to Los Angeles for a shoot with Ulysses. Monica told him she wasn't sure. Dean getting better was her main priority.
An hour later, Dean, exhausted sat in a nearby chair, his mother still on the treadmill.



"Come on, don't tire out. You're doing great!" she encouraged him.
"Need to rest a bit," he replied, drinking from his water bottle.
"You know I've heard exercise is the most effective and less used anti-depressant out there," Monica said, immediately regretting her words, not wanting to make Dean feel bad. "I mean, uh, I always feel cheery and in a great mood when I'm done. Tired, but I feel great."
"Heh, yeah, maybe."
Dean caught his breath and watched his mother jog on the treadmill. "Have you," he said, watching her tanned, toned legs work.
"Hmm?" Monica asked.
"Have you thought about working more?"
"You know," Monica slowed the treadmill down, hopping off. "One of the agents that works with me called earlier. He said I was requested for a shoot in LA."
"You should go."
"Nope. I can't."
"Why not?" Dean asked.
"Because," Monica didn't want to make him feel bad. "I'm having a great time here with you. I love snuggling up to you at night," she smiled, wiping her forehead.
"Ah, I see."
Monica watched her son peer out of the open garage, something was on his mind. She assumed it was Deanna.
"Come with me," she said.
"Huh?"
"To LA for the shoot. You could come with me. You could be my assistant," Monica smiled.
"I don't know."
"Please?" she sat in his lap, her arm around his shoulder. "I'd love it. I'd make some money and spend time with my favorite person."
Dean shrugged, eyes to her thigh.
Monica tipped his chin, smiling at his face. "Please?"
"I'll think about it," Dean said. Monica kissed his forehead and got off his lap.
That night after dinner and a movie on the couch, Monica was in Dean's arms again. He didn't go right to sleep, instead holding her against him, his fingers running through her long curls.
"I'll go," he spoke up, waking his mother.
"Huh? What?"
"I said I'll go with you. To LA."
Monica smiled, rising up to kiss his cheek. "Thank you."
***
"Who's this? Who are you?" the annoying photograph asked Monica and Dean on the Malibu beach location.
"Oh, this is Dean, he's my - " Monica said.
"Hey, no! No! Those go there!" the photographer interrupted Monica, shouting orders to a staff member.
Monica shrugged, shooting her son a smile. "Just hang out here, behind the cameras. Thanks again for coming with me."
"Yeah, it's nice here," Dean said, looking around at the beach, the Pacific Ocean behind him.
"I agree. We'll have a wonderful dinner tonight too," Monica said, removing the towel, exposing her tanned body, wearing a thong bikini. She left Dean, making her way to Ulysses.
"Hi," Ulysses said. He was already in position, wearing tiny bright orange spandex shorts.
Monica smiled at him, glancing to the shorts. "Those look horrible."
"I agree, but I'm getting paid. Besides they match your bikini," he said.
She glanced once more to his shorts, particularly the bulge therein. "No," Monica told herself, stopping the images of herself on her knees, in the sand, sucking Ulysses' dick as the sun set from appearing in her head. She turned around and waited for the photographer.
The photographer, barking orders the whole time, set his camera up. He was actually happy to work with Monica, but no one could tell based on how he bossed everyone around.
Monica and Ulysses took it with stride, doing their best on the job.
"Oh yeah, just like that," the photographer said, when Monica went to her knees, her hand on Ulysses' thigh. She glanced at Dean, smiling at him and for the camera simultaneously.
"Perfect, perfect! Mon, stand," he kept taking photos.
"Now turn around," he ordered. Monica complied, smiling over her shoulder, her hand on Ulysses' stomach, his hand on her back just above her ass.
Dean watched intently. He couldn't help but admire her beauty. Over the years, he never cared or bothered to look at her work - until that night on the couch. Here he was in person, seeing his mother work, posing with a muscular hunk.
A couple hours later, after a few breaks to adjust equipment, Monica was spending her time with Dean as they ate sandwiches.
"That's it. We're done for today, pack it up," the photographer commanded.
Monica gave Ulysses a hug, "Thanks. Good seeing you again."
Dean watched the exchange, nodding goodbye to Ulysses.
Monica grabbed her towel and bag from Dean, "Ready?"
She grabbed his hand and they left the beach. Dean looked over his shoulder at Ulysses.
The dinner was at an upscale restaurant near the beach. Dean and Monica both dressed up and were enjoying wine.
"Mom, that guy. Why don't you hang out with him while we're here?" Dean asked in between sips.
"What?" Monica was a little hurt. "Why?"
"Well, I mean, I just figured you'd have more fun with him. Look at him. Look at you for that matter."
"Thank you," she felt her cheeks redden. "But Dean, I don't care about hanging out with him," she placed her hand on his. "I told you, you're the only one I want to spend time with."
"I know, but Mom, come on. You two are similar. Same field. Same physical fitness level or whatever it's called."
"He's with Gia. I think," Monica told a half-truth.
"I simply suggested you hang out with him, I didn't mean - "
"No. You are all I care to spend time with. Case closed, young man," Monica winked.
"Fine," Dean sipped more wine.
Dean drove back to the hotel, his mother a bit too tipsy.
He helped her enter the room. "I'm fine, I'm fine," she slurred.
"Get over here," Monica tried to push him on the bed.
"You mean 'there' since you're pushing me to a place, not pulling me to one?"
"Shut up," Monica climbed on top of him, straddling him, causing him to lie on his back.
"I love you. So much, more than anything," she hugged him, her wild curls tickling his face. He patted her back and moved a few locks away from his mouth.
"Love you too."
"You're all that matters. I want you to be happy again," Monica confessed.
"Mom, I don't - "
"Shhhh," she rose on her elbows, staring into his face. She gave him a sloppy kiss on the lips.
"Um, Mom?"
"Sorry. Now get off me and get in the bed."
"But you're the one on me."
"Shut up," Monica said, climbing off her son, pulling the covers back. Dean followed suit, doing the same, after taking his shoes and pants off.
Lying there in his boxers and untucked shirt, he held his inebriated mother, still in her dress. He kissed her head, smiled softly and went to sleep.
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"You're wearing me out, Mom," Dean, out of breath, sat a barbell down and wiped his forehead with his t-shirt. They were back home a few days later and working out in the garage.
"Aww, come on now, it's not that bad," his mother tickled his side, causing him to back away, inadvertently hitting the chair with the back of legs, deciding to sit on it.
Monica smiled down at him, gathering up sweat from her exposed midriff and flinging it on her son. "Guess we should hit the showers," she joked.
"We?"
She didn't answer, instead grabbing her towel and sitting on Dean - straddling him while wiping his face of sweat.
When she was done, she held his face, caressing it with her thumbs, looking into his eyes. They said nothing for nearly a minute.
"Smile for me?" Monica asked.
"Mom - "
"Please? It's the most beautiful sight in the world to me."
Dean shook his head, lowering his eyes to her tummy. Looking to her face, he offered a weak, yet genuine, smile.
"Thank you," his mother smiled back.
She forgot she was straddling him, even when his hands went to her sweaty waist, sliding to the small of her back.
She ran her fingers through his hair, mom and son gazing to the other's face.
Then the chair broke.
Monica and Dean came crashing down, his mother laughing. Dean slid to the floor, holding her in his arms. "You ok?"
"I'm fine!" Monica laughed, throwing her arms around him.
"Alright, let's get up," he said, but she wouldn't budge.
"Come on, let's go. Crappy old chair," Dean grumbled.
"Nope. You'll have to go to your feet, squeeze your butt muscles and lift up, while holding me."
"What? Just stand up."
"No, do that part of a squat, using me as extra weight. You can carry me into the house."
"Fine," Dean went to his feet, his mother's legs around him. "Ready? Here we go."
He stood, Monica nearly slipping off him. "Grab me!"
Dean quickly caught her before her slippery arms slid off his neck. Their eyes widened, unable to move. Dean's hands were firmly holding his mother by her ass.
"Um, I'll put you down now," he said after a brief moment of embarrassment.
"Yeah," she nodded.
She unwrapped her legs when he set her down and headed inside. In the shower, Monica tried not to be bothered by the brief exchange, though she couldn't deny it felt a little strange - sexual, especially when he held her in place by her waist. She pushed those thoughts aside and continued on her mission. Dean was getting better and better each day. She wondered if his time of mourning was nearly over.
***
A couple weeks passed. Monica and her son were inseparable. They went out to dinner, to movies, to the beach. Dean even made jokes about the butt grabbing incident. Monica flirted back with him, offering her thong covered butt to him at the beach one weekend. He shook his head, declining. His mother shrugged, told him it was his loss, and dove into the water.
Dean went on another photo shoot with Monica. It was the same annoying photographer and Ulysses again.
"Yes! Just like that," the photographer said. "No! Your hand here," he grabbed Monica's hand placing it on Ulysses' stomach.
"Good, now look over that way, tilt your chin up," he said.
Monica and Ulysses went with it, knowing the photographer loved working with them even if he was pushy.
After the shoot, Monica hugged Dean, kissing his cheek.
"You look great, as usual, Mom," Dean said.
"Thank you!" Monica took her bag from him.
"Hey I was thinking you and Ulysses could go out to dinner tonight," Dean suggested.
"Huh? No, silly, I'm ordering room service for us tonight."
"I know, but don't you want to go out?"
"He's with Gia, I told you that."
"Is he though?" Dean questioned.
"Dean, what's this about?"
"We've been spending a lot of time together. You don't have to be around me 24/7. I'm not going to do anything horrible to myself. I'm feeling better. If you want to go out and have a nice evening, go."
"Don't you want to spend time with me?"
"Yes, but, it could be too much. You know? You're not my," Dean paused. "If you want to date, you should. I'll be fine. Really, I will," Dean explained.
Monica was hurt. She wanted another evening with her son. She didn't want to be with anyone else.
"Hey, it's cool. I just don't want us feeling weird about being around each all the time."
"Ok," Monica nodded, rummaging through her bag, unable to look at her son. She felt like crying. She imagined sharing ice cream, wine, after a nice veggie platter first with Dean.
She threw a towel around her shoulder and walked toward Ulysses.
"Hey," she hugged him. "Dinner tonight?"
Ulysses looked to Dean, watching him pack her things, "Uh. Sure, I guess."
Eyes on Monica again, "Aren't you and him togeth - "
"You're room?" Monica interrupted.
***
She tried to be talkative, she tried to flirt; they even shared a room service dessert - like she would've with Dean. Nothing felt right.
Monica got off his room's couch, walking to the balcony, seeing the moonlit ocean.
Ulysses sensed something was wrong, approaching her from behind, his hands on her shoulders. "You ok?" he kissed her neck.
Monica closed her eyes, tilting her head, letting him kiss her neck again. She could feel his erection through his pants against her ass.
She took a deep breath and turned around to face him. "It's Dean. He and I are, we're, uh - "
"Monica, it's fine. It's ok. I should've asked on the beach. You and he aren't like Gia and I."
"Huh?"
"Or how you and I were. You know, friends, that have a little fun every once in a while. I see you and him together; I should've known you two were a couple. I should've said no to dinner. I'm sorry," Ulysses confessed.
"Oh, um, yes, well - "
"So you like the younger guys," Ulysses chuckled. "Why don't you go to him now? You seemed upset on the beach. Maybe go work things out with him. Watching you two at the photo shoots, I can tell you're in love - he's a lucky guy."
Monica didn't know what to say. "Uh, sure, yeah I'll do that."
Ulysses walked her to the door, giving her a hug goodnight. Her mouth hung open when he closed the door. She turned, making her way back to her and Dean's room.
"Hey. You're back," Dean said, watching his mother enter. He was flipping through the television.
"Yep."
"How was dinner?"
"Fine," Monica undressed down to her bra and thong.
"He's a lucky guy. Being able to work with and date you," Dean complimented her.
She ignored her pajamas and climbed into bed, his arm going around her. "This is where I want to be."
Dean sighed, pulling her close, kissing her head. "Ok, Mom. As long as you're happy."
"As long as I'm happy?" Monica sat up. "Dean, it's you who I want to be happy. We haven't talked about anything; about her," Monica said referring to Deanna.
"Mom, I don't want to talk about it."
She paused a moment, caressing his face. "The wedding date you two set is coming up soon."
"I know."
She said no more, lying back down in his arms, her hand slowly rubbing his chest and stomach.
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"Are you and Dean coming?" Gia asked Monica on the phone. She was referring to Key West photo shoot on a cruise ship on Valentine's Day weekend. Gia was also naked, lying on her stomach, Ulysses peppering her back and ass with kisses.
"Yep, we sure are," Monica answered. She was sitting on Dean's lap again, watching him stare blankly forward. She was concerned about him again. He and Deanna would be getting married that weekend. Monica would've danced with her son at the wedding that wasn't happening now.
"Great! He seems like a nice guy. Ulysses was telling me about you two, how great you looked together," Gia said, suppressing a moan as Ulysses brought her ass to his face behind her.
"Yes. He's wonderful," Monica ran her fingers through his hair. "Listen, Gia, the thing about Dean - I've been trying to tell you, but keep getting interrupted. Dean is actually my - "
There was a knock at Gia's door, "Oh geez, I better go. TJ, Ulysses' friend is here. I've never had two men at once! I'm excited. I'll talk to you later!" Gia ended the call.
"Wow," Monica set her phone down. She resumed watching her quiet son. She knew Deanna and their wedding was on his mind.
Trying to take his mind off it, Monica spoke up, "Gia and Ulysses think you're my boyfriend."
That did the trick. Dean was shaken from his trance. "What?"
"I've been trying to tell them you're my son, but I keep getting interrupted. Deep down, I don't care if they think that," Monica smiled.
Dean nodded, placing his hand on her bare thigh. "I guess it's not a big deal."
"Luckily, nothing awkward has come up yet," Monica said.
"Right."
"So, boyfriend, take me to bed."
"Huh?"
"You heard me. Pick me from here, use those butt muscles and lift me off this couch!"
Dean chuckled, arms around her legs and waist, and lifted her. He took her to bed like she told him, laying her on his mattress. She still slept in his room with him.
"You'd make a great boyfriend," Monica said, rubbing his arms, after he placed her on the mattress and sat there for a moment.
"Mom, that's a little weird."
"I know. But I'm just saying it as a woman, not your mother."
"Well, thanks, I guess."
Monica sat up, grabbing his face, kissing his cheek then his lips. "Are you coming with me to Key West?"
"Might as well. My leave of absence from work is almost over. I should go while I can."
"Good idea. We'll have a great time."
***
Dean watched his mother from an upper deck of the ship. Monica, with a fresh light-brown with blonde highlights dye job, was with Gia, Ulysses, and several other models. They were shooting a promotion for a fitness program the cruise line had on their ships. It would go into brochures and other materials marketing would use. It would turn into a nice weekend getaway after the shoot.
Deanna was on his mind. This was their wedding weekend - a few days before Valentine's Day. He pictured the two of them on this ship, a honeymoon, holding hands, looking out into the tropical waters. Instead, his mother came into view. She was waving up at him from below in between photos. She playfully blew him a kiss.
Monica no longer cared that she had been unable to tell her coworkers the man she's with is her son. She was happy Dean was with her.
At dinner in the restaurant, the foursome sat at a round booth, sharing appetizers and drinks. Monica noticed Gia's hand on Ulysses' thigh; she mimicked it, putting her own hand on Dean's. He put his arm around her pulling her in close, while Gia and his mother talked about career goals and stories from past shoots. Dean was mostly quiet.
"I have some champagne in my room," Gia said. "Join us?" she asked Monica and Dean.
Monica thought a little champagne and good company would help Dean take his mind off of things. She answered yes for both of them.
This turned out to be a mistake - the awkward situation that hadn't yet happened, did.
All four of them were on Gia's bed, the women being held by the men, drinking champagne. Gia had several glasses and was quite drunk.
"Ok, time to take care of our men," Gia blurted out, tossing her empty glass over her shoulder.
Monica's mouth dropped, watching Gia fling her dress off, over her head. She turned around, her pussy going to Ulysses' face. He had a few glasses too and didn't bother stopping her. Monica watched Gia fish his cock out of his pants, sucking, slobbering all over it, while Ulysses tongue dove into her pussy.
"Ok, we should leave. Dean," Monica nodded toward the door.
Gia didn't care or pay attention. Monica glanced over her shoulder before she exited the room to see Gia deep throating Ulysses, gagging on his cock in the process.
"I am so, so sorry," Monica, embarrassed led Dean back to their room. "She was drinking, she thinks you and I are a couple."
"Don't worry about it," Dean said.
Stopping at their room door, Monica hugged him, ending the embrace with a quick kiss on the lips. "Let's change and find one of the hot tubs."
"Alright. Fine with me," he put his arm around her and entered their room.
***
They walked along the deck of the ship. Monica in a white thong bikini with matching white sash around her hips. It was long, extending to her knees.
They were holding hands, Dean looking away out into the moonlit water.
"Dean, let's talk," Monica stopped him. They stood at a rail, Dean's eyes down to the waves below.
"Please tell me how you're doing. Are you feeling better? Am I helping?" Monica asked.
Dean sighed. "I guess. I'm still here."
"Yes, but how do you feel?" she turned him toward her, her hands rubbing his chest and shoulders.
Dean thought for a moment before answering. "It's hard. Very difficult. We had everything planned. It seemed so perfect. We were going to be married this weekend. She liked you, I liked her family. She loved me. Now it's gone. Forever."
"No, it's not gone forever," Monica grabbed his face, kissing his lips. "I love you. I'm here for you."
"I know but you're my - "
"Mom? Yes and I'm going to help you get through this," she kissed his lips again.
Dean was tearing up, shaking his head, "But."
"No buts," another kiss on the lips. He placed his hands on her waist, she kissed him again. Monica gazed into his eyes and she still saw so much sadness, emptiness. She had no words, nothing to say, so she kissed him again.



And again, and again.
He pulled her closer to his body; she wrapped her arms around his neck, her lips continuously kissing his. She couldn't stop. She didn't want to.
The kisses became slower, longer, and more passionate. Within minutes, they were making out.
Dean ended it, his forehead resting against hers, "I'm sorry, I'm - "
"No, it's fine."
"I, uh, shouldn't have - "
"No, I wanted it. I want it. I want you," Monica whispered. Dean gulped and nodded.
They kissed once more, Monica's spine tingling, her legs weak. She ended the kiss, took his hand, and led her son back to their room.
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They backed into their room, still kissing, unable to stop themselves. They stumbled over luggage, missing their destination - the bed. They ended up in front of the balcony window, eyes still closed; the room dark except for moonlight.
Monica pictured his face at Deanna's funeral, his blank, empty expression for over a month after it. She saw him in his bed, still, unmoving from depression. She vowed to make sure her son would never be in that state again.
Dean broke the kiss, out of breath, gently pushing his mother away at her shoulders. "Mom, stop, let's stop. This is crazy."
-
"I agree, but I don't want to stop."
"We can't go further."
"Do you want to though?" his mother asked, stepping closer to him.
Dean looked her over, her sweet face lovingly looking at him in the moonlight. "I, I think."
She nodded, removed her sash, revealing her thong-covered bottom and placed her hands on his chest. "Then let's keep going. This would be your wedding weekend. I'm here for you, in every way."
Dean's hands went to her waist, pulling her against him.
"Kiss me," his mother said.
Dean didn't hesitate. He dove in, meeting her open mouth. His forehead was beading with sweat; their hearts were racing, breathing heavily out of their noses. They moaned into each other's mouths. Monica never felt more love in her life, love for Dean, her son.
She reached behind her, unclasping her bikini top. She threw her arms around Dean again, pulling him in for an even deeper kiss. His hands slowly moved to her ass, cupping and squeezing it gently.
Monica worked with his swimming trunks, untying the cord, pulling them, tugging them down, their eyes still closed and mouths still joined.
She felt his erection against her stomach. Ignoring it, she tugged at her thong bottoms, pulling them down, stepping out of them. They resumed their frantic kissing, hands roaming all over each other, both completely naked.
They moved toward the bed. Monica turned them around, gently pushing Dean on it. He sat on the edge of the bed, his mother straddling him, still kissing. She pushed him to his back, Monica going with him, kissing his neck, chest, down his stomach to his impressive manhood.
Kissing all around the base of the shaft and balls; her hands sliding up to his mouth, and her fingers going inside it. Dean sucked on her index and middle fingers.
"Take care of our men," Gia's words echoed in Monica's head as she opened wide and lovingly sucked her man's cock, one hand gliding all over his chest, the other over his face while two of its fingers were being sucked on by him.
She didn't care Dean's dick was in her mouth. Monica would love him this night, close to his wedding day night, in the same way Deanna would if she were still alive.
Dean moaned, his mother's hands on his shaft, jacking it vigorously while her head bobbed up and down on, her eyes never looking away from his face.
Dean rose to his elbow, a hand on his mother's head, his fingers combing through her wild curly hair. He watched her suck and worship his cock with ragged breath.
He threw his head back, moaning again. Monica stopped sucking him, causing him to look to her once more. She wanted his cum, but not down her throat.
She jumped on him, kissing him again, not caring if he was tasting his own cock on her lips. Her tongue swirling all around his, she grabbed the base of his cock, quickly bringing it to her pussy. Once the tip was at her dripping entrance, she released it and slammed herself on it, impaling herself with his wonderful rod.
Both mom and son moaned at the same time, they became still, holding one another, breathing heavily. Monica nearly came right there, her body tensing up in Dean's arms. Her hot breath in his face, their mouths open, exhaling into each other's, she began.
Her mission was to make her man cum, to show him how loved he was in every way, to take care of him just like Gia was doing to Ulysses that very moment down the hall. This was different though. While Gia was on all fours, telling Ulysses to fuck her harder, like a porn star might, Monica was staring in Dean's face, using her body to pleasure him, to love him.
"I love you," she whispered.
"I love you too."
One hand on the back of his head, the other on his shoulder, Monica was squatting, bouncing up and down on Dean's cock. Staring into each other's eyes, panting heavily in each other's face, they made love.
She watched his face contort with pleasure, his hands squeezing her butt, her sides, a breast, finally holding her head just like she held his.
She watched him blink rapidly, his bottom lip quivering; she felt his cock get harder inside her. He was cumming.
"Ahh, M-Mom!" he cried. Monica felt his cock explode inside her, filling her with his warm, precious seed. She couldn't help but climax herself.
"Dean!" she shook, pulling him in for a kiss.
They moaned into one another's mouths, the kiss ending when their orgasms subsided. Out of breath they peered into one another's eyes.
She threw her arms around her son, holding him against her. His cock finally became weak, slurping out of her semen-oozing pussy. Dean grabbed his mother, sliding across the mattress toward the pillows.
He held her in his arms, Monica kissing tenderly at his chest while rubbing his stomach.
Several moments later, Dean rolled over, his back toward Monica. She snuggled up to his naked body with her own. The image of his face while cumming, his cock erupting inside her, their kisses, her climax all replaying inside her head.
They didn't say another word the rest of the night. Sleep found them soon.
***
Monica woke the next morning finding herself alone in bed, sunlight shining on her naked body. She felt around for Dean, but he was gone. She sat up, looking around the empty room.
Dean appeared from the bathroom, freshly showered, and fully dressed. His bag was packed and by the door.
"Hey," Monica smiled at him.
Dean nodded, not making eye contact, saying nothing.
Monica showered alone. Dean wasn't in the room when she appeared naked from the bathroom. She shrugged, got dressed and packed.
After her bag was packed her son re-entered their room. He grabbed his own bag, nodded to his mother again and left.
Gia and Ulysses were too hung-over and sleepy to notice things between Dean and Monica. Monica was perfectly capable of noticing her son's demeanor. He said nothing to her on the shuttle ride back to the parking lot, he said nothing to her on the way home, shaking his head, holding his hand up to stop of his mother from continuing when she said his name half-way home.
The behavior continued upon their return. Dean took to his room, avoiding his mother as best he could.
Monica was on the verge of tears sitting alone in her room after dinner. "I made things worse," she cried. Making love to Dean had an adverse effect. Never once in her desire to please him and heal his heart did she consider by crossing the line with him could ruin their relationship.
She cried herself to sleep, alone, in her bed the first time since Dean moved in.
-7-
Dean returned to his old routine for the next several days. The only difference is that his door remained closed and he wasn't allowing his mother to join him in bed.
One day the following week, Dean was gone when she woke up. Monica panicked when she saw his car gone, the first time it had left the driveway since he arrived. She searched his room; everything was fine, nothing out of the ordinary. She called him, no answer. She texted him asking where he was. An hour passed and she got a reply.
"Work."
A sigh of relief came over her. His leave of absence period from work was over.
Dean came home that night, still not saying a word to Monica. She left dinner on his bed and waited for him to come out of his room. He never did.
The weekend arrived, Monica wanting so badly to talk to him, to see him, was miserable. Saturday morning she woke up, hearing Dean moving about the house.
"What are you doing?" she asked angrily, already knowing the answer. Dean was gathering his belongs, loading his car. He was moving out.
"Found an apartment. Signing papers today," he said, loading a box in his car. Monica was speechless.
She nodded and left him be. Sitting at the kitchen table, she shook her head, she brought this on herself. In one taboo, perverse, abnormal moment she and her son had sex. Now he was leaving, moving on, possibly ashamed and guilt-ridden over their actions.
Monica looked to a box near the kitchen. Eyes tearing up, she opened it, seeing the tiny jewelry box containing Deanna's engagement ring. Without thinking, Monica took it out and put it on her left ring finger. She cried again, holding her hand out - the ring fit her perfectly.
"No," she said. She wasn't letting him leave.
Monica rushed to the garage, finding Dean moving a box, setting it down near the open back door of his car. He was walking back into the garage when his mother grabbed his shoulders and slammed him against the wall, kissing him as hard as she could.
"Mom! What are you - "
"You aren't leaving! You're staying with me," Monica kissed him again just as hard.
"Get off!" Dean grabbed her wrists, forcefully removing them from his shoulder. "Stop."
"You can't leave. Please."
Dean sighed heavily, looking to his right, his hopes to avoid this awkwardness gone, "Mom, I have to go. I have to get on with my life."
"Look at me," Monica said. "Now."
"Did you enjoy it?" she asked.
"Yes, it was great, but that's beside the point. It was wrong, it was illegal, it was - "
"But you enjoyed it. It made you happy?"
"It did. It was still wrong though. I was weak, I gave in. I can't do that again," Dean said.
Monica looked to her left ring finger, seeing Deanna's engagement ring still on it. "It's a perfect fit," she told her son.
"I can be everything for you. I can heal your heart, fill the void, I can love you like no other," his mother said, placing her left hand on his shoulder.
Dean eyed the ring, "Mom."
"Stay. Stay with me. I'll love you like a mother, I'll love you like a," Monica looked to the ring again. "Like a wife."
Dean slowly removed her hand from his shoulder, rubbing it with his thumb, noticing how nice the ring looked on her hand. A moment passed without words.
"We'd have to keep it a secret," Dean finally spoke up. "It could ruin your career, we could go to prison, we could get the death penalty," he joked, a tiny smile forming on his face.
Monica smiled back. "No one will know. We'd go on living like this. To family you'd still be my son. To friends who don't know you, something else."
They held hands, "Are you sure about this?" Dean asked.
"Are you?"
Dean shrugged.
"Maybe this will help," his mother said, slowing bringing her hands to his face, stepping forward kissing him.
It was slow and tender, her lips pressing against his. His hand at her waist once more, he kissed back, their lips parting slightly.
"Well?" Monica asked.
Dean didn't answer with words. He squatted and pick up his mother, her legs wrapping around his waist, his hand on her ass.
He didn't set her down like before, instead he carried her into the house, kissing her the whole way to her bedroom.
When they arrived, they kept kissing, undressing one another.
Dean guided her to her bed, causing her to sit on the edge of it. He pushed her to her back, kissing at her neck, down to her breasts, her nipples, flat stomach, and then finally arriving at her clit. He licked and sucked it before driving his tongue deep into her pussy.
As he swirled his tongue inside her, one hand massaged her breasts, tweaking the nipples. His other hand was on her face, two of his fingers slipping into her mouth. Monica sucked on his just like he sucked on hers.
Dean mimicked his mother's action from their first time together. This time he was the one showing her how much he loved her. He was giving her pleasure and he was telling her that he wanted her in every way - just like she did with him.
Monica grabbed at his short hair, rising to her elbow. His eyes were focused on hers, his mouth covering her pussy, his tongue inside it.
She arched back, falling to her back, moaning, crying out as she gripped the hand that was on her breast. "Dean!"
Slurping away at her pussy until her orgasm subsided, Dean climbed on top of her, her legs instinctively spreading and wrapping around him. He kissed her hard, not caring if she tasted her own pussy on his tongue.
His free hand guided his cock in where it belonged. He thrust once, hard, holding it and staring into her face.
Monica smiled and nodded, telling her son to do it, to make her his.
Maintaining eye contact, their hot breath on each others' face, Dean thrust away, pumping in and out of Monica.
He removed her hands from his head, pinning them down. He rolled his hips, his mother's bed banging against the wall. Monica's gripped his hands as this man took her, owning her.
One of her hands slipped free and went to his face. "Yes, yes," she whispered through clenched teeth. "Cum in me again."
"Are you mine forever?" he asked, working up a sweat.
"Forever," his mother replied.
Dean moaned. His and her body's tensing up, approaching a mutual climax.
"Oh, Dean, Dean!"
"Ahhh, Mom!"
Their bodies became rigid, tight, still. They kissed one another, their open mouths covering the other while waves of pleasure washed over them and he filled her pussy to the brim with his seed.
When it was over, he collapsed on top of her, her fingers running through his hair.
Dean caught his breath and rolled off her, lying on his side facing her this time. Monica rolled over to face him too, caressing his face, kissing him tenderly on the lips.
"I love you. So much," his mother said.
"I love you too," Dean said, smiling at his mother. "Happy Valentine's Day."
Several moments later, they were taking a nice mid-morning nap.
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Dean moved, but not out of his mother's house, only out of the guest room he was in. Into her bed, their bed, he moved.
His new routine was going to work, coming home, seeing a dinner prepared. Monica, usually naked, would suck his cock while he ate. They would shower together, talk about their day or upcoming events, and then go to bed.
Every night was the same. The only difference was the position they were in. Doggy style, reverse cow-girl, missionary, 69, standing, lotus blossom, they did it all.
Since Dean was back at work fulltime, he could only accompany his mother on a few photo shoots that were closer to home on the weekends.
In one such photo shoot on the beach, Monica was kneeling before Ulysses once again, grinning at her son. When the photographer looked away, she put her hand in front of Ulysses' crotch, which was near her face, and made a hand gesture like she was sucking it. She then pointed to Dean. Ulysses saw the exchange.
"So uh, are you two in an open relationship after all? You want mine or his tonight?" Ulysses asked during a break.
"Oh crap! You saw that? I was being silly and messing with him," Monica explained.
"Ah, I see," Ulysses nodded.
"Aww," Monica hugged the muscular man, Dean watching from a few yards away.
Monica ended the hug and walked toward her son. He watched her sexy, toned frame, get closer. He couldn't believe this woman, his fitness model mom, wanted him and no one else.
"It's true," Monica said, popping Dean's cockhead out of her mouth back home that night. "You're all I want and need."
The rest of the weekend they ate and drank from each other, consuming one another, melting into one orgasmic, sweaty body.
"Marry me," Dean said on top of her, licking between her breasts, up her neck to her ears, tasting her sweat.
She grabbed his head, licking at his neck in return, then chin, then open mouth. "Absolutely," she answered before diving her tongue into his mouth, sucking his, feeling her pussy fill once again with a mixture of their sex juices.
Sunday night, Monica was resting against Dean in between sex sessions. She picked up her cell phone and called Gia.
"Hey," Monica said when Gia answered.
"Hi, how are you?"
"Good. Listen there's something I need to tell you about Dean, about who he is," Monica said.
Dean's eyes shot open with alarm. "Mom, what are you - "
She shushed him with her index finger.
"Ok sure," Gia said, waiting.
Monica waited too. She wanted to be sure there were no interruptions. Several seconds passed.
"Um, hello? Are you there, Mon?" Gia asked.
"Oh, yes, I'm here. Sorry."
"Ok, so what about him?"
"Dean is my, well, he's my," Monica smiled at her son, calming his fears. "He's my fiancé."
"Oh wow! That's awesome. Quick too!"
"Yes, well, we've actually known each other for a long time. Things have happened recently where we've decided to take it to the next level," Monica told a half-truth. Dean's hand slid down her body, his fingers finding her wet slit, then rubbing her clit.
"Well congrats! That's wonderful."
"Yes. I think we'll have a wedding, but a very small one. I wanted to let you know first, since you've met him," Monica said.
"Of course. Good luck and thanks for telling me."
Dean's fingers continued working, sloshing in and out of her wet pussy now.
"How's your son doing, by the way?" Gia asked.
"Oh he's great! Really good, actually," Monica closed her eyes, her hand on top of Dean's as he slowly finger fucked her.
"Wonderful. What's his name? I don't think you've ever told me," Gia said.
Monica was heating up, her body tingling, Dean squeezing a breast with his free hand. "I, um, I gotta go. The cat is on fire."
They ended their call, Monica turned around, throwing her legs across him, climbing on top. "The cat's on fire?" Dean asked. "We don't have a cat."
"I know. But another kind of cat is on fire," his mother winked, guiding his cock inside her. "We can't legally get married. But we can and will have our own little ceremony."
"Sounds wonderful, Mom."
***
A couple months later, they were married in their back yard, at night, under a palm tree. Both were nude. They exchanged rings, telling one another they loved each other in every way.
They made love under the starry-night sky, rolling around in the grass, gradually making their way to the back door of the house. Dean picked his mother up, carried her inside, and bathed with her. She poured wine, sat on his cock, kissing and sharing a glass. Afterward, they continued in bed until dawn.
They took a honeymoon too. It was in the Bahamas, it wasn't a photo shoot for work, and neither Gia nor Ulysses were there.
The resort was an immaculate, newly renovated, vacation spot. It had its own staff and the rooms were basically villas - each having their own back courtyard with a bubbling hot tub.
When they weren't in bed, they walked along the beach, holding hands, made love in the clear ocean water, and enjoyed the wonderful restaurants at the resort - things he and Deanna could've done.
"Ohh! Yes! Yes, baby!" Monica was slamming herself up and down on Dean while holding hands.



There was a knock at their door.
"Yes?" Monica asked without stopping. They couldn't understand the muffled voice behind the door.
Dean sat up, standing, Monica still impaled on his cock. He slammed her against the wall next to the door, and continued wildly fucking her.
She managed to open the door, "Yes!"
"Ma'am there's been noise complaints. Can you two please keep it down?" the employee asked.
"Uh huh!" Monica said, shutting the door, Dean turning her around and slamming her on the bed.
She bit her lip, trying to be quiet, while Dean, above her pummeled her as hard as he could. Unable to scream, she arched her back, fingers clawing at Dean's chest. He groaned with pain and kept fucking her.
He climaxed next, filling her pussy, collapsing on her in a sweaty, heaving mass.
They kissed for what seemed like hours, Dean's cock finding strength again, and finding its home once more.
Before he resumed fucking her again, Monica smiled at him, caressing his face. She would do anything for her son. She couldn't predict the future, but she gladly took the role of his wife - using her love, her body, to make sure Dean was never alone or sad again.
The end.
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Policewomen 3: Kelly's Failure

Chapter 1

Fat Rob adjusted his suit and followed a few of his associates into the home of Wayne, a lawyer that failed Fat Rob's business empire – a lawyer that would pay for his incompetence. Unfortunately for Wayne, he left his Miami home unlocked, giving Fat Rob's crew a more stealthy entry.
"You hear that?" one of Fat Rob's men whispered, his hand gun drawn. "Porn?"
Fat Rob shrugged, assuming his soon-to-be former lawyer was watching pornography with the speakers turned up.
The four men ascended the stairs as quietly as possible, Fat Rob in the rear. The sounds of a woman moaning and crying out with pleasure got louder and louder. The black men all looked at one another – something sounded unusual. They kept going; all but Fat Rob having their weapons safely pointed downward, fingers off the triggers.
Sneaking down the carpeted hallway, the sounds were very loud now. "He got a woman here?"
"Don't know. She's at the wrong place at the wrong time though," another of his men whispered back.
"Bitch sounds like she's got a cold or something," another whispered.
"Shhh," Fat Rob, their boss said, nodding toward the bedroom door. "If there's someone else here, you know what to do," he reminded them of their plan.
"Ahh! Yes! Yes!" the men heard this person cry out. One of them slowly opened the bedroom door, nearly erupting in laughter at what he saw. The other two associates of Fat Rob entered the bedroom.
"Oh shit! Boss you gotta see this," one said. The mountainous black man, Fat Rob, entered the bedroom, not smiling, not laughing.
Wayne was wearing women's lingerie, on all fours; another man was behind him, nude, his cock embedded all the way into Wayne. The other man pulled out of Wayne, both of them shocked and scared.
"Well, well, well," Fat Rob said, expressionless, moving past his associates. "Looks like Wayne has a few secrets. Don't worry. We won't tell."
Fat Rob nodded over his left shoulder. A gun was raised, a silencer on the end; it was fired, the bullet piercing the skull of the man who was fucking Wayne.
"Don!" Wayne exclaimed, his voice tired from imitating a woman's. "Robert, no, please," Wayne begged.
Fat Rob looked over his right shoulder. A fist was balled up, striking Wayne against the temple as hard as possible, knocking him out. The lawyer was dragged out by his hair, pulled down the stairs by his legs, and thrown into the back of an SUV where he was tied up; mouth taped, and struck several more times when he started to wake up.
***
Fat Rob entered the backseat of his SUV, parked in front of Wayne's house. Two dark haired women, one white, one Latina, Christine and Sandra, began to immediately service him.
Fat Rob looked on as the two women Fat Rob's entourage met at a club earlier in the evening, fished out his cock, kissing it, licking it, sharing it. He made a phone call to the SUV parked behind his, the one containing Wayne.
"Hey. We're going to Atlanta first thing in the morning. Let's head back to the hotel. We got some women to wear out tonight," Fat Rob said, nodding at the two ladies sucking his cock.
He ended his phone call, leaning his head back, looking forward to a night of sex. "Hey Torrie, you ok up there?" Fat Rob asked the blonde they brought with them from Atlanta – one of his favorite women.
Torrie took the driver's cock out of her mouth, sitting up, smiling. "I sure am, baby."
"Good girl," Fat Rob said. "Now get back to work on that dick."
Torrie smiled, descending back into the driver's lap, deep throating his cock.

Chapter 2
"Good! That's great news, Kelly!" Trina congratulated her sister on the phone.
"Yeah I guess," Kelly shrugged.
"It is. It shows the department trusts you."
"I know. But I feel like I'm still new. I've only been here eight months," Kelly countered.
"Don't worry about that. Just worry about staying safe. I have faith in you, you'll be fine," Trina reassured her.
"I hope so," Kelly said. "Alright, well I need to get ready. Going out with a friend."
"Ooh, a guy friend?" Trina asked.
"No! Just a friend from the gym. She's nice; we've been hanging out a bit. I was kinda of hoping to spend time with Nate tonight," she answered, referring to her 17-year-old son.
"Yes, I think that'd be great. You should," Trina suggested. Kelly wasn't aware that on the other end of the phone, Trina was lying on her stomach, nude, her son Richie sitting on her, rubbing her back.
"I don't know. I feel like drinking wine and having girl talk," Kelly said.
"Alright. Suit yourself," Trina sighed. They ended their call; Trina rolled onto her back, wrapped her legs around her son and pulled him down for a long, passionate kiss.
Kelly changed into pajama pants, put on a white tank top, put her long blonde hair up in a ponytail and grabbed her purse.
"Where you going?" Nate asked, sitting on the couch, flipping through television channels.
"To a friend's house."
"Oh," Nate nodded.
Kelly paused, made her way next to Nate, putting her arm around. "Hey, I know I've been busy lately, but there's some changes going on at work for me and soon I'll have more time for us. Ok?"
"Sure," the teenager shrugged.
"I haven't hung out with Kristen in a couple weeks and I figured I could tonight," Kelly explained. "Is this ok?"
"Yeah, mom, that's fine," Nate said his eye wandering back to the TV.
"Great, thank you," Kelly said, kissing his head. "We'll be spending a lot of time together soon. I promise."
Kelly sighed, leaving her home, but comforting herself, knowing this role change at work would change her hours for the better – no more patrol shifts for a while.
***
Hours later Kristen pushed Kelly onto her back on the couch, climbing on top of her. "Mmm, you ever been with a woman?" Kelly's drunk friend asked.
"Nope," Kelly, just as drunk, answered back, staring up into Kristen's glazed over eyes.
"Never thought about it? Not once?"
"Nah," Kelly said. "You are pretty hot though," Kelly reached around, grabbing Kristen's butt a few times.
"Mmm, I like that and so are you. You aren't drunk enough to take the plunge?" Kristen asked.
"I don't think so, no," Kelly smiled back.
"Get naked, maybe it'll help."
"I think I'll pass. Thanks though."
Kristen kissed her, hard, moaning as she did. "Did that help?"
"Get off me," Kelly laughed, pushing her friend off her. Kristen obliged, sitting up on the couch, letting Kelly rise.
Kristen grabbed her face, kissing her hard again, grabbing a handful of Kelly's tit over her tank top. "Anything?" she asked breaking the kiss.
Kelly wiped the back of her mouth, "No! Now cut it out!" she laughed.
"Fine. So you said something about your job changing?" Kristen changed the subject.
"Yep. I'm going undercover."
"No way! Really?"
"I am. I'm as surprised as you. I figured I'd need more tenure in this department. It's only been eight months since I was hired. But I guess the experience gained when I lived in Miami made a good impression," Kelly said, refilling her wine.
Kristen did the same. "Yeah. So what are they having you do? Pretend to be drug dealer? A prostitute?"
"No. Just a regular person."
"Huh?"
"Yeah they want me to get to know someone and learn about what he's up to. The detective told me they want me to be a patron at one of this guy's clubs, act natural, and learn what I can. Apparently, the department has been keeping an eye on him. Something about human trafficking, prostitution, operating strip clubs without the required or up-to-date paperwork. Blah blah blah."
"Doesn't sound too boring. Who do they want you to meet?" Kristen asked.
"I guess I'm drunk enough to spill the beans. I might as well tell you, you'll probably forget tomorrow. They want me to get close to a guy known as Fat Rob," Kelly answered.
Kristen struggled not to spit out her wine all over her friend. "Fat Rob? The Fat Rob?"
"I take it you know him?"
"Oh yes! I mean, yeah, we've met," Kristen calmed herself. "My sister works at a magazine publisher with him. We've been introduced a few times.
Kelly watched her friend, close her eyes, smiling, savoring the memories. "I see. So you must know him well?"
Kristen shook herself from her trance, "I haven't fu- I mean, seen him in a while, but yes we had a great time. In fact, I could give you pointers for getting close to him fast. I'll be right back."
Kelly watched Kristen stumble away, only to return a few minutes later. Kristen grabbed Kelly's hand, holding it up to her own. "Good, we're about the same size. This should fit easily."
"Huh?"
"Kelly, will you marry me?" Kristen smiled, sliding a wedding ring on her friend's finger.
Kelly's mouth dropped, picking up on Kristen's suggestion to pretend to be married in order to attract Fat Rob's attention. "So he likes married women?"
"Mmhmm," Kristen nodded. "He loves families too. My sister said he likes to break them up, take the wives, and make them go black and so on."
"Wow."
"Yeah, he loves white women. Especially ones that leave their husbands and family to join his entourage."
"How do you know all of this?"
"I told you, my sister fu – I mean, works with him. She's not married, but they are friends, I suppose. Also," Kristen bit her bottom lip, "one time in a three-way with him and my sister, he confessed that to us, after learning we weren't married. 'This would be more fun if you two were,' he said."
Kelly looked at the ring from another time in Kristen's life, listening to her drone on in the background.
"He said he loved it when pretty white women go black. All they do is focus on black cock. They leave everything behind for it. They become addicted," Kristen said.
"That's silly."
"It's not entirely true either. As much as I love black cock, I'm hanging out with you tonight, instead of going out and getting some," Kristen said.
"So you're implying I'd be having sex with this man?"
"Yes. Dare I say the first night you meet him."
"Yeah right. I'm far too shy and nervous to go that far that fast."
"Well you need to loosen up. I'll prove it though. I'll set you up on a date," Kristen said.
"With Fat Rob?"
"No. Someone else. Someone you can sink your teeth into, figuratively and literally. Someone you can use to become very acquainted with working black dick. Someone who I slept with last week and came all night on," Kristen paused, "he's someone I've known for many years and is a close family friend."
That eased Kelly's nerves a bit, glad that Kristen wouldn't set her up on a date with someone she barely knew herself.
"It will lead to sex. I guarantee that," Kristen added.
Kelly shook her head and sighed, "Alright. Fine."
"Great!" Kristen got off the couch, standing in front of Kelly, finishing her wine. "Now then, you never answered my question. Will you marry me?"
Kelly laughed. "Sure. Why not?" she joked, looking down to Kristen's ring. She saw something white land on the carpet in her peripheral vision. It was Kristen's t-shirt.
Kelly looked to her friend. She was standing topless, her large breasts on display. "Good. Now come to bed," Kristen said.
Kelly watched Kristen walk down the hall to her bedroom, pause, remove her pajama pants and step into the bedroom naked. Kelly sighed and shook her head.
She thought about her upcoming assignment while sipping more wine. She wondered if she met this Fat Rob person if it meant she'd be sleeping with him. She wondered if she'd have to disclose that to the detectives or her captain. She doubted it, but she wasn't sure.
Next she thought about this date Kristen offered to set her up on. She thought about it causing more time away from her son. Deep down, she wanted it; she wanted to experience it, to become familiar and more comfortable with black men before getting close to one.
Kelly sighed once more, looking to the light coming from Kristen's bedroom streaming into the hallway. She quickly downed her wine, shook her head, and walked to Kristen's bedroom door. Smiling at her friend, Kelly removed her tank top, stepped out of her pants, giggled and hopped in bed with Kristen.

Chapter 3

"Hey." Kelly said to her son when he answered his cell phone. "I'm going to hang out somewhere else with my friend. I'll probably be home later than expected, so don't wait up."
"Ok mom," Nate replied. Kelly felt bad that she blew her son off a second Friday night in a row.
"Do NOT turn the thermostat down to 60 again. Do you understand?" Kelly ordered.
"Yes. I won't touch it. Calm down." Nate rolled his eyes, answering his mother.
"I don't want to get home and it be freezing in there. Also finish up those leftovers in the fridge before they go bad." Kelly continued.
"Ok! Geez, I will."
Kelly paused, "You forgive me, right?"
"Yes, it's fine, mom. Really it is. We can hang out next weekend."
"Alright, well have a good evening sweetie, and I'll see you later."
"Ok, bye mom." Nate said, ending the phone call before his mother could say she loved him.
Kelly sighed, slight regret washing over her. She was out on the date Kristen set her up on. She was enjoying herself; however, she felt she should go home soon. Pushing those thoughts aside, she caught up with her date, Ulysses, grabbing his hand, exiting the restaurant.
Kelly smiled, sitting down in the passenger side of Ulysses' car. He closed her door, seeing she was in safely. They had just had a wonderful dinner together. It was the best, and only, blind date she had ever been on. She only knew that Ulysses was black and according to Kristen, a knockout. When Kelly met him at the restaurant, she felt weak in the knees.
She was borrowing a teal dress from Kristen. It was mid-thigh in length, had a deep plunging neckline bordering on inappropriate for the restaurant where they ate, and was super tight, hugging her luscious curves.
Kelly wasn't expecting Ulysses to be so attractive. He was 5'10", a few inches taller than her, and absolutely chiseled. Upon saying their polite hellos "sex" was the first word that popped into her mind. Listening to him speak, telling her about his work, his family life, smiling politely as he spoke, "sex sex sex" replayed in her mind.
As their meal ended, it was Kelly who suggested the night was young and asked if he had plans in the morning. Ulysses gave a soft, crooked smile, telling her he didn't have plans and didn't have to be up early. Ulysses suggested some wine at his apartment. They both knew where this was heading.
Ulysses put the car in reverse, backing out of the parking space, exiting the parking lot. He pulled on the interstate, smiling softly at Kelly he asked, "Are you sure you're ok with joining me back at my apartment? If not, please let me know and I'll be glad to take you home."
Kelly thought about Nate and imagined him home alone watching baseball while eating warmed up leftovers. Shaking her head, ejecting those thoughts, admitting to herself that she deserved some fun, She turned, looking at Ulysses as he drove, glancing down to his arms, his thighs, and his crotch. Thoughts of her son quickly vanished. She would spend more time with Nate in the future
"It's no problem, like I said, the night is young," she reminded Ulysses. Getting bolder, she reached over to slowly trail her index finger in small circles around his thigh. "I want to play," she thought to herself.
"Great. I have red wine in the fridge. Is that ok?" Ulysses asked.
"Yes, that'd be great," she said, resting her hand on his thigh.
Ulysses smiled, coming to a stop at a red light. He took Kelly's hand in his own, bringing it to his mouth, giving it a soft kiss.
"My, my, you are quite a gentleman," Kelly joked.
"Well I have no reason not to be one. I'm happy that such a lovely woman is spending time with me."
Ulysses gently squeezed her hand, pulling into a parking spot at the apartment complex. Making his way to her side, he opened her door, holding out his arm. Kelly took it and followed him indoors. They rode the elevator to the 20th floor in silence, occasionally flashing each other glances and smiles.
"After you," Ulysses said, opening the door of his apartment for Kelly. She entered, smiling as she put her purse on the chair nearest to the door. She looked around the large living room, noticing the track lighting in the small kitchen area. Ulysses adjusted the dimmer switch and headed to retrieve the wine. Kelly trailed her fingers along the soft, velvet sofa. She walked toward the large sliding glass door, with the shades pulled back.
"Oh wow, you have a great view," she said, coming to a stop, looking over the city of Atlanta.
"I certainly do," Ulysses said, approaching her from behind. "The view from the window is nice too."
Kelly chuckled, shaking her head a bit. Standing behind her, Ulysses sniffed her hair, "You smell amazing."
"Thank you," She smiled, still looking out the window. She could feel Ulysses' breath on her neck and slightly turned her head to the side. She could feel something else too. It was hard, large, and pressing against her butt. She smiled a knowing smile to herself and very subtly moved her hips to the left then right, causing her butt cheek to slide across it.
"I almost forgot," Ulysses said, moving to stand next to her at the window, "your wine." Kelly took her glass, turning to stare into Ulysses' eyes.
"Shall I make a toast?" he asked. "To a wonderful evening."
Kelly nodded as they touched glasses, taking a sip, never taking their eyes off each other.

Chapter 4
Kelly knew where this was heading. She knew that Ulysses knew where this was heading. She knew that Ulysses knew that she knew where this was heading. Kristen was right; sex was a guarantee. Kelly wondered for a moment if first dates with black men always lead to sex.
After several sips of wine following their toast, Ulysses took her glass and along with his and sat them on the nearby coffee table. The two of them stood, illuminated by the city lights coming in from the large, sliding door, glancing each other over.
Kelly smiled, watching him slide the top part of her dress off her breasts. Ulysses grabbed the exposed tit, squeezing it gently, as if testing the melon's ripeness. He then took it to his mouth, sending shivers down her spine as he suckled on it. Dragging his tongue across an erect nipple, causing Kelly to close her eyes and arch her neck, moaning softly.
He licked his way up to her neck, pulling her face toward his, he slithered his long tongue into her mouth. Kelly moaned again, sucking his tongue, her thong soaking wet at this point. She wanted to get fucked in the worst possible way.
Ulysses felt the same way. Kelly wondered how long he had gone without sex. Watching him unbutton and remove his shirt, salivating over his obsidian, chiseled body, she joked with herself guessing probably about five hours. She wasn't that far off in her guess. It had actually been six.
Sliding his pants down, along with his boxers, Ulysses assisted Kelly with the rest of her dress. Marveling at her toned body with nice-sized breasts, he couldn't help but tell her, "You're beautiful."
Looking over his dark muscular frame, illuminated by the night lights of the city, Kelly couldn't help but reply, "So are you."



His cock was so glorious; entering her, stretching her, slowly impaling her to its hilt. He gently laid her down on his bed, guiding it into her, softly grunting, realizing just how tight she was. "I'm going to go easy, alright? You're really tight," Ulysses calmly reassured her.
When his bulbous cockhead entered all the way, she nearly came right then. Slowly going in and out, kissing along her neck, sending tingles down her spine, he squeezed his powerful glutes, pumping himself just a bit farther. Gripping his back with her long red, painted nails, she moaned out in ecstasy; an orgasm overtaking her, causing her eyes to roll in the back of her head and her vagina to spasm.
When she was done shaking, the hard working, single mom was rolled over on top of this black Adonis. "You can control the depth now," he told her, supporting her breasts with his hand. Kelly did just that, slowly moving her hips up and down on his wonderful sex rod, while resting her hands on his abs. When her second orgasm washed over her, she was hooked, addicted, and nothing else in the world mattered.
The next few hours were a total blur of thrusts, moans, bounces, and orgasms all over his magnificent cock. When Ulysses was finally ready to cum, Kelly's mouth was waiting for his load, watering in anticipation for his semen to coat her tongue. She swallowed it down, sucking every last drop out of him. It was so delicious.
***
Ulysses put his car in park in the empty restaurant parking lot. It was 3am and it had long since closed. Kelly had been slurping and sucking all over his cock since they left his apartment 30 minutes ago. She felt so sexy sucking on it. She motioned for him to crawl into the back seat of his SUV. She followed him, undoing the top of her dress, letting her tits plop out on Ulysses' lap, encasing his cock in their meaty softness, she resumed sucking his dick. Using her breasts to heighten his orgasm, he came again in her mouth, groaning as he threw his head back on the seat.
"Mmmm, so good, so very good," he complimented Kelly, running his fingers through her hair while she sucked out the last bit of semen from his cock.
"I agree," Kelly exclaimed, sitting up, wiping a bit of sperm from her lip. She started to chuckle, reaching over to grab the weakening cock by its base.
"What are you laughing at?" Ulysses asked.
"Kristen said this would happen – sex I mean," She explained.
"It usually does," Ulysses replied.
Kelly sat up and put her dress back in order, and then gave Ulysses a kiss on the lips.
They said their goodbyes on that humid night. Kelly smiled on the way home. Upon arriving, she stripped naked, went to bed, running her hands all over her body. She grabbed her phone, texting Kristen a brief message to let her know how the date went.
"I love black cock," was all the text said. Kelly smiled, rolled over and went to sleep.
The next two weekends Kelly failed to keep her promise to her son. She was at Ulysses' having sex. The second weekend, Kristen joined in. The two blondes were lying on their backs, watching Ulysses switch from one to the other, fucking two women all night. It was incredible.
Just as the sun was rising, Kelly looked out Ulysses' apartment balcony. "I'm ready," she said out loud.
"For Fat Rob?" Kristen startled her from behind. Kelly thought she was asleep.
"Yes," Kelly smiled. Kristen kissed her slowly, lovingly, taking her by the hand, dragging her to the shower. Ulysses was waiting for them. The two women made out for a moment before kissing their way down Ulysses' body, going to their knees to service his cock together one last time.

Chapter 5
Wayne was wasting away. He was in a warehouse, tied up against a back wall, beaten, bloody, and starving. He was provided enough water to keep him alive.
"Do you know how many millions you cost me? All those clubs I had to close in Florida?" Fat Rob stood in front of him. Wayne didn't reply.
"No one will come for you. You have no family, no friends, nothing. Sure the partners at the law firm might have issued a missing persons report, that is, IF they cared – I know that Don guy must have," Fat Rob chuckled.
He punched Wayne in the jaw, "Piece of shit."
Fat Rob adjusted his suit again, straightening the tie, and left Wayne there to continue rotting.
***
"You sure you don't want to come back to my hotel, baby?" Kelly was asked by a man she met at the club a couple hours earlier. They chatted, they drank, they danced, and finally in the men's restroom, they fucked.
"I can't," Kelly said, straightening another dress she borrowed from Kristen. She wanted to though. She wanted to go back to the black man's hotel and ride and suck his cock all night. Kelly was dripping wet on the dance floor, another broken promise to hang out with Nate was forgotten after seeing the hugely muscular Ronnie approach her.
"Your husband will never know. Unless I keep stretching out that pussy of yours, he'll feel a difference then," he said.
Kelly nodded, looking to Kristen's ring. "Ronnie, I'm sorry. I need to stay here. There's someone I need to meet. But thank you."
"I understand," Ronnie nodded, his arm around the woman he just fucked in the restroom. He kissed her goodbye, and left her alone in the club.
"Ok, that was fun. It took the edge off. But I need to focus; I need to find Fat Rob. This is his newest club, he'd better show up," Kelly thought, looking around. There were so many black men there. Kelly felt 100% at ease. The reason being – every single woman there was white.
She sipped her drink, looking over the crowded dance floor, seeing dark skin mixing with light skin. All were blondes, brunettes, and redheads, dancing and grinding against black men. "Wow," she mouthed.
Kelly looked around, not seeing anyone that resembled the pictures the lead detective showed her. She was looking for a tall and extremely wide black male wearing a nice suit.
"Maybe he's not here tonight," she thought.
She felt a tap on her shoulder. Kelly turned around seeing a younger black male, college age, smiling at her. "Hey," he said.
She knew what he wanted and since she wasn't seeing anyone that fit Fat Rob's description, she followed the young guy to the dance floor.
Kelly was surrounded by sex, some of it simulated, some of it real. She saw one or two women performing oral sex on their dance partners. She saw one woman, being taken from behind, her dress pulled up, making out with her friend, who was also getting fucked on the dance floor.
"Mmmm," Kelly moaned, "this is crazy."
She grabbed the younger guy, kissing him hard, feeling the erection in his pants. "I'm supposed to meet someone here, but he's not showing."
"Yeah? Want to go back to my dorm room?" he asked.
"Absolutely," Kelly replied, squeezing his cock through his pants. She took his hand and followed him out.
Just before they left the club, Kelly thinking her night was ruined by not finding Fat Rob, saw a man sitting at a booth. He was very wide and broad in his shoulders. There were two women sitting next to him, a younger redhead and an older blonde. She looked to be in her late 30s, maybe a couple years older than Kelly. The redhead looked college age – if that much.
The blonde nodded to the redhead. The redhead smiled, leaning down into the large man's lap. The blonde kissed him while red hair bobbed up and down in his lap. Kelly stopped, looking in his direction. "That's him."
"Aww come on," the young guy said. "I'm ready to go."
"Sorry, I have to talk to him. Maybe another time," Kelly left the poor guy standing.
"Hi. Hello!" Kelly said, interrupting Fat Rob and the two women.
"Hello," he replied, looking her up and down. "How can I help you?" he asked, the two women not paying any attention to Kelly, still focusing on Fat Rob.
Kelly used her left hand to move blonde locks behind her ear, making sure Fat Rob saw the ring she was wearing. "Well I just moved to the Atlanta area and I'm looking for a job. My, um, husband works as a surgeon," Kelly lied.
"And you want something to do to cure the boredom while he's working," Fat Rob finished her sentence.
"Well I just thought that perhaps I could," Kelly said.
"Do a little bit of bartending or something to interact with people and someone pointed me out and told you to talk to me about a job," Fat Rob smiled.
"Yes!" Kelly blurted out, relieved that she didn't have to lie as much, Fat Rob filled in the blanks for her.
"What's your name?"
"Kelly."
"Well Miss Kelly, let's have a little interview back in my office. Shall we?"
***
"Ahhh yess!! Yess!" Kelly screamed, Fat Rob behind her, bending her over his desk, slapping her ass. This was so much easier than Kelly expected.
"You like that? Huh?" Fat Rob asked.
"Yes!" Kelly cried.
"Your husband is working late, and his little pretty wife is going to be a bartender at a black club," he grinned.
"Yes!"
"You got kids?
"Yes!"
"Boy or girl?"
"Ah fuck! A son!" Kelly screamed, gripping his desk hard, while he slammed into her.
"Mmm, good. His momma is going to be working a lot of late nights," Fat Rob grunted. "This is a good pussy, ugh, real good."
"So big, and, ah!" Kelly cried out again. "Is, is that why that call you Fat Rob?" she asked in between hard thrusts.
He grabbed her hair, pulling her back against him, licking at her neck and ear, "It is." He slammed her back down on the desk and continued fucking her brains out.
"Get that cum," Fat Rob said, pulling out, jacking his cock toward her. "There we go. That's your payment. This is how I'll pay you for your pussy and a few hours of bartending. My cum."
Kelly wrapped her mouth around the tip, her mouth sore from the stretching. Fat Rob erupted in her mouth, her eyes rolling back. "Yes, yes, so good," she thought, her mouth filling with semen. "Mmmm I love it. I love it!"
"You're hired. You'll do just fine here. Let me know if you need or want birth control. You're gonna be swimming in cum," Fat Rob explained as Kelly licked and sucked his cock clean.
"Sorry Nate," she told herself, standing, pulling her dress down. "Mommy has work to do."
She went home with Fat Rob that evening, admiring his luxury apartment on the top floor of a tall building. The redhead and blonde joined them. Kelly learned the blonde was named Torrie. The younger redhead was a 19 year old named Leanna.
As they took turns riding Fat Rob's cock all night, Kelly and Torrie were slightly marveled by Leanna's black cock handling skills. They smiled, giggled, waiting their turns.
Kelly and Torrie stood nude in Fat Rob's kitchen, the sounds of Leanna going berserk on Fat Rob's cock in the background.
"You're going to love working for Fat Rob," Torrie said. "You'll forget about your husband in no time," she added.
Kelly nodded, briefly thinking about her younger years, when she actually was married. It didn't end well. She smiled and Torrie hugged her.
"You have a great body too," Torrie said. She reached downward grabbing Kelly's butt, "this is quite nice. He and his clients and associates will love it."

Chapter 6
A week went by. Every night was spent at Fat Rob's having sex. Torrie was there, sometimes Leanna, and sometimes just Kelly and Fat Rob.
On Friday night, Kelly exited the shower, after dying her hair a bright platinum blonde. She slapped her own ass, shaking her hips from side-to-side. "I'm getting some black dick tonight!" she sung.
She dried her hair, parading around her room, naked, picking out another dress – this one is one Torrie bought her on a shopping trip.
"Mom?" Nate called out to her, arriving home from school.
"In here!"
"I was just wondering if – " he said, walking down the hall toward her closed door.
"I'm naked," Kelly said, examining a dress, not caring if he barged in. She's never felt so sexual before.
"Oh sorry," Nate said, standing outside her door. "I was just wondering if we were doing anything tonight."
"Oh shoot! I forgot!" Kelly quickly grabbed a towel, loosely throwing it on her body, not bothering to tie it in the back. She opened the door, pulling her son in for a hug.
"I'm so sorry! My work is changing up some, I have to work at nights," she said, still holding him.
"Your hair," Nate said.
"Mmhmm, it's lighter. Anyway, I need to get ready. I promise we'll spend time together as soon as work calms down," she ended the hug, smiled and backed away from Nate. When she turned around the towel fell, revealing her nude body.
Nate's eyes widened, as the door closed.
***
A couple weeks later, Kelly watched Torrie strip at another of Fat Rob's clubs. She was bartending and making great tips. That was due in part to all the black cock she sucked while on the job. Fat Rob commended her later in the evening by fucking her extra hard.
There were so many women that came and went. Fat Rob's penthouse apartment was constantly occupied. White women, some Latina, all visited and stayed with Fat Rob. There were orgies and group sessions. Kelly and Torrie loved being passed from one black guy to another on those nights.
Kelly invited Kristen over to Fat Rob's sometimes too. Those were wild nights. Torrie would snuggle against Fat Rob. The two of them watching Kelly and Kristen eat each other's pussies in a 69 position.
"I'm kinda bummed," Torrie admitted later that night, while Kristen was fucking Fat Rob in his bedroom.
"Why? What's wrong?" Kelly said.
"I thought you and I might, you know. We're good friends right?" Torrie asked.
Kelly grabbed Torrie's face, kissing her hard. "We are," Kelly kissed her again, guiding her to Fat Rob's room, falling on his bed, while Kristen bounced up and down on him. They rolled around, rolling on the floor, moaning in to each other's mouth.
"I just thought," Kelly said, in between kisses, "she could come over, then it happened."
"It's ok," Torrie said, wrapping her legs around Kelly. "Promise me, you'll be my partner if a black man is busy. We'll take care of each other."
The two women rolled around more, hungrily kissing everywhere. Since a black man, Fat Rob, was busy, their legs locked, pussies met and they scissored until Fat Rob filled Kristen's pussy with cum.
The next morning, Kristen left, Kelly thought about their night. "This is insane. This is crazy. Nate, I gotta make it up to him."
She didn't. Weeks passed, Kelly was gone. She was tending bar, having sex with Fat Rob's clients, associates, or Fat Rob himself. She was a prostitute for him. She knew it was wrong, she knew she had to report it to detectives, but she never did. She lied to her superiors, telling them she was still trying to obtain more information.
Fat Rob would mock her imaginary husband. He'd ask if his cock was small, if he missed his wife. Fat Rob would also mock Nate. "Mommy is very bad. Mommy is a black cock queen. Get that cum!" he'd tease.
She rarely saw poor Nate. Guilt was buried with the semen of black men – daily.
Kelly and Torrie became very close. On nights that Kelly stayed over, she and Torrie would always sneak out when the black men in the apartment were asleep. They would kiss, talk, and touch each other. Kelly learned Torrie left her husband and son to join Fat Rob. Torrie admitted the guilt was too much sometimes, but she couldn't get enough of Fat Rob and his crew.
Kelly wanted to tell Torrie she was an undercover police officer, that she wasn't really married, and that she missed her son Nate. But she kept quiet. She couldn't risk her cover being blown just yet.
They held hands, kissing softly in the elevator back up to Fat Rob's. They entered his apartment, naked bodies of black men and white women were everywhere. Kelly and Torrie found the couch, held each other tightly, kissed goodnight, and went to sleep in each other's arms.
***
"How bad is it?" Fat Rob asked one of his business analysts. The analyst shook his head, eyes lowered.
"Get out," Fat Rob told the white women in the room. The room filled with sounds of zippers zipping up and women from underneath the large table, standing, walking, their high heels clicking on the floor.
When Fat Rob saw they were gone, he spoke up. "Keep as many clubs open for as long as possible. Start recruiting more prostitutes, raise prices. Don't just go after the high class black men as clients either. There's a college filled with black students. If those boys aren't fucking their professors or classmates, then they can come to one of my clubs and find someone. Start working the women harder; push them harder than ever, stretch them out more if you need to. I want all of my white women in my clubs all night. Get the ones that aren't stripping up on stage. I want them sucking and fucking black dick all night! Decrease their shares too. I want more money to counter the Florida loses."
"Yes sir. You got it," was the consensus from his men.
"One more thing. Visit Wayne. Break his fingers with a hammer – all of them. Report back to me when it's done," Fat Rob added.
Fat Rob watched them leave the board room. "I gotta get away for a while."
***
In November Fat Rob informed Kelly and Torrie that he was taking them on a trip – a nice resort in the Bahamas.
"Are you sure?" Trina said on the phone. "I don't mind him staying here, but is he ok with that?"
"Yes, it'll be great. He and Richie can hang out too," Kelly answered, referring to Trina's son, her nephew. "I'll be gone two weeks."
Kelly continued packing her luggage. "Please?"
"Ok, that's fine. We'll watch him," Trina said. They ended their call. Trina climbed off the bed, naked, and approached her son.
"We're going to have a visitor for a couple weeks – your cousin. We should probably put on clothes, huh?" Trina hugged her naked son.
"Heh, yeah. Don't want them knowing about us just yet," Richie replied, kissing his secret lover.
Wayne was still alive – barely. "Think you can make it to New Year's?" Fat Rob asked him.
Wayne sneered at him, not answering.
"It'll all be better on New Year's Eve," Fat Rob kneed a tie-up Wayne in the crotch. "By the way, happy Thanksgiving," Fat Rob said, this time punching Wayne in the nuts.
***
Kelly was in heaven. Torrie was putting her hair in corn rows, Fat Rob was lounging on the beach, watching the two women. He smiled, seeing them hold hands, walking along the shore, when Torrie was done with Kelly's hair. He was rock hard, watching them in the beautiful, clear water, kissing.
They rarely slept, every night, all night, the two women were cumming over and over again on Fat Rob's black fuck pole.
Their last night in the Bahamas, a sweaty, exhausted Kelly, collapsed on to the bed. Fat Rob was behind her, dripping his own sweat on to her.
Torrie wasn't there. An employee of the resort interrupted their three-way earlier in the evening. Fat Rob ordered Torrie to take the employee out on a nice evening as a way to apologize for their loudness. She happily agreed.
While Torrie was at the apartment of the Bahamian employee, having a good old fashion gang bang with five of his friends, their Bahamian accents, reminding her slightly of Jamaicans, Kelly was getting special treatment from Fat Rob.
"Ugh!" she cried, her sweaty ass high in the air, Fat Rob sliding his cock into it. "So big!"
"Mmhmm, take it baby," he said, running his hands over this white woman's sweaty, slick back. "That's it. Just like that," Fat Rob guided it in further.
"Your husband thinks you're visiting family, doesn't he," Fat Rob stated.
"Yes!"
"He has no idea his wife is here with a black man, getting taken in the ass."
"Ah! He doesn't," Kelly said a half-truth. She wasn't married, but the man she was married to, now in prison, had no idea where his ex-wife was.



"Look at you. Look at those corn rows, that sweaty, white body of yours, taking my black dick like that. That reminds me why I asked Torrie to take care of those Bahama brothers for me."
Kelly's eyes rolled into the back of her head, she never felt so full before.
"I want to ask you a question. Will you move into my building?" Fat Rob asked.
"What?" Kelly struggled to say.
"I have a room ready for you. All those women that come and go live in that building – most of them at least. You can move there too," Fat Rob said.
"My – my, son," Kelly panted, gripping the sheets of the bed.
"He still in high school, right? We live in same school district. You'll have to bring him. He'll see what his mother is really like. Leave your husband. Leave his ass, bring your boy, and come live in my building."
"Yes!" Kelly was cumming.
"If he sees his mom getting fucked by black men, oh well!" Fat Rob added.

Chapter 7
Kelly had already given Fat Rob her answer during orgasmic anal sex in the Bahamas. However, Fat Rob felt the need to show her around some; introduce her to some of the residents – all women Fat Rob and his crew fuck on a regular basis. Kelly recognized a few, but didn't know their names or their stories.
"This is Emily," Fat Rob said. A smiling, shy looking, brunette nodded to Kelly.
"As you can see, she's pregnant with one of our babies. We don't know who's and we don't care. She's a baby factory though. Isn't that right, Emily?" Fat Rob smiled. Emily nodded.
"Her husband kicked her out, after learning she had sex with a black man. He kept all seven – or was it six – anyway, all of their kids for himself. She found me, I stretched her pussy, and I let her live in my building," Fat Rob explained.
"You gonna have a big black baby soon, Miss Emily," Fat Rob said, rubbing her large belly.
"'Scuse me boss," A black man appeared behind Emily, nodding to Fat Rob, putting on his coat and leaving her apartment.
They moved to another apartment a few floors below Fat Rob's.
"Hi Fat Rob!" a younger, 20-something said, throwing her arms around him.
"This is Gisele. She's an employee at the magazine I work for my day job. She loves black dick," Fat Rob said, hugging, kissing her cheek.
"Mmhmm," Gisele grinned, from ear-to-ear.
"Ohh yes!" The three of them heard in the background, from inside Gisele's apartment.
"Oh shit, Miss Gisele, you having a party? Can we see?" Fat Rob asked.
Fat Rob and Kelly entered the apartment. Fat Rob laughed seeing two women riding black men on the couch. "Miss Carrie and Miss Vanessa, having lots of fun I see. These two ladies are Miss Gisele's cousins. She moved them down from Minnesota after she found out their marriages ended. Carrie's husband left her, and Vanessa left hers for black cock."
The light brown haired Vanessa hopped off the black man she was riding, grabbed Fat Rob, pulling him in for a hard kiss, "You're damn right I did."
"Ooh, Miss Vanessa, I think you should visit me later tonight. It's been a few weeks since I tapped that pussy," Fat Rob said.
"I will. You won't be able to walk when I'm done with you," She said, straddling the black man on the couch, sliding his cock back inside her.
"Damn, Miss Kelly you might have to protect me!" Fat Rob joked. They moved on to another room, on another floor.
Moments later they were looking at a nude, 19-year-old college student, on her knees, sucking Fat Rob's cock in the hallway.
"Career day. One of my coworkers, told her about the magazine, what it stands for, who it targets. This is Rhea, she loves the target market of the magazine – black men 18 to 35. She's going to do really well too," Fat Rob said, running his hand through her hair.
"I'm hoping that little redhead, Leanna, moves in, they are around the same age – they could be roommates. But we haven't seen her in weeks. Let's move on," he motioned for Kelly to follow.
"And here we have the stripper's suite," Fat Rob, knocked on the door. "It's where some of my employees from out of town, like Florida, stay," Fat Rob did his best to conceal an emotion of anger, knowing every club throughout Florida, dozens of them, were shutting down – thanks to Wayne's failure.
A busty, naked, brunette named Crystal answered the door. She smiled widely, hugging Fat Rob, her big tits mashing against suit. "Here you go!" she handed him a wad of cash. "I was busy last night. Two men bought two hours each, then one man bought me for the rest of the night. There's your share daddy."
Fat Rob chuckled, "Miss Crystal, you don't need to call me that, remember?"
"I know. But I like it!" she exclaimed.
Fat Rob kissed her, squeezing a breast. "Come see me with these titties before you leave."
"I will!"
***
Kelly and Torrie collapsed on top of Fat Rob, kissing all over his face, working their way down to his cock. The last room Fat Rob showed Kelly was her own, she'd be roommates with Torrie. They spent the rest of the night in bed. When Fat Rob left to tend to pussy, Kelly and Torrie continued on, spending intimate time with one another.
"So your son will move in too?" Torrie asked, lying in bed, facing Kelly.
"Yes. I have no idea how to tell him. Fat Rob is taking care of the house. Plus Nate won't need to change schools or anything," Kelly kissed Torrie.
"I bet he's a nice kid," Torrie said.
"He is," Kelly replied, guilt stabbing at her heart. "He's wonderful. I miss him."
Torrie wiped a tear from Kelly's eyes. "Maybe he'll like it here."
"I don't know. I know I'll be very busy tending bar," Kelly bit her bottom lip, "and sex." The two women giggled.
"He turns 18 next week," Kelly said.
"Go home then. Go spend time with him with before you leave your husband and move in here, alright?" Torrie said.
"Alright," Kelly answered. The two friends kissed one last time for the night. Kelly grabbed her things and headed home.

Chapter 8
Kelly sat in front of her bedroom mirror, undoing her corn rows. She had them for a couple weeks while in Bahamas, loved how she felt with them while sucking a black dick, or getting taken from behind. But it was time to undo them.
She was angry at Nate. When she arrived home a girl was here. Kelly didn't know her, only that she went to the same school as Nate.
Everyone was embarrassed. Kelly, looking like a porn star with her dress and a thug lover with her corn rows, walked in on them. She thought they were making out, but wasn't certain.
Nate said she was just a friend; Kelly sighed and went to her room.
Her cell phone rang. It was the captain from her precinct. He probably wanted information on Fat Rob and what she's discovered. She ignored the call.
It rang again, it was Fat Rob. She immediately answered it, "Hey baby."
"Miss Kelly, you're going to have a great Saturday night," Fat Rob said.
"I hope so. Not sure what my son and I are going to do. We're not exactly – "
"Oh no, no, no. Miss Kelly I meant you and my boy Tony, from out of town. He has a craving for blondes. His last couple visits have been dark haired white women. Poor Miss Emily, he almost sent her in to labor, he took her pussy so hard. Then when he had Miss Vanessa, he said she almost scared him, she was so crazy in bed."
"I don't know. I have to tell my son about the move, I was hoping to do it over dinner this weekend," Kelly said.
Fat Rob calmed his anger. He turned away from five or so of crew members throwing darts at Wayne, occasionally using him as a punching bag for laughs. "Miss Kelly, Tony is a good friend. I need your help. You are one of the hottest blondes I have."
Kelly wanted to cry. "I just," she paused. She thought on her feet, maybe the girl Nate was hanging out with could come. It could be a double date she thought. She suggested to Fat Rob she meet with Tony early in the day, fuck him until dinner, go on the dinner date, bringing her son and his friend along, then that would be it. She would tell Nate about the move after Tony is gone that evening.
***
Out of the many horrible things Kelly had done in the past few months, this was just another notch on the pole. Tony was an older, gigantic, bodybuilder-like black man. From lunch until dinner he fucked Kelly. He kept going, he kept pummeling her pussy, he kept impaling her over and over all afternoon, never stopping to break – he was a machine, a monster. Kelly loved it. She had trouble walking, she was numb everywhere.
Sitting across from her son and his date, a cute shy girl, named Becca, Kelly fumbled her words, had trouble concentrating, and felt stupid. It was beyond awkward. Her poor son was confused, wondering who this black guy was.
When Tony placed Kelly's hand on the erection flowing down his thigh, she gasped loudly. "You ok?" Nate asked.
"Mmhmm," his mother answered, squeezing the thick, massive dick of Tony's. "I can't believe he's hard again," she thought.
Kelly should have removed her hand from Tony, but didn't, couldn't. Pretending to listen to her son talking about school, Becca occasionally interjecting her thoughts, Kelly slowly unzipped Tony's pants, sliding her hand in. Since he wasn't wearing boxers, Kelly had no trouble finding his cock.
"What's wrong with me?" she asked herself, stroking Tony's long dick while her son talked across from her. "I need this so bad," she said to herself, nodding at something her son said.
The ride home was agonizing. There was a wreck, traffic was stalled. Tony couldn't keep his hands to himself in the back seat of the car. Nate driving and Becca in the passenger side, Kelly and Tony were in the back, struggling to keep their clothes on.
"You got a good pussy," Tony whispered in her ear. The heater and radio wasn't too loud, but Kelly felt it would hide Tony's whispered. "I'm going to eat it for dessert."
"Tony, stop," Kelly whispered, pushing his hand away from her crotch. He kissed at her neck, she glanced in the rearview mirror, Nate's eyes were forward.
"Come on," he said again. "That pussy is mine all night."
"No," Kelly whispered. "This afternoon and dinner were it. You have to leave; I need to talk to Nate about something."
Tony grinned, slowly guiding Kelly's hand to his crotch. In the dark backseat, Tony had taken his cock out. Kelly closed her eyes and bit her lower lip when her hand closed around it. "Shit," she whispered. She glanced at Nate's eyes in the rearview mirror, they were still forward looking to the slow moving traffic.
"I can't believe this, I can't," Kelly struggled to tell herself, her hand slowly stroking Tony's cock.
On more glance to Nate's reflection in the rearview mirror and Kelly lowered herself into Tony's lap, mouth open, sucking that big, juicy, black cock in the back seat.
She tried her best to be quiet, but an occasional slurping sound or moan was louder than she intended. Becca glanced over to Nate, wondering to herself if Tony moaned or yawned. She had no idea her friend's mother was in the backseat giving a black man a blow job.
Fifteen minutes later, traffic was moving normally now. Tony stopped Kelly, bringing her face to his, "Get on it."
"What?"
"My dick. I want your pussy on it now," Tony quietly said.
"Tony, no, please. They'll hear, they'll see it," Kelly pleaded.
"Bitch, I don't give a fuck. Get on my dick!" Tony answered, a little louder than a whisper. "I know you need it."
Tony was right. She needed it more than anything. She was addicted. Kelly looked to Nate, if he heard the sounds of oral sex, he didn't seem to acknowledge them or look to see what was going on in the back seat.
Kelly shook her head, she knew what she was going to do. Tony slid over to the middle of the back seat. Kelly pulled her dress up. She wasn't wearing underwear either. She quietly straddled Tony, guiding his cock into her. She was still, sitting on him, her already exhausted pussy oozing lubrication.
"Get to work," Tony whispered.
Kelly glanced over her shoulder. "He'll see me. I know it. But I need this. Forgive me Nate," she told herself. Kelly turned around, arms wrapped around Tony, and slowly rose up and down on his cock.
They were surprisingly quiet. The only sounds Kelly heard was the sound of bare skin sliding across the fabric of Tony's slacks and shirt.
"That's it. Just like that. Work that pussy, milk my dick," Tony whispered, his head leaning back on the seat, arms stretched to the side.
"Yes," Kelly said to herself, fighting off an orgasm. "Keep quiet, go slow. Feels so good. Please don't turn the heater down Nate," she begged him in her head.
A few minutes from the house, Nate glanced in the rearview mirror. He saw something that made his eyes widen with shock. He wasn't sure what it was at first, due to the low light, but then he realized after watching it move up and down for a few seconds. He was staring at a woman's ass - his mother's.
His mouth hanging open, he had to regain control of the car. Shaking the image from his head, he drove on. Nate couldn't help but look again, this time adjusting the rearview mirror to see her entire ass. "No way," he mouthed.
Nate saw a large, dark skinned hand grab one of her butt cheeks. He refocused on the road, adjusted the rearview to hide her from view, and sped home.
Kelly was in a trance, unable to stop if she tried. Nate pulled into the driveway. "I'll walk you to your car," he quickly told Becca, rushing out to meet her.
"Thanks," she quietly said, glancing over her shoulder in the back seat. Her mouth dropped next. The passenger side opened and she was practically yanked out of the car by Nate.
"They're gone," Tony said, slapping her ass.
"Uh huh," Kelly breathed, picking up the pace, bouncing hard up and down on him now.
"Do you want to come over? My mom made cookies," Becca asked a thoroughly embarrassed Nate as the two of them watched the car in the driveway rock back and forth, the back window steaming up.
"Um," Nate said. The two of them heard his mother cry out with orgasmic bliss all the way from Becca's car 30 feet away. "Yes, that'd be great."
Tony pulled her dress off, tossing it to the floor, grabbed Kelly's purse. She fished out her keys. "Inside," she said. Tony didn't allow her to get off his cock. He maneuvered his way out of the car, holding onto Kelly. He walked toward the door, a nude white woman impaled on him. Kelly was able to reach around and unlock the front door. Tony entered with her, kissing her, removing his clothes.
He thrust into her, slamming her against the wall of the hallway, pictures falling to the carpet. Tony slammed her on her bed, flinging his shirt off, propping himself up with his hands next to her head and began his onslaught.
The bed banged against the wall, Kelly and Tony rolled around several times, knocking over a lamp off the bedside table. They rolled around more, knocking the digital clock, reading 8:27 pm onto the floor. Another promise Kelly made to herself to talk to Nate about the move and spend time with him during his birthday weekend was broken.
***
Nate was asleep on a couch, Becca asleep next to him, the movie they were watching long since over. Nate felt a gentle nudge on his shoulder, stirring awake. "Oh hi, sorry, I feel asleep."
"It's ok," Becca's mother whispered. "Let's get you home."
A few minutes later, Nate thanked Becca's mother, glanced at the clock in the car – 2:46 am. He smiled and made his way to the unlocked front door.
The house was a mess. It looked like a hurricane went through it. Things were knocked over, books on the floor, the couch cushions disheveled. Nate was able to deduce his mom and Tony had sex everywhere. He hoped he was gone, he hoped they were done.
Kelly was breathing through her nose, her tongue swirling around inside Tony's mouth. He was on top, inside her balls deep, taking a break after giving Kelly another orgasm. He broke the kiss, sat up, pulling her limp body with him.
They were covered in sweat and exhausted, but Tony kept going. He was ready to end it, to finally cum.
"Ahh!" Kelly cried out, after one powerful thrust from Tony. Nate heard it.
"No," he winced. His mother cried out again, Tony gripping her waist, delivering the final thrusts.
"Ahhh!" She cried out again.
"You ready?" Tony asked Kelly.
"No!" Nate said, rushing to the front door.
"Yes!" He heard his mother cry out in the background.
Tony thrust several times, very hard, Kelly's body flailing in his arms with each impact. Nate grabbed his coat, opened the front door and ran out into the cold night air.
"Ugh," Tony grunted, his balls tightening, his cock pumping semen into Kelly's pussy.
"Yess!" She moaned, the final orgasm of the night coursing through her body.
Tony laid her on her back; his cock slithered out, her pussy gushing with cum. He gathered his clothes, putting them on. He picked Kelly up, slinging her over his shoulder.
He grabbed her keys, made his way to her car, put her nude body in the passenger side and drove off.
Forty minutes later, Tony woke Kelly up, got out of the car and went to his hotel room, not saying a word goodbye. Kelly, naked, looked around, realizing she was alone and the night was done. She climbed into the driver's seat and drove home.
After realizing she was home alone, she cleaned up her and Tony's mess. Still naked while she straightened things up, she called Nate – no answer. After putting books back on the bookshelf, she put pictures back on the wall in the hallway. She looked at a picture of Nate when he was younger, guilt overtaking her. "I'm sorry," she whispered.
Movement caught her peripheral vision to the left, Kelly turned, seeing Nate standing, looking at her. Kelly didn't bother covering up her nudity; she simply looked at her son, watching him glance at her hourglass frame. Their eyes met for a second and Kelly spoke again.
"I'm sorry," she managed to get out. She turned, walked to her bedroom, embarrassment overtaking the both of them, and gently closed the door.

Chapter 9
Kelly spent the next day at Kristen's. She told her friend about everything she had done the previous night. Kelly told Kristen about Torrie and how she left her family to join Fat Rob, she told Kristen about how the department has been calling a lot more lately, wanting updates. Kelly confessed to her friend that she had no idea when or if she'd blow her cover to take down Fat Rob. She wanted to move into his building, she wanted to be part of this life, she felt her sister Trina, wouldn't understand.
Kristen held her, consoling her, telling her to do what she thinks is right. Kelly, at this point, didn't believe she could.
"Come in ASAP" was the text Kelly received on her way home from Kristen's. It was from a lead detective. She ignored it, anger at herself overtaking her. She sat in her driveway, ignoring calls from the captain. She grit her teeth, she didn't want to give this life up. She called Fat Rob.
"Get a moving truck here today," Kelly demanded. "I want to be moved into that building tonight. Whatever we can't fit in the apartment, will go to storage."
"Yes ma'am, Miss Kelly," Fat Rob said. "Will it be just you? Or is your son going with your husband?"
"My son and I, yes," Kelly answered.
"Good. I'll send movers over immediately," Fat Rob grinned.
Kelly entered the house, barged into Nate's room. "We're moving. Pack your clothes," she said opening his closet.
"What?"
"You heard me," Kelly turned around, facing him, this time with clothes on. "We are leaving this neighborhood and moving. Nothing will change for you. Same school, same friends, all that. Get packing."
"Mom I don't understand, I – "
"JUST DO IT!" Kelly yelled at her son.
Several hours later, the huge moving truck was loaded, Nate sitting in the packed car waiting to follow it, still utterly confused and angry.



Kelly got in the truck with the movers. They were black. She stripped naked, sucking the cock of the driver, while the other man, licked and ate her pussy the whole way.
Arriving at Fat Rob's building, Torrie greeted her roommate with a huge hug. She gave Nate a brief hug, sensing his anger. She smiled at him, saying they'd have a great time here, hoping to ease his nerves. He nodded and began unpacking.
After everything was unloaded into the apartment, Kelly and Torrie went outside with the movers, climbing into the truck and riding their cocks to completion as their way of thanking them for their help.
Kissing in the elevator again, Torrie asked Kelly how she was doing. "Not good," she replied, not wanting to tell her about being a cop. "This will take some adjustment for Nate, plus last night was horrible. I was having sex in the back seat of the car while Nate was driving."
"Well, he'll learn soon enough that loving black men is what you do and who you are. My family learned the hard way I would do anything for black cock," Torrie said. Kelly saw what she thought was a twinge of guilt in Torrie's eyes.
Nate stayed in his new room that night. Torrie and Kelly went to one of Fat Rob's clubs, sucking cock and fucking him and several of his associates on the dance floor. When Kelly came home the next morning, Nate had left for school.
This was the routine for the next couple weeks. Nate would get up in the morning, the apartment empty, go to school, come home finding the apartment empty once more.
He rarely saw his mother, when he did, he wanted to yell at her, demanding to know why she moved them here. He learned Fat Rob was paying for everything, food, utilities, and rent, all of it.
A few days before Christmas, he heard his mother moaning loudly in her bedroom and her bed banging against the wall. Nate covered his ears. When it died down for a moment, he called his aunt Trina. She invited him for Christmas. Trina and her son, Richie, were acting strange, but it was nothing compared to being around his mother having sex all the time.
Kelly and Nate argued the night before he drove up to Trina's. He demanded to know why they moved there. She tried to calm her son down, begging him to stay for a nice Christmas holiday, and that things would work out soon. He pushed her away, shaking his head, disgusted.
The morning of the 26th, just after dawn, Kelly returned to her apartment, naked, limping, and exhausted. Torrie was right behind her, naked too, smiling weakly. They went all night. They lost count of how many men they slept with.
Torrie collapsed on the couch next to Kelly and began licking the half-dried cum off her friend's face. "I want to keep going," she said in between licks.
The two ground their used, gaping, oozing pussies together until they passed out around 10 am.
***
"It's getting worse. Attendance is much lower than we expected," the analyst told Fat Rob in another meeting. "We just aren't seeing as many people out in the clubs. We don't know why."
Things were crumbling before Fat Rob's eyes. It wasn't entirely Wayne's fault. He was one nail, out of many, in the coffin of Fat Rob's empire.
It was New Year's Eve. Fat Rob picked up Kelly that evening, saying he preferred her by his side, ordering Torrie to strip at the club instead.
After a few drinks and a few dances from Torrie, Fat Rob, his men, and Kelly left the club. Kelly providing cock sucking services in Fat Rob's SUV, they arrived at an abandoned warehouse 30 minutes later.
Kelly watched Fat Rob, wearing a nice suit as always, slowly circle a man. The man was on his knees. He was beaten, bloody, and wearing tattered remains of what appeared to be women's lingerie.
"Do something," Kelly told herself. She looked around, seeing several of Fat Rob's men. She couldn't act. She was unarmed, she had no back up. She was trapped.
"No one came for you. No one is looking for you, Wayne," Fat Rob said. "It's New Year's Eve – 1 minute to a new year."
Wayne couldn't move. His hands were tied around his back. Kelly saw his mangled fingers. "They're going to kill him," she thought, her heart rate increasing.
"Fellas, this is what happens when someone doesn't do their job – when someone fails," Fat Rob said to his men. It was a double meaning to Kelly. She was failing at her job, she's been failing it since day one of being undercover – now this execution is happening, another product of her failure.
"Any last words?" Fat Rob asked Wayne.
"FUCK YOU! You all will pay, you all will get what you deserve!" Wayne yelled. Fat Rob rolled his eyes and signaled to a man holding a baseball bat.
Wayne's jaw was broken instantly by the bat, knocking him over, teeth spilling out of his mouth onto the concrete.
"Damn! Precise!" Fat Rob congratulated his employee for shutting Wayne up. "You ever try out for the Braves?"
"Heh, no sir," The employee chuckled.
Another employee handed a nine millimeter to Fat Rob. Fat Rob pulled Wayne up to his knees once more.
Kelly watched in horror, knowing the extent of her failure would be realized in a couple seconds. Fat Rob pointed the gun in between Wayne's eyes and pulled the trigger.
Her mouth hanging open, watching Wayne topple over, she stopped breathing, her ears ringing from the gunshot. She brought hand to her mouth, tears welling up.
"Happy New Year, Wayne," Fat Rob said, nodding to an associate to dispose of the body.
***
There was an orgy at Fat Rob's penthouse, luxurious apartment. Kelly, Torrie, and all the women she met before moving in and then some, were passed around all night. Kelly felt numb; not from the sex, but from everything she'd witnessed and done in the last few months. She failed to act, to turn Fat Rob over to her superiors, to even report to her superiors.
While her poor son sat alone in his new room, his mother was at a wild orgy a few floors up.
Kelly on her knees, sucking a cock, while one penetrated her from behind, Fat Rob looked on. He made a phone call.
"When do they arrive?" he asked. "Good. I want all the women in this building wearing them. I will know where they are at all times. The building is on lockdown. No one leaves unless they have my permission."
Kelly looked at Fat Rob. He hung up his phone and stared back at her. Their eyes locked on each other, the man behind Kelly pulled out, spraying semen all over her back. The cock she was sucking left her mouth, spurting its load on Kelly's cheek, nose, and open mouth.
Semen hung off Kelly's chin and dripped off her jaw. Staring at Fat Rob, anger building up, she thought about her situation, and how to make things right.
Watching him walk away, ending their stare down, Kelly knew, in due time, she would bring about complete and utter ruin to Fat Rob's empire.
The end.
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The Chair
Chapter 1
Sharon and Nikki stumbled into Sharon's front door. It was one in the morning. Both women were laughing, holding one another, assisting each other to Sharon's couch, landing on it in a drunken stupor.
The two friends enjoyed a night out, celebrating Nikki's last day on her job with dinner and drinks. Luckily Sharon's small home was within walking distance of the beachside tavern.
"What a night," Sharon rested her head on the back of her couch.
"It's not over," Nikki grinned, the mid-40s brunette, placed her hand on Sharon's thigh causing her to chuckle.
"Oh yeah?" Sharon asked.
"Is it ok if I stay the night?"
Sharon laughed, the late-30s, bob-style, blonde, shot her friend a look. "Really? Sure I guess!"
"Great! Where's your wine?" Nikki asked.
"I have some unopened bottles in the cabinet next to the fridge."
Nikki got up, happily fixing them some wine, returning to the couch with filled glasses. "Now then, I know you and George just broke up, and it was quite unpleasant, but I think we can talk sex. Right?"
Sharon took her glass, sipping it. "Sure, why not."
"Good. What's the craziest thing you've done?" Nikki took a large gulp after she asked.
"The butt. I've done it in the butt," Sharon flatly answered. "Satisfied?"
"Sort of. My turn," Nikki downed more wine, setting the glass on the coffee table.
"Go ahead," Sharon smiled.
"My son," Nikki answered.
"What about him?"
"I've done him."
"You and Ted had sex?"
"Yep."
Sharon paused a moment. "Really? Are you sure?"
Nikki laughed, "Of course I'm sure!"
"You're joking."
"I'm telling the truth. My son and I," Nikki paused, standing in front of Sharon, "got it on!"
Sharon's mouth dropped, a slight gasp exited her mouth.
Nikki straddled her. "Want to know how it was?"
Sharon, still shocked, but at the same time not 100% surprised that Nikki would do this, nodded.
"It was the best sex I've ever had. It transcended everything I've ever known. I nearly came when he entered me. We became one."
Sharon, staying quiet, watched Nikki look to the ceiling, running her hands all over her own body. "Oh fuck! So good, Sharon."
"Um, I, uh," Sharon said.
"Want to seduce Sam?" Nikki asked of Sharon's son.
"No! I mean, no, that's not for me."
"Mmmm," Nikki moaned, hugging Sharon on the couch, "it was perfect. Beyond perfect."
Nikki whispered in Sharon's ear, "I want him all the time now."
Sharon gulped. "You, you do?" she asked, thinking of her college sophomore son, Sam.
"I'm going to New York later this month and dragging his ass back down here to live with me. Oh Sharon! I can't wait!"
"Wow," Sharon whispered.
"You're thinking of Sam, aren't you? Wondering what it's like? I'm telling you, it's the best, nothing compares," Nikki closed her eyes.
"My sister, Julie, her and my nephew live near your new home," Sharon said.
"Oh yeah? Are they lovers?"
Sharon shrugged, "I, I'm not sure. Sometimes, I think they are!" she giggled.
"Shit, I gotta take the edge off. The alcohol, admitting what Ted and I do, I gotta cum!" Nikki stood in front of Sharon and started removing her blouse and pants.
"Um," Sharon watched.
"Sharon, don't be silly. You know we were flirting tonight, we were drinking, dancing. The laugh you gave when I grabbed your ass, come on. You knew we'd end up back at one of our places, in bed, a final 'fuck you' to your ex."
"Well, I,"
"Our pussies grinding," Nikki continued.
Sharon gulped again and nodded.
"You ever been with a woman?"
"No."
"Time to play then," Nikki grabbed Sharon's hand, pulling her up. "Maybe when you climax as I'm eating you out, you can pretend it's Sam making love to you."
Sharon gasped again, her mouth met with Nikki's, covering it, her tongue invading.
Nikki ended the kiss, smiled, and led Sharon to the nearby bedroom. Sharon stood in the doorway, watching a nude Nikki crawl on all fours onto the bed.
Sharon pushed thoughts of Sam aside, thoughts of being held by him, pinned down by him, fucked by him, blaming the alcohol and smiled at her friend. She unbuttoned her shirt and moved into the bedroom.
The night continued on. The next four hours consisted of Sharon and Nikki cumming over and over again. Mouths covered pussies, tongues lapped up sex juices, pussies collided, grinding against one another.
Sharon's experimentation after a bad breakup was ruined by incestuous thoughts creeping into her mind during and after each orgasm. Nikki's words rang in her ear over and over, curiosity about her sister Julie and her son re-emerging.
Finally, after five in the morning, the two women, sweaty, exhausted, collapsed on the bed next to each other. They were out of breath, moaning, coming down off another orgasm. Sleep found them in minutes.
"Are you sure you don't want to stay for breakfast?" Sharon asked Nikki, two hours later.
"Nah, I need to get going. I have a lot of unpacking to do. Thanks though," Nikki hugged Sharon. "Think we can do this again sometime? Ted would love those perky tits of yours."
Sharon watched a clothed Nikki play with Sharon's bare breasts. "Maybe," Sharon smiled.
The two women kissed goodbye and Nikki left.
Sharon hummed to herself, strolling through her small home, nude, on her way back to bed. There was a knock at the door.
"Forget something?" Sharon called out, walking back to the front door, quickly opening it. The last thing she saw before she lost consciousness was a tall man, George, her ex, standing there, his fist clinched and heading right toward Sharon's head.
The next thing Sharon remembered was her son's voice. He was next to her, whispering in her ear, how much he loved her and needed her; begging for forgiveness for not being there to protect her.
More time passed, Sharon had no idea how much. She could see now, her vision blurry. She heard Sam's happiness and tears of joy. Sharon was moving, touching her face, feeling heavy bandages.
"Mom!" Sam exclaimed.
Sharon was so tired and sore, but she moved her hand to Sam's face, feeling his tears and kisses. Sharon went back to sleep a little later.
This sleep was different, she had dreams. She dreamed of Sam and her naked, kissing, moving to a bed. Another dream featured Nikki's words in the background somewhere, "beyond perfect," while Sam ate her pussy, looking up to smile lovingly at his mother.
In another dream she was cumming. Sharon was cumming, on all fours, while Sam took her from behind. Sharon woke up, her vision less blurry, Sam still at her side.
"Sam. I love you," Sharon whispered.
"Mom! I love you too! So much," Sam leaned in close, brushing her hair away from a bandage. "When you get out of here, we're going away for awhile. We're going to the cabin. It's far away, up in the mountains. I'll put school on hold. I'll protect you."
"Sam, no, please," Sharon whispered.
"I'll protect you from him. Don't worry; I'll be here for you this time. Nothing will happen to you."
Before Sharon could reply, a nurse came in to check on her, undoing a few bandages, allowing Sharon a better view of her son's face. She cried upon seeing him.
Sharon and Sam left the hospital a few days later. Julie had visited several times; Nikki did a few as well. Holly, Sharon's oldest sister, called from Miami every other day to check on her. However, at home, Sharon and Sam were alone.
"Let's go," Sam said the next day, standing behind his mother, while she looked into the guest room where she and Nikki had sex - cumming with thoughts of Sam on her mind.
Their bags were packed, the car loaded, mother and son pulled out of the driveway. They would arrive at their cabin, three hours away, and spend a final week together, alone. It would be the last time they saw each other.

Chapter 2
Four months later, Holly was on her knees in her Miami bedroom, holding her tits together, watching a college student jack his cock in her direction. She listened to his moans and waited for him to blow his load all over her face and breasts.
"Yes!" he cried out at the foot of the bed. His cock erupted, spurting cum on her cheek, chin, into her open mouth, ending the eruption with a few spurts on her sizable tits.
"Awesome! Great job!" Holly's husband, Jon, clapped from the corner of the room. He had been filming the entire thing. He had tons of files of his wife in homemade pornography movies. This, along with swinging, is a hobby the couple had been indulging in for years.
Holly nodded to the college student while Jon gave him a $20 bill. She wiped semen from her face and chest, tossing the towel in the laundry basket as she entered the bathroom. She didn't even bother to say goodbye to the kid her husband found. She was tired of this.
Letting the warm water wash over her, Holly rolled her eyes, when Jon entered the shower a moment later.
"You did great, as usual," he said.
"That was the last time."
"What?"
"We've talked about this before," Holly reminded him, running water through her long blonde hair.
"I know, but come on," Jon said, playfully squeezing one of Holly's tits. "You're so hot, and so good at all of this, babe. You're like my porn star wife."
"I'm not a porn star."
"Look, I can track down Rodney. I can get him back in here," Jon pleaded. "You two worked great together."
"Ugh," Holly grimaced. "Gross."
"Holly, what the hell? Are you still hung up on Sharon?" Jon crossed the line.
Holly said nothing, clinching her teeth and pushing past Jon. "Holly! Come on, babe!"
Holly was tired of fighting about it, she was tired of participating in homemade porn; she was tired of dating other men while her husband dated other women - she missed her sister and Sharon was all she could think about in the last four months.
She fought back tears, looking out the window, feeling Jon approach her from behind. "Holly," he whispered.
"Just leave me alone!" She pushed away, rushing past him, down the stairs to the living room.
Thirty minutes later, Jon appeared, dressed and ready to go out. "I'll be back later. Might be in the morning," he said, Holly on the couch, her back to him. She nodded her head and grabbed the remote.
She had no idea which girlfriend he'd end up with, she didn't care. Holly's sex drive had all but disappeared after Sharon's death. She'd put on shows for Jon, having sex with random men he found, so he could film it and get off on it. After a couple months she said she couldn't do it anymore. Jon always found a way to make her feel guilty, convincing her to perform one last time for him. She foolishly obliged him and went along with it.
Holly sat alone, flipping through the TV, thinking about the past few months. She thought about how much she's changed after losing a loved one. She thought about Sharon, her nephew Sam, her own children and their very strained relationship. She wondered what they were doing, choking up when she thought about their reaction if she got the courage to call them - should they even answer the phone.
She started crying. The should have's and could have's returned. "I should've visited her more in Charleston. I should've called more. I could've been a better sister. Now she's gone, forever."
Holly clutched the couch pillow, holding it tightly, tears streaming. "She's gone."
"I could've," Holly paused, thinking about her own life.
"I could've been a better aunt, a better mother to my own children. I shouldn't have married Jon!" She threw the pillow across the room.
Holding her face, wiping her tears, she shook her head. Alone on the couch, she recalled how much her own kids disliked their stepfather, Jon. "I don't blame them," Holly said aloud.
"They're far away, they want nothing to do with me," Holly thought, more guilt flooding her mind. "Jon never liked Sharon to begin with."
She cried more, picturing her sister's smiling face, wishing she could call her, hear her voice, or give her one last hug.
Holly often spoke with her other younger sister, Julie. Their relationship had improved since Sharon's death. Julie lived in Charleston as well, the distance making visits infrequent.
She tried to reach out to her nephew, Sam, but to no avail. Holly learned from Julie that Sam was a total mess, still inconsolable, living alone in Sharon's house. Julie said she checks on him, invites him over, and buys him groceries, but he remains a husk, a shell of a person, barely alive.
Holly cried again, "He loved his mother so much."
She fell asleep on the couch sometime after midnight. Jon was still out with who knows who. A phone call awakened Holly. It was her sister Julie.
"Holly, it's Sam," Julie said, her voice frantic.
"Please no, not again. Please not another one, please be alive," Holly thought.
"He's been in a wreck," Julie cried.
"No, please don't say it, please be a dream," she thought.
"He's in Miami in the hospital," Julie got out.
Her heart pounding, slight relief that another family member hadn't tragically died washed over her. "He's, he's here?"
"Yes. He was in a bad wreck, he was drinking. I don't even know what he was doing down there. I got a call from the police department. He must've had me listed as a contact, or maybe they went through his phone," Julie explained.
"But he's alive?"
"Yes. He's in rough shape though."
The only thing on Holly's mind was that she needed to be there with him. She got the room information from Julie, put on her slippers and sped off the hospital, still in her pajamas.

Chapter 3
Sam was asleep. The doctor briefed Holly on her nephew's condition. He hadn't been wearing his seat belt. He received several blows to the head when the car flipped and rolled several times. He was in a medically induced coma. The doctor informed Holly that they'll run more tests in a few days to see if swelling of his brain has subsided. She was advised there could be after effects, issues with memory, speech, and vision.
Holly sat next to her sleeping nephew, gathering her thoughts. He had no one, he was alone. His mother died and here he was in the hospital.
She placed her hand on his, her other hand's fingers running through his blond hair that wasn't covered by bandages. She recalled his face at his mother's funeral. He was numb, emotionless, staring blankly at nothing. Holly remembered hugging him then. Sam just stood there, unmoving, unresponsive. At Sharon's house, he was in the bedroom, not interacting with anyone, mourning.
"Sam," Holly whispered. She leaned down and kissed the side of his head.
She sat by his side, drifting off to sleep as the sun was rising.
**
That evening Holly was packing a few items at her home. She was headed back to the hospital to be there with Sam. She had been there all day.
"What do you mean you're staying there?" Jon complained. "I was thinking tonight we could go out and you could hook up with - "
"No. I'm not going out. I'm not hooking up with some guy you find for me. I'm not calling a past boyfriend. I'm going to be there for Sam," Holly snapped at Jon.
"Ah geez, you hardly know the kid. I mean, how often do you see that side of the family," Jon continued.
"Not enough. Someone needs to be there for him."
Jon watched her pack a few more items. "Ah, I see how it is. Your own kids don't like you so now you want to feel good about yourself and be there for your nephew."
"Stop - "
"No, I get it. You've been a shitty mom to your own kids so you're trying to bury that guilt by being there for Stan."
Holly slapped Jon. "It's Sam." She grabbed her small bag and left.
On the way to the hospital, Jon's words rang through her ears. He was right to some degree - she had been a bad mother to her own kids, hardly having much of a relationship with them. She shook her head, thinking about all the sexual escapades she went on with Jon. She should've been there for her children instead.
Holly asked herself if she was indeed trying to bury the guilt she had by spending time with Sam. She didn't know, but didn't care - she knew someone had to be there with him.
Sam was right where she left him. Holly took her seat, held his hand, and sat there.
Jon called several times the next morning - Holly didn't answer.
Julie arrived that afternoon, joining Holly at Sam's side.
"I don't know why he drove down here," Julie thought out loud. "Maybe he had to get away, to just drive somewhere and picked this direction."
"I know he wasn't coming to see me," Holly's eyes lowered. "My own kids won't."
Julie didn't reply, putting her arm around Holly instead. "Thank you for staying with him."
Holly nodded, "He's all alone."
"I know. I come by to visit him at Sharon's, bring him dinner, and while he's physically there, he's not. You know?" Julie pointed to her head.
"I can't imagine what he went through, to lose her at such a young age."
"He didn't go back to school, he's wasting away and now this," Julie shook her head.
"We have to make sure we don't lose him too."
Julie stayed for the rest of the week, flying back to South Carolina the following weekend. Holly was alone with Sam again, not answering Jon's calls, only going home to bathe and grab clean clothes. She slept on the small couch in his hospital room.
Fourteen days after Sam's arrival in the Miami hospital, he woke up.
Slight movements here and there, moving his feet, coughing, nodding his head when the doctor asked him questions. He'd squeeze Holly's hand. She'd hug him, giving his forehead a kiss. Sam's eyes remained closed, but Holly saw a small smile form on his face.
"I'm right here," she whispered, watching Sam nod his head.
The next day was more of the same. It looked as though his eyes briefly opened then closing to shut out the bright lights.
Holly fed him dinner, assisting him with moving the spoon to his mouth. She ran her fingers through his hair again, seeing his eyes half closed. Sam tried to speak, but the words wouldn't come just yet. He instead smiled in Holly's direction.
The next day brought more progress. The following evening, the lights turned low, moonlight coming in through the hospital window; Holly's head was resting on the rail of Sam's bed when she felt his hand touch her.
Sam's touch was gentle. His fingers barely scratched at her scalp, moving her hair around. "Sam?" Holly woke up, grabbing his hand. "I'm here, I've always been here."
Sam whispered something, but Holly couldn't hear it. "Are you trying to speak? Take it easy, sweetie, I'm right here."
His mouth moved again, he cleared his throat. He squeezed her hand.
"Sam," Holly leaned in closer. "What is it?"
Sam spoke once more, this time more audible, "M-M-Mom."
Holly's eyes widened. "Oh no," she thought, "he doesn't remember."
She saw his eyes wide open, staring into hers. "Mom," Sam said again, louder. He started crying, tears of joy, smiling widely at his aunt. "I knew you were here with me."
"Sam," Holly paused. "I, uh."
"I missed you so much, Mom. I knew it was a bad dream. The cabin. It wasn't real. I've been asleep this whole time. I thought I lost you."
"Sam," Holly tried to stop him, but he kept speaking.
"I love you so much. You've been right here all along, I thought you were," Sam paused. "It was a bad dream."
Holly nodded, "He thinks I'm Sharon," she thought.
She did the only thing she could in this situation, the only thing that came to mind. "Yes, sweetie. I'm here. I've been here with you while you slept. You were in a bad car wreck, but you're fine now."
"Mom," Sam tried to sit up, but struggled. He opened his arms, inviting her in for a hug. Holly nodded and hugged her nephew.



"It was a horrible dream," Sam said again.
"Yes," Holly said, not sure what else to add.
"I love you," Sam ended the hug, his hand caressing Holly's face.
"I," Holly took his hand, seeing Sam's sweet smile to a woman he thought is his mother. She kissed his hand.
"I love you too, son."

Chapter 4
"I can't tell him. Not yet. He can't go through it again," Holly thought, pacing back and forth outside of Sam's hospital room the next morning.
"I'll go along with it. I'll have to," Holly sighed, waiting for the doctor to arrive. "I want to."
She thought about her own failures as a parent, thinking that perhaps Jon was onto something, she can make things better, by pretending to be Sam's mother - temporarily she hoped.
"Ok," the doctor said, exiting Sam's room. "He'd going better than expected. Speech is fine, vision is fine. He seems to know who he is, where he is, and so on."
"What about other memories? He seems to think I'm someone else, not his aunt."
"Yes, the brain is repairing itself; there could be some ongoing confusion. Now, if personality changes occur, I can recommend a great therapist. In the meantime, we'll continue to run tests on motor functions and - "
"Should I go along with it?" Holly interrupted. "Him thinking I'm someone else?"
"Oh, well, that's up to you. I'd be very careful though. If he gets confused, he may be upset. I've seen cases where the memory returns and eventually things like that get sorted out - it just takes time," the doctor explained.
"I see," Holly nodded, thinking about what to do next. She watched the doctor turn the corner down the hall and reentered Sam's room.
"Hey mom," he beamed.
"Hi sweetie," Holly said, giving him a hug. It lasted a long time. She couldn't remember the last time she had a genuine hug. Jon hardly did, he was all about sex, and filming it.
"You smell good," Sam said when the embrace ended.
"Thank you," Holly sat next to his bed once more.
"You look as beautiful as ever, too."
"Sam, that's very sweet of you," Holly blushed.
"I can't wait to get home," Sam placed his hand on Holly's. "I can't wait to, you know, be with you."
"Yes, you'll be here with me," Holly said without thinking.
After realizing what she suggested, she added, "But our house looks a little different. You were, um, asleep for a while. Do you know where we live?"
"Charleston, right?"
"Um, actually, we've moved to Miami, but it's ok," Holly patted his hand. "The doctor said some memories will be fuzzy for a little bit. What's important is that you're awake and will get better each day."
Sam held her hand, looking into her eyes. Holly couldn't put her finger on it, but the look Sam was giving her was as if he was looking at a girlfriend, like a love-struck puppy.
Holly cleared her throat, "Anyway, um, just letting you know in case you were confused about it."
"Mmhmm," Sam nodded, his thumb caressing Holly's hand. "What about our bedroom?"
"Our bedroom?"
"Yeah, our room."
"Um," Holly was thinking of what to say next.
"Did you paint it?"
"Um, no, actually. I, uh, didn't get a chance too."
"Oh," Sam chuckled. "Well that's fine. We'll be able to do it together, after all."
"Right. Yes. We will paint, um, our room," Holly agreed.
"I can't wait to get out of this bed and into ours."
Holly's eyes widened, she nodded, a goofy smile on her face. She wanted to ask if Sam and Sharon were sharing a bed, and if so, why.
A few days later, most of the bandages removed, and Sam walking around unaided, Holly knew they'd be going home soon - her home. She couldn't say no or tell him the truth yet.
On the day they left, Holly told Julie of the situation, in which Julie adamantly insisted Holly was doing the right thing. Julie thanked her and started planning her next visit.
On the way to Holly's home, Sam was looking out the car window, taking in his surroundings - surroundings he had never seen, and under the impression his memory wasn't back to normal yet.
Anger swelled in Holly's stomach when she saw Jon and a woman, walking into the home together. They must've arrived a few seconds before she and Sam did.
"Who's that guy?" Sam asked.
"Oh um, he's - "
Sam gave Holly a heartbreaking look, "Mom, you aren't married are you? I thought - "
"No! No, I'm not married, sweetie," Holly lied. She continued with a half-truth, "That's um, that's Jon, he's a roommate sort of. That's his girlfriend. I can't remember her name, heh."
She watched relief wash over Sam's face. "Oh," he smiled.
Holly found the exchange odd, but ignored it for now, helping Sam into her home. She guided him to the couch, glancing to her closed bedroom down the hall. Jon was in there with that woman. "He'll never stop this swinging crap," Holly thought.
She brought Sam some water, sitting next to him. He finished it and leaned into his aunt. Holly closed her eyes, holding him in her arms. She thought of Sharon, thinking her and Sam must have been very close. She fought tears and ended the embrace.
"Can I see our room now?" Sam asked.
"Uh, sure, yes," Holly stood, extending her hand to Sam.
"Wow, it looks great. I can see you cleaned," Sam noticing upon entering a rarely used guestroom.
"Yeah," Holly chuckled.
"Thanks, Mom," Sam said, turning to hug Holly once more. He held her against his body, her head against his chest, he kissed the top of her head.
She smiled and nodded, "I'll fix you some lunch. Rest here."
In the kitchen, Holly prepared a sandwich for her nephew, thinking about dinner plans. "I'll feed him, I'll take care of him, it needs to be done."
After Sam finished his sandwich, he remained on the bed, lying against his aunt. Holly wondered how long this would last as she ran her fingers through his hair.
She looked down to Sam's face, just above her left breast, seeing his eyes closed and a curl to his lips - a subtle smile.
Holly sighed, "I could get used to this."
A little later she wiggled her way off the bed, leaving Sam sleeping soundly. She covered him up and closed the door behind her. Holly found Jon in the kitchen rummaging for a meal of his own.
"Hey," he said. Holly nodded, putting away a few clean dishes from the dishwasher.
"So how long is he staying? A few days?" Jon asked.
Holly rolled her eyes. "It's going to be longer than that. His memories are still damaged, and he has no place to go - "
"Charleston. Send him back up there," Jon interrupted her.
Anger was swelling again in Holly once more, "I'm not doing that. He'll be alone again. Once his memories are back to normal, he'll need someone to be there for him."
"Ugh. Fine," Jon shook his head.
"Look, it doesn't affect you at all! Your life will not change. You can still go out with your girlfriends and live out your idiotic fantasies!"
"Hey, relax, calm down. I just want to know when the kid will be gone so we can both get back into it."
"I told you, I'm done with all that. I don't see any more boyfriends and I'm not performing on film for you anymore. I'm done," Holly glared at Jon, making her way to her bedroom to grab a few clothes.
"What are you doing? Where are you going?" Jon asked, watching Holly exit their bedroom with an armful of her clothes.
"I'm sleeping in there with Sam."
"Why? Does he need supervision or something?"
Holly ignored Jon's questioning and made her way back to her sleeping nephew. She hung a few clothes in the closet, and folded the pajamas and underwear she brought.
The rest of the afternoon was spent in the rocking chair of the guest room, keeping an eye on Sam. He looked so peaceful sleeping. Holly saw herself holding him later that night when they'd go to bed.
She woke him up for dinner, assisting him to the kitchen. Sam watched his aunt cook a pasta dish for him, Jon was nowhere in sight.
They sat at a small table in kitchen. Sam holding Holly's hand as he ate. She watched him, loving the feeling of this thumb caressing her hand. Her food was getting cool when she remembered to eat.
Afterward, she put the dishes away, refusing to let Sam help her. She led him to the living room, instinctually sitting next to him, his arm around her.
"I'll be back to normal soon," Sam said.
"Uh?"
"You know. Normal. My body?" Sam said, glancing down.
Holly wasn't picking up on Sam's meaning. "Yes, I know. You'll be able to move better, walk better, everything."
"I'm so glad I'm here with you, Mom," Sam kissed the side of Holly's head, and pulling her closer against him, her breasts mashing against his side.
Holly closed her eyes, smiling warmly, "I'm glad you're here too."
**
She helped him into bed a couple hours later, making sure he was comfortable. Holly left to change into pajama pants and a tank top.
"So what if he's my nephew. I'll be in there with him in case he needs me. It's no big deal. Maybe he and Sharon did share a bed. There's no harm in that. Maybe she needed comfort after that bad breakup," Holly thought, pulling the tank top over her bare breasts.
Sam beamed when she re-entered the room.
"Hi there. I'm pretty tired too, today has been a long one!" Holly said, climbing in bed with Sam.
"Sure has, Mom. So glad to be able to hold you once more," Sam said.
Holly thought about Sharon and wishing Sam could hold his real mother one last time. She snuggled against him, resting her head on shoulder. "Let me know if you need me to move or if you get uncomfortable."
"I will. Good night, Mom. I love you."
"I love you too," Holly rose to kiss Sam's cheek. At the same time Sam turned his head to her, the peck landed on his lips, causing Holly to giggle at the accident.
"He's so sweet," she thought before sleep caught her.

Chapter 5
The next morning Holly was cooking breakfast and felt Sam appear from behind her. He kissed her head, sliding his arms around her, resting his hands on her flat stomach.
"You smell good," he complimented her.
"You sure it's not this bacon?" Holly joked.
"Heh, nah. I probably don't smell good. I need to shower today," Sam said.
They sat and ate in peace and quiet, Jon had left for work already.
They held hands taking a walk around the neighborhood. Holly loved the feeling of her fingers entwined with Sam's. Something about it was so simple and precious to her. She was never like this with her own kids. Before guilt and regret overtook her, Holly resumed her focus on caring for Sam.
After a small lunch, Sam asked if he could take a bath.
"Of course, I'll draw it for you," Holly volunteered.
Testing the water to make sure it wasn't too hot, Holly moved some large soapy, bubbles around. "There, that should be good."
Sam was standing behind her, a towel wrapped around his waist. Holly noticed he looked so skinny. She recalled his younger years, what little she saw of him, he was never this small. She assumed after Sharon died, Sam didn't have much of an appetite.
He dropped the towel, causing Holly to gasp and look away out of respect. "You ok?" Sam asked.
"Yes!" Holly smiled, maintaining eye contact. She helped him into the tub, careful not to look at anything private.
"Ok there you go. I'll be back later to check on you," she said.
"Wait, Mom, can you stay with me?"
Another question she couldn't say no to. "Sure, sweetie, I'll be glad to."
"Thanks. After waking up from that awful dream, I don't want you to leave my side!" Sam smiled.
"I won't. What exactly happened in the dream? Can you remember?" Holly asked, taking a seat on the toilet next to the tub.
"Yeah. I dreamed something really bad happened to you, while I was asleep after my wreck. I dreamed," Sam paused and sighed. "I dreamed you died. It was horrible."
Holly listened to her nephew speak of his mother.
"In the dream we were at a cabin somewhere in the woods, it was cold, and dark and," Sam shook his head.
"It's ok, it's fine," Holly went to her knees next to tub. "it was just a dream."
"I'm so happy it wasn't real. That you and I are here together. I promise I'll be back to normal soon and we can," Sam giggled, glancing down. "I'm having trouble with everything working."
"Working?" Holly asked herself. "Does he mean - " she shook her head, unsure how to respond.
"Sam, don't worry. The doctor said your brain will heal, things just take time."
Sam rested his hand on Holly's. They looked into each other's eyes. Holly felt love pouring out of his into hers. "It's for Sharon, not me," she told herself.
Holding the towel up, obscuring Sam's privates from her view, he stepped out of the tub, into it. She left him alone to change into some of Jon's pajamas she took for Sam.
They once again found themselves in bed, in one another's arms. Sam's hand was sliding up and down Holly's back.
"Mmm, so warm," he said.
"So are you."
"Alright, another day down, more to go. I love you, Mom. Goodnight!" Sam surprised Holly when he playfully slapped her ass.
"Uh, goodnight, sweetie!" she chuckled awkwardly.
Before sleep found her, Holly wondered again, just how close Sam and her sister were. "Best friends? Flirtatious even?"
She heard Sam breathing slowing, already asleep. "I think that's ok. A little flirting isn't a big deal. It's kind of cute."

Chapter 6
The next day Holly took Sam shopping for clothes. Some of Jon's loosely fit him, but she wanted to buy him his own clothes. She had no idea how much longer Sam would live there, but for all she cared, it could be forever.
"You look great," Holly said, watching Sam spin around in changing room, wearing cargo shorts and a new shirt.
"I take after my gorgeous mother," Sam joked. Holly agreed with him, Sharon was beautiful. Holly felt Sharon was the most attractive of the three sisters. Her eyes were a sparkling blue, her face had a sophisticated beauty to it. Her hair was platinum blonde, but much shorter than Holly's. It was in a bob-style and came just past her ears. She didn't have bangs, which added to Sharon's elegance.
"I'm nowhere near as pretty as Sharon was, yet he thinks I'm beautiful?" Holly asked herself, watching Sam look through more clothes in the store.
Jon was still absent when Holly and Sam returned home. Holly found herself caring less and less about Jon or his whereabouts.
"So how long has he been here? That Jon guy. He pays rent I guess, right?" Sam asked at dinner.
"Yes, something like that," Holly told more half-truths. "He's been here quite a few years. He comes and goes, has different girlfriends and so on."
"I see."
"Why do you ask?"
"Oh, well, I just don't remember him," Sam said, looking around the kitchen. "The house looks so different."
"Oh no," Holly thought - the charade could be ending soon. She wondered where that would leave her. Most likely alone and empty again.
At bed time, Holly tickled Sam's side, initiating innocent flirting. "Get in bed!"
Sam extended his arms, inviting Holly to snuggle. He pulled her practically on top of him, kissing her head. "I love you so much, Mom. I wished I could hold you forever."
"Sam," Holly rose up, looking in his blue eyes, Sharon's eyes.
"Hmm?"
"I love you too," she quickly kissed his cheek.
More warmth, softness, love radiated over aunt and nephew. His hands roamed over her body, up and down her back, into her shirt, against her soft skin. Before he went to sleep, his hand gently glided over the rise of her butt, barely patting it and caressing it with his thumb.
Holly was wide awake, lying on Sam. She didn't want to leave; she wanted to be held by him forever, taking the place of his mother.
**
Jon showed up briefly the next day, while Sam was taking a nap. "He still here?"
"Yes," Holly said, doing dishes.
"Ugh, geez, Holly. You aren't the kid's mom. Pack him and send him back up to Charleston. Julie can deal with him. She was before, right?" Jon complained.
"Shut up! Just stop!" Holly struggled not to scream.
"I'm just saying, he's not your responsibility!" Jon called out to her, as she headed down the hall to Sam's room.
That night she took Sam to dinner and a movie. They held hands the entire time the movie played, continuing in the car ride home.
Sam complained of a headache, sitting on the side of the bed. Holly was next to him, rubbing his shoulders. "Want some water?"
"Sure. Thanks, Mom."
Holly patted his leg as he drank. "You ok?"
"Yeah, just tired, and my head hurts. Mind if I go to bed earlier?"
"Of course not," Holly watched Sam stand and rummage through his new clothes looking for pajamas Holly bought.
He began changing into them in front of her; Holly looked away once more out of respect. She started for the door, "I'm going to make a phone call."
"Mom," Sam said, grabbing her hand, stopping her from leaving. He hadn't yet put on a t-shirt, but had his pajama pants on.
"Yes?"
Sam smiled, ran his fingers through Holly's hair, his other hand on the small of her back, pulling her against him. He kissed her. Their lips touching, his pressing gently against hers.
"I'll see you tomorrow. This headache is killing me."
Holly's mouth hung open. "Um, sure."
"Please pick up, please pick up," Holly paced back and forth in the kitchen, calling her sister, Julie. There was no answer.
She thought about calling one of her own kids, but chickened out. The kiss Sam gave her wasn't a quick little peck, but something more. "Were they? No, it can't be. It's just in my head. Sharon and Sam weren't - "
"Mom!" Sam called out to Holly in distress.
"Sam! I'm here!" Holly ran to the bedroom, seeing Sam on the floor, clutching his head. She called 9-1-1.
A few hours later, the doctor was talking to Holly outside Sam's room. They were keeping him over night.
"He seems fine. The MRI revealed no new damage or lesions. I think it was a severe migraine. But you did the right thing by bringing him here."
Holly took a deep breath, seeing the doctor off. She entered Sam's room.
"Hey," she whispered, holding his hand; he held hers back, his face solemn.
Holly watched Sam drift off to sleep, sitting by his bed once again.

Chapter 7
The next morning Sam was released from the hospital. He was different, quiet, never smiling.
"Are you sure you're ok, sweetie?" Holly said, pulling into the driveway.
"I'm fine," Sam replied, grabbing his bag, making his way to the front door of Holly's home.
Holly spotted an unfamiliar car in the driveway next to Jon's. She rolled her eyes - another lady friend.
She kicked off her sandals and turned to talk with Sam. He was already in his room, the door was slowly closing.
She cleaned the kitchen, hoping her nephew was ok. Holly spoke with Julie, advising her of the situation. She was planning on flying down to Miami the following weekend. The sisters ended their call, agreeing that Sam was tired. Holly let him rest.
Near dinner time, Holly warmed up some leftovers, glancing toward the hallway, hoping Sam would join her. He never did.
Sitting on the couch alone, flipping through stations, Holly grabbed the pillow, thinking about Sam. She hadn't seen Jon all day, and didn't care; Sam was all she cared about now.
"Holly," a voice called from behind her. Her heart raced, she turned around and saw the source of the voice.
"I'm leaving. I'm going home, to Charleston," Sam said.
Holly stood, "You, you know that I'm - "
"You're my aunt."
"What about, I mean, what else do you remember?"
"My mom is gone. It's time for me to go home, get things in order, get my life in order," Sam said.
"How will you go?"
"Bus, I guess," Sam shrugged, turned around and went back to his room to pack.
Holly didn't know what to say, she paced back and forth, she thought about calling Julie. She didn't want him to leave, but she couldn't stop him.



She rubbed her temples and walked toward her bedroom. Opening the door, she saw Jon pinning a woman against the opposite wall, fucking her. Holly slowly closed the door and walked back to Sam's room.
"I'm going with you. I'll drive," Holly said.
"You don't have to; it's fine."
"There's nothing here for me. I'm coming with you. We can leave tonight."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, I'll pack a few things and call your Aunt Julie. We can stay with her."
**
Sam looked to the street lights as they approached the interstate for their several hour drive north. His mind was rebuilding, reconnecting, but not yet there.
"What else do you remember, Sam?" Holly asked, looking over to him.
"Not much. I know she's gone. I remember the funeral, I remember driving down here and getting into a wreck. But the events leading up to that are fuzzy."
"Do you know why you drove down here?"
Sam shook his head, "No idea. I think I just wanted to run away."
Holly thought about holding his hand as she drove, but things were different now. He knew she was his aunt, not his mother. She wanted to ask about their relationship, but kept quiet and drove, leaving Jon and Miami behind.

Chapter 8
They arrived at Julie's new Charleston home just before dawn. Julie had gathered a few things at Sharon's house, mainly clothes for the colder weather for Sam.
Holly marveled at the huge home Julie and her son lived in. Sam was already asleep in his guest room; Holly was asleep in hers not long after.
Julie fixed breakfast a couple hours later. Afterward, Sam kept mostly to himself. Holly and Julie chatted about what to do with Sharon's house, various finances, divorcing Jon, and Sam's health. Holly went on to describe how Sharon's death changed her for the better. Julie encouraged her to contact her children, something she still hadn't gotten the courage to do.
After dinner, Sam eating alone in his room, Holly hugged Julie goodnight. She noticed Julie's son quickly darting into his mother's room. Holly thought nothing of it and headed to the shower.
A couple hours later, lying wide awake in bed, thinking about Sam, her future without Jon, and hopefully with her kids, she heard a moan.
She heard another one a few minutes later. "Is that Julie?" Holly thought. She got out of the bed, cracked her door and listened. She heard another woman moaning a couple seconds later.
Holly wondered if Julie was dreaming, or masturbating. She shrugged and closed her door. Before it shut completely, she heard another moan followed by a "shhh." Julie wasn't alone.
Stifling a giggle, Holly's curiosity got the best of her. She tip-toed down the hall wondering what guy her sister had snuck in.
She heard softer moans as she got closer to Julie's bedroom. The door was cracked slightly for some reason.
"Yess," Julie hissed, another "shhh" followed.
Holly carefully, sneakily, pushed the door. The house was brand new, no creaking or cracking, no need for WD-40 on the door hinges; her act was silent.
Holly saw Julie straddling someone, a man's hands sliding up and down her bare back. "Who is this guy? Holly thought. "Ugh, this is wrong. I better go."
Something caught Holly's peripheral vision as she turned to leave. Glancing back once more, she did a double take, and then covered her open mouth.
Holly saw Julie, now lying on her back, running her hands up and down Julie's son's torso and chest. Her legs were locked around his waist. Julie's son leaned down, kissing his mother passionately. Holly saw his hips thrusting slowly.
She hurried back to her room and closed the door. The incestuous act she'd witnessed sinking in. She couldn't believe what she saw; anger, confusion, setting in. She thought of her own son, imaged making sweet, tender love to him. "No," she shook her head in disgust. They weren't close.
Sam popped into her head next. She saw herself and her nephew kissing like Julie and her son, rolling around in bed, making love. Holly was wet. Her fingers slid into her pajama pants, finding her clit, massaging it.
She landed on the bed, thinking of Sam, imagining him on top of her, holding her down, looking into her eyes as he took her over and over again.
"Yes!" Holly whispered, plunging two fingers into her soaking, wet pussy.
Holly removed her pajamas, pretending to throw them at Sam. She went to all fours next, one hand rubbing herself, finger fucking herself.
"S-Sam!" she hissed, her eyes closed, seeing him hold her from behind, pumping in and out of her.
Just before Holly climaxed, she stopped herself. "No. This is wrong too."
Feeling foolish for lusting after Sam, and disappointed in Julie, she gathered her pajamas and climbed back into bed.
The next day, she barely spoke to Julie, or anyone really. She took a long walk, alone, on the nearby beach, enjoying the cold weather.
Arriving back at Julie's house, with her supper cooling, she nodded to her sister sat at the table. "You alright?" Julie asked.
"Fine," Holly lied, avoiding eye contact. "Just a lot on my mind."
Holly slept soundly that evening, no moans to wake her. She woke the next morning to find Sam, alone, on the back deck.
"Hey," Holly took a seat next to him.
"Hey."
"Listen, about things in Miami, I'm sorry."
"It's fine. I thought you were her; you wanted to spare my feelings."
"I did. I miss her, I just thought," she sighed, taking a sip of coffee.
"I said it's fine."
"Ok," Holly nodded, watching her nephew look out over the covered pool.
"Do you need anything? We're here to help," Holly asked.
There was a long pause, Sam shook his head.
"Alright, I think Julie is cooking breakfast again. It'll be ready soon," Holly stood to take her leave.
She opened the door, Sam spoke up. "There is one thing you could do."
"Yes, anything," his aunt nodded.
"There's someplace I need to go. I don't know what's there, but I have the address. Can you take me?"

Chapter 9
Sam looked to the passing trees later that afternoon. Holly had been driving for three hours on the way to a destination he wasn't completely sure he remembered. His mind was rebuilding, reconnecting, but not yet there.
The car ride was mostly quiet. Holly happily drove him, using her car's GPS navigation, to the address he provided. They were far from the coast, approaching the mountains.
It was near 1pm, they left Charleston after breakfast.
The interstate turned into a small road, the small road turned into other small roads, one of those eventually turned into a small gravel driveway. It was unkempt, foliage creeping on it; there was a small yard, which hadn't been mowed in months.
Holly came to a stop at the end of the driveway. Sam slowly got out of her car and stood, looking onward. He was looking at a cabin.
Holly got out of the car, the cold mountain air visible on her breath.
Sam approached the cabin, stepping up the front steps. Holly looked over the structure. Leaves from autumn remained all over the walkway and front porch. There were a few large branches strewn about, fallen from a storm a couple of months back, one of them blocking Sam's way. He pulled it onto the yard and made his way up the stairs.
"Sam, this cabin, do you - "
"Yes. I know it. Now I do."
"What happened here?"
"I don't remember," he answered, approaching the door. The door was damaged, the door knob barely attached. Sam easily pushed it open revealing a darkened interior.
"Careful," Holly said, following closely behind.
Sam looked all around the empty cabin. The furniture was gone, dust was everywhere. The fireplace in the living room was cleaned out, no wood or activity. He shook his head, it was so familiar, but he couldn't place it yet.
Holly followed him through the tiny hallway into an empty bedroom. There was nothing there.
Next was the kitchen. An empty refrigerator, no electricity. Sam turned the kitchen sink faucet, no running water. He struggled to figure it out, struggled to remember this cabin.
Sam walked toward the screened in back porch. Sliding the glass door aside, he stared at an object in the center of the porch. He froze, not looking away. It was a small wooden chair.
"Sam," his aunt said from behind. Sam's eyes were fixated on the chair. She placed her hand on his shoulder. "What is it? Talk to me."
The memories returned. Staring at the chair, everything came flooding back in, everything that happened in the cabin. This one object triggered it. Sam started crying, moving toward the chair.
"Sam?"
He said nothing, going to his knees in front of the chair, tears dripping off his face.
"Oh no," Holly said, her own tears welling up. "This is it. This is where your mother, this is where she died."
Sam was crying profusely, shaking his head. "No."
"What is it Sam? Please tell me," Holly said, kneeling next to him, holding him.
He coughed and sniffed several times, mustering the ability to speak. "This, this is where, we," Sam shook his head.
"Please tell me, sweetie. You can tell me anything," Holly comforted him.
"This is where we first made love," Sam blurted out, his inconsolable crying returning.
He stood, leaving Holly in shock, facing away from her and the chair.
"Tell me everything you can remember. I want to know it all," Holly whispered, holding Sam from behind.
**
It was a hot September night. Sam and his mother arrived three days earlier. She unloaded the groceries, unpacked, and cooked supper the first night.
Sam couldn't sleep again. He wouldn't let himself sleep. He was going to protect his mother, Sharon, the love of his life. He would never allow her to be hurt again.
Sharon pleaded with him to come to bed. As much as he wanted to hold her body against his and go to sleep, he couldn't. He had to stand watch.
Sam sat in the chair, the lights off, staring out into the woods. If George was going to show up, Sam figured he'd sneak around back, Sam would be waiting for him.
Sharon assured him George wouldn't find them at the cabin. Sam had to be sure.
On this third sleepless night, crickets and summer sounds filling his ears, he dozed off. Moments later he shook himself awake, he had to be ready.
His head dipped and he nodded off again. Sam was awakened by a hand on his shoulder. It was his mother's.
"Sam," she said. "Please come to bed."
"Can't," Sam shook his head.
Sharon moved in front of him, her silhouette showing against the full moon and starry night. "Sam, please?"
"Mom, I can't. I have to keep watch. I can't let anything happen to you."
Sharon stepped closer, she tipped Sam's chin to face her. She stared at his moonlit face, "I love you."
"I love you too."
Sharon removed her tank top, letting it land on the floor, her bare breasts on display. "Mom? What are you doing?" Sam whispered.
"If you won't come to bed, I'll have to improvise," Sharon slid her pajama shorts down, revealing her naked body. She slowly straddled Sam as he sat in the chair.
"Make love to me," she whispered.
"I've wanted to for so long," Sam said, caressing her face. Sharon nodded. Sam pulled her in for a kiss, sending electricity from his mouth to hers.
She moaned, their breath ragged, hearts racing. Sharon lifted up, constantly kissing Sam's lips. She assisted him with unzipping his shorts; he unbuttoned them, lifted and slid them and his boxers to his feet. Their mouths still connected, Sharon grabbed his cock, moaning when she felt his powerful erection.
"My son," She broke the kiss, temporarily before sitting Sam again, this time guiding his cock into her dripping pussy.
She nearly came when he entered her.
Straddling him on the chair, Sam kissed her neck, her breasts, finally her mouth once more.
"I've wanted this so long, Mom," Sam said.
"I'm yours then," she grabbed his face, staring into his eyes; her hot breath on him. She began slowly squatting up and down. Her pussy contracted almost immediately, his moans and whimpers caused by her, sent her over the edge.
Her friend Nikki was right, the best she'd ever had, and she hardly did anything.
"Sam!" Sharon sat down on his cock, arms around him, shaking, cumming. "I love you! I love you!" she kissed at his face and mouth.
"Mom!" Sam clenched his teeth. Sharon almost forgot to keep squatting up and down on him until he filled her pussy with cum.
She did just that. Her slow squats became fast bounces. She was bouncing up and down on her son's dick as he sat in the chair, holding her.
He couldn't last long. His secret love for this woman was spilling out of him in the form of semen. He gripped her waist, watched her bounce and erupted inside her.
"Ahh!" Sam cried out. Sharon did the same, grabbing his face again, kissing him hard once more.
They were one now. It was short and sweet, but beyond perfect.
Sam would be ready again soon. They held and kissed one another on the chair until Sam's cock was at full strength again. He stood, Sharon straddling him, held his mother by her ass and headed to the bedroom.
He was on top, slamming into her, holding himself up with one hand on the wall, the other holding her head. Their eyes were glued to one another, her legs locked around him, holding Sam there.
He wouldn't be going anywhere any time soon.
There was no guilt, no reluctance when Sharon gave herself to her son, her protector. Nikki was right, nothing compared to it. She speculated Julie and her son were like this, now she was with Sam. Sharon survived an attack in her home, her son was by her side, never leaving; now here she was thanking him properly, like a man deserved.
They climaxed over and over for the next four days. They hardly ate, hardly slept, and rarely got out of bed. If they bathed, it was together. Getting out of the shower, cock embedded in her, Sam continued fucking her. Their freshly clean bodies would be sweaty again in minutes.
He never wanted it to end.
On their seventh day at the cabin, it did end. It ended when George showed up. He took them by surprise, catching them in bed together.
Sam attacked him, knocking the bigger man to the ground, pummeling him with fists. George had a gun. He threw Sam off him and fired, missing the younger man.
He didn't miss Sharon though. George quickly aimed at her heart and fired. Sam tackled him again beating him without realizing what happened.
George's grip loosened on the gun, his task was complete. Sam got off him, his barely conscious body lying there.
Sam looked to his lifeless mother, no expression on his face. He turned to look at the gun, picking it up, his finger on the trigger. Sam pointed it at his own head, his world was gone, no point in him living.
George stumbled up, limping toward Sam.
Sam removed the gun from his head and pointed it at George. He fired three times, leaving one round left. Sam walked past George's dying body to his mother. He didn't know if it was real or a nightmare. He tossed the gun aside and held her.

Chapter 10
"I didn't know what to do," Sam was crying again. "I just held her for awhile, then I called 911."
"Sam," Holly was crying too, moving in front of her nephew.
"She was gone, she meant everything to me."
"I know, I know, sweetie."
"Paramedics arrived, took her and him away, cops talked to me. The gun was his; he died on the way to the hospital. He confessed. He admitted to it. That's what they told me."
Holly held Sam, unsure what to do just like he was with his mother.
She let him cry, mourning the love of his life again, after his memories returned completely. Holly caught a glimpse of an object behind Sam. It was the chair.
Holly stared at it, recalling Sam's words and behavior in Miami, "They gave each other everything. It makes sense now. They were going to move into Sharon's bedroom- as lovers."
"What color was she going to paint the bedroom?" Holly asked.
"A light yellow color," Sam sniffed.
Holly looked to the chair one last time, then up at her nephew. "Sam, I'm not your mother. I will never be her, or be able to replace her."
Sam sniffed again and nodded.
Holly paused, taking a deep breath, thinking back to witnessing Julie the other night, learning of Sharon and Sam's love at this cabin, nearly cumming to thoughts of Sam herself. She took a step back and removed her jacket.
Sam watched her unfasten her belt, pulling it away, unbutton and unzip her pants, pulling them down and stepping out of them. Holly removed her shirt, unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the ground. Finally, she stepped out of her panties, standing nude before her nephew.
"Holly, I - "
"Sam, let me take care of you. Let me love you like she did. Let me continue what she started here and love you like you deserve," Holly placed her hand on his face.
"Will you sit in the chair for me?" She asked.
Sam looked over her large breasts, the back of his fingers slowly sliding over an erect nipple. He looked into her eyes once more and nodded.
He walked backward, his leg hitting the chair. He looked over his shoulder and sat down on it. Holly straddled him, just like Sharon.
"Sam, I love you. I'm yours, just like she was. Do you understand?"
Sam nodded.
"Good. Now let me show you how much you mean to me," Holly said, grabbing his face, pulling it to hers. Her mouth covered his, she moaned, lapping at her nephew's lips. Her tongue found and danced with his.
She broke the kiss, out of breath, "Yes, here." She grabbed one of her breasts, offering it to him.
Sam grabbed it, sucking it, squeezing it. There was no milk in it, but he symbolically drank from his aunt's breast. Holly's eye's fluttered, she arched her back for him. His mouth felt so good on her.
"Oh Sam," she cried.
He switched to the other tit, sucking it as well. Holly was overcome with desire; she stopped him, kissing him again. She stood, her mouth still connected to his, assisting him with undoing his pants. Sam lifted off the chair, allowing Holly to pull them and his boxers to his feet.
His aunt straddled him again, her hand on the base of his cock. Holly guided it into her all the way and sat there, running her fingers through his blond locks.
"Sam," she nodded. "Let's make love and send it to her."
He smiled back and pulled his aunt in for another kiss. Holly slowly squat up and down on his cock, her pussy, nearly dripping, was already contracting around him.
"Oh yes, yes!" She cried, resting her hands on his shoulders. She kept going, up and down, looking into his sweet face.
She was climaxing hard, the first orgasm she'd had in ages. "Sam!" she hugged him tight, shaking in his arms - the best sex she ever had, and they had hardly done anything.
She started bouncing next, her desire to milk her nephew's cock was overwhelming. She wanted his seed inside her, filling her womb.
"Cum for me, cum for her," Holly begged.
Sam nodded, gripping her ass and hips, as she bounced. "Together."
"Ahh yes! Sam! I love you! Just like her!"
"H-Holly!" he cried out, his face wincing from pleasure.
Warmth mixed with electricity traveled up Holly's spine. She climaxed for the second time on her nephew's cock. He was cumming too.
"Fill me!" Holly managed to blurt out breathlessly.
"Ahh!" Sam tensed up and jerked, his cock exploding inside his aunt. He moaned for several seconds with her, as he filled her to the brim.
They came down off their mutual orgasm, breathing heavily into one another's face. They kissed tenderly until Sam recovered strength.

Chapter 11
Sam thought about burning the chair, using it in the fireplace that evening. Holly said not to. She suggested leaving it right where it was in this abandoned cabin. Sam agreed with that and opted to search outside for wood to use instead.



The fire was roaring in the fire place. Sam and his aunt were right in front of it. He was sitting on the floor, Holly straddling him once again. Her back was arched, coming down from another orgasm.
Sam ran his hands over her sweaty body, massaging her breasts.
She kissed him again, "This will continue when we get back to Charleston. This will never end. Your mom would want us to continue this."
"Yeah," Sam kissed her back.
"We'll move in with Julie. We'll have our own room."
"We can paint it," Sam said.
"A light yellow," Holly smiled.
**
They drove back to Charleston the next morning. Upon their arrival, they said hello to Julie and excused themselves.
They made love in the shower, afterward continuing on their bed.
"This is, this is the best cock I've ever sucked," Holly said. Her and Sam were in a 69 position on their bed.
He chuckled, resuming his pussy eating.
After a mutual orgasm, pussy juices covering Sam's face, his aunt swallowing his cum, they embraced, holding each other on the bed.
His hands roamed over her body, up and down her back, against her soft skin. Before he went to sleep, his hand gently glided over the rise of her butt, barely patting it and caressing it with his thumb. Holly went to sleep with a smile on her face.
They woke up early, before Julie, and visited Sharon's grave. They put some flowers down, and held one another. In her head, Holly told her sister that she would take care of Sam and love him like she did while she was still alive.
They spent the rest of the day in bed, kissing, licking, sucking, and cumming - aunt and nephew becoming one over and over.
**
The next day, Sam was in the kitchen chatting with his cousin - Julie's son. He saw Holly out on the back deck and joined her with some sweet tea. She was wrapping up a phone call.
"Yes, same here. It was great talking to you. I think so, yes. Things will be much better," Holly told one of her children on the phone, glancing to Sam.
She ended the call, smiled, and dialed another number. "Now to call my son."
Sam put his arm around her and sipped on his tea.
The following Friday night, Sam was lying nude in bed, waiting for his aunt. Holly appeared in the door way, naked and grinning.
"Your cousin is out of town this weekend, looking at a college or something. So," Holly said, stepping aside.
Another nude woman appeared from behind her - Sam's other aunt, Julie.
"Yes. He's away," Julie explained. "I asked him if I could play with you every once in a while and he said 'sure mom!'"
Sam's two aunts approached him, climbing onto to bed. "So, we're going to have a great weekend!" Julie added.
Holly and Julie kissed their way down Sam's body, arriving at his cock, kissing and licking it to full erection. Julie kept sucking on it while Holly moved to Sam's face, kissing him sweetly.
"Both of us are going to love you like this. We're going to make your mom proud. She would be happy," Holly said, kissing him again.
"She is," Sam added.
Holly kissed back down his body, joining Julie in servicing his cock.
Sam closed his eyes, imagining his naked mother entering the room, watching her sisters service his dick. Sharon walked over to Sam, kissing him one last time.
"I love you. We all do," she said, before her image faded away.
He opened his eyes, watching his aunts hungrily suck and slobber all over his cock and balls, their eyes on his.
"I love you too," he said aloud, answering his mother and telling his aunts how he felt about them at the same time.
Holly took his cockhead out of her mouth, while Julie continued sucking on his balls. She looked at Sam, shared a sweet smile, and dove back in, resuming the long night of passion ahead of them.
The end.
**********************
To learn of how Nikki and Ted became lovers, feel free to read "The Long Absence: Ted's Story."
To learn of how Julie and her son became lovers, feel free to read "The Challenge Ch. 01."
You may see that Holly was a very different person indeed, before Sharon's death.
**********************
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"Ahh yeah, yes!" Curt was furiously jacking off in the shower, thoughts of Miranda's big, juicy butt slamming down on a big, black cock.
"Yes!" He thought back to that night he peeped into her bedroom, the sounds of sex waking him. He saw Miranda, her back to the door, riding a hugely muscular black man in her bed.
Shock turned to anger, anger turned to interest, then interest turned to arousal. "Wow," he whispered as he watched her, hypnotized by her ass. Unable to look away, he was getting hard.
He saw her arch her back, long brown hair flowing down her back, her booty going still as she climaxed while impaled on the black man's dick.
Curt immediately dashed to his room, jacking off, cumming in seconds. The guilt washed over him, the anger that his mother, Miranda, would bring some black guy home to have sex with came next.
"How could she?" he asked, catching his breath. "Who is he?"
When he'd rested up, Curt snuck back to his mother's bedroom door once again, this time seeing her in a 69-position sucking and slobbering all over a huge, black rod, her ass covering the black man's face. He only left for his room when his mother climbed off him and went to all fours, the black man obscuring his view.
For weeks he would sneak and watch her fuck this black man. Curt would jack off to her, always feeling guilt for spying and lusting after her, followed by anger that she would do this. "Slut," he muttered under his breath before going to sleep. "No wonder she isn't around as much."
Here he was in the shower, pumping his cock, spraying a load of semen to thoughts of his mother riding a black man.
"Ahhh!" he cried out when his cock erupted, his moans of pleasure echoing in the bathroom. He was home alone; his mother was still at work.
Sitting down in the shower stall, feeling stupid for jacking off to her, Curt shook his head. "Who is that guy? What does she see in him? A big dick I guess. Slut."
That evening after dinner, Curt sat across from his mother on the couch, glancing at her. Miranda was humming to herself, ignoring the television while writing something in a book of some sort. She giggled, twirling a lock of brown hair with her index finger and turned the page.
"Is she even wearing pants?" Curt thought, glaring at her exposed thigh, her legs barely covered by a long t-shirt. "Is that his t-shirt?"
He wanted to ask who the black guy was, but Curt didn't want his mother to know he was spying on her while she had sex with him. Plus, while the two of them were somewhat close and got along ok, Curt didn't feel comfortable prying into her sex life.
Miranda closed the book, set her pen down and got off the couch. Smiling down to Curt, she kissed the top of his head, "Goodnight, sweetie."
"Night," Curt nodded, watching her hips sway as she left the room, the t-shirt coming down where her ass ended. He rolled his eyes.
"The book," he thought. "I've seen her write in it for several weeks. I bet it's a diary. Maybe she's writing ALL about black men, sex, and stupid shit like that."
Curt sighed heavily, annoyed at himself for feeling anger and guilt, at the audacity of his mother having a sex life, and at his overwhelming curiosity to learn more about it.
He tossed and turned in bed, the images of his mother sucking black cock coursing through his mind. "So good," he whispered, thinking about how she looked.
"No!" he fussed at himself for having these perverse thoughts. "I shouldn't be turned on by this."
He couldn't help it. Curt imagined that huge dick erupting in his mother's mouth, spilling out of it. Curt lost it, arched his back and sprayed his own cum all over his stomach and chest.
"Damn," he cursed himself after catching his breath. He rolled over, sleep finding him in minutes.
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The next week, Curt watched her write in her book across from him on the couch. The smile on her face, the playful way she twirled her hair, the tank tops, tiny boy shorts, the occasional sports bra. Curt shook his head watching her write, thinking. "You hardly wear much of anything lately. Probably don't even wear underwear."
He stared at her thigh again, his eyes trailing to her ass, imaging a big black cock spraying its load all over it.
"Curt?" his mother spoke.
"Hmm?"
"You ok?" she asked, catching him stare at the side of her butt.
"Oh, uh, yeah," Curt shook himself from his stupor, turning away red-faced and embarrassed.
"Would you get me some water? I don't feel like getting up, my butt is killing me," Miranda said.
"Huh?"
"The gym this morning. I was working my uh," Miranda's eyes went to her side, her hand tapping her thigh, near her butt.
"Oh, right. Sure."
Curt retrieved a water bottle from the refrigerator handing it to his mother. He watched her drink from it, eyes widened when he thought he heard her moan. He envisioned the water bottle was a fat, black cock and his mother was drinking from it.
"Ahh, there we go," she finished it. "Thank you. Help me up?"
"Sure," Curt quickly stood, calming the erection with anger at himself and her.
Miranda stood before him with his help and hugged her son. He peered over her shoulder to where his hand was resting -- the small of her back, just above the rise of her ample backside. "Stop," he told himself.
"See you tomorrow. I love you," Miranda said, kissing his cheek and leaving. More guilt washed over him.
"I'll be hanging out with a friend tomorrow night. I'll be home late. Leftovers are in the fridge," She called out over her shoulder. Curt assumed she was referring to the black guy she was sleeping with. He nodded and glanced at the book she was carrying, the pen in her other hand.
In his bed, stroking his cock a little later, Curt made a poor decision. "Yeah that's right. You'll be out sleeping around with some black man. I'll be here, home alone. I'll figure out who he is and what you've been up to."
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The next evening Curt entered his mother's bedroom. He searched for ten minutes before finding it. He searched under her bed, in her nightstand, finally finding it under the cushion of a chair in the corner.
Just as he suspected, it was a diary. Casually flipping through it, he saw her handwriting.
He stopped himself, invading her privacy affecting him. Curt started to put the diary back where he found it, but talked himself out of it. He wanted to know who the guy was and what was going on with his mother.
He started at the beginning, glancing over the words, skimming through each page. He saw words like "lonely," "bored," "unhappy." Curt kept skimming her entries.
He found another entry about her work. "Horrible," "stupid," "tired," and "annoying" were a few of the words he saw.
Briefly scanning more pages, finding nothing besides the words of a lonely, single mother, Curt landed on a page about the gym. He read nothing of interest in it until he saw the word "sexy."
"This is it. This must be where she met him," he thought. He read the entry, surprised at who his mother was writing about.
"I saw the mystery woman again. Not sure who she is, but every time I see her at the gym, she's always working her butt. I gotta say, it's big and well, really sexy.
Sometimes she glances over to me. She'll give me a strange look. Like I'm competition, like she's annoyed at me. Why? I have no idea. I don't talk to anyone there. I don't mingle, I don't socialize. I do my workouts and leave.
Maybe I should say hi to her. She seems so angry though. Oh well, at least I'm doing something to better my health. Whatever."
Curt flipped another page. He found another entry about the woman.
"She was really staring me down today. So weird. I have no idea what she's thinking. She did her squats and lunges, almost like she was showing off. Her butt is really big and muscular. Maybe she caught me staring at it. She's the one that shows it off. She wears these tight little shorts.
I almost laughed when she flipped her long blonde hair and walked to another machine as if she was brushing me off. I didn't even talk to her!"
"Weird," Curt thought, turning another few pages, seeing no mention of the woman. He skimmed more paragraphs about his mother's work, an entry about being lonely on the weekend, a very brief paragraph about his mom growing tired of masturbation.
"I can't," Curt whispered, his conscious returning. "This is wrong."
Curt closed her diary, shoving it back under the cushion, hoping it was in the exact spot he found it.
He went to bed, tossing and turning for most of the night, guilt preventing him from resting. His erection, fantasies of seeing his mom have sex again, mixed with more guilt, anger with himself contributed to his sleeplessness. He was a mess.
Near dawn, Curt was awoken from his very light slumber by a car door slamming shut. He gasped, sitting straight up in bed and nearly tumbling off it. "Mom," he said.
Throwing the covers off, he peeped out through the blinds of the window. He could see a car backing out of the driveway and his mother walking toward the front door. "All night. She was out all night," Curt glared at her.
He hopped back in bed, throwing the covers over himself, anger returning. "Why am I so mad at her?" he asked himself, before drifting back to sleep for an hour or so.
*
"You're up early," Miranda smiled at her son when he entered the kitchen. She was cooking breakfast, bacon, eggs, standing in a long t-shirt and socks. Curt couldn't tell if she was wearing underwear, he assumed so, since she looked as though she just got out of the shower.
"So are you," Curt sighed.
"Yep, I'll probably go back to bed in a little bit," Miranda said.
"Yeah," Curt discreetly rolled his eyes.
"I'm cooking you a huge dinner tonight before I go out."
"What?"
"I'm going to hang out with a friend again tonight," Miranda said, plopping some scrambled eggs onto a plate for her son.
"Oh."
"Thanks for being so sweet about this and not complaining. You're 18, you're an adult now," she said, sitting across from him, nibbling on her bacon.
"I figured I'm not getting younger, making friends and going out is something I've never really done. Might as well do it now! Maybe you can hang out with me some time," his mother suggested.
"Uh, no thanks," Curt smiled awkwardly. He didn't want to see her out with her friend, but at the same time he wanted to be at home to catch a glimpse of her gorgeous body riding a black cock.
"You ok?" Miranda caught him staring out into space, towards her direction.
"Huh? Yeah," Curt chomped down on bacon, looking away from his mother.
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"Why am I so angry at her?" Curt barged into his mother's bedroom after she left for her night out. He didn't answer himself, instead immediately finding her diary. He sat on the chair and opened it, finding his spot from the previous night. "This woman is insane. Every day I see her in the mornings at the gym she is squatting. She adds huge weights to barbells and slings them over her shoulders. I can't help but stare when she squats low and uses her powerful ass to lift herself back up.
She caught me staring again. I could've sworn she winked at me. I've been single for a long time. I've been lonely, tired, bored, but something about her -- would I date her? I have no idea.
Just before I left, I glanced at her again. I think I saw a wedding ring on her finger."
Curt looked away. He was so confused now. "Is she a lesbo? Is she bi? I don't get it. Why the black dude?"
He kept reading.
"I had trouble focusing at work today. I was thinking about her. It's so stupid, but I was imaging grabbing and slapping her ass. I wish mine looked as good as hers. I'm getting there though. I've always been large back there. Maybe if I focus only on my butt, it'll be as incredibly juicy as hers. What I am saying?
It has to be the loneliness talking. She's married. I'm not a lesbian. Still though, the thought of her taking me out to dinner, then making me..."
Curt reached the end of the current entry. He flipped the page, seeing his mother continuing.
"It has to be the loneliness. I just masturbated to thoughts of her. Truthfully, I prefer a cock. A big one. I need one in me...to remind me I'm not gay. I wonder how often she and her husband have sex. I bet she's on top, always.
I'm getting myself worked up again. I need to meet a man."
Curt shook his head. "Where he is?" he annoyingly asked out loud, flipping through a few pages, seeing nothing about the gym, the woman, or the black man.
"I'm not stopping tonight," Curt told himself.
"I had to leave the locker room. She arrived, propping one of her muscular legs on the bench. She was dripping sweat; her midriff exposed. I couldn't look away. I had to force myself to leave. She's an incredible specimen.
Luckily, I was so flustered; I wasn't watching where I was going. I left the locker room and collided with someone. A man."
"This is it!" Curt said, continuing reading.
"I apologized, he laughed it off -- and he introduced himself. His name is TJ. It was the first time I saw him there. I asked if he was an employee. He was huge. Extremely muscular, and tall. He said he wasn't and that this was his first day there. Lucky me.
I told him my name, apologizing for my flustered state. Then he asked for my number, saying he had to go. I gave it to him without hesitation.
He actually called me.
He asked me to dinner. I said yes. I paced around my room, trying to figure out what to wear. After all, my plan was sex. I wore no underwear and a short dress. This night would end in my or his bed. Was it because he was black? Not entirely. I've never been with a black man before. My overwhelming loneliness, horniness, overrode any reservations I might've had.
I'm getting laid, I'm getting fucked. I can't wait.
TJ was polite, charming, a gentleman. He recently became a personal trainer after over a decade of service as a police officer.
We took a long walk after dinner. My hand rested on his huge bicep. We look at some of the new shops finally looping back to the restaurant. I felt a gentle breeze blow up my dress, kissing my bare pussy.
We arrived back to my car. He kissed me. I nearly collapsed in his arms. When TJ was done, I blurted out if he wanted to come back to my place. I wasn't thinking of Curt. What would he think if he saw some stranger with me? I backtracked, apologizing to TJ, he interrupted me. He suggested his place. I quickly nodded. I kissed him next, feeling a bulge against my tummy.
I was going to get sex, finally, after so long. With a man, a huge, big black man. I could barely drive; I had trouble focusing on following TJ.
We arrived at his apartment, I followed him in. We entered, he set his keys down, smiled at me, and like two magnets we became stuck together. Kissing frantically. He stopped it.
TJ told me he wasn't looking for a girlfriend or anything serious. As he caressed my face, he told me he loves white women, loves sex with them.
I said nothing. I backed away, reached down, pulled my dress up high over my head and let it fall to the floor. I looked into his eyes, standing nude before him."
"Holy shit," Curt paused, his cock rock hard. "I had no idea she was lonely and horny like this."
He gulped, took a deep breath, turned the page and continued. He grabbed and squeezed his erection through his shorts.
"I watched TJ undress. I nearly climaxed from that alone. He was a sculpted specimen, statuesque, hard.
My mouth hung open when I saw his cock. There's no way it would fit in me. I've lost count of how long I went without sex, there's no way he could stretch me out -- too big.
My legs were trembling. I instinctually went to my knees before him. I didn't know where to begin. I knew what I wanted, but it's been so long.
I stopped hesitating and grabbed that huge dick, licking all over the shaft and tip. He tasted so good. I covered it in my drool.
I looked to him; he nodded, approving of my mediocre cock worshiping skills. Apparently I was doing something right.
He guided me to my feet, TJ bent down, wrapped his huge arms around me. My legs wrapped around his waist, his hands on my ass, and he walked us to his bedroom.
Standing at the foot of his bed, he released one of my asscheeks; then I felt it -- the tip of his cock at my pussy entrance.
I whimpered when he inserted himself in me, not all the way. He nodded, kissed my cheek, and told me to relax. He slid more of himself in, taking it slow.
I've never been stretched like this. My pussy lips were pried apart, his invading dick sliding in inch by inch until finally landing against my cervix. That couldn't be all of him.
Next TJ slowly lifted me up and down on his cock, letting my pussy, my body get used to him. I came in less than 30 seconds. He held me while I shook and climaxed. He was so thick.
He sat on his bed next. I came off the first of many orgasms that night and straddled him. He nodded and I got to work. I ground and squatted up and down on him, as slow or as fast as I wanted. I came on his big black cock several more times before tiring out.
TJ simply watched me. Watched me ride, cum, and get used to his big dick. I was exhausted, another orgasm washing over me. I smiled at him; he stood, and then guided me onto my back. It was his turn.
Rolling and grinding his hips against me, propping himself with his huge arms, TJ made me cum over and over again. I loved watching his muscular, dark-brown body work as he fucked me. It was so, so very good.
Several hours later, he rolled off me. We were both a sweaty mess. He still hadn't cum. I threw my legs over his face, my hands to his cock, my mouth covering it. I wanted his cum; I wanted to drink all of it.
My eyes rolled into the back of my head when his tongue licked all around my asshole. I kept going though. I kept jacking and sucking that cock of his, waiting for his semen to fill my mouth.
Then it happened. TJ grunted, his body tightening below me. He was blowing his load. I covered his big cockhead with my mouth and let it flow into me. His cock spurt several times and I drank every last drop."
Curt ejaculated in his shorts, quickly slamming the diary shut and sliding it back under the cushion. He went to his room, slammed his door and went to bed, angry at himself for cumming to thoughts of his mother.
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He avoided his mother the next day. Part of it was the embarrassment of cumming to thoughts of her and TJ, the other part was anger at her for a reason he couldn't pinpoint. Curt initially thought it was because she'd been secretive, but that couldn't be it.
It was Sunday. Miranda went to the gym, then grocery shopping. Curt took the opportunity home alone to catch up more on her diary.
The entries about TJ went on and on. Detailed, long entries about sex with him. Curt shook his head; it was all she seemed to write about.
Miranda went in details about how TJ worshiped her ass, sucked her breasts until they were sore, and lasted so long that she thought she was going to pass out.
Curt was shocked to learn that his mother snuck TJ into her bedroom multiples times before he caught her.
"I can't believe it. I can't believe she'd do that," Curt thought, squeezing his erection. He continued reading.
He read about how they worked out together. He read about his mother and TJ fucking in the parking lot before going into the gym together. He read about them having sex after a late night workout, in the showers, in the men's locker room, and one time, outside the gym in an alley.
The entries finally ended. Curt was caught up with his mother's private written thoughts and life. He jacked off once more in the shower, after putting her diary back where it belonged.



*
A couple weeks later, Curt's mother appeared in the living room wearing a Halloween costume. She was wearing a black wig, plastic gold arm and wrist bracelets, gold head band, tall white and gold boots and a small, white skirt with matching top -- her tummy exposed.
"Well?" she asked her son, his eyes widening.
"Uh."
"I'm Cleopatra. What do you think?"
"Um, it's nice," Curt said, blushing, turning away.
His mother giggled, gave him a hug and told him to have a nice night. She was going to a Halloween party, Curt assumed with TJ, and would be back late.
Curt heard a car honk from the driveway. "I better go, my friend is here. Goodnight!" Miranda said, taking her leave.
Curt rushed to a window, watching her get into the car of a black man -- TJ. He watched her head immediately go to TJ's lap. Curt shook his head watching his mother's head bob up and down as TJ backed out of the driveway.
He read more of her diary. She had new entries. They were all about TJ, his black cock, and what his mother loved about it. She loved how big and long it was; how TJ could be rough and animalistic, or gentle and loving. He read about how much she loved drinking his cum, occasionally taking a huge load on her face.
Several more entries and Curt was caught up. He decided to go to bed, not jack off, and forget all about this. He knew who the man was, he knew who his mother was spending time with, and he knew what she loved -- black cock. He frowned and rolled over to sleep.
*
He was asleep when she arrived. Curt's mom tried to be quiet while having sex with TJ. But her moans of pleasure, while not as loud as they were at TJ's apartment, were enough to wake Curt.
"Beautiful," Curt thought, mouth hanging open, watching his mother in her Cleopatra costume, minus the skirt, thong pulled to the side, ride TJ's glorious black dick. With the black wig and accessories, she looked just like an erotic, Egyptian, sexual goddess.
Curt couldn't stand it any longer. He rushed back to his room and jacked off, pumping his cock for several seconds until it erupted all over his floor.
When he settled down, he used a dirty t-shirt from the corner to clean his mess. "All she wants is black dick," he grumbled before going back to sleep.
The next morning TJ was gone and Curt did his best to avoid his mother.
*
A week later, his mother came home from work, barely saying anything to her son. Something was wrong. She seemed troubled and distracted, unable to focus on dinner.
"You ok?" Curt asked, hoping she wasn't mad at him, hoping she didn't find out he read through her diary.
"Fine," Miranda lied.
They ate dinner in silence, his mother retreating to the shower afterward, leaving Curt to clean the dishes.
Curt waited for a few days before he could get to her diary again. His mother was better, but he could tell something was still bothering her. One day before she got home, he took his opportunity to read her newest entries.
"The woman at the gym knows TJ and I are sleeping together. She's been glaring at me from across the locker room. I've seen her staring at me, sizing me up again. She's bound to see me as a threat. Maybe she wants TJ. She can have him, if she wants. He and I aren't committed."
Miranda arrived home earlier than expected. Curt closed the diary, stuffing it under the chair cushion and ran out of his mother's room.
"This is stupid. I shouldn't do this. If she wants to be a slut and be all about black cock, so be it. She's not treating me poorly," Curt thought, rolling over on his bed. A pang of anger still tugged at his heart. He thought he knew why he was angry, but still couldn't admit it.
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Curt's shower masturbation sessions decreased along with his late night cock erupting orgasms with thoughts of his mother on his mind.
He stopped reading her diary. He barely noticed her writing in it. He instead focused on school work. It was difficult; Curt struggled to resist the urge to invade her privacy. It was like an addiction he was quitting cold-turkey.
Overall, his mother seemed much happier as the holidays approached. Every weekend Miranda was out on Friday and Saturday nights. Curt didn't know what she was up to and didn't care.
Thanksgiving and Christmas were boring. He saw some family, but it was nothing special. He couldn't help but notice how jovial his mother was while conversing with relatives. Curt shrugged it off, keeping to himself.
The night before New Year's Eve, Curt saw his mother writing in her diary again. She was humming, occasionally giggling while she wrote.
Curt rolled his eyes. "Great. Writing on and on about how much she loves black cock. Slut." He got up and went to his room.
There was a knock at his door an hour later. "Come in," Curt said, knowing it was his mother. He was lying on his bed, staring at the ceiling.
"Hi. You got any plans tomorrow?" his mother asked, sitting on his bed.
For a brief second Curt thought she would ask him to hang out or go to dinner. "Uh no."
"Aww. Well if you want to go out with your friends, please be safe. I'll be hanging with my friends; I'll probably be home very late. I'll leave that pasta dish you love so much in the fridge."
"Oh, yeah, sure," Curt said.
His mother patted his knee, stood and kissed his forehead. Curt closed his eyes, her sweet smelling hair filling his nostril.
"Goodnight," she smiled at her son, closing his door.
"Goodnight," Curt sighed.
*
"The woman at the gym confronted me. Her name is Danielle. She's married as I suspected. I truly thought she was going to beat me up."
Curt's mouth dropped, after reading that line in his mother's diary. Miranda was out for New Year's Eve. Curt, home alone, not caring about hanging out with his friends, decided to catch up on some reading. He pushed guilt aside, unable to ignore the desire to read it, and gave in. "She slammed me against a locker before I had a chance to change, or well, do anything. She was so strong. She held me in place, her forearm against my collarbone. I was able to get a good look at her face. She appeared to be a few years older than me, in her early 40s, I'd say. She wasn't the most attractive up close, I suppose.
She told me she knew what TJ and I are up to. She said she could tell all about me just by looking at me. I had no idea what she was talking about. I asked her.
Danielle told me I was made for one thing and one thing only -- it was the one thing she was also made for. I was confused.
She spun me around in the empty locker room and slammed me against the locker again. She pulled down my shorts, while pinning me against the locker with her free arm. I thought about screaming, but something about this told me she wasn't going to hurt me like I initially though.
Danielle slapped my bare ass several times. She told me it was made for one thing -- black cock.
She turned me back around, not pressing hard against me like before. She smiled and, looking me over. She took a step back and turned her back to me. I watched Danielle slowly pull her black, tight shorts down, revealing her own bare ass.
She told me hers was made for black dick too. Her butt was gorgeous, so sexy.
I asked her what the hell she wanted, why was she telling me this. Facing me again, she said TJ as her answer. She wanted him; she wanted every single black man she saw. Danielle then proposed she and I work together. She demanded my phone number.
I didn't know what to say.
She grabbed my hands, placing them on her ass. She told me squeeze and for some reason I did. Danielle told me she has a network of women that all work together and find black cock. She told me I could be part of it -- I could be a black cock queen like her.
I released her toned ass; I didn't know what to say. She told me to think about it. Danielle admitted she saw me as a threat at first, but then decided since I met and fucked TJ the first time he showed up to the gym, that I might make a good ally for her network.
I went home, shaken, thinking about her words. TJ snuck over around 2am, we had quiet sex, not waking Curt. I couldn't help but picture Danielle and I slobbering all over TJ's cock."
"No way," Curt thought. He had to know more. "This explains her being out of sorts that week."
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"I thought about Danielle's offer for a few days. The thought of a married woman sneaking around bothered me. I wondered if she wore it for show, or was really married. I looked for her at the gym, not seeing her out front or in the sauna. I didn't see her in the women's locker room, but I heard moans coming out of the men's.
Behind me I heard a couple people approaching. They were whispering something, I caught a few words, and then two younger black men brushed past me saying Danielle was in the locker room. Just as I figured.
I waited and waited in the women's locker. Finally she appeared. I asked her if she was married. She was brushing sweat off her forehead and tummy. Her hair was a mess and it looked as though she haphazardly put her clothing back on.
She said she was -- almost 20 years. I grimaced at hearing her words. How could she do this to her husband? Danielle pinned me up against locker and kissed me -- hard.
I was petrified, I let her. She asked me if I tasted the semen on her tongue, I nodded. Danielle told me I could drink it every single day if I wanted, she would help me.
She demanded my number again, a devilish grin on her face this time. I sighed, and gave it to her. What was I thinking? Black cock I guess.
She thanked me and asked about TJ. She said she wanted him. I did too, again. I also wanted to see her in action; I wanted to watch her fuck. Later that night, I got a chance to.
Danielle rode with me over to TJ's after showering in the locker room. I couldn't help but steal a few glances at her muscular body in the stall next to mine. Maybe her body was built to serve black men. I'd find out soon.
She called her husband, talking sweetly to him, lying about going dinner with a friend. Danielle made sure to use female pronouns. I remained silent, fueled by my own lust for black cock.
She was insane -- absolutely insane. She nearly broke TJ's bed. She squatted up and down on his black pole, never stopping, never slowing, and cumming over and over. Those squats and lunges paid off. I sat in TJ's bedroom, watching her. She didn't even let me cum, pushing me off his bed, and attacking him.
TJ couldn't hold out any longer. He came, filling her pussy, in far less time than he did with me. Perhaps Danielle was just that good. She was built for black cock.
I listened to her cuss and grunt like a man might. She kissed TJ hard, playfully slapping him, saying he had a good dick.
I smiled at TJ, nodding at him. He thanked me for bringing a friend.
I drove back to the gym parking lot, letting her out. She told me she'll see me soon. I don't know what to expect. I'm kind of excited but scared at the same time."
New Year's Eve dragged on, Curt jacked off while reading his mother's diary, going from page to page of entries she wrote since his break from reading it back in November. Midnight came and went, Curt didn't notice.
He read about their escapades, how this Danielle woman introduced his mother to a new world -- a world full of fucking black men.
Miranda's diary entries skipped to weekends only, this explained why Curt hardly saw her write in it. He wondered if she wrote it during the morning before he woke up.
Curt read about Danielle's "associates".
"I met Aline and Melissa. Two tall Latina's, hour glass bodies, big booties like Danielle, and well, me. I'm getting very impressed with the results of my consistent work outs.
Anyway, Danielle called them her associates, or wing women. She sometimes called them black cock hunters. They found black men at the club and brought them to this married woman -- Danielle. They also allowed Danielle to stay at one of their apartments and cheat on her husband with black men.
I had to hide my disgust at Danielle and her friends -- after all, I wanted black cock too.
The first night the four of us were at a club, a night Danielle told her husband was a girl's night out, we ended up back at Aline's with four black men. I don't even remember the name of the one they found for me.
We switched and took turns with them all."
Curt paused -- disdain toward his mother going down this slutty path rising. It wasn't the only thing rising. His cock was too. He kept reading.
"I invited TJ out the following weekend. He already knew Aline and Melissa. He no doubt fucks them every once in a while. With a body like his, he probably has pussy every day.
TJ wasn't alone. He brought a friend. A friend I nearly fainted upon seeing. I thought TJ was a hunk, his friend, a man named Ulysses, was even more so. I wanted to strip naked upon seeing him, and ride both their cocks until the sun rose.
Danielle maintained her composure upon meeting Ulysses. She's probably had so much black cock that nothing fazes her.
Two Latinas, two white women, two black men was our composition. TJ and Ulysses had a woman on each arm.
We all ended back in TJ's bed. Six people crammed in there, Danielle directing the event. TJ and Ulysses were on their backs while the four of us slid, slithered, licked, kissed all over their bodies. We took turns sitting on their faces and riding their cocks.
I was sitting on Ulysses' face, Danielle was riding him. We switched. She was facing away from me, sitting on Ulysses' face. Her ass, it was so amazing. I only hope I can get mine to be a good as hers -- perfect for black cock.
The four of us women eventually fell asleep. After TJ and Ulysses' cocks erupted like fountains for us. We held our tongues out, collecting their cum."
Curt put her diary down, squeezed his cock several times, and ejaculated all over himself.
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His mother came home on New Year's Day, smiling sweetly at her son. Curt smiled back, nodding awkwardly to her. He watched her do laundry, clean up the kitchen, and then sit and write in her diary. He shook his head.
"She's so beautiful," he thought. "No," he stopped himself, attempting to build anger toward her.
He felt awkward and ashamed around her, so Curt mostly kept to himself, focusing on school work. He would read her diary on the weekends, when she was out with Danielle.
The two of them were like best friends, sleeping with as many black men as Danielle and her associates could find. However, Curt could tell that his mom didn't quite approve of Danielle, only using her to obtain more black cock. Miranda never wrote about how Danielle was cheating on her husband, opting to ignore that horrible fact.
Curt read about Miranda, Danielle, and TJ's threeways. He read about Ulysses joining in when he was in town. He read about the two wing women helping out occasionally.
One entry stood out for Curt. He learned more about Danielle.
"There's something odd about her. No, not odd, horrible. Danielle's married, but she also has a son. He's Curt's age. He doesn't go to the same high school though.
I struggle to put my conscience on hold. Every time I'm around Danielle I want to tell her how horrible she is. But I don't. My mouth is usually filled with black cock and cum. She supplies me with what I crave. My conscience can keep quiet.
Tonight though, on our way back to a random guy's apartment, she talked more about her family. She belittled them, she mocked them, she bragged about her lifestyle.
She made fun of her husband's cock and bedroom stamina. Then..."
There was an empty section of the page. Curt's eyes scrolled down, noticing his mother's hand writing became jagged, not as clean and eloquent.
"She belittled her son. She called him a little bitch, like his father. She went on about how he'll never please a woman with a little white dick like his dad."
"What?" Curt asked out loud. "Danielle's psychotic."
"I was too shocked to say anything. How could she? How could a mother ever talk about her son like that? What is wrong with her? What's wrong with me? Why didn't I tell her to take me home right then?
Loneliness, boredom, horniness, and wanting black dick. She is the supplier and there is so very much of it. That's why I shut up. I feel so stupid now. I could never, ever imagine talking about Curt like that. I love him more than anything, more than, well, my own sex life."
His mother's hand writing returned to its normal style. She was angry, livid when she wrote that about Danielle.
A new tidal wave of guilt washed over Curt once more. Any blood in his penis, any sexual arousal he had from reading of his mother's sexcapades, died down. He wasn't horny anymore. He didn't want to read anymore. He put the diary back and went to bed, lying wide awake for hours.
*
Curt continued watching his mother, not have sex, but simply watching her. He watched her cook dinner for him, do his laundry, all while hating himself. She seemed different too, sad almost. He wondered what she was writing about.
Miranda still went out on weekends, inviting Curt to hang out with her a few times. He always declined.
Her son went a few weeks once more, without invading her privacy, but like an addiction, he gave in.
Curt was surprised to see his mother hardly wrote in her diary at all. The weekend after Valentine's Day -- a day his mother asked him to dinner, his shame causing him to say no, Miranda was out again. Curt flipped through her diary, only seeing a few new entries.
"Last weekend was Valentine's Day. I was hoping to take Curt out to dinner, but I guess he didn't want to hang out with his mom.
Danielle called me. She snuck out of her house after dinner with her husband. They had sex, he went to sleep, and she headed to one of her safe houses -- Aline's or Melissa's. I should've said no. I should've hung up on her, but I didn't.
Maybe I'm an addict. I can't get enough of TJ. I can't get enough of all the black men Danielle brings me. I love black dick.
We were at a club, after midnight, on Valentine's Day.
I stared right into Danielle's face, out in the middle of the dance floor while a black man fucked her from behind. Then another, then another, and another. This married woman was holding her dress up, exposing her ass, letting these men take her from behind -- one after another all night.
I couldn't do it. I didn't have the courage.
I found a nice guy, maybe in his 20s, and had sex with him in the parking lot. I couldn't do it on the dance floor like Danielle did.
Her and I met up later. Two black men were with her. My addiction kicked in and 30 minutes later we were back at Danielle's house, her son and husband asleep, riding those men on a couch in her basement.
When we were done, our pussies filled, Danielle's far more than me; she led them out, walking naked to her front door upstairs. I was getting dressed when she came back downstairs.
I was putting my shoes on when she scooped out cum from her pussy. She held her middle and index finger up to my mouth and nodded at me. She said she knew this is what I loved. She told me I was a black cock queen. I hesitated, looking at the cum on her fingers, then reluctantly licked it.
She told me of a yearly trip she makes in the spring to a place a few hours away. Danielle said she's been going there about five years, telling her husband it was a work conference of some sort. She invited me. I shrugged and told her maybe. I just wanted to go home, I felt horrible.
The house was quiet when I got home. But I couldn't sleep. I touched myself, until dawn. Mostly thought of TJ or Ulysses. I wished I stuck to them only. I wished I never craved more. They felt so good. I'm getting worked up writing this. Curt is asleep now. I want to cum again."



Curt was hard as a rock once more. The entry ended there, his mother presumably stopping to masturbate -- right down the hall from him. He didn't recall hearing anything from her bedroom recently. She must've kept quiet.
Curt unzipped his pants, set the diary down, and jacked off right there in his mother's room.
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The following weekend, after a week of nothing, mother and son somewhat quiet around each other, Curt was at it again. This night there would be no lust-filled imagery -- only anger.
"Danielle got caught. She called me about it -- laughing. Her son caught her. He came home early and found her in bed with a kid from his school.
Danielle went on and on about how funny it was seeing her son, standing in her bedroom door, a look of total shock on his face, watching his mother's ass slam down on the high school quarterback's big black cock.
I asked her if she stopped. She said she kept going, she kept riding his dick until he came inside her.
When he was done cumming, she slid off him, grabbing his cock and sucking it clean while grinning at her son. I should've hung up on her right there.
I can't forget her words, 'I sucked him dry, walked up to my son, and told him to look at that black cock. That was a real man. I told him his father isn't a real man. He can't please this ass of mine. I told him to leave, so I can have another round with what I truly love.'
I was speechless. All I could muster was to ask her what happened next. She said she sucked his cock back to life and kept going. Her husband wasn't due home for several hours. She said she acted like nothing happened around her son."
Curt slammed the diary shut. "Get away from this woman!" he yelled to no one.
He ran his fingers through his hair, angry at his mom again. He sat back, rubbing his chin, contemplating on confessing what he'd been doing or shut up and keep reading her diary.
He kept reading.
"She bragged about it for a few days. Danielle even asked if I was ok. I lied and told her I felt ill. Which wasn't too far from the truth. What kind of woman would do that to her son? I would never do that to Curt. I love him with all my heart."
Curt closed the diary, he had enough.
*
His mother seemed irritable, anxious, and unable to focus for the next couple weeks. Curt was similar but for different reasons. Mother and son rarely talked or hung out. Many would see it as normal for an 18-year-old not wanting to hang out with his mom. But it was far from normal in Curt's home.
Miranda stopped going out on weekends. Curt never saw or heard TJ sneaking into the house. She gave it up, cold turkey it seemed. Curt was proud of her for not hanging out with Danielle anymore.
One Saturday in March, late at night, Curt heard familiar moans coming from her bedroom.
"Oh no," he thought, waking up from his mother moaning.
He shook his head, threw off the covers and went to spy on her again.
No one was in her room. The bathroom door was closed, she was in there. Curt looked out her bedroom window, TJ's car wasn't there. He heard another moan again.
Placing his head against the bathroom door, he heard his mother whisper, "I need it. So horny," followed by another moan. Curt was getting an erection listening to her masturbate.
He heard her slam, what he assumed, was a dildo down on the counter and sigh heavily. His mother was so horny. He heard footsteps and quickly dashed out of her bedroom just before her bathroom door opened.
A slight twinge of sympathy for his mother came over him before he drifted to sleep.
*
In late March, his mother unexpectedly left for a weekend trip. Miranda told Curt she was going out of town with a friend. Curt couldn't question her; he couldn't ask if it was Danielle or TJ. He didn't know if she was lying, he didn't know where these people lived so he couldn't go by their houses to spy.
Curt lasted a few hours home alone before he read her diary again. He saw only one new entry. "I need it. I need it so bad. It's been a few weeks since I've had black dick or hung out with Danielle. I'm going on one last binge with her and that's it.
She's inviting me to go out of town with her. She's lying to her husband, saying it's a yearly work conference. Whatever, I'm getting black cock with her.
I don't know what this weekend will have in store, but it will be a wild, insane time, afterward, I hope to never see Danielle again."
Curt threw his mother's diary across the room. "No!"
When she rushed out of their home, she told him she'd be back late Sunday night. He didn't know where she was, Curt wondered if it was the beach or perhaps to Miami a few hours away. He wondered if she was staying at TJ's or a random black guy's house the entire weekend. He didn't know what to do or what he could do.
He waited instead.
She never showed Sunday night. He got a text around 11pm saying, she's staying the night and would be home in the morning. Miranda still didn't say where she was or what she was doing.
Curt got up Monday morning an hour earlier. He saw his mother's car in the driveway; she'd returned during the night. He was surprised he didn't hear her arrive. He peeped into her bedroom; she was knocked out, wearing a dress. He closed the door letting her sleep, hoping whatever was in her system was finally out. He was tired of her not being around, tired of her out sleeping with black men. He wanted her home.
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She was cooking dinner the following weekend. Curt watched her chop vegetables having just returned from the gym. She was still wearing her sports bra and yoga shorts, her tummy exposed. He approached her from behind, sliding his hands around her, resting them on her stomach.
Miranda put the knife down, resting her hands on Curt. "Please be done," Curt thought. "Please be done with this and stay here with me."
His mother turned around, hugging her son tightly.
"I love you," she said, ending the embrace, kissing his cheek, resuming preparing for dinner. Curt nodded and went to his room to study.
Dinner was quiet. Afterward, mother and son sat on the couch. Miranda popped in a movie and slid next to her son, wrapping his arm around her. Curt smiled, kissed her head and watched the movie with her.
When it was over, Miranda sat up, kissed his forehead and went to bed. "Goodnight. I'm going to shower."
Curt watched her leave, watching her hips sway, watching her muscular ass flex. He thought about how amazing she looked. Then he remembered the previous weekend. He remembered her diary.
He quickly made his way to her room, hearing the shower. He sat on the chair, pulling out the diary, hurriedly flipping through to find new entries. He only found one.
"Danielle took me to a trailer park. It was in a swampy area of Florida about three hours away. This was the place she claimed she visited once a year. Once a year for what she called the best black cock she's ever had.
She talked on and on about her little cock husband, how good it felt sneaking around and cheating on him. Danielle was saying how her son wouldn't do a thing. He was as useless as his dad. He would never take charge and please a woman; he would never take charge and confess what he witnessed to his father. I stayed quiet, my pussy oozing with the thought of an entire trailer park of black men to have sex with.
When we arrived, Danielle immediately stripped naked. She was greeted by several men -- they all knew her apparently. I was introduced next and ordered to undress by Danielle. We were given vodka and rum shots and led to Danielle's sole purpose for going to this place.
His name was Hoover. He was around 80 years old. He had white hair and no front teeth. I watched Danielle immediately go to him, sticking her tongue down the old man's throat. She then went to her knees and began sucking off the longest cock I'd ever seen. Several of his relatives were around, watching smiling, grabbing my ass. They were all waiting for us.
Danielle popped his cock out of her mouth and ordered me to join her. More rum flowed, more shots downed. I was going all out this weekend.
I joined Danielle, immediately licking and slobbering all over Hoover's huge cock. Danielle was on one side, I on the other. We licked and kissed our way to the cockhead. Then Danielle grabbed my face, kissing me hard. She told me this would be the wildest weekend of my life. She wasn't kidding.
After she came all over Hoover's cock, Danielle stood, drank more, grabbed one of the other black men in Hoover's trailer and left with a group of them.
I remained behind, loving all over Hoover's cock. I took another shot of rum and cleaned Danielle's pussy juices off it. Then I carefully straddled the old man. I asked him why they called him Hoover.
He showed me by sucking my tits so hard I nearly came right then and there. Seconds later, I did, and Hoover guided me to all fours. He used his mouth, with its lack of front teeth, so suck all over my ass. My butt cheeks were no doubt covered in hickeys.
Then Hoover guided his cock into me from behind -- I couldn't help but come again. I loved it. I can see why Danielle visited this place once a year. It's a shame she's betraying her husband to do so.
Hoover and I went at it for hours. Drinking, kissing, sucking, and fucking until well after midnight. He eventually grew tired. He asked me if it was ok for him to finish inside me. I told him of course. He thanked me and quietly climaxed, his beautiful, old cock pumping me full of cum.
I said goodnight. I told him I'd see him soon and left.
I found Danielle around a huge bon fire in the center of the trailer park getting double penetrated in a gang bang of sorts. A younger black guy passed me a bottle of rum, I took a big swig. He picked me up and took me to his trailer. Several more joined us and before I knew it I had a cock in every hole of my body.
Shortly after dawn, they finished with me. I limped out of their trailer and ran into Danielle. She was limping too. She grabbed my arm and pulled me along to the trailer where we'd be resting.
She slammed me against the wall once we got inside, kissing me hard. I kissed her back, grabbing her big ass. Danielle pushed me on the bed, climbed on top and sat on my face. In my drunken stupor I licked semen out of her pussy and ass. She did the same to me in our 69-position.
Several minutes passed and we climaxed together. Danielle and I shook and cried out in ecstasy in that little trailer. She got off my face and collapsed next to me. We were asleep moments later.
This was the weekend routine. We'd service and fuck every black man there -- focusing on Hoover the most.
Sunday was horrible. I truly saw how despicable Danielle was."
Curt paused, making sure his mother was still showering, not wanting to be taken off guard. He looked back to the paper of her diary, seeing a circular smudge mark blurring some ink. It appeared to be a teardrop.
"It was shortly after noon. I was exhausted from constant sex throughout the weekend. I was on top of Hoover, approaching another climax, when he stopped me. His eyes shot open, he grabbed my face, bringing it to his. He told me to keep going, don't stop -- he said we'll climax together, one final time for him.
It took me a second to realize what was happening. Luckily one of his sons was in the room, idly doing dishes while his old man was having sex with a white woman. I was planning on doing Hoover's son next, but didn't get a chance to.
Hoover was staring into my eyes, inches from my face, he just kept thrusting hard over and over again. He told me not to stop until he goes.
I did as he asked; I kept grinding and riding his black dick until I felt our bodies tighten, until his eyes rolled into the back of his head, until we both moaned with pleasure, cumming at the same time.
When we came off our mutual orgasms, I kissed him several times. There was no response.
His son was standing next to us at this point. He told me his dad is gone. Gone? I looked to Hoover, he was still; his chest wasn't moving up and down. I checked his pulse. Nothing. I was in shock, I didn't know what to say or do.
I kissed him again, and then kissed down his still-warm body. His cock slithered out of me. I cleaned it for him, licking his cum and my pussy juices from it. Hoover died doing what he was meant for, built for, his black cock pleasing a white woman.
Danielle found out a few minutes later, along with everyone else. She immediately complained about losing the best cock there. She cursed and dragged me to our trailer, telling me we were leaving early. I was confused and asked her what was going on.
Her true, uncaring self, shone through once again when she told me the best dick in that trailer park is dead -- there was no point staying with those losers.
I was too angry and shocked to say anything. We put our clothes back on for the first time in two days. Danielle pushed me to her car. I looked over my shoulder seeing several of the trailer park's residents hugging and consoling one another for the loss of old Hoover.
I wanted to yell at her, make her stay, but at the same time I had a better idea.
After she complained about how I got to have another round with Hoover before he died, we were quiet the rest of the three hour car ride.
She dropped me off at my house. When I saw she was out of sight, I texted Curt, telling him I would be home the next day instead.
I got in my car and left. I drove right back to that trailer park alone.
I arrived two hours later, thankful I didn't get caught speeding. I put my car in park, got out and shed my clothes. Most of the residents were around a bon fire, sitting, drinking. I found Hoover's son and told him how I sorry I was for his loss. I kissed and told him to use me, to use my body. He took me to bed and made love to me, filling my pussy, thanking me for returning.
After him, another son joined, then a friend, then more and more residents. All of them used my body for comfort, to help mend their sadness. It was only temporary but it's all I could think to do. Danielle did and said nothing to them when she rushed out of there.
One by one all the black men took me, made love to me, thanking me afterward.
I left around 4am, stopping for coffee along the way. I smiled, feeling my pussy leak cum in my car. I hoped I made those nice men feel a little better after their loss.
When I got home I went straight to bed."
Curt shut the diary, sliding it under the cushion. He went to his room, sitting on his bed, staring off into space.
Several moments passed, he kicked off his shoes, laid on his bed and went to sleep.
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Curt read more of her diary when he got a chance. But there were no new entries. He went back and read the older ones, the ones that were before her encounters with interracial sex.
He learned she was extremely lonely. She attempted signing up for dating websites, never having success. Curt read that she sacrificed much to raise him and now that he was 18 she wanted to venture out and try dating. He read about all her failed attempts.
Curt also read, in those earlier entries he skipped, that she was a masturbation enthusiast, a self-pleasuring expert. Curt couldn't help but get hard reading about how she did it every night in bed until she fell asleep, or snuck away at work to ride a dildo in the bathroom.
One day, randomly flipping through it, Curt saw a new entry.
"Danielle was caught again -- this time by her husband. She called me last night, begging for a place to stay. She said Aline and Melissa were packing up, moving up north, their places were boxed up. Maybe they were tired of her too.
I told her no.
She went on and on, playing like she was the victim. She said her son set it up. He worked with the quarterback from school to arrange it. Her son took photos of them, followed them, everything.
Danielle's son lied to his father, claiming there was an issue with the plumbing and he needed his help. This got him to come home early from work.
Danielle said he went into a rage upon seeing her riding that black student in their bed. He screamed at her, telling her to get out, threw her clothes at her, scaring the hell out of the black guy.
Danielle started crying on the phone. She said just as she was about to walk out the front door with a bag of clothes, her son stopped her. Danielle described the look on his face as smug. She cried harder when she told me her son spit in her face and pushed her out the door.
I'm shaking as I write this. It felt so good to tell her no. She begged and begged me to let her stay here. I hung up on her.
She's horrible. I don't know where she'll end up and I don't care. I'm glad I'm done with her.
I'm shaking for another reason too.
Curt, I know you're reading this. I know you've been reading my diary for a few weeks now. I'm your mother, I know everything.
I know you've been masturbating while reading of my private sex life. I saw you one night when I came home early. You must've been too engrossed with whatever you were reading to hear me arrive.
I know you saw TJ and I have sex. I heard you approach from the hall. I think I even saw your shadow in my peripheral vision. I was too busy to care; I wanted to keep cumming over and over, ignoring everything else."
Curt dropped the diary, looking around the bedroom in a panic. He got up, looking outside, not seeing his mother's car in the drive way. His heart was racing, his breathing frantic.
"No, no, please no," he paced around her room, unable to think straight. He picked up her diary, reading that line several times to make sure it was real.
He continued on, trying to calm his speeding heart.
"How dare you! How dare you invade my privacy! I'm so disappointed and hurt by this. I can't believe you've done this. I would never do that to you. My sex life is no one's business.
I know you thought I was a slut, reading about my sexual adventures. I know you thought I was some sort of black cock queen all about big black dick. I know that's why you were angry at me, why you've been distant.
But there's another reason. A reason I know and you have yet to realize. Masturbating to what I've written told me. You're jealous.
I'm not going to punish you, Curt. The shame and embarrassment you feel should be enough.
I hurt NO ONE. I cheated on NO ONE. I didn't ruin my family. I didn't ridicule or talk poorly of my son! I'm not like Danielle.
The only thing I've done wrong, as a single, lonely, horny mother, is hang out with that piece of trash for as long as I did. I should've cut her out of my life far sooner. That's the only thing I regret -- associating with her."
Curt took deep breaths, the need to run away and hide subsiding. He thought about apologizing, he thought about calling her now, telling her on the phone. He wondered if he should wait until she got home. His mother was right -- he was jealous. He felt as though he knew why at this point.
Seeing her riding black cock, her naked body, seeing her suck it, reading of her sex life -- he wanted her, badly. Curt had no idea what to do, so he kept reading.
"What I don't know is when you'll read this final entry. It's lying under the chair cushion waiting for you to read it. I'll come home every night from work, cook you dinner and act natural. If you come to my room at 10pm, then I'll know you've read this. If I'm asleep, wake me up."
Curt looked at the date his mother wrote this -- three weeks ago.
He couldn't believe it. She's said nothing this whole time.
"As I said I'm not punishing you. I think we need to talk though. We haven't talked much about anything really. Don't be afraid; just be here in my room at 10pm. I love you."



That was it. There was nothing left. There were dozens of blank pages remaining in her diary. Curt closed it, and set it on his mother's bedside table.
He checked the time on his phone -- 6:02 pm. She would be home soon from work.
They didn't speak during dinner, Curt attempting to act normal. Afterward, his mother went to shower and he went to study.
10pm arrived. Curt knocked on her bedroom door. "Come in," he heard her say on the other side.
When he entered, Miranda was sitting on the edge of her bed in a white bathrobe, smiling softly at him. "Come sit."
Curt sat next to her, eyes to the floor. She placed her hand on his, patting it gently. Curt fought tears of shame, but finally blurted out an "I'm sorry."
His mother hugged him tightly, calming his nerves.
"I should've fixed that door. A hinge is loose or something. That why it doesn't close all the way. You wouldn't have heard TJ and I," Miranda said.
"No, I never should've spied on you, I never should've," Curt spoke up.
"Shhh, it's over now. It's fine," his mother said, caressing his chin, turning his face toward hers.
"Danielle was horrible. All those things she said about her husband, about her son. I would never, ever think that about you. I would never say those things, I would never treat you like that," Miranda said.
"I know, mom."
"Do you? Do you know how much you mean to me? More than any," Miranda paused, "black cock in the world." A slight smile came over her face.
Curt nodded, smiling back.
"It's true you were jealous, right?" Miranda asked. Curt looked down, nodding his head.
"You saw me," she kissed his cheek. "You wanted me to be here with you, to forget about black men, right?"
Curt nodded again.
"You saw me naked, you read about me having sex, you masturbated to it."
"I did," Curt said, thoroughly ashamed.
"You wanted it, didn't you? You still want it," his mother said.
"Huh?"
Curt watched his mother stand and turn around, her back facing him. His eyes went wide as saucers. He watched his mother look over her shoulder and remove her robe, her big, bare ass on display. Miranda further proved she was nothing like Danielle. "You want it? You want me to give it you instead of black men?"
Curt's mouth hung open, nodding his head slowly.
"Then it's yours."
A small smile came over Curt's face. He glanced to his mother's eyes, she nodded at him.
Looking at her ass, inches in front of his face, he grinned. This would be the best night of their lives -- one that would change things, for the better, forever A mother and son becoming one.
The end.



        Ulysses' Therapist

        Why am I doing such horrible things?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/ulysses-therapist

Title: Ulysses' Therapist

Author: tw_holt

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Why am I doing such horrible things?

Tags: adultery, interracial adultery, dream, cheating wife, nightmare, interracial affair, big black cock, drugged




Introduction
The room is dark and hazy. I'm hanging, my wrists tied to a chain of some sort above me. Someone is fucking me. My vision is coming into focus. I see a black man grinning at me. My legs are wrapped around his waist; he's holding me up by my ass and is making me cum.
I don't remember anything from the last hour. I have no idea how I got here. All I know is my pussy is numb, dripping with juices.
The orgasm washes over me and the black man leaves. Another takes his place. He grabs my legs, pulls them around his waist and has his turn. I don't understand what's going on, but I know I don't want it to end.
It doesn't. It goes on for hours. I don't know what time it is; if it's morning or night. Black man after black man take me as I hang here. Every one of them brings me to powerful orgasms. My body feels like jelly.
Then I see someone I recognize. I know his name. The memories temporarily become clearer. I remember flashing, color lights, loud music, people, drinks and him - Fat Rob.
He stands in front of me, pulls me up like the others did and slides his fat cock in me. I cry out, moaning, looking to the ceiling. All I see is a single bright light above me. His cock feels so good, so thick and big.
"Your husband is going to know we stretched out that pussy of yours, Miss Brandi," Fat Rob tells me, pumping his hips upward.
"What?" I ask. I look to my left hand above me, I see my wedding ring. I could've sworn Leanna, my daughter told me to take it off. More memories return.
She did tell me to remove it. She said I needed this night, she said I deserve it.
Another orgasm courses through me. Fat Rob doesn't stop. He keeps going, keeps bouncing me. I love this feeling, feeling helpless, hanging there, my wrists tied. I can hear the chain rattling as I go up and down on Fat Rob's cock.
"I bet he can't please you like this," Fat Rob says, still taking me.
I shake my head. Did Leanna know this would happen? Did she know I'd be here with this man?
More memories return. I see my daughter, tall, red hair smiling at me, leading me somewhere. To a building. I see her smiling face after she whispers in my ear to relax and have fun. We were at a club, that's what led me here – a stupid night club.
Images of her laughing, talking, dancing with men, pointing in my direction, waving me over. My husband, Doug, I see his face next. Was Leanna trying to get me to cheat on Doug tonight?
Fat Rob slaps my ass, grits his teeth, and cums inside me. It feels so good. His huge load of warm semen fills me up. He steps away smiles, laughing, "That's a good pussy, Miss Brandi. How old did you say you were?"
I can't remember. I can't even remember my age. "F-forty," I struggle to talk. "Something."
Fat Rob nods and unchains me. My arms don't hurt, neither do my wrists. My body is mush in his arms. He carries me to a bed. I don't see Leanna anywhere.
Fat Rob kisses my left hand, "That's a nice diamond your husband got you. How long you two been married?"
I can't answer, I can barely talk. "Six years," I'm able to get out, answering his question about my marriage to Leanna's stepfather, Doug.
"Mmmm," he guides my hand to his weakened cock. I instinctively grab it, squeeze it, my wedding ring seems to shine brightly against his dark brown shaft.
The next thing I know, the room dims, darker and darker before going pitch black. My jumbled memories return as I try to piece this night together.
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A couple months ago, November, I was waiting for someone. I was sitting in my office waiting for him to arrive. I'm a counselor, some may call me a shrink, but I'm not a psychiatrist. I can't prescribe medication; I don't have a doctorate. Therapist is an acceptable term for my profession I suppose.
He was a new patient. He was running late that day.
I remember fiddling with my wedding ring, thinking of Doug, thinking of his smile. Doug, Leanna and I moved to Atlanta a year prior to be closer to Doug's family. Truthfully, I hated the move, but agreed to it. Work is certainly more active, compared to Charleston. I rarely have any downtime like I did there.
I sighed and thought about cancelling, but I figured I'd give this guy a few more minutes to arrive.
I stood, straightened out my business suit, and looked out the window. I watched the rain fall, covering the parking lot, the cars in the distance were locked in their usual stop-go traffic.
There was a knock at the door, without thinking I said "come in" still watching the rain. I remember Doug and I had sex outside last year in the rain once. It was summer time though.
"Hello?" the voice spoke up behind me, shaking me from my trance.
I turned around and saw him. My mouth nearly dropped open. I was looking at the most attractive man I had ever seen.
"Um, hi, hello, come in," I stammered. I cleared my throat, approached him, extending my hand. I introduced myself as Brandi.
He shook it softly, smiling back at me. With my high heels on, I was his height, around 5'10" or so.
"Hi, I'm Ulysses. Nice to meet you," he nodded, looking around the office for a chair.
I watched him, Doug temporarily leaving my thoughts. Ulysses was very muscular, wearing a tight t-shirt, and cargo pants. The rain had an effect on his skin – his dark-chocolate skin, making it glisten. He wiped his forehead of rain.
"Oh, um, sorry, yes, feel free to sit there or the couch. Whatever is comfortable," I spoke up.
With my pen and paper, I took a seat across from him. He chose the chair.
He was nervous, most first timers are. I was nervous too, but not about meeting a new patient. He was having that effect on me.
"So, Ulysses, what can I do for you?"
"Well, um, not sure where to begin. I guess I'm just having issues when it comes to a certain aspect of my life," Ulysses answered.
"Ok, well I'll do my best to provide guidance."
"Yeah, well, it's," he paused. I could see the nerves.
"You can tell me. Are you having stress or anxiety issues? Problems coping with work, problems adjusting to changes in life?" I asked, staring into his eyes, avoiding his biceps and chests.
"It's sex," he blurted out, quickly feeling embarrassed.
"Oh, I see," my mind initially thought of performance issues. I've counseled a few folks that had anxieties and other issues that affected their sex life negatively.
"No, not performance problems. I just um," he read my mind and paused again.
Thinking about past patients, I pressed him further. "Sexual orientation issues? Maybe another type of dysfunction?"
Ulysses shook his head. "No," he took a deep breath. "Sex is my life. Everything about life revolves around it. I can't get away from it and everything ends up in sex."
I hoped I wasn't blushing. My eyes darted quickly to his muscular frame, then to his dreads pulled back into a ponytail, finally, embarrassingly, I glanced to his crotch.
"I see," I collected my thoughts, jotting this down on my notepad. "So you feel you may have some sort of addiction to sex?"
"No. I don't. That's the thing. I'm not addicted. The thought of going weeks or months without it, yeah I guess it'd suck, but I'd be fine. I wouldn't have withdrawals."
"Ok, so no addiction. Can you explain what you mean by sex being your life?"
"Yeah," Ulysses glanced behind me to the rain outside. "No matter what I do, who I meet, where I go, sex is always involved. Sometimes it's strangers, sometimes not, but it never fails. I go out of town for work, girl at the hotel front desk. I fly out of the country for work, the flight attendant on the plane. I want to go catch a movie alone late one night, the college student that works there. I even offered to help do yard work for an older woman I know, and well, like everything else, it ended up with sex."
"So they initiate?"
"Yes, always."
"Why is this bothering you?"
"Because, sometimes I feel like that's all I do or am. There's more to life. I tried finding it. I'd go on vacations alone, I'd always meet a woman."
"Have you thought about simply saying no or choosing not to allow the sex to happen?" I asked.
"Yeah, I've thought of that. But these women, were so beautiful," Ulysses answered. Then he said something that made me inhale sharply, hoping he didn't hear me.
"All these beautiful women, white women, I just," Ulysses sighed, shaking his head.
"White women?" I asked, my heart rate increasing.
"Yes. A few Latina as well, but most all have been white. I don't know if it's because I'm black or what. But I want to say no, I want to not feel like a piece of meat, but there's just something so beautiful about them," Ulysses said, eyes to the floor.
I didn't know where to go from here. I went the standard, typical route. I started with his childhood.
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This room is burning hot now. I'm on all fours, I'm being whipped by Fat Rob. The walls look like they're on fire. Am I in Hell? Is this demon, Fat Rob, going to give me what I need?
He tosses this whip aside and penetrates me again, slamming his hips into my ass. I glance to my wedding ring.
"Doug," I whisper, unable to apologize before another orgasm comes over me.
Fat Rob grabs my dirty-blonde locks, pulling my head back as he fills me yet again with his seed.
He slams me down on the bed, the fiery effect of the walls subsides, I black out again, thinking of the first day I met Ulysses.
*
"My father remarried when I was 12 or so. Her name is Devin. She was a younger, white woman, blonde," Ulysses smiled.
"You used present tense when you told me her name."
"Yes, we're still a part of each other's life. Even since their divorce a few years ago."
I made a note and nodded for him to continue.
"She was, is, wonderful. She helped raise me. But because she's only 9 or 10 years older than me, we hung out a lot. We'd go to movies; she'd take me to sporting events while my dad worked. She was a great friend. Then I got older."
"That's when things became more intimate?"
"Yes. It was consensual. There was no rape, she didn't sexually abuse me. But she gave herself to me. She taught me everything about sex. I was young and foolish, maybe I had a crush on her, maybe I loved her – I don't know. But it was incredible. Our secret affair."
Ulysses chuckled thinking of a memory.
"What?" I asked.
"For my high school graduation present, she threw me a surprise party. My dad wasn't around – he worked a lot anyway. At the party, I was the only guy from my school there. I have no idea how she arranged it, how Devin pulled it off, but she invited every single girl in my high school graduating class to this party. Cheerleaders, volleyball, basketball players, even some girls that were considered 'nerds' or 'geeks'."
"Ok," I knew where this was headed. "What about this party made you chuckle?"
Ulysses' face went serious. "About 100 girls showed up. 50 or so didn't. As I said, Devin invited all of them. Of the ones that showed up, they were white. There was a line out of our house, going to the sidewalk and down the street. All these girls," Ulysses paused.
"It's ok," I smiled gently at him. "You can tell me. I'm here to understand and help."
"They all, um, rode me until they climaxed. The first girl would go, she'd get off me, then next and so on until all 100 girls orgasmed."
I nodded my head, the visual sinking in, the imagery of 100 18-year-old white girls in a line riding this man's black cock – I shook my head, I didn't want these thoughts there.
"I see, so that was her present to you. Sex."
"Yes. Afterward, they all left, hugging me bye, saying good luck at college, and so on, Devin and I remained. We made love in my room. I didn't finish with those girls, but I did finish in her."
I took notes and paused, "Do you love Devin?"
"Yes, very much."
"Yet you have sex with other women?"
"Her and I aren't technically a couple. I sorta view her as a mother figure. She's like the mom I never had and loves me in every way. I guess our relationship is open, unconditional."
Curiosity was getting the best of me, "So you have sex with other women, most are white. Is this a daily event?"
"Yes. If it's not Devin, it's three or four other regulars I suppose."
Thoughts of several white woman leaving and arriving to his home to have sex with him daily flashed in my head. I looked at his arms, thighs – wow. I had to focus, I needed to be professional. I glanced to my notepad and wedding ring.
"Have you considered making things exclusive with Devin? Perhaps even marrying her? I take it your father isn't around or knows about you and his ex-wife, your former step-mother?"
"No, he lives in LA and doesn't know her and I are like this. And no, it wasn't the cause of their divorce. He was caught several times cheating, and since Devin and I were a thing, she went ahead and divorced him."
I checked the time, it was nearing the end of his first session. We chatted a little more about Devin, how much she means to him, how much they care for one another.
"Ulysses, I want you to really show her how much you love her. It sounds like it's a lot. I know you have an open relationship with her, but maybe go somewhere or do something that's just you and her. Doesn't have to be sex, could be dinner, movies, hiking, something that isn't sexual. Maybe even suggest you and her become exclusive. From talking with you about her, it sounds like she loves you like a son and a lover. That's up to you though. Mainly, spend extra time with her and her only, not having sex. Try it," I smiled at him.
He smiled back and stood. We shook hands and I told him I'd see him next week.
I watched him from my window, race across the parking lot to his car. I couldn't help but think how handsome and nice he was. No wonder white women like him. I felt shame for thinking that, clutching my left hand, running my finger over my wedding ring.
*
I hear my daughter somewhere. She's crying out in pleasure. One of Fat Rob's friends must be fucking her. I'm in Fat Rob's arms, kissing him as he bounces me on his cock. I never want to leave this place.
He's taking me somewhere, down a hallway. We enter a room. I see my daughter on a bed, riding a black man, her hands in her long red mane, grinding her hips against him. He has a smug look on his face watching her ride him.
Fat Rob lays me down next to Leanna and climbs on top of me.
"Hey Mom," Leanna says nonchalantly. She runs her hands through her hair. "I love black dick. I'm so glad we went out tonight."
I try to respond, but can't. The massive Fat Rob is on top of me, making me cum so good once more.
After seeing and hearing Leanna cum again, the men take a break, leaving us alone. She rolls over, smiling at me. Did she bring me here? I still can't figure this out. The room goes dark again.
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Thinking back to Ulysses' second appointment, I decided to ask about his work-life.
"Sex there too," he bluntly admitted. "No I'm not a male prostitute."
I laughed, "I didn't think you were."
"I've done yoga instruction, personal trainer work, but mostly some, well, fitness modeling," he bashfully admitted.
"That's why you travel?"
"Right. Different locations for various photoshoots. Been to Europe, Brazil, all over."
"So you have sex with people you meet there? Locals?" I asked.
"Sometimes. It's mostly coworkers though. Usually after photo shoots with me, we'll meet up for drinks and end up in my bed."
"Has this caused issues for your work?"
"Not yet. None of the women have tried to get me fired for sleeping with another model, or tried to manipulate their way into shooting with me. It's all been drama free. But still," Ulysses shook his head.
"What?"
"It's work, it's a job. Sex shouldn't be involved. I mean, I feel unprofessional."
"You don't have to sleep with these women though. No one is forcing you," I smiled softly at him.
"I know but, it's so hard," Ulysses said. My thoughts went to something else that would be hard – his erection. I scolded myself internally and focused on my job.
"Perhaps you could request a change at work? Maybe shooting for different type of ads – ones that don't feature female models."
"I tried that. Didn't work. I had a photo shoot with a magazine called Elite Magazine. I thought it was going to be simple stuff in the gym, doing exercises, lifting weights and so on. It'd be for their health and fitness section of the magazine. Turns out," Ulysses shook his head.
"Go on," I urged, slightly looking forward to how sex became involved.
"Turns out the magazine is marketed toward black men. It also turns out that," he shrugged. "All the female models are white. And it just so happens white female models are used in pretty much every article type. Fitness, health, cars, street bikes, entertainment section all have black male models and white female models."
"I see, so that's where the sex occurred," I nodded, imagining him taking a model off the set after a photoshoot and pinning her against the wall, having sex.
"Right," he continued. "Both of them," he added.
"Both?"
"There were two models. Two blonde, fairly big in the rear," Ulysses said.
"Oh. I understand."
"They had them wearing tiny exercise outfits. They posed us in all sorts of awkward poses to make it look like they were coming on to me at the gym. Jenna and Alexis. They were nice girls, but I knew sex with the two of them would happen. They purposefully made sure to rub themselves against me. It was awkward."
"Did you think about saying no? Or asking them to back down?" I asked, knowing he probably enjoyed it.
"No. The photographer was setting us up in these poses. Jenna would be in front of me, Alexis behind me, rubbing my shoulders. One pose of the both of them face me, my arms around them resting my hands on their lower back. It all led up to it."
"It?" I knew what he meant, but I wanted him to say it.
"Yeah. After the shoot, they found me in the shower. Both were naked, both entered, and well, the water ran cold we were in there so long. Then afterward we kept going, they used their 'gifts' a lot on me."
I giggled, I knew he meant their big butts. "I see. Well to drive things away from sex, perhaps consider – "
"A career change?" Ulysses joked.
"Yes!" I laughed.
We shared a smile and prolonged eye contact before I continued the session.
*
The room is so bright now. It has to be daylight. I'm naked, dried semen is all over me. I'm somewhere familiar. I rise up in my bed, Doug's and my bed. I'm surrounded by sleeping black men.
"No," I struggle to leave our bedroom, using the wall to stabilize me. I don't bother putting on clothes.
I hear moans coming from Leanna's room. I barge in and see her being double teamed by two black men. "Hey Mom," she says in between moans and grunts.
Fat Rob is in my kitchen, eating breakfast he must've cook for himself.
"You have to leave. Now! My husband will be home soon. Doug can't see this," I plead.
"Sure," Fat Rob smiles, finishing his eggs. He whistles loudly, and slowly but surely, he and his crew make their way out.
I hear Leanna whining and complaining as the two men she's with leave. Some are clothed, some are naked, there must've been 15 men in the house. I can't believe what I've done.
I start crying, looking at my wedding ring. Leanna doesn't care, she happily walks about, totally nude.
"What a night!" she laughs. "Hopefully Doug won't find out and we can do it again and again and again!"
I can't believe her. I can't believe this has happened. It feels like the walls are closing in on me. I run away, I run to my bedroom.



Strange, the shower is running. Did I leave it on? Everything seems so confusing now. I enter the bathroom and pull back the curtain. One of Fat Rob's friends is in there showering and jacking off. I stare at that massive black cock, shake my head, take a deep breath and get in the shower with him.
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I don't know his name, or why he stayed behind. Why didn't he leave with Fat Rob, why couldn't he shower elsewhere?
He's fucking me hard from behind. I know my husband will be home soon, but I couldn't resist. What's wrong with me?
Doug can't see this. I have to end this, I have to get this guy out of the house, but I can't. I don't want to. I want him to keep fucking me.
"Brandi? You home?" I hear Doug call out to me.
"Here!" I manage to say. The black guy I'm in the shower with is slamming hard into me. The slapping sounds are too loud.
I go to my knees, sucking all over this black cock when Doug enters the bathroom. "How was your trip?" I ask from behind the shower curtain. I resume sucking on the black man's dick as Doug answers.
"It was great. Productive," I hear him say at the sink. I can't remember where he went, but I'm guessing work related.
"You and Leanna have a nice weekend?" He asks me. My head is bobbing back and forth on the cock. The black guy has his hands on my head holding me in place.
"Brandi?" I hear him say, turning off the sink.
"Mmhmm! Great!" I manage to get out.
"Good," Doug leaves the bathroom. I stand, kiss the black guy, and turn back around in the shower. He shoves is cock back inside me and keeps going. I can't help but moan.
"You ok?" Doug reentered the bathroom.
"Uh huh! Stomach ache," I answer. The man grabs my head, kissing my neck, then squeezes my tits from behind.
"Sorry sweetie. Anyway, I'm going to finish unpacking," I heard Doug say as he left. "Enjoy your shower."
"I will," I whisper just before another orgasm comes over me.
He picks me up, it's his turn to cum. I can look over the top of the shower curtain now, into the bedroom. The black man is bouncing me up and down on him. I see Doug happily unpacking. He has no idea his wife is in the shower with a black guy getting relentlessly fucked.
Why doesn't Doug hear us? Why doesn't he come in and stop it? How can he not know? Where are the black guy's clothes? Does Doug see them?
My eyes roll in the back of my head once more as I feel my pussy fill with semen. I look to the bedroom again, Doug is gone. I need this black guy gone too, before Doug sees him.
I suck his cock clean of excess semen – it tastes so good. I lead him back to the bedroom, I see the double-door to our back porch is open. Did I open it? Maybe Doug opened it.
I kiss my shower lover goodbye and watch him exit our home through her bedroom. I climb in bed and wait for my husband to return.
When he does he finds me naked, legs spread. He undresses and climbs on top. As he enters me I wonder if he can feel a difference. I wonder if I'll ever be the same.
I turn my head to look out the back porch, the double-doors are still open. Doug is still on top, kissing my neck. I see someone on the porch.
It's Fat Rob, he's smugly grinning at me. He's watching my husband make love to me. Fat Rob takes his cock out, shaking it playfully. How did he get there? Was he picking up his friend? I don't know, I watch him, I picture that big black cock inside me instead of my husband's. I start cumming.
"Yes! Yes!" I cry out to Fat Rob, climaxing at the same time. Fat Rob nods, puts his cock back in his pants and leaves.
As the orgasms passes, I kiss Doug. His cums seconds later.
Time speeds by, the sun sets, Doug is watching a game after dinner, Leanna is out – I've no idea where she is. I don't remember talking to her.
I write Doug a quick note. I tell him Leanna is having car trouble, I'm going to pick her up. I leave it next to the table by his recliner. I kiss his forehead and leave.
*
This whip hurts so bad, but feels so very good. I left Doug sleeping and went straight to Fat Rob's. I'm being whipped again. I don't remember even asking for it, but these black men are taking turns doing it and fucking me as I hang from my wrists again.
I scream out with pain and pleasure. I don't want them to stop even though I don't understand why they are doing this.
With each whip crack I think back to my third session with Ulysses.
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I remember I wore something much nicer and sexier than usual attire for my next appointment with Ulysses. It was a tighter, shorter dress, new shoes. Adjusting my wedding ring, I felt silly, but figured no harm would come from dressing nicer.
"Ulysses, I want to talk about regrets. Not simply feeling bad that sex is a huge part of your life, but is there anything you really regret that you struggle to make peace with? Perhaps to do that would help you feel more fulfillment out of life."
Ulysses was quiet, contemplating what I said, but also searching his thoughts.
"Yeah," he eventually spoke up.
I waited for him to answer, giving him time.
"I was in Miami. I go down there often for work, shoots and so on. I met a woman at a club. A beautiful brunette named Megan. That happens every time I go to clubs, but she was different. She had long, thick brown hair, blue eyes and she was short. She was so commanding, like she was a boss or manager, and knew what she wanted and how to get it."
"She wanted you?" I asked, knowing the answer, not blaming the woman.
"Yeah."
I leaned forward a bit, hoping he'd glance at my cleavage. "So what do you regret?"
"Megan took me home. We were in her kitchen, living room, everywhere, having sex. We ended up in her bed. That's when I learned she was married," Ulysses explained.
My eyes widened. "Married?"
"Yeah. I should've left. I've been in that situation before, and always felt horrible. I'm not the kind of guy that purposelessly goes out and tries to ruin marriages, or get white women to cheat, or leave their husbands for me. The few times I've slept with a married women – I hate to say this, but it was accidental. I wasn't planning on it or searching for it."
My breathing was erratic, my heart pumping, "Um, ok, I see. So you and Megan had sex and there was regret."
"Yes, but I didn't leave, I stayed," Ulysses sighed. I could tell there was more he wanted to share.
"You were enjoying it."
"Yes, but then she told me to tie her up. Megan wanted me to do it by her wrists. I chickened out. I got too scared to say no. She was hanging there. That's when she told me to look in her closet. She told me to bring out a whip she was hiding there."
"A whip?"
"Yeah. She wanted me to whip her. I thought it was a racial thing. Black slaves were whipped. I asked her and she told me it was only for her. She felt guilt about something and wanted it whipped out of her."
"Cheating?"
"She didn't say. But I complied, like an idiot. I whipped that poor woman over and over just like she asked me to. She cried out from pain, then begged me to keep going. When it was done, I regretted ever meeting her. I regretted enabling her to cheat, regretted whipping her. I regretted the whole night."
I took a deep breath and scribbled in my notes. "Ever see her again?"
"No. We had sex one more time in the shower, then I left."
I was unable to focus for the rest of his session. Part of me was so turned on not just from Ulysses, but sleeping with him, the idea of an affair with him, maybe even being whipped.
That night I took a long bath. I set my wedding ring on the side of the tub and fingered myself to climax several times – thinking of Ulysses.
*
That's where and when I first heard about a whip.
Doug is behind me now; I'm on all fours. I can't believe he doesn't notice the whip marks from Fat Rob. Doug has said nothing. Leanna has said nothing. I don't remember what time I got home. No one noticed or said anything about her supposed car trouble.
I feel regret and shame for what I'm doing. I don't know when or how this will end.
I feel nothing as Doug fucks me from behind. I'm looking out into the backyard, it's pouring down rain. I didn't even notice it was cloudy.
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I remember now. It was raining when I first met Ulysses, it was raining during his fourth session – the first time we had sex.
Things seem clearer now, but I still can't piece it all together. Doug is on top of me now. I don't feel him. It's like my senses aren't working. But I remember Ulysses.
He showed up to his fourth session. I was wearing another sexy dress. I fingered myself all week thinking of him. I practically jumped on him.
He was startled, not expecting it. But I knew deep down he knew it would happen – with a black body, face, cock like his, sex with every white woman he encounters was the normal.
Ulysses tried to resist at first. I was straddling him, kissing him on the couch. He pointed to my wedding ring in between kisses. I shut him up with my mouth over his. We were naked soon. He slammed me on my desk and took me there.
I came so hard, so fast, so powerfully from him pistoning in and out of me. The downpour of rain outside hopefully muffled my moans of pleasure a bit.
We went quickly, 45 minutes into it and he came inside me. He apologized, gathered his clothes and left.
My pussy was oozing semen onto my desk. After a few minutes, I went to my knees and licked it from my desk. I put my clothes on, sat in my chair and waited for my next appointment, pushing aside what I just did.
I cried myself to sleep that night, my left thumb rubbing my wedding ring.
Ulysses and I met only two more sessions. Each one was nothing but sex. We did it on my desk, on the couch, I swallowed his semen each time.
On the final session, Ulysses told me he was sorry, but couldn't see me anymore. He said he's accepted this is how his life is and will work harder to be closer with Devin. That was it. I watched him put his clothes back on and leave.
Leanna caught me crying that night at the house. She tried consoling me, but I brushed her off. I saw the look of concern on her face, but I had to deal with what I've done on my own.
*
I remember everything now. I remember how I got here.
It was New Year's Eve. Leanna told me to remove my wedding ring, she was taking me out. I resisted at first, but I know why she asked me to remove it.
We were at a club, I saw several men approach her, some of them she pointed to me. One man, she introduced me to. His name was Fat Rob. He's why I'm here, he's why I'm in this place. He's why memories were hazy. He's why everything seems odd.
I'm having sex with Fat Rob right now. I'm on my bed, Doug is somewhere, I don't remember where. I'm riding Fat Rob so hard, I feel like the bed will break.
I kiss him hard, he calls me "Miss Brandi" again. I resume grinding into him.
I hear Doug approaching. His footsteps are so loud, like thunder. I can't stop riding Fat Rob though.
"Brandi?" he calls out. "You there?" his voice his booming.
I grit my teeth and keep fucking this black man. "Yes! Yes! Fuck yes!"
The bed collapses and I keep going, keep cumming. Each one of Doug's footsteps thunder through the hallway.
It's raining again, I can hear it outside, over the sound of my primal grunts or orgasms.
He's taking forever to reach our bedroom and catch me in the act. Why is he moving so slow?
More thundering footsteps, my name being called. Fat Rob slaps my ass, I know Doug hears it.
"Brandi!" he yells, upon entering our room. I don't stop having sex with Fat Rob. I look over my shoulder and see Doug's horrified face. He falls to his knee's crying.
Leanna enters the room, naked, pushing Doug over– he can't stop crying.
"Mom!" Leanna says. I am paralyzed, unable to look away from my crying husband. He slams his fist into the floor, a sound of thunder echoes in the room.
"Mom!" Leanna shakes me, but all I see is Doug crying, striking the floor in agony. The room dims, getting darker and darker. Did we lose power from the storm?
Doug is changing, he's turning brighter. He's a light source, bright, shinning in my eye. I remember Fat Rob, what I've done, how I got here.
"Doug!" I cry. "Doug! I scream his name over and over again. "Doug, please!" the bright light is blinding now. I can't breathe.
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"Doug! Doug!" I woke up in a hospital bed.
Leanna was right there next to me, "Mom!"
"Where am I? Where's Doug?"
"What?" Leanna glanced to the nurse.
She started crying and the nurse excused herself. I was gasping for air, called out Doug's name over and over.
"Mom," Leanna shook her head.
"What am I doing here? I want to see Doug."
"Mom, no, he's – "
It felt like my heart was going to burst. I was out of breath. I gripped Leanna's hand as hard as I could.
"Doug," I whispered, hoping to calm myself down.
"He's gone, Mom. Remember? It's been over a year," Leanna said.
"What? A year? Where?" I was crying now.
"Mom, remember, that's why we moved here. So he could be closer to his family before he – " Leanna wiped a tear. "Before he passed away."
I closed my eyes. I heard the rain outside my hospital window. A loud pop of thunder snapped my eyes open.
"Over a year," I repeated. Leanna nodded. I remembered now.
"What happened last night?" I asked, looking around the hospital room, releasing my grip on Leanna's hand.
"New Year's Eve. I took you to a club. I thought it'd be fun. The two of us hanging out," Leanna answered.
"My ring?" I glanced to my left hand, not seeing it there.
"It's at home. Right by the bed."
"Did you – "
"Yes, mom. I thought if you could take it off maybe you'd meet someone and, well, have fun. You haven't taken it off since Doug's funeral. I just thought," Leanna said.
I sat up in bed, hugging her, knowing she was trying to help.
"I'm sorry, I'm so sorry," Leanna's crying returned.
"For what, sweetie?"
"I took you to that club. I introduced you to someone I thought was a friend. That piece of shit - I mean, Fat Rob. I saw him put something in your drink. I nearly punched him out. I grabbed you and took you home."
"Leanna," I cried.
"Mom, you wouldn't wake up. He must've put too much of whatever it was. I called 911, I was freaking out. I didn't want to lose you too," Leanna said.
"The ambulance rushed you here, they pumped your stomach. But you still didn't wake up. You've been here asleep for almost two days."
"Fat Rob. I didn't go, I mean, he and I didn't," I was putting the pieces together.
"No. I'm so glad I saw him slip something into your drink. If I hadn't been paying attention – "
"Oh, sweetie, come here," I hugged her again.
I held her for several minutes as she cried. "I'm alive, I'm awake, I'm fine."
I took a deep breath, brief images of the nightmare I had flashed before my eyes. The whipping, the darkness, the chains, the black man in the shower, Fat Rob, and finally my late-husband witnessing a horrific event – one that thankfully, wasn't real.
I shook the images from my head and held my daughter. She was still wearing the dress she wore on our night out.
*
I went home the next day. I had trouble walking a bit, and my head hurt, but I was fine. Thankfully, whatever Fat Rob slipped into my drink wasn't enough to kill me.
I considered filing a police report. But neither Leanna nor I know his last name, where he works, or anything other than his appearance. Still, it wouldn't hurt to do it.
I looked in on the bed I destroyed in my nightmare. It was intact, undisturbed, just like it was the after Doug's funeral over a year ago. Leanna keeps the room clean, she dusts it and so on.
I moved into the guest room after Doug died. I couldn't be in our room, it hurt too much to not have him there.
I sat on the edge of the guest bed, running my hands through my hair when something caught my eye – my wedding ring on the bedside table.
I stared at it for several seconds before slowly reaching for it. I started to put it on, but stopped myself. "No," I said out loud. I opened the drawer and stowed it safely away.
The following week, Leanna and I went through Doug's clothing and other items, boxing them up, taking them to Goodwill.
We painted the walls a different color. There was no double-door to the back porch in that room, unlike in my nightmare, there was a large window though. We got new shades for it. I moved all furniture out and tore up the carpet.
A week later, wood flooring was in place, and the room looked totally different.
One item remained – a bed. The following weekend, Leanna helped me pick out a new bed for that room – my room. I moved out of the guest room that night.
Leanna slept in there with me on my first night back in that room since Doug passed away.
Another couple of weeks passed. I was at my office. My 10am appointment cancelled. I decided to make a phone call.
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"Brandi, hey, how are you?" Ulysses answered my call. It'd been several weeks since I last saw him.
"I'm doing well. What about you?"
"I'm fine," he answered. I could tell he felt awkward.
"Listen, I was thinking if you don't have plans, we could meet for lunch today. There's something I'd like to tell you. More of an apology, actually."
"Yeah, that's cool. We can meet up," he said.
"Great. My treat."
We met a couple hours later at a nearby restaurant. I didn't waste any time; immediately telling him I was sorry for my unprofessionalism. He was accepting, nodding and smiling politely.
"There's more," I glanced to my left hand, my wedding ring no longer there.
"I feel the worst about not being up front with you. I have trouble saying these words, what about I'm about to tell you," I glanced at my hand once more, then back to his eyes.
"I'm not married. I wasn't married when we had sex. My husbanded died over a year ago. I haven't been able to take the ring off, until recently. I'm so sorry, I should've told you, I shouldn't have lunged at you like that during that session. But I couldn't say the words, I couldn't let go. I guess I never will, Doug will always be in my heart in some way, but I want you to know I'm sorry for any regret or guilt you felt by thinking you had sex with another married woman."
Ulysses was quiet, eyes wide, taking my words in. "Brandi, I, um, thanks. I did feel bad. I thought you were married, that's why I stopped using you as a therapist. But thank you for telling me. I've never lost a spouse, but I imagine it's hard to say that they're gone, that you're not married anymore and to take off the ring."
"Yes," I smiled at him.
"Are you doing ok? I mean, are you feeling better about not wearing it?"
"Yes, it was time. My daughter took me out on New Year's. She tried to help me move on. I guess in some ways it worked."
We smiled at each other once more before our meal arrived. I learned more of Ulysses that day. I learned he actually took my advice. He and his former stepmother are thinking about moving in with one another and maintaining an open, but not too open, relationship.
He and I met up after I left the office for the day.
Ulysses stood at the foot of his bed. I was on my knees, kissing over his stomach, thighs and beautiful cock. I sucked it lovingly, slowly, smiling at up at him.
I stood and he squatted, picking me up, my legs wrapping around his waist. Standing there, he guided his cock in me. I almost climaxed when he entered me. We kissed and he moved me to the bed.
Laying me gently on my back, he kissed me again. Propping himself up with his hands, I placed my own hands on his chest, as he slowly began sliding his cock in and out of me.



I orgasmed minutes later, he rolled onto his back, taking me with him. Kissing him again, I slowly rode him, savoring his long shaft hitting all the right spots inside me.
We went until after midnight. I kissed him goodbye, told him I'd see him again sometime. He said that'd be great, he suggested I meet Devin. At the time I was ok if I never saw him again. However, I know that I feel much better now.
I did see him again. I'm lying in his arms right now. It's been a few months since my night out with Leanna on New Year's, getting drugged, and waking up in the hospital a couple days later. It was a horrible event.
The nightmare I had is a little fuzzy, some of the details lost over time. But I'll never forget it. Luckily, I've slept much better. Every once in a while a human teddy bear, named Leanna, will join me, snuggling up to me, watching a movie in my new bed. I'm thankful I have her support.
I'm thankful for Ulysses too. I kiss his chest and roll back on top of him, sliding his cock back inside me. We meet up occasionally for lunch or dinner – then sex. He's not my boyfriend, just a great friend.
The other week I met Devin. She's in the shower now. After I cum on Ulysses in a couple minutes, we'll probably join her.
I'm thinking of moving back to Charleston. Leanna and I weren't as close to Doug's family. Since he's gone now, maybe it's time I return home.
This intense orgasm passes, Ulysses holding me. We kiss, he sits up, his cock still embedded inside me and takes me the shower to join Devin.
Ulysses sets me down in the shower. Devin hugs me and kisses me on the cheek. I smile at her and we both go to our knees to service Ulysses' long, dark rod.
I pop his cockhead out of my mouth. I look to him, seeing him smile at me. I'm glad I was able to help him a little during those few weeks I was his therapist.
He and my daughter don't yet realize how much they have helped me.
The end.
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*** Part 1: Tony ***
Two years, five months ago.
Chapter 1
Tony watched her. He didn't know her name. He didn't care. She was on the smith machine doing squats at the gym. Tony was resting a moment or two after doing bench presses. She was wearing tiny black yoga shorts and a white sports bra. She had wild, curly, light brown hair pulled back in a ponytail. She was, of course, white.
Tony looked to her sweaty, exposed midriff. He gave her a smug grin as he tugged at his erection. He looked to the front desk employee at the gym and gave a nod. The employee chuckled, shaking his head, taking the key to the gym off his key ring, leaving it on the front desk for Tony. They got along and the employee knew Tony would lock up in a couple hours when they closed.
When the employee left, Tony's attention was back at the sweaty white woman. Down she'd go, perfect form, pumping her glutes each time she came up. Tony licked his lips.
She was staring right back at him using the mirror in front of her. Tony nodded and stood, tugging at his gym shorts. She was new to the gym, Tony never saw her before this night. But, like most of the white women that were members, his black cock would be taking her, owning her, fucking her soon enough.
It was so easy. Tony, blessed with a typical massive member, and hard work ethic to transform his body into a hugely muscular hulk, usually simply exposed himself to white women -- and their pussies became his.
Stepping out of his shorts, his black dick springing up, he sat back down on the bench press machine and waited.
It didn't take long. He watched her walk over to him, a smug grin on her face as well. She pulled off her top, stepped out of her shorts, keeping her shoes on. Her perfectly tan, sweaty body on display, and no underwear. Tony smirked -- so typical.
She assisted Tony with removing his wet t-shirt. She placed her hands on his huge shoulders and pushed Tony onto his back.
Then it began -- the body worshiping. Tony was used it. It was the norm for him. White women worshiped his body, kissing, licking at every muscle. That's what this woman was doing. She gathered up his sweat with her tongue, making her way down to his glorious cock.
Tony, his hands behind his head, watching her work figured they had two hours until the gym closed for the night.
Swirling her tongue all around his cockhead, covering it with her saliva, the woman mounted him, holding on to the barbell above Tony, moaning as every inch of him entered her.
She paused, her mouth quivering, and then gave Tony a look as if to ask, "Are you ready?" Tony nodded to her, and she got to work.
She was slow at first but worked up speed over time. Using the barbell for leverage the woman squatted up and down on Tony's cock. Faster and faster, louder and louder she moaned. The first word she spoke aloud was "Yes!"
She was cumming. Tony grinned -- it hardly took anytime, and all he did was lay there. Again, very typical.
"Ahhhh," she shook and came down off her climax. Catching her breath, she gave Tony a look as if to say "tear my white pussy apart with your big black dick!"
Tony nodded to her again, reading her mind; he sat up, stood and slammed her down on the bench. He was using the barbell for balance and leverage now. Her legs were wrapped tightly around him and Tony slammed into her, over and over again.
He grit his teeth, sweat dripping onto her, grunting as he pummeled her as hard as he could. The woman climaxed several times.
Tony eventually grew tired, picked her up, stood, and bounced that white woman up and down on his cock.
Up against the wall, against more weight lifting machines, holding on to them as they fucked, Tony eventually made his way to the back hallway. The crashed into the steamy sauna room, the woman begging him not to stop, he sat on the bench, his hands at her waist and lifted her up and down on his dick.
More words were spoken by her, "Yes! Yes! Harder! Don't stop!"
Tony bit his bottom lip and continued impaling this woman on his cock.
More time passed, they were a mess of sweat and pussy juices. Tony stood and stumbled out of the sauna, across the hall into the men's locker room. His cock still embedded in her, he pinned her against the wall, the lockers, and finally into a bathroom stall.
Pumping and pounding her while standing, holding her ass above the freshly cleaned toilet, Tony was ready to cum. The woman did a few more times in the stall, before Tony pulled out, sitting her on the toilet, jacked his cock a couples times and sprayed her face with cum.
Spurt after spurt landing on her pretty white face, covering it, dripping on to her tits. The woman moaned, rubbing it into her skin.
Tony was out of breath, leaning against the stall, watching her. After a pause, he grabbed the back of her head, brought her to her knees and let her clean him. She licked and sucked every drop of sex juices off Tony's cock. He stopped her when she was done, holding her face over the toilet.
Tony reached into the clean water, and splashed it on her face a few times, his way of cleaning his cum off her. She nodded and Tony dunked her head in the water, rinsing semen off. Tony left her at the toilet, laughing.
He was putting his clothes back on when she reemerged; limping, but smiling.
"See you around," she said, putting her own clothes back on.
Tony nodded, walking her out of the gym, locking it behind them. They traded a look once more before getting into their respective cars.
Tony drove home, arriving shortly after midnight.
He arrived in his master bedroom, his wife, Joanne sleeping soundly. She was also nude.
Tony undressed and left her there, walking down the hall to his stepdaughter's room. They were twins, brunette like their mother Joanne. Tony stood nude, watching them sleep. He knew it was only a matter of time before they gave themselves to him. A flash of his massive cock would seal the deal. It wasn't the right time though. He had to be patient. He wanted to own their pussies, just like he owned his white wife's. In due time, he'd make his move.
He reentered his bedroom, pulling the sheets off his nude wife, climbing on the bed. She stirred, "Tony."
He pulled her to him, holding on to her hips. "Give me that pussy," he whispered. Joanne arched her back, pushing her ass up for him.
Tony, having recovered from before, slid his cock in, taking his wife. He slammed into her hard, but not hard enough to wake anyone. He thought of his twin stepdaughters, Jada and Rena. Grunting while he fucked his white wife, he knew they would be his soon.
Chapter 2
A couple weeks later, Tony was in Atlanta visiting a friend named Fat Rob. He lied to Joanne saying it was a body building competition and depending on how well he placed, he may be gone longer than a week. She believed him.
"So how's your boy?" Fat Rob, a mountainous black man, asked Tony. They were sitting at a small table in a nightclub, looking around the room.
"Good," The man of few words replied.
"He getting a lot of white pussy like his old man?" Fat Rob asked.
"Nope. He's not like me. He doesn't take it, he doesn't own that pussy."
"TJ sounds like a nice young man," Fat Rob said. He erupted in laughter when Tony gave him a look. "No, it sounds like you need to talk some sense into him. Tell him to get out there and get that white pussy!"
"I'm sure he's had a few women, but he and I are different."
"Yes. You and I are similar, aren't we, old friend?" Fat Rob said, his eyes landed on a woman, dirty-blonde, bangs across the room with a couple friends.
"How's your wife's family? Made any moves on those twins yet?"
"Not yet. I gotta be patient for them."
"I see. Seems like you mentioned your wife's niece. A big titted brunette, like her. What was her name?"
"Denise. Yeah hardly ever see much of Joanne's nieces. Maybe one of these days though. I gotta focus on getting those twins on my dick," Tony explained.
"I gotcha. In due time, right? Excuse me, I'll be right back," Fat Rob grinned.
Tony waited a few minutes, Fat Rob disappearing into the crowd in the direction of the woman. Tony thought about Jada and Rena again, he imaging their nice little bubble butts taking turns slamming up and down on his cock. He thought about keeping them hidden in the basement, fucking them all night.
He thought about his son, TJ, next. TJ was a police officer, a nice guy, hugely muscular like Tony, but far different. TJ loved white women, respected them, and was sweet to them. Tony wasn't like that; he took them and fucked them.
Fifteen minutes later, Fat Rob appeared with the woman he was admiring earlier. Her hair was messy.
"Tony, this is Miss Julie. She's out with her friends, but is tired of this club. Why don't you two go somewhere else and chat. I have some business to tend to," Fat Rob looked at the group of friends Julie was with.
Tony nodded, stood, and put his arm around Julie.
"Hey," Fat Rob whispered into Tony's ear. "She's got a real nice pussy. But her mouth game is top notch. I'll see you in the morning."
Tony nodded and he and Julie left.
*
"We have to be quiet. My son is probably asleep," Julie whispered at her front door. She unlocked it and Tony followed her in.
"Upstairs," she motioned. Tony watched her walk up the stairs, eyes on her nice ass, her toned legs.
Upon reaching her room, she turned to Tony, her hands roaming over his chest. "My friends and I went out to find black men tonight. I found two! Fat Rob took me pretty hard in the bathroom. But we have to be quiet here -- my son."
Tony nodded and began undressing. "Fat Rob said you have a nice mouth game."
"You have no idea," Julie grinned, removing her dress.
Three hours later, Tony and Julie were still locked in a 69 position. She was gagging on his cock again, her throat bulging from his girth. Drool was pooling up on her comforter, Tony's balls covered in it.
"Oh yes," She whispered, cumming yet again from Tony's tongue work. "Ahhh," she quietly moaned, hoping her son was still asleep down the hall.
The single mother, resumed her cock worshiping, "I love it. I love it," she said.
"Mmm," Tony moaned, his face covered in her juices. His tongue slithered up to her puckered hole.
Tony pushed her off him, brought her hips back to his, and entered her from behind, sending her over the edge again. "Give me that pussy," he demanded.
Hours passed. Julie covered her mouth, stifling screams of pleasure. Slapping sounds of flesh-on-flesh impacts echoed in her room. Tony was relentless, as always, slamming into her as hard as he could.
"Fuck me!" Julie cried out, then quickly covering her mouth, scared of waking her son.
"Yes!" she was cumming again. Tony pulled out, flipped her onto her back, jacked his cock a few times, and sprayed semen all over Julie. She was moaning, rubbing it into her flat belly, squeezing her own tits.
"Mmm, so good," she whimpered as Tony climbed off the bed. He wiped down his sweaty body with her dress, and then tossed it on her. He gathered his clothes and left, having followed Julie there in his rental car.
He looked over his shoulder, seeing the white woman rubbing her dress covered in Tony's sweat all over her, moaning. All too easy.
*
"Hey man, I got a horrible day lined up. Things are too busy at work, it's bad timing," Fat Rob apologized the next day. Tony came into the office after waking up around lunch time. Fat Rob's day job was at a magazine marketed toward black males age 18-35. He was the only black employee -- the rest were white women.
"Not a problem."
"I know I feel bad. I'll make it up to you in two ways. One, I want you to come to LA with me. I have to take care of urgent business out there with the magazine. Two," Fat Rob smiled, knocking on wall that bordered his big office.
Tony heard a knock at Fat Rob's door a moment later. "Come in, ladies!" Fat Rob said.
Two blonde women entered, one was very young, maybe a college grad, the other was late 30s, close to Julie's age.
"Tony, this is Miss Devin and our newest employee Miss Gisele," Fat Rob gestured to the younger blonde. "For the next two days, they belong to you. Or, maybe, you'll belong to them."
"Huh?" Tony asked.
"I'm taking you back to my place," Devin explained.
"I see," he nodded looking over the two women.
The next two days were filled rough, hardcore, debauchery. Devin and Gisele were just as relentless as Tony. They ravaged his black body, they ravaged each other. They kissed one another while Tony ate out their pussies, they sucked pussy juice off his cock, they sat on his face and dick, kissing each other, and they tied him to the bed and took turns riding him all day and night.
"Oh shit," Tony said, exhausted, watching the two blondes gather his seed from his stomach, then trade it into each other's mouth back and forth.
They didn't stop there. Sucking his cock back to life, they kept riding him to another orgasm for each of them. When they pressed their asses together, his cock in the middle, Tony instantly thought of his stepdaughters doing it one day. He couldn't help but remain hard even after he just came.
They showered together next, the two women jacking his cock, all three kissing each other.
Chapter 3
"Oh yes! Fuck me! Yes!" the big breasted, young, flight attendant was crying out in the bathroom, joining the mile high club with Tony. She struggled to be quiet.
Tony was going first, and then it was Fat Rob's turn. It was, once again, all too easy. Tony glanced at her cleavage, tugged at his crotch; she glanced toward it and blushed.
Ten minutes later, he was bouncing her up and down, making her white pussy leak fluids all over his black dick.
"Oh yes, yes," she went to her knees, sucking hungrily on Tony's cock in the small airplane bathroom. Tony erupted in her mouth, filling it. She swallowed three times to get it all down.
"My friend will be in next," Tony said, zipping up his pants.
"Ok. It was nice meeting you. My name is Jordan by the way," she introduced herself.
"I don't give a fuck," Tony responded. He took his seat next to Fat Rob, nudging his arm, letting him know it was his turn to have some white pussy.
*
While Fat Rob was in meetings most of the day in Los Angeles, Tony drove around town, headed to the beach and relaxed. He met a couple of women out on his own -- again, very typical.
They weren't white. They were Latina and they enthusiastically loved black cock as much as any white woman. Both had long dark hair, light brown skin, and juicy, plump asses. One named Brandy was of Venezuelan decent, the other, named Suelyn, was born in Puerto Rico. Both women fucked him, both worshipped his body, both came on him over and over. A standard, day in the life of Tony, really.
On the beach, in the ocean, and back at one of their apartments, they had sex. Tony licked and swirled his tongue around their assholes. He took turns taking them anally, sliding his long cock deep into their bowels -- they loved it.
Tony got a burger for dinner on the way back to his and Fat Rob's hotel. When he arrived, he heard a woman crying out in pleasure behind the room door. He slid his key card, unlocking it and entered.
Tony saw a short brunette, early 40s, bouncing like a mad woman on top Fat Rob's fat cock.
"Hey man," Fat Rob said. "This is Lisa; she's head of sales at the magazine. And she loves black dick, don't you Miss Lisa?"
"Yes!" she screamed.
"She's married too," Fat Rob said, watching her bounce, squeezing a big tit. "I'm trying my best to be the one her husband sees fucking his wife. But Miss Lisa is sneaky."
Tony sat on the neighboring bed, watching Lisa.
"She was telling me about the high school student she's sleeping with. Running around behind her husband's back, fucking some 18 year old black kid," Fat Rob snickered.
Lisa stopped, heaving and panting, "Yes, for the rest of the night," she got off Fat Rob, walking over to her bag, pulling out various items. "The rest of the night it's you two."
Tony's eyes widened when Lisa handed him a whip and handcuffs.
"Nice to meet you, by-the-way," Lisa smiled at Tony. "You two own me tonight."
It was music to Tony's ears.
The hours flew by. Lisa sucked on Fat Rob's cock as he sat up in bed. Tony was behind her, whipping her over and over again.
He snarled with each whip crack, imagining doing it to his stepdaughters.
Red marks covered Lisa's back and ass, but she wanted more.
Tony moved to the bed, sliding his cock into her from behind. He threw the whip around her neck, pulled her mouth off Fat Rob's cock. Fat Rob handcuffed her and Tony proceeded to demolish her.
"You love black dick?" he grunted.
"Yes!"
"You love giving your white pussy to black men?" he asked, slamming into her over and over.
"Yes!"
"You like being taken like an animal?"
"Yes!"
"Get on his dick," Tony commanded, pushing her to straddle Fat Rob. She slid his cock in, moaning as Fat Rob stretched her.
"Give me that ass," Tony said, sliding his bulbous cockhead to her back entrance. He impaled her causing her to scream out.
Both men fucked her simultaneously. They kept going and going and going.
"Your son, he doesn't know what kind of life he's missing out on!" Fat Rob said, squeezing Lisa's breast, while Tony fucked her ass.
"I know."
"Father and son. Could be a team. Could take white women like this," Fat Rob said.
"Ah!" Tony grunted more, working up a sweat. "TJ doesn't have what it takes!"
Lisa started shaking, convulsing as an orgasm coursed through her. She had never been double-teamed before.
"We got an early flight home tomorrow," Tony said pulling out.
"Yep, let's finish on this bitch," Fat Rob agreed.
Tony pulled Lisa off him, tossing her over his shoulder, and headed to the shower. He tossed Lisa into the shower. He and Fat Rob jacked their cocks toward her face. After a few strokes, they covered her with cum.
Lisa slid down into the tub, moaning, licking it off her fingers, rubbing it in. Tony turned the shower on, cold water startling her at first, before warming. They left her laughing and bathing their semen off her.
*
Tony arrived late the next night, there were layovers and delays as he traveled from the west coast. When he got home Joanne was already asleep. He peeped in on his sleeping stepdaughters. He had to bide his time.
Entering his bedroom, he undressed, pulled the sheet off Joanne, revealing his wife's nude body.
He pulled her to him, holding on to her hips. "Give me that pussy," he whispered. Joanne arched her back, pushing her ass up for him.
Tony went hard on Joanne, slamming the bed against the wall with each impact, hoping that maybe just maybe, his stepdaughters would wake up. He hoped they'd peep in on them and see a black man taking white pussy and want, need, Tony to take theirs.



As Tony filled Joanne to the brim with his seed, he thought about when to expose himself to the twins and continue his quest to fuck all the women in the family.




*** Part 2: Joanne ***
One year, three months later.
Chapter 1
I can't shake the image from my head. I'm here at my soon-to-be former stepson's apartment, replaying the scene I witnessed earlier today. I'll never, ever, forget it. I'll never forget the look on my soon-to-be ex-husband's face; the look of pleasure, the look of smug arrogance.
Then there's the girls. Recently turned 18, Jada and Rena, my twin girls. My daughters, one on each side of Tony's cock -- his long black cock, slowly licking it up and down. I suspected Tony had cheated on me before, but never would I have guessed with my own daughters -- his stepdaughters.
Well my girls will be another soon-to-be; Tony's soon-to-be former stepdaughters.
TJ approached me from behind, stirring me from my daze. He hugged me, held me, wrapping his huge arms around me. "It's going to be ok, Joanne," he told me in his deep voice. His voice sounded so much like his father's.
TJ looks like Tony too. Except his head is shaved bald, and Tony's is trimmed short. Both are huge, muscular black men. Tony occasionally competed in body building competitions for a few years in the Tampa Bay area. He was in the middle-age group bracket.
Looking back now, I wonder how many white women he slept with during those competitions. There were women competing in the figure and bikini divisions. I wonder how many white women he slept with that worked out at the same gym as Tony. I can see Tony pinning younger white women against the wall in the locker room, their bodies dripping sweat, the women cumming on his magnificent black cock like I did for so many years.
I closed my eyes, unable to get the visions out of my head, both the real ones of my daughters, naked, pleasuring Tony, and all the imaginary, possible affairs he may or may not have had.
TJ has been so sweet to me. Ever since I met him. I lay my head back on his massive chest; my hand caressed his forearm that was wrapped around me. If only Tony were like his son, I wouldn't be in this situation.
TJ kissed the back of my head. "I'm going to take a shower," he whispered. "Please let me know if you need anything."
A few seconds passed, my eyes shot open with shock. I felt TJ's erection, covered by his gym shorts, pressing against the small of my back. He released me from his embrace. I turned around watching him head toward his bathroom.
Maybe it was something else, maybe it was an accident, but I felt it. I shook my head, sitting on TJ's bed, listening to his shower start up. He's been so sweet to let me stay here a few days, to get out of my house.
Tony has two biological children that I know of. TJ, and a daughter Tony and I had together -- 20-year-old Laura. She's also nothing like her father. So sweet, caring, wonderful. I called her first after I walked in on Tony, Jada, and Rena. She's the one who suggested I go stay with TJ for a few days.
"This is what I deserve. This is karma getting me back for all the wrong I've done in life," I thought, still sitting on the edge of TJ's bed.
Chapter 2
I met Tony 30 years ago. I was 22 and on my honeymoon with my first husband, Michael. This is where it began. This is where things went wrong, but at the same time, oh so right.
We were in Cancun. The resort had a dance club. Michael and I were there on our second night of the trip. Tony was there alone for some reason.
Michael and I were dancing and he wanted to take a break, use the restroom, order some drinks. I waited at the bar for my husband to return. I was standing right near Tony. I wondered at the time if it was fate and meant to be. I'm guessing when he gently touched my long, brown hair, getting my attention and when I turned around, getting a closer look at this statuesque, incredible looking black man, that it was fate.
He said nothing, only nodding to the dance floor. I knew what he meant though. I should've said no, but I didn't. I followed him out to the dance floor, looking over my shoulder for Michael, not seeing him.
Tony spun me around, pulling me back against his crotch, and just like I felt TJ's erection a few minutes ago, I felt Tony's that night. My mouth dropped open, when I felt his huge bulge pressing into me.
I thought about ending the dance, going to wait for Michael, but I was frozen. Tony pulled me back against his body by my hair, still not saying a word, only lightly moaning in my ear. He was basically dry humping me on the dancing floor. I could feel his cock sliding in between my butt cheeks.
"This is insane," I thought. "I should end it," but I didn't.
Finally the song ended it for us. I also saw Michael back at the bar, looking around for me. Maybe he thought I was in the restroom too.
Tony spun me around to face him. The first words he ever spoke to me were, "If you want this dick, I'm in room 33 on the 3rd floor."
He grabbed my hand, bringing it to his pants. My hand landed on the bulge there, I instinctually grabbed it, quickly releasing it.
I watched him walk away, my mouth still hanging open.
That should've been the last I ever saw of Tony. But of course it wasn't. My pussy had never been wetter, almost as if I were under a spell.
Later that night, Michael and I had sex. I waited for him to fall asleep, showered, put on a bath robe, grabbed the room key and snuck out.
I was so horrible. I knocked on room 33 on the 3rd floor. Tony answered, his typical smug smile, I entered his room, and disrobed.
"I want that dick," was the first words I said to Tony.
"I know," he replied. He pulled off his t-shirt, and pulled down his boxer shorts. There it was, his insanely perfect cock before me. It was huge, it was pulsating, and it was begging me to service it.
I couldn't say no. Service it I did. I worshiped his big black cock. I nearly came the second his huge cockhead entered my mouth. Fingering myself while I sucked it, I did come a minute later. I covered it in my saliva; I licked, kissed, and sucked all over that massive member.
In twenty minutes, I climaxed three times while sucking his cock. Finally, Tony had enough. He scooped me up and slammed me on his bed. He mounted me, entered me, and fucked me.
Oh did he ever fuck me. I was a writhing, flailing, sweaty mess of orgasmic bliss all night. We never spoke the entire time. Tony just kept going and going and going.
"Yes! Yes!" I'd scream out in his room. I kept cumming and cumming and cumming.
Finally, after several hours, Tony had me on all fours, gritting his teeth, taking me hard from behind.
He let out a long, soulful moan. I pushed away, rolling to my back in front of him, and grabbed his cock by the base, stroking it with my pussy juices as lubrication.
My mouth went on his cockhead and I waited. Jacking his cock a few more times, I felt him tense up. It erupted in my mouth; spurt after spurt of semen filled my mouth to the brim. I swallowed several times to get it all down my throat.
Tony grinned, "You know where I am, if you want this again."
I nodded, putting my robe back on. I did want him again. I asked myself what had gotten into me, what was wrong with me as I walked back to my room.
I felt utterly foolish climbing back in bed with Michael. I glanced at the alarm clock next to the bed. It was 5:05 am.
I reasoned that it was a one-time thing. A fluke even. It was experimenting with a black man. Michael was my true love, my high school sweet heart, and now husband. I decided I'd never see Tony again.
Chapter 3
Five hours later, Tony was in my room, and I was bouncing up and down on his black dick, screaming as I climaxed again.
I lied to Michael, telling him I didn't feel well. I encouraged him to go scuba diving with the group that was heading out. I told him we'd meet for lunch.
Tony fucked me in the shower one last time. I told him goodbye, telling him I'd never see him again. He laughed, and said "ok."
I got dressed and met Michael for lunch. We spent the rest of the day together. After dinner we took a nice walk, and then headed back to our room for sex.
I was wide awake, Michael snoring softly next to me. I glanced at the clock next to the bed; the red digital display said 12:43 am.
I put on my bathrobe, grabbed the room key and went to Tony's room.
"Oh yes!" I cried out an hour later. I was straddling Tony, and he was sucking my tits harder than anyone ever has.
"This is so wrong!" I managed to get out between climaxes. Tony ignored my comment, grunting as he fucked me senselessly all night.
I arrived back in bed with Michael at 5:29 am.
I knew it wouldn't end, I knew I'd keep sneaking off with Tony whenever I got a chance -- and I did. Michael and I would have sex in the afternoon. I'd take a nap to rest up for sneaking out later that night to see Tony. Michael and I would return to our room later that evening, have sex, and go to bed. I'd wait for him to fall asleep and go see Tony.
He'd fuck me all night and I'd return to our room the next morning. Each morning I arrived later and later each time.
On the day before we left, I arrived so late that morning that Michael was up. "Where were you?" he asked.
"Oh, uh, I was checking out the breakfast bar," I lied.
"In your bathrobe? And did you just get out of the shower?" Michael asked, noticing my hair and skin were wet. Not telling him I was drenched with sweat from all-night sex, I lied again.
"Yep, I came back thinking I should change instead of wearing this," I said.
"Oh ok, I was going to shower and check it out myself."
"I'll join you! I don't mind showering again," I smiled.
"Sure!"
A few minutes later, Michael pulled his cock out of my pussy, and ejaculated all over my ass in the shower. I smiled, turned around, and kissed him.
The next morning, hours before our plane was due to return us home, Tony gently laid me down on my back, his tongue swirling around inside my mouth.
"I guess I'll never see you again after we leave here," I said, ending the sensual kiss. Tony spent most of the night making love to me, eating out my pussy, sucking my tits, instead of relentless fucking.
"Where do you live?" he asked, kissing on my neck.
"Jacksonville, Florida."
"I live in Tampa. We'll see each other again, don't worry," he assured me.
We exchanged phone numbers and addresses. I said goodbye, returned to my room. Five minutes later, Michael woke up and showered. I joined him, letting the hot water wash Tony's and my sweat off our skin. Michael turned me around, penetrating me for a few minutes before cumming on my ass again.
He never once asked about my pussy being so loose and stretched out. Perhaps he thought he had done that. He didn't.
*
Four years later I had my first child with Michael, a son named Zack. Four years after that, we had a daughter named Ashley.
In all that time I never heard from Tony. I forgot about him. Up until Zack was born, I would masturbate, always picturing Tony above me, his muscles glistening as he took me over and over.
Zack became the new love of my life -- my precious boy. Then four years later, Ashley was added to that. Both looked like me, dark hair, and dark eyes.
Two years after Ashley was born, I received a letter in the mail. It was postmarked Tampa Bay, Florida. My heart skipped a beat.
Tearing it open, I saw a brief handwritten letter from Tony. "I would never forget a pussy as good as yours. Come see me in Tampa."
I couldn't believe it. I had moved on. I recently celebrated my 10 year anniversary with Michael. Memories from my honeymoon flooded my thoughts. All that sex, all those orgasms with Tony. Just like during my masturbatory fantasies years prior, I told myself if I ever heard from Tony, I would go see him.
I looked at my naked body in the mirror. I didn't look bad. My breasts were still nice, a handful, didn't sag too much. Plus, while not in amazing shape, no one could tell I had two small children. I smiled at my reflection.
I took off from work, saying an emergency came up. I told Michael a friend we knew in high school was very sick and I needed to visit her.
"But you haven't talked to her in years, Joanne," he noted.
"I know! I feel horrible, and now that's she sick I need to see her before she passes away," I lied once more. "She lives in Tampa, I'll be gone for a week."
I left the next morning. I carried an empty suitcase with me, kissed Michael and the kids goodbye and off I drove.
I made the trip in a little over three hours. I wondered why I never took off to see Tony in the last decade like this. I suppose what little conscience I had, prevented me from reaching out to him.
When I arrived, I didn't bother asking about what he's been up to, I didn't ask how he's been or why I hadn't heard from him. None of that mattered. The only thing I cared about was getting his black cock inside me.
I rode him for the next six hours. Tony sat up, rolled over, and got on top. He'd grunt as he worked, the bed slamming against the wall. Then he did it. He moaned and came inside me, filling my white pussy with what it craved most -- black cum.
It was four in the afternoon when he stopped. "Get some clothes on, my son will be home soon," he told me.
I had no idea he had a son. Of course I really didn't know much about Tony at all. We didn't talk much, we only had sex.
I met 15-year-old TJ that day, 20 years ago. He was a nice kid, polite, quiet. He seemed to have a crush on me. But I couldn't say for sure. We talked about school, hobbies and so on for about an hour.
"Hit the garage, before supper," Tony ordered TJ. I watched his son leave to go lift weights in their makeshift home gym. Tony was lifting me a few minutes later. We were in the kitchen, I was straddling Tony; he was standing at the sink, bouncing me up and down. I tried my best to be quiet so TJ wouldn't hear us from the garage.
Tony didn't last long. He erupted inside me again. He set me down, cum oozing out of my pussy. I got my clothes back on and offered to fix supper. He nodded and I got to it.
That night Tony came inside me over and over again. The next day TJ went to school, Tony stayed home from work, taking a vacation too, and filled my pussy over and over again.
On my last day there, I was exhausted, out of breath, while Tony pumped his seed into me one last time before my drive home.
I became pregnant with Laura on that visit.
Chapter 4
Michael thought the baby was his. But I knew as soon as a black baby came out of me, Michael would find out. I didn't care at this point.
I kept going to Tampa fairly regularly. The months passed, my belly grew larger, and Tony kept fucking me. I loved those weekend trips. I loved how he'd grab my pregnant belly, wrapping his big arms around it, and pummel my pussy at the same time. He knew the baby was his and didn't care.
The last two months of the pregnancy I didn't drive to visit Tony. I told Michael the friend I was supposedly visiting passed away.
I was happy to meet Laura. She was a healthy, normal baby. I smiled at her face when I held her for the first time; Michael was having a nervous breakdown. I'm not sure; I wasn't really paying attention to him. I'm sure he was able to figure out the baby wasn't his.
I don't know why I didn't leave Michael. I supposed I wanted some kind of normalcy for the kids. Either way, Michael forgave me and offered me a "three strikes" deal.
I thought it was ridiculous, but I went along with it. If he learned of my cheating three more times, then we would divorce.
I focused on Laura for the next two years. I didn't forget Tony, but part of me felt that it was over. I cheated, I got pregnant, and now I'm over it; I'll focus on my family from now on.
When Laura was two, I got pregnant again from Michael. This time with twins. Jada and Rena, non-identical, fraternal twins were born.
Once again, I had babies to focus on. I had trouble losing the weight from them, but I worked out as much as I could, eating right along the way. In the back of my mind was Tony, should I ever see him again.
During this time we moved to a larger house. I sent a letter to Tony, giving him my new address, thinking I'd probably never hear from him again.
It was Laura's tenth birthday when I got a letter from Tony. He wanted to see me. I closed my eyes, holding the letter to my chest. I couldn't wait.
There was just one problem. Tony said he was coming to visit me.
This is when strike one occurred.
I faked being sick to avoid going out with Michael and the kids. I suggested they go to the restaurant alone.
I knew Michael would catch me, but I had three strikes. I was willing to get a strike one for sex with the black man I loved so much.
Did I love him? I asked myself as I rode his cock on my bed. I did. I loved his body, his cock, and the way he fucked me. I even told him after I climaxed the first time. He told me he loved me too. I smiled and kept on riding him.
Michael walked in on us. He heard us going at it and told the kids to go back and get in the car. He entered the house alone.
"Strike one?" I asked. I was on all fours at this point and Tony was behind me.
Michael solemnly nodded. Tony pulled out, got dressed and left. I replaced the bed sheets and after tucking the kids in, I went to bed alone; Michael slept on the couch.
In those few days he slept on the couch, I snuck off to fuck Tony at his hotel room.
The second strike came a year later. We were at the beach, staying in a beach house Michael's employer let us use for vacation. It was a huge house. It had a nice swimming pool and even a small greenhouse for exotic plants.
I realized that not only did I love Tony, but I loved black cock in general. So I found one. He was a nice kid, 18, just graduated from high school. I can't remember his name now. I think it started with a "J." It might've been Jamal.
Anyway, he was at the beach with his family. I spotted him a couple days earlier. I smiled, I waved, and I eventually talked to him. He was so nervous, but sweet.
Little did he know that the next day an older white woman would be bouncing up and down on his cock as he sat in a chair in a greenhouse, while her husband and kids were at the beach.
We were dripping sweat, he was squeezing my ass. Michael walked in on us. Jamal's face lit up with fear.
"Strike two," Michael said, slamming the door closed.
"Uh, um, I should go," the teenager said.
"Nope. I'm not done," I told him.
I rode his young, black cock until I came all over it a few minutes later. I went to my knees, took him in my mouth, and sucked the cum out of him. It was so delicious.
"Now you can leave," I smiled at him.
I left the greenhouse, walked to the pool and dove in. I swam to the other side, got out, wrapped a towel around my naked body and went inside. I flipped through a magazine on the couch, ignoring Michael.
Chapter 5
My third strike happened the following summer. It was Tony once again.
I was where I belonged, riding that gorgeous black dick in my bed, when Michael discovered us once more.
This was the fifth or sixth time Tony visited. I was usually successful in sneaking around, but this last and final time, Tony and I were caught in bed again.
Michael stood at the entrance of the bedroom, hands on his head, a distraught look on his face.
Tony chuckled, "Strike three?" he asked Michael.
"Oh yes!" I said, as another orgasm approached, while on top of Tony. I looked over my shoulder and extending my middle finger to Michael.
Tony and I were married as soon as possible. I got the kids; Michael wanted nothing to do with any of us.



I moved to Tampa and in with Tony. TJ was in his late 20s, living in Atlanta, and was a police officer by this time. I saw him during the holidays, and I still think he had a crush on me. We'd talk endlessly when we saw each other. He was so very sweet to me.
Sex with Tony was a near constant for the first few years. It dwindled some, I figured it was our age, but when it happened it was incredible as always.
It took eight years for karma to get me. My twin girls, 18, betraying me, sleeping with my husband, Tony.
I kicked them out of the house. I dragged the girls out by their hair and threw their luggage at them. Who knows what they're doing now. They're probably back at the house having a three-way. It serves me right. This is my punishment.
My thoughts were interrupted by a moan -- a deep moan. It was TJ in the shower.
He told me he'd do anything for me. He told me he didn't mind if I stayed here. He said he'd protect me from Tony if he had to. He told me to let him know if I needed anything.
I slowly stood from his bed. I removed my shirt, I tweaked my erect nipples. I stepped out of my pants, sliding my thong down next. I glided my hand over my toned stomach. There was something I needed -- I needed black cock.
TJ was initially startled when I entered the shower. I ran my hands over his body, admiring it. I found his cock; it looked so much like Tony's, big, powerful. I went to my knees, before him.
"Joanne," he said.
"I need this," I said, licking his cock.
"Then it's yours."
Just what I wanted to hear. I moaned as I sucked his cock, slowly weaving my head back and forth over it.
All the anger at myself, the sadness caused by my twin's and Tony's actions, seemed to drift away as I sucked TJ's cock in the shower.
I sucked him so long, the water started going cold. When it did, TJ turned off the shower, picked me up and carried me to his bed.
Another way he showed me he's like his father -- his stamina. He fucked me so good; so long. I wished Tony was more like his son. If he was I'd still be married to Tony, I'd still be making love to him. TJ was all the good things that Tony wasn't.
As we rolled around bed, TJ thrusting into me for hours on end, I knew it was wrong. I knew it was yet another horrible thing I was doing -- but I didn't care. I needed it. I needed him at that moment.
I was on top of him, arching my back, my hands on his chest, while he nursed from my breasts. I was on all fours, his hands roaming over my back, my tits jiggling from each impact. I was on my back, kissing him, my legs wrapped around him, holding him in place.
It went on and on and on.
The next morning, he was holding my body against his dark chocolate frame. We were talking about my plans. I couldn't stay with him, Tony could show up looking for me and I wanted nothing to do with him. So ironic, all those years ago, Michael wanted nothing to do with me or the kids -- I suppose I can empathize with him now.
It still doesn't change things. All the cheating and wrongdoing I've done will never be erased.
The next couple days were spent in bed with TJ. He asked off work for emergency family issues. Since he moved back to Tampa several months ago, he felt unsure if he should ask off for time so soon. He's always been a hard worker. Those doubts were quelled when I lovingly began servicing his cock with my mouth again, putting into motion two days of near constant lovemaking.
By the end of the week, I hadn't heard from Tony. TJ had a few times. He lied to his father to keep my whereabouts secret.
My bags were packed, I was moving on. I was staying in Atlanta for a couple weeks, then head to Jacksonville, where a sister lived. No, Michael doesn't still live there, I have no idea where he is. Being in Atlanta would throw Tony off my scent, as he'd assume I'd head to Jacksonville first. When things died down, and the paperwork was filed, I knew Tony wouldn't try to get me back.
He had my daughters.
When I arrived at my sisters in Jacksonville, I told my other children about what happened. I kept in touch with TJ regularly. He even visited a couple times. Maybe we'll be together one day, who knows.
For now I'm here, back in Jacksonville, adjusting to a new life. I go to weekly counseling sessions, they've been helpful. I'm enjoying seeing family I haven't seen in a while, and focusing on exercising to keep myself occupied.
I'm hoping I've paid for my sins; hoping karma is done with me. Only time will tell.
Epilogue
"How could you!" Laura stormed into her father Tony's, bedroom. It was the day after Joanne kicked him and the twins out. As she suspected, they returned, while Joanne was staying with TJ.
Tony said nothing, having just gotten out of the shower, standing with a towel wrapped around his waist. Laura approached him again, tears in her eyes.
"How could you hurt mom like this!" she pushed him, he barely budged.
"How could you!" she screamed once more, her hands hitting his massive chest repeatedly.
Tony said nothing, letting his daughter take out her anger on him. Laura, crying, finally calmed down. She backed away and made her way to the open bedroom door.
"Laura," Tony calmly spoke up.
She turned around to face her father.
"How could I?" he asked. Tony undid the towel, letting it fall, revealing his massive cock. "It was easy."
Laura looked on with shock, her eyes drinking in Tony's body; his tree trunk legs, six pack abs, huge chest and arms, then his cock. Her eyes became transfixed on his long, thick, black cock.
She gulped, took a deep breath and turned back around toward the door. Laura took one step forward then stopped. She slowly backed up, and closed the bedroom door.
Facing her father once more, Laura's eyes studied Tony's naked body again. A small, seductive small came over her face. She licked her lips and walked toward him.




*** Part 3: Laura ***
One year, two months later. February.
Chapter 1
Denise brought her mouth to Ulysses', her tongue slowly lapping at his thick, full lips. She was straddling him on the couch, having just come down from yet another orgasm his beautiful black cock had given her.
Her house was devoid of furniture -- save for the couch and a mattress. Denise was in Miami preparing her former home for sale, thinking she'd be there alone. However, her friend, a fitness model named Ulysses happened to be in town that weekend. He called, they met up, they had dinner, she invited him in, and they fucked.
Hours and hours Denise worshipped his body. Dragging her tongue over his chest, his six pack abs, thighs, and cock. She rode him to many orgasms, her body a sweaty mess.
Ulysses smiled at Denise while she licked his lips. He opened his mouth, his tongue meeting hers, swirling around each other. Then she sucked it, sucked it just like she would his bulbous black cockhead, moaning. She closed her mouth around his, her tongue gliding around and around, his doing the same, Denise almost cumming again.
She rested her hands on his muscular chest, breaking the kiss. "I love you."
"Denise," Ulysses said.
"No, I mean it. I may not love you as much or in the same way as Devin," Denise said, referring to the woman formerly known as Ulysses' stepmother, a woman he's been making love to since his teen years.
"But I do," she said, rising up, Ulysses' cock sliding out of her.
Denise moaned, kissing his neck, "I love this face."
She kissed his neck, sliding down his body, kissing his stomach, "I love this body."
She arrived at his erect cock, on her knees, stroking it, licking his balls, his shaft, engulfing the tip, "I love this cock."
"Because I'm black?"
"Well, not entirely. There's something about this dark chocolate perfection of yours. But that's not all to it," She replied, continuing her oral work.
Denise stood, the brunette headed to the kitchen, "I still can't believe you haven't cum yet."
Ulysses chuckled, watching her hourglass, white body walk to the kitchen. She retrieved two water bottles, offering Ulysses one. "Drink up. We're taking a break before another round. I need to check the mailbox. It's probably overflowing."
She put on one of Ulysses' large t-shirts, "Just like my pussy will be when you finally fill me up."
Heading outside, down the long driveway, Denise removed the t-shirt, swinging it around above her head. "I love black dick!" she sang to herself, walking nude down the driveway. She put the shirt back on just as she reached its end in the event someone was out this late at night.
The mailbox was full, Denise shaking her head, pulling all the junk mail out. One item caught her eye. The street light illuminating an address and name she recognized. Laura, her cousin from Tampa. Denise found it odd to get a letter from the 21-year-old as they weren't all that close. She shrugged, curiosity overtaking her and tore open the envelope to read the letter.
Denise read the hand scribbled, hastily written letter.
"Denise, I don't even know if you still live at this address. I don't care; I need to tell someone, and can't tell my mom. If you live here and are reading this, please have an open mind, and please consider helping me and my sisters.
Tony and I have been involved sexually for around a year now. The second I saw him naked it was over. His long, black cock - I couldn't resist.
My sisters were already involved with him. He added me to the group. I can't tell you how many times he took me to bed, how many marathon sex sessions we had. I've never cum so hard and so much as I did with him inside me. I loved it, I was addicted to him. I lost my job, I lost my apartment, and I was in his basement. I was trapped there, and never wanted to leave. It was endless sex with him.
My sisters and I took turns with him. I'd watch the three of them go at it for hours, and then I would have a turn.
Tony won't allow us to leave. My sisters are happy to stay, but when I saw that this would be my life - his black cock inside me, riding him, cumming on and with him, I had to leave. I left him. I'm making my way to Miami to your place.
Please don't hate me. I know how wrong all of this was. That's one reason I no longer refer to him as my dad - he's Tony to me now.
If you are there, I just need a place to hide and figure out how to rescue my sisters from his spell."
Denise's mouth hung open. No wonder her cousin Laura, couldn't tell her mother, Denise's Aunt Joanne about all this.
She slowly made her way back to the house, figuring out what to do next. Ulysses with boxers on, the tip of his cock poking out of the bottom, lying against his thigh, stopped her.
"I think there's someone in your house. Wait here, I'm going to call the cops," Ulysses whispered.
"No, wait. I think I know who it is," Denise sighed, heading inside. Ulysses was skeptical but followed her. She asked where he heard a noise; Ulysses indicated something was moving around in the basement.
Denise opened the basement door, turned on a light and called out down the stairs. "Laura? Is that you, sweetie? It's ok, just read your letter."
Denise smiled when she saw a light-brown, half-black, half-white, 21-year-old, her hair frizzy and wild, peep around the corner.
"Hi," she said; her face sad and embarrassed at the same time.
"It's a good thing the alarm system doesn't work anymore. Come upstairs," Denise motioned her to follow.
Chapter 2
Laura was apologetic, explaining she had nowhere to go, how she drove from Tampa after her father went to sleep, how she had been hiding in Denise's old home's basement for two days.
Laura was stuffing her face, Denise sitting on Ulysses' lap watching Laura devour leftovers from Denise's earlier meal.
Laura continued her story, explaining how her half-sisters, 18-year-old twins Jada and Rena, worshiped their former stepfather Tony, more so after their mother left him. "It's like he's mind controlling them," Laura said, tears welling up in her eyes. "Like he did me for the past year. I was so stupid."
"No, it's fine, Laura. It's over now," Denise patted Laura's hand from across table.
"You don't think I'm sick? I do, I mean, Tony's my father and there was so much sex, and," Laura said.
"Stop," Denise interrupted her. "Let's not go into that. I don't think you're sick."
"He held us captive. I had to leave. I had to escape. I'm sure he doesn't know of your address. I figured I'd be safe here."
"You are, trust me, you are," Denise smiled.
"I want to help my sisters leave. But I don't think they want to."
"What about TJ?" Ulysses piped up.
"How do you know my brother?" Laura asked.
"We share the same mom," Ulysses smiled.
"Oh right! My dad was married before he married my mother."
"You never told me that you were related to TJ," Denise said, turning to face Ulysses. "He's my, or was, a half-cousin, I guess, by marriage. I think that's right."
"Yeah, not really blood related" Laura confirmed. "As for you and TJ, I guess I see the resemblance," she added looking at the shirtless Ulysses' dark-brown, muscular frame. She blushed and looked away.
Denise grinned discreetly, watching her cousin Laura, look away from Ulysses.
"Can TJ do anything? I know he's not a cop anymore, but he doesn't live too far away," Ulysses asked again.
Laura shook her head. "Since mom and Tony split, I haven't seen him. He cut our dad out of our life for how horrible he was to my mom -- cheating on her with her daughters, his stepdaughters. I should've done the same, I should've ran, but -- "
"Laura, please, it's ok," Denise comforted her from across the table, stopping the flow of tears. Leaning forward, Denise flexed her ass cheeks on Ulysses' lap.
"Tony is a huge, muscular black man. They are incredibly hard to resist," Denise said, smiling, feeling Ulysses' erection in between her bare butt cheeks.
Laura shook thoughts of a long, black cock, spraying semen all over and focused. "TJ, he may let me stay there should I return. I just felt so awkward about it, I couldn't confess what I had been doing with my father, his father."
"I want to save my sisters," Laura added. "I guess to do it, I'll have to return to Tampa."
"We will, all of us," Denise said, volunteering a confused Ulysses.
"We will?" Laura asked.
"Sure! We're family. I think we should head to Tampa, stay with TJ, and figure something out. Should we call the police though?" Denise asked.
"Won't help. My sisters don't want to leave. I'd have to drag them out," Laura guessed. "They are addicted to that man. I have to save them though."
"We can figure something out when we get to TJ's," Ulysses said. "I haven't seen my best bud in a while."
"I'm not your best bud?" Denise pouted.
"Well, best female bud," Ulysses added, loving the feeling of Denise's flexing ass on his boxer shorts covered cock.
"Let's rest up. Laura we'll help you. I'm glad you caught me here. I'm putting this house up for sale and any other time I might not be here! Follow me. The guest room still has a bed in it," Denise stood, pulling her large t-shirt down a bit, covering her bare ass. Ulysses adjusted his erection.
"Here we are," Denise said, arriving at a guest room. Thoughts of riding Ulysses' black cock all night entered her mind, however, Denise had a better idea.
Laura thanked her older cousin, and sat on the edge of the bed in the mostly empty room, running her hands through her wild hair.
A few minutes later, back in Denise's bedroom, Ulysses' fingers were running through Denise's thick mane of dark hair. He was lying back on her bed, watching her kiss and lick her way down to his cock.
"Mmm, that's it. I love your white pussy," Ulysses joked, calling back to his and Denise's exchange earlier in the evening.
He grabbed her face, kissing her tenderly while she stroked his long dick. "I love you too."
"Good. But you can't have me tonight," Denise said, tongue kissing her friend.
He laughed, "Why not?"
"Laura," Denise said. "She could use this more than me tonight."
"I don't know about that. If TJ found out her and I slept together - "
"He may not blame her for being unable to resist you," Denise said, looking over his perfect, chocolate body. "Just like she was unable to resist her dad."
Ulysses gazed into Denise's golden brown eyes, pausing for a moment, "What will do you while I'm with her?"
"Oh I'll think of something," Denise winked. "Wait here. Stay naked."
A moment later, Denise returned with Laura, her eyes fixated on Ulysses' nude body, lounging on the bed.
Denise retrieved her luggage and a dress she brought with her. "You two enjoy yourselves, I'll see you in the morning."
Laura stepped closer to Ulysses, her eyes on his long, erect cock. In the presence of a black cock, she instinctively removed her clothes.
"Have you ever been with a non-white woman before?" Laura quietly asked, stepping closer to the bed, Ulysses smiling at her hourglass frame.
"I've been with a few Latinas, but it's mostly been white women."
Laura climbed onto the bed, her hands roaming all over Ulysses' thighs, moaning when she grabbed his erection.
"You've never been with a black woman?" Laura asked.
"Never. It just hasn't happened. You're half-black, so you'd be the closest I've ever gotten to my own race," Ulysses said, watching Laura practically salivate over his cock.
"Tony always told me, during breaks from fucking me, that I had the best of both worlds; I loved black dick like a white woman, and was crazy in bed like a black woman. I thought he was full of crap. I just know I loved, maybe still do, his black cock."
"Show me how much you love it," said Ulysses.
"Gladly," Laura said, opening her mouth, her big, full lips wrapping over Ulysses' cockhead, both her hands, circling and jacking his long, black pole.
"Shit," Ulysses whispered, watching Laura work, her cheeks indenting from her powerful sucks of his cock.
"Yes," Laura whispered, drool coming out of her mouth, coating his cock. She slid one hand down to her engorged clit, furiously rubbing it while she sucked Ulysses' dick.
"That's it, just like that," Ulysses said, holding Laura's head, his fingers combing through her hair.
She picked up the pace, her head bobbing up and down, in sync with her strokes. Her other hand working her clit just as fast.
A minute later, she popped his cock out of her mouth, arched her back, and climaxed the first of many for the night. Ulysses smiled, watching Laura's face contort with pleasure.
"You're beautiful," he said.
"So, so are you," Laura replied, out of breath. "Are you ready?"
"Come and get it."
Denise was in the hall bathroom, fixing her hair, adjusting her dress in the mirror. "Guess it's back to my first plan for the Miami visit -- go on the prowl for black cock. Ulysses will be busy with her all night."
"Ah shit!" Ulysses cried out, struggling to keep himself from cumming. Laura was straddling him, bouncing up and down on his cock.
"Is, is, my pussy good?" she asked in between bounces.
"Yes!"
"Better than a white woman's?" she asked.
"No," Ulysses stopped her, pulling her in for a hard kiss. He rolled over, going on top, Laura's feet locking behind his back. "Everyone feels the same on the inside."
He stabbed her with his cock, "You feel amazing."
Ulysses thrust hard several more times, the bed banging against the wall.
"So, so, do you, ahh!" Laura cried.
"Cum for me again," Ulysses ordered, propping himself up on the headboard, slamming into her.
"Ahhh!" she screamed, cumming, her pussy quivering on his cock.
Ulysses sat back, pulling her up to straddling him. "Grind and ride me as long as you can."
***
The men's room of the club Denise went to was disgusting. Some lights worked, some didn't, and some flickered. One of the sinks had a leaky faucet. All the urinals were either cracked, dripping, or needed a thorough cleaning. The floor was horrible. It had cigarette butts, ashes, and a few spots where men spit. Small urine puddles were around each urinal and toilet caused by drunken patrons that "missed." A couple of the toilets were clogged. Several of the bathroom stall doors didn't close all the way. Each stall had graffiti or obscene messages written in permanent markers covering its walls.



The very last of several stalls had an unflushed, nasty, toilet. It dripped water behind it, which gathered on the floor, creating a small puddle. The top of the toilet had ashes from cigarettes, and a blunt of marijuana resting on it. It hadn't been cleaned in, what looked like, weeks. The seat was up; there were pee stains and pubic hair. Typical of a poorly run, rarely cleaned, bar or club.
"FUCK ME!" Denise commanded as a huge black man, named Rodney, she found within minutes of arriving, threw the stall door open and roughly sat her down on top of the toilet.
"Oh yeah? You want this dick?" he asked as he was pulling his tucked shirt out of his pants.
"Mmhmm," Denise moaned as she grabbed his face and stuck her tongue into his mouth.
Her head bobbed back and forth and she sucked his tongue. "Mmm your tongue is bigger than my ex-husband's cock."
Rodney nodded, watching Denise suck him to full strength. She smiled, stood and turned around, pulling her dress up for him.
She moaned when Rodney entered her from behind. Denise loved black dick too, just like her cousin, like all the women in her family.
Chapter 3
Hours passed, it was approaching dawn and Ulysses was holding Laura as she came again. Her sweaty body was numb and limp, temporarily forgetting her troubles with her father and sisters.
Ulysses guided her to her back, gently rolled her onto her tummy. He brought her hips up, to his face, and dove in. His tongue licking all over her ass cheeks and crack; occasionally dipping down, and licking pussy juices off her.
Setting her back down, he grabbed the base of his cock and guided it inside Laura. She nearly came again when Ulysses settled in, his entire cock unable to fit its length inside her.
Running his hands all over her tired back and body, he slowly thrust in and out of her, working toward his own orgasm -- finally.
Laura was used to this, Tony was capable of marathon fucking sessions almost every day.
Her hair no longer wild and frizzy, but straight due to sweat, Laura came again. Ulysses pulled her up by her hair, her head turning to kiss him.
"Where do you want it?" he asked, looking into her green eyes. Flashbacks of Tony spraying his cum all over her face, tummy, and back entered her mind.
"My mouth," she answered.
Ulysses nodded, sitting back on his knees, letting Laura drink from him. He nearly came when she turned around and engulfed his cock.
He moaned, feeling his cock pump and spurt cum into her mouth. Laura sucked and sucked, wanting to get every last drop his black balls could produce.
When Laura was done, Ulysses lay back on the bed, his arms extending to pull her against him. He held her light-brown body against his and drifted off to sleep.
A few hours later, eight am, Ulysses was in the shower. Denise, after her own wild night, joined him, pulling him in for hard kiss.
"She's asleep?" Denise asked.
"Yes," Ulysses answered, picking Denise up, her legs wrapping around him, his cock sliding inside.
"We'll take turns driving to Tampa. We can nap at TJ's this afternoon," Denise said.
"I'll take the first driving shift, since I'm guessing you didn't sleep at all."
"I didn't."
"You're a bad woman," Ulysses joked, driving his cock deep inside her.
"I love black cock. But yours is my favorite," Denise smiled, kissing him.
"Thanks," he chuckled.
***
A few hours later, Denise nearing the end of her driving shift, glanced in the rearview mirror. She watched Laura and Ulysses stir, waking up. Denise smiled seeing her cousin glance longingly toward Ulysses' crotch.
Denise cleared her throat, "Laura, if you want to suck it go right ahead. You don't have to be shy in front of me. Go ahead, just save some for me."
Laura nodded, smiling awkwardly. Denise watched Ulysses lean back in the seat, Laura's head bobbing up and down.
Later that afternoon, they were greeted by another huge, muscular black man -- TJ, Tony's son, Laura's half-brother. He was Ulysses' half-brother too, but on their mother's side.
Laura and TJ hadn't seen or spoken to one another since Tony was caught cheating with his former step-daughters. Laura went to confront her father that day, saw him naked, fell under his spell, and had been his sexual captive ever since.
TJ vehemently suggested they call the police. He wasn't a cop anymore, but he assured Laura that would be the best route.
Laura wouldn't listen. She told TJ her sisters would act like nothing is wrong, the cop that went by would see everything was fine, reply over the radio and that'd be the end of it.
TJ nodded his head, "How do you know that Laura?"
"Because they want to be there, trapped in his basement, his sex slaves."
"Why?"
"I know firsthand what he's like. How controlling, how," Laura paused, tears welling up, "how pleasurable he is."
"Laura are you saying you and him,"
"Yes. I was there for over a year. I went to confront him, he disrobed in front of me, I couldn't resist."
TJ got up from the table, heading to the kitchen, "That's our father."
"I know," Laura cried. "Which is why I want your help, to save Jada and Rena."
TJ paused, letting this sink in. "I just can't deal with him or all that. What happened, what they did to your poor mother."
"TJ," Denise piped up, "Joanne is doing fine now. She's happier than ever after leaving Tony. She talks about her kids, hoping they'll come see her. Trust me. If what Laura is saying is true, please help us get Jada and Rena away from your father."
TJ shook his head, running his hands over his smooth, shaved head. "You can use my place to stay here, as a safe haven, but I can't see him."
"I understand, and thank you," Laura said.
"How do you plan on getting them out anyway?"
Denise smiled, thinking of her plan. She went over how she'd go visit Tony and pretend she had no idea he and her aunt had divorced. She'll act shocked, perhaps showing sympathy for him, maybe even inviting him out to dinner. Laura and Ulysses would sneak in and get the twins out. Laura admitted sneaking out from a window in the basement; she hoped the twins could be convinced to do the same.
Chapter 4
Tony was sliding his cock in and out of Jada and Rena. The girls were on all fours, Tony switching from one to the other after a few minutes. He heard his door bell ring. Confused as to who it could be this late at night, he peeped out the small basement window. Shrouded by darkness, he saw a busty brunette in a sexy, tight dress.
"Is that?" Tony wondered. "Denise? I haven't seen that bitch in a few years. Stay here and stay quiet," Tony ordered the twins.
He put on a robe, covering himself, and headed upstairs to answer.
"Hi, Tony!" Denise smiled widely.
"Denise, hey," Tony looked over her, confused by her presence.
"You're probably wondering why I'm here. I was in town and thought I'd see if Joanne wanted to go out."
Tony chuckled, "I guess you haven't heard."
"Heard what?"
"Joanne and I divorced. She moved up north somewhere."
"Oh no!" Denise pretended not to know. "I'm so sorry. I had no idea."
"It's fine."
"Geez, I was going to take her out and catch up."
"You can come in if you like," Tony said.
Denise looked him up and down and followed him inside. "So very easy," she thought to herself.
She sat next to him on the couch, patting his thigh. "Ugh, such a shame you two split up. I'm out of the loop, I wished I had known."
She rubbed his thigh, "Poor guy, you're here all alone."
"Heh, it's not so bad."
"I bet it isn't. I mean, look at you, you probably have several girlfriends!"
Tony chuckled, "No."
"So you're a single man," Denise shook her head, looking down. "Gosh."
"Something wrong?"
"Just my mind spinning."
"About?"
"Here I am, alone with a big, gorgeous black man. Given my addiction, that could be a problem," Denise said.
"Addiction?" Tony knew what she meant.
"To black cock. I know you used to be married to my aunt, but I don't care!" Denise laughed. She threw her leg over Tony, straddling him, grabbing his face. "Let's fuck."
Ulysses was looking in from the front window, careful not to be seen. He saw Tony, stand with Denise straddling him and disrobed. The naked man walked out of the living room to the stairs.
"Let's go. I think the door was left unlocked, at least I hope," Ulysses whispered.
"Follow me," Laura motioned.
Kissing frantically, Tony entered his bedroom upstairs, avoiding the basement so Denise wouldn't find out who was down there.
"Give me that pussy," Tony demanded as he slammed her on the bed, pulling at her dress, forcefully removing it. She wasn't wearing a bra or underwear.
"Give me that dick," Denise countered, rising up, jumping back in Tony's arms, sticking her tongue in his mouth.
"Shh, careful," Laura whispered, tiptoeing through the kitchen toward the basement door.
Slowly opening, revealing darkness, she entered with Ulysses behind her.
The steps creaked, causing Laura to panic, hoping not to draw attention to them. She had nothing to fear. Her father was too busy.
"Yes! Fuck me!" Denise yelled, Tony slamming her against the wall, knocking a small lamp off the table next to them.
Back at the bottom of the stairs, Laura saw a single candle in the corner, her twin half-sisters there, naked, cuddling. They saw someone approach, having heard them travel down the stairs.
As Laura got closer, she could see their faces better; it looked like tears had been streaming down them.
Tony was behind Denise now, grabbing her big tits, merciless taking her from behind. "Yessss, yesss, give me that big black dick!" she ordered. A book fell off the shelf next to the bed.
"Laura?" Rena said.
"I'm here. Let's go."
"Go?" Jada asked.
"Yes, we're leaving this place, leaving Tony. Mom will be happy, please, let's go," Laura said.
"It's safe," Ulysses added. The twins glanced at him.
"He's here to help, but we need to hurry."
"Ahh! Ahh!" Denise was cumming, screaming. Tony pulled out from behind, pushing her over, he slapped her.
"Ooh, you want to be rough with me?" Denise asked, wiping her mouth. "Come and get it!" she slapped Tony, jumped on him, tackling the huge man to the bed, and then rolling off him.
"Mom will hate us, after what we've done," Jada said.
"No she won't. She was upset, hurt, but leaving Tony and getting far away will make things right. You two are crying, come on, I know you don't want this. As much as his perfect cock gave us so much pleasure, it's not right."
"He owns us," Rena said. "We belong to him."
"No we don't," Laura shook her head.
"This pussy?" Tony said, inches from Denise's face, on top of her, on the floor. "This white pussy. It's mine now."
"Oh yeah?" Denise said, clawing down his back, slapping him again, pushing him back. They rolled against the bookshelf knocking more books off it.
"This dick? This big black dick. Is mine!" Denise lied. Using the bookshelf as leverage, she squat up and down on Tony, Joanne's books left in the house, falling down on them as Denise rode his cock endlessly.
"Please come with me," Laura pleaded. "He doesn't love us. He's obsessed with us. Things can be all better if you leave now. I promise you."
"Hey," Ulysses extended his hand, smiling softly. "TJ misses you two."
"He does?" Rena asked.
"Come, let's go to his place. It's safe there," Ulysses added.
The twins nodded, took his hand and stood, naked. Laura found a blanket and wrapped it around them.
Denise and Tony were in an old rocking chair in the other corner of the bedroom. She was straddling him and coming down with all her might and weight on his cock. "Come on! Come on!" she ordered him to cum.
"Ahh!" Tony tried to hold off, struggling with each cock-milking impact of Denise's pussy.
Their concentration was broken when the chair crumpled below them into several pieces.
"Ok, shhh, let's move," Laura guided the twins to the top of the stairs, stepping out into the kitchen. "Just have be quiet and keep moving."
"Have I met my match?" Tony asked out loud, the rocking chair in several pieces below him and Denise.
"Yes!" She glared, grabbing his face kissing, him hard. Denise had no idea how long it would take for Laura and Ulysses to do their task. She needed Tony distracted.
"Now keep fucking me and don't stop. This black dick is mine!" Denise's words reignited Tony. He sat up, taking her with him, threw her over his shoulder and left his bedroom.
"I'm taking you to the basement," Tony said, Denise's plan backfired.
"No, no, wait!" she yelled.
Laura, the twins, and Ulysses, saw a huge man standing in the front door way. He came into view and nodded, it was TJ. "The cops are on the way, hurry."
Denise wiggled out of grasp, falling to the floor. She quickly jumped onto his back, trying to choke him out.
He flipped her over, sending her across the hall, landing on and smashing a small table.
"Are you crazy?" Tony glared. Something caught Tony's eyes, he turned seeing TJ rush the twins out the front door.
"No!" he yelled.
Denise was back on her feet and pushed Tony down the stairs. He toppled over, banging his head and face several times, breaking the wooden vertical columns near the bottom. He saw his pussy, his twin slaves, run down the front steps.
Tony grabbed a wooden column and chased after them. TJ blocked his exit, Tony pushed him over, out the front door. He stood over his son, in a rage, using the column as a baseball bat, trying to beat him. TJ was rolling and dodging the attacks, a voice was telling Tony to stop, yelling at him to put the weapon down. Several blows landed on TJ's shoulder, another on his thigh, when finally, they ended.
TJ's ears were ringing. He sat up, his father's lifeless body lying on the front porch. He looked to the front yard, the police officer lowered his fired weapon, TJ nodded to him.
There were several police cars parked out front. The twins were being tended to by a paramedic, so was Denise. She need a few bandages, but was otherwise fine. They removed Tony's body from the scene.
Laura, her half-sisters, her half-brother, her cousin, and new friend, were safe.
Chapter 5
A few nights later, at TJ's apartment, Laura was straddling Ulysses in the guest room. She smiled at him, he smiled back as he caressed her face.
"That was great," Laura said.
"Yes it was," Ulysses agreed.
Laura looked over to Jada and Rena. "One of you want to have another turn?"
"Let's do it together," Jada said, taking Rena's hand, smiling at Ulysses as they joined him on the bed. Laura watched her half-sisters kiss and caress Ulysses' body. She headed toward the shower; they'd no doubt join her in a little while.
Denise and TJ were sitting on the couch, enjoying some wine. The police report was done, wounds were healing.
"So you and the girls are moving to Charleston, right?" Denise asked.
"I suppose so," TJ answered.
"Joanne has talked about you a lot, she misses you."
"I miss her too."
"I know you do. You'll have so much fun there. When I told her on the phone earlier today, about everything, saying that I was bringing you home to her, you know what she said to give you?" Denise asked.
"What?"
Denise got up, standing in front of TJ. She removed her tank top, exposing braless breasts; she slid out of her shorts, revealing her bare body. She slowly straddled TJ and kissed him, moaning into his mouth.
"This, huh?" TJ chuckled, grabbing Denise's ass.
"All night," she whispered.
TJ smiled, stood, and took Denise to his bedroom. They made love for hours, just like TJ and Joanne did, long ago. Denise moaned, rolling on top him, her tits sucked by him, her body cumming over and over by him.
He licked along her neck and jaw, he slowly, methodically slid his cock in and out of her pussy from behind, running his hands through her thick, dark hair. He gently pulled her up against him, hands massaging her breasts and clit as he penetrated her all night.
"Oh TJ," she whimpered. "So good."
TJ kissed her, while rolling his hips into hers. The kiss ended, their eyes met. Denise spoke up, "All of us. Everyone in the family will service you, this body. You'll love it there."
The next night after finishing the pizzas they ordered, Laura, Jada, and Rena ended a phone call with Joanne handing the phone to TJ to speak with her. They finalized plans, all was working out.
TJ and Ulysses were cleaning the kitchen when the twins approached them. Jada whispered something to Ulysses, he nodded and motioned for Denise and Laura to follow him to the guest room.
The cousins immediately stripped and pounced playfully on Ulysses.
"TJ, Mom, told us to give you something," Rena spoke up.
"Huh?"
"Something to thank you," Jada added.
TJ watched as the twins turned around, removed their shorts, revealing their bare asses.
TJ took off his t-shirt, shorts, and boxers. He scooped the twins up and carried them to his bed.
As dawn approached, Denise and Laura were asleep in Ulysses' arms. In the other bedroom, Jada and Rena were asleep in TJ's, his hands resting on their plump bubble butts.
Laura stirred awake, so did TJ. They met in the kitchen. She was only wearing a long t-shirt, he was only wearing boxers.
They hugged each other, Laura resting her head against his muscular, dark chocolate chest.
"So glad to be moving on," she said. "All of us are, really."
"Yeah I know. Time to forgive and heal. Want some breakfast?" TJ asked his half-sister.
"Sure," Laura said, moving to the small living room. TJ cracked open some eggs.
"Maybe later though," Laura said. TJ turned around to face her, his eyes widened with shock.
Laura was standing nude, the t-shirt at her feet. She smiled and shrugged. TJ drank in her curvy, light-brown body.
He put the egg carton down, stepping out of the kitchen. He stood before his sister. TJ pulled down his boxer shorts and shrugged at her. "Might as well."
Laura's eyes were drinking in TJ's body; his tree trunk legs, six pack abs, huge chest and arms, then his cock. Her eyes became transfixed on his long, thick, black cock. He was so much like her father, but better.
A small, seductive smile came over her face. She licked her lips and walked toward him.
"If we wake them, they can join us," Laura said.
TJ caressed her face and nodded. He watched Laura go to her knees in front of him. Like all the women in her family, she loved black cock, no matter who it belonged to.
The end.
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Chapter 1
So many women he made love to. They were mothers, daughters, grandmothers, aunts, nieces, sisters, single, married, two at once, three at once, sometimes even five at once, all white, with the exception of a hand full of Latinas. They all climaxed in his arms, their pussies contracting, coating his black cock in vaginal fluids, shaking with orgasmic tremors as he held them.
He loved white women, having been around them, even raised by one, most of his life. He loved their silky soft hair, he loved the look on their face when they saw his manhood for the first time, he loved their enthusiasm to give themselves to him, he loved their moans and cries of pleasure while his massive, long, black cock was embedded in them.
He loved their sweetness, their kisses, their smiles while they serviced him. He loved them all in their own special way. There was one woman he loved the most, or thought he did, and ironically she wasn't even white. Michelle belonged to the small percentage of Latinas he had been with.
Here Ulysses found himself in Miami with her, for what he assumed was the very last time. They were both soaking wet with sweat, their muscles covered in small rivers, evident of their hours of lovemaking. Ulysses wouldn't stop, he didn't stop, cumming and filling her with semen, he kept going and going. He ignored the hypersensitive discomfort his cock felt, not looking away from her eyes, his hands gripping her waist while she straddled him, and kept thrusting upward, bringing her another orgasm and eventually, himself one. He loved listening to her cry out in his hotel room all night.
Finally he found himself exhausted. Ulysses stood off the bed, taking Michelle with him, and worked toward their final climax. She threw her head back, he looked to her six pack abs, watching them tighten, knowing she was cumming, and ejaculated for the final time. He lay the former fitness model gently down on the bed, climbing on top of one another, and began licking her. He licked her sweat from her body, he licked his own, he licked her cum engorged pussy, loving the taste of their mixed juices.
Collapsing next to her, he pulled her on top of his chiseled, dark chocolate body and held her silently until they fell asleep.
When he awoke several hours later, his fantasy had left him. It wasn't actually Michelle at all. It was Christine, a fellow model who he met for dinner that night. She knew of Michelle's situation and offered herself to Ulysses. Christine was basically a white version of Michelle; he couldn't say no.
************
Christine said goodbye later that morning, reminding him she was there for him.
Ulysses thought back to phone calls with Michelle pleading for her to rethink things. But Michelle couldn't. Her husband, in his disturbing, deranged, dark nature, committed suicide a year ago. He had fantasies of Michelle and Ulysses being together. A cum-stained magazine cover featuring Michelle and Ulysses made that clear. Mixed with his own insecurities, he took his own life. Michelle, out of guilt, thinking she could've been a better wife, not succumbing to the sexual tension between her and Ulysses, thinking she could've helped him instead of getting angry with him and cheating, didn't pursue things with Ulysses. She quit modeling, focusing on her son, making him her life.
Ulysses continued on as a fitness model, building a friendship with Christine. One final glance over her shoulder as she walked down the hotel hallway, a soft smile, Ulysses thought she filled a void -albeit temporarily.
Ulysses showered, thinking about how thankful he was to have a wonderful mother-like woman in his life named Devin. She was his former step-mother; Devin and Ulysses' father were no longer married.
After his shower, he called Devin. The 40-year-old blonde beauty encouraged him to visit more friends while traveling - one friend in particular. He inspected his slightly sore penis before dressing, knowing who Devin was suggesting; a beautiful brunette he would see later that evening.
Chapter 2
"Ahhh!" Denise cried out, throwing her head back, extending her arms to her sides, her long brown hair reaching to her butt. Ulysses grabbed one of her large breasts, bringing it to his mouth, sucking on it, moaning at its taste. After telling her about what happened with Michelle, Denise was doing her part to comfort him, temporarily filling a void, while his cock filled her pussy.
Denise shook and convulsed, bucking her hips against Ulysses, her clitoris banging against his six pack abs. "Yesss," she cried out, looking to the ceiling.
Ulysses released her breasts and watched her climax, "Beautiful," he thought - his brown hands, caressing her neck, her shoulders, finally combing through her hair as she shook. Oh how he loved watching white women cum.
When she was done with her third orgasm, she fell into him on the couch where they sat in her living room. "I love it, I love it," Denise said, out of breath, referring to Ulysses' pulsing cock pressing against her cervix.
"What about me?" Ulysses jokingly asked.
Denise chuckled, looking into his eyes, grabbing his face, her mouth enveloping his. She broke the kiss and played with his dreads, "I love you very much. If you were made of chocolate, I would eat you."
Ulysses erupted in laughter, "I've never heard that before. But thanks?" They kissed once more.
Denise was back in Miami to tie up some loose ends with the house she was selling. She was also flying to Los Angeles the next day to visit a friend - one Ulysses also knew. Her frequent phone calls with her best male friend, Ulysses, allowed them to coordinate things so Ulysses would accompany her on her trip.
As always, the two friends made love, the busty, brunette, Denise eagerly worshipping Ulysses' perfect body.
Minutes later, Denise had her hands on Ulysses' while his held her breasts from behind. He was kissing her neck, nibbling her hair, gently sliding his cock in and out of her. After several minutes, he slowly pushed her down to all fours. Denise rolled over onto her back instead, grabbed her own breasts, and arched her back. Ulysses stroked his cock a few times, pointed it at Denise, and sprayed her with semen. She moaned with delight when Ulysses' hot cum landed on her body.
Ulysses lay back on the bed, Denise not bothering to wipe herself, lying on him, rubbing his cum into both of them. She kissed and licked at his nipple, moaning at his taste, resting her head on his shoulder.
"You're going to be my travel buddy," she said.
"I know. I'm looking forward to it," Ulysses running his hands up and down her body. "So are you looking forward to seeing Wendy?"
"Mmhmm, I want to convince her to move to Charleston with Henry and me."
"And you will get to meet your son," Denise reminded him. "So we'll both be busy out there."
Ulysses nodded. He thought about the woman he impregnated, Wendy, whom he had spoken to on several occasions, practically begging her to let him support the child. She insisted she was fine and that she and her oldest son were having a wonderful time caring for the baby. There were no hard feelings or ill will. Wendy invited Ulysses to Los Angeles to at least meet the baby. Since Denise was traveling there too, they coordinated work schedules and decided to make the trip together.
The special thing about Wendy was she was Michelle's older sister. During their night of love-making a year and a half ago, Ulysses admitted his feelings toward Michelle. Wendy was sympathetic, offering Ulysses a breast to fill his mouth, her pussy filled with cum, becoming pregnant - temporarily filling the void for Ulysses.
Chapter 3
As Ulysses predicted, Denise would want to have sex on the plane, they did - twice.
Near the final stretch of their flight across the country, one of the flight attendants caught Denise's eye.
"She's been staring at you all flight. I think she knows what you and I did in the bathroom," Denise whispered.
"Oh, heh, maybe."
Denise called her over, embarrassing Ulysses. "Hi," she said to the younger, just as busty, blonde.
"Hello, may I get you something ma'am?" she asked.
"Oh, no, I'm good. Can I get you something?" Denise smiled, glancing to Ulysses' crotch.
The flight attendant blushed, picking up on what Denise was saying. She nodded, biting her bottom lip.
Fifteen minutes later, Ulysses returned to his seat, rolling his eyes.
"What's her name?" Denise asked.
"Jordan."
"Jordan," Denise called to her as she walked by. Her hair was disheveled.
"Here. That's my number and that's where we're staying," Denise handed Jordan a small card, information scribbled on it.
Jordan smiled and took it.
"Did you have to do that?" Ulysses asked.
"Yes. Now, I'm making sure you are well taken care of on our trip," Denise answered.
************
"Oh I love this cock, I love it!" Denise said in the rental car on the way to their hotel, sucking away on it merrily.
"We're here," Ulysses said. Denise took his cock out of her mouth, fixed her hair in the rearview mirror, gave him a kiss and grabbed her bags.
"Hello! Come in!" Wendy said, throwing her arms around Ulysses 45 minutes later when he and Denise arrived at her home.
He came in, was introduced to Wendy's first son, a college student named Wade. They shook hands and a moment later, Ulysses saw him. He was nearly a year old, crawling toward his biological father. Ulysses nearly broke down in tears, squatting on the floor to meet the child.
"His name is Wade," Wendy said.
"Named after his older bro?" Ulysses said, holding the child, glancing at the older Wade.
"Well," Wendy said, sliding her arm around her firstborn, "Wade is more than a brother."
Denise gave Wendy a knowing smile, putting two and two together, and knelt to play with the baby.
The next couple hours, Ulysses played with Baby Wade, rolling around the floor, letting him crawl over him. He felt joy in his heart, the heartache of not being able to have the woman he was in love with, the void of having constant sex but no wife permanently filling it.
"Wendy, please, what can I do to help you?" Ulysses said after dinner.
"Babysit!" She smiled, her arm going around the adult Wade's waist once more.
"Wow, yeah I can do that," Ulysses said.
"You'll do just fine. My sister will be here to help. Denise and I will catch up over dinner," Wendy said.
"Michelle?" Ulysses eyes perked up.
When Wendy answered with "Brandy" a sister he hadn't met, the void returned, the miniscule chance of seeing Michelle, Wendy's younger sister, flying out the window. Hope of a reunion while babysitting the son he coincidentally impregnated Michelle's sister with when she was in Miami on vacation was lost.
"Oh ok, that'll be nice to have help," Ulysses said.
************
One hour later, after Baby Wade was asleep, Brandy's light brown, Latina skin was starting to glisten with sweat. Ulysses licked between her breasts as she straddled him on the couch. His hands were squeezing her ample backside, causing her to moan once more. She had to be quiet so the baby wouldn't wake. They met each other for the first time 30 minutes prior.
"Michelle gave this cock up?" The single mother, Brandy, asked.
"Yes, her reasons made sense, somewhat," Ulysses said, sucking on one of Brandy's medium sized breasts, her eyes rolling into the back of her head.
"Oh yes! I'm cumming again," she said, wincing with pleasure, Ulysses gripping her meaty butt harder.
"Ahhh yes," Ulysses said, feeling that unmistakable vaginal contraction he feels on a near daily basis. He bucked his hips upward into Brandy a few times for good measure. He grunted, squeezing her ass again, driving his cock deep into her.
"Well everything happens for a reason," Brandy said, coming off her orgasm, still out of breath. "Love who is in your life, don't focus on who isn't. You said you were close with your stepmom? Focus on that."
"You're right," Ulysses sighed.
"I'm going to focus on this," Brandy grinned, climbing off of Ulysses, going to her knees. "Give me that cum," she commanded and began hungrily sucking away at his throbbing cock, moaning as she weaved her head back and forth on it - running her hands up Ulysses' stomach when she felt his warm seed fill her mouth. He enjoyed his first time babysitting.
"It's been awhile since I've had black dick," she smiled, licking her lips clean. "Mmm delicious"
Wendy, Wade, and Denise were home a couple hours later. Brandy said her goodbyes, giving Wendy a goofy smile. Denise and Ulysses stayed for coffee.
"I think they are going to move to Charleston with me," Denise smiled at Wade.
"What's so special about this place?" Ulysses asked.
"Um," Denise started.
"Ulysses, can we chat some?" Wendy interrupted.
"Sure," he said. He followed Wendy outside, the cool night air feeling great. Ulysses leaned against the rental car.
"I'd love to properly thank you for babysitting. Wade suggested I could if I wanted to," Wendy said.
"Oh. It's no problem. I enjoyed it. I'm enjoyed meeting him. I'd love to help anyway I can. Even if Wade is helping already," Ulysses said.
"You're very sweet. Now may I thank you?"
"Huh?" Ulysses was confused.
************
Minutes later, Wendy was squatting up and down on Ulysses' cock while he lay on the hood of the car. He watched her work, not caring if neighbors heard the commotion, grabbing her massive breasts.
"Do you still nurse the baby?" He asked, squeezing her tits, hoping there was milk in them.
"Ahh! No! Stopped a couple months ago," Wendy answered in between breaths and moans.
Several minutes later she collapsed on top of him, crying out into the night, his cock pulsing and injecting her with his seed once more.
"Are you on," Ulysses asked, hoping that maybe, just maybe he would get her pregnant once more. Perhaps she'd give him custody. He would take the baby to the east coast, filling the void in his heart, left by Michelle.
"The pill? Yes," Wendy said, kissing him passionately again.
Ulysses walked her, still naked to her door. They kissed once more, the front porch light illuminating their naked bodies. "Your oldest son, Wade, you and him are," Ulysses started to say.
"Everything to one another," Wendy interrupted him again, smiling, looking over his perfect muscular body. "We're moving to Charleston soon. Brandy and her son will come too, maybe. I'm not sure about Michelle."
There it was again, the mention of Charleston. Ulysses nodded.
"Come by and see us before you leave. You know Denise set us up that night you got me pregnant, remember? I'd like to see her again too before you fly back. I could thank her for arranging this - so-to-speak," Wendy said, running her hands over Ulysses' body, kissing him sensually.
"We'll be sure to stop by," He kissed her back.
Wendy entered her home, while Denise exited, not caring or noticing Wendy was nude.
Chapter 4
Ulysses and Denise were back at the hotel. They were making out when someone knocked at the door. "I'll get it!" Denise hopped off Ulysses.
"Hi, come in, come in!" Denise motioned. It was Jordan from the plane. She wasn't wearing her uniform, but a small tank top, her big breasts on display, and white shorts.
Ulysses nodded politely. "Jordan is going to help me take care of that big black dick of yours tonight," Denise said, her arm around the younger woman.
"Sit back and relax," Jordan said, removing her top, bare breasts bouncing into view.
Ulysses couldn't believe Denise. He watched the two busty women push their tits together, enveloping his long shaft. They giggled and laughed as their titties slid up and down his long, dark pole. He wondered if Denise was the friend he needed to fill the void. He shook his head watching the two women. He knew Denise had a son, they lived in Charleston.
Wendy and her sons were moving there too. "What's so special about that place?" he thought.
Jordan didn't last long; she wasn't used to marathon sex sessions. She and Denise took turns riding Ulysses', cumming on his cock several times. Jordan's tits were covered in hickeys from Ulysses sucking them. She was asleep a few hours into their evening.
Ulysses and Denise showered while Jordan slept. He held his hand to her mouth to quiet her moans of passion. After her and his mutual orgasm, Denise's legs unwrapped from his waist, Ulysses sitting her down on the shower floor.
"So things went good with you and Little Wade? You met your son," Denise asked, rinsing her large breasts of soap.
"Yeah, it was great. He's doing wonderful. I'm sure we'll see him and Wendy before we leave," Ulysses grinned.
"Mmhmm," Denise replied, going to her knees in the shower. Ulysses moaned, watching Denise bring him back to full strength.
As Ulysses predicted, Denise would be riding and cumming on his cock all night. She did. He couldn't believe how cock hungry this woman, pushing 40, was.
One final, body shaking orgasm, in the morning after Jordan left, and Denise collapsed on top of him.
"What's so special about Charleston?" Ulysses asked.
Out-of-breath, Denise answered, "There's a special neighborhood there. It's a place where special families live."
Ulysses wanted to ask more, but could see that Denise was exhausted and slipping into sleep. Ulysses wondered how his overused cock would handle the rest of the trip with her.
************
The next day Denise and Ulysses went sightseeing. Holding hands, stopping to kiss, or sneaking into a bathroom for a quickie.
That evening at the hotel, Denise struggled to contain herself, again riding Ulysses' to orgasm over and over again all night. "Big, black, cock, yes!" she grunted with each impact of her body, slamming her hips down on Ulysses.
Ulysses rolled on top of her, kissing her hard, "Ugh," he broke the kiss. "So good, Denise."
"Yes, you are," She smiled at him. "No wonder Devin loves you so much. You and her should move to Charleston."
"There you go again, talking about that place," Ulysses chuckled.
"Move there!" Denise rolled over, Ulysses' sweat dripping onto her back. She pried her butt cheeks apart. "Take me here, please?"
He obliged, his cock embedded all the way into her ass.
Chapter 5
The next day was spent with Wendy, and the two Wades. Wendy asked Ulysses to babysit once more while she and Denise took Adult Wade out.
"Thank you," Wendy hugged Ulysses, as she walked out the door. Denise did the same. Ulysses watched the two women wrap their arms around Wendy's son. He wondered what sort of trouble they would get in.
The baby was already in bed; Ulysses smiled and watched him sleep for a while. He thought about asking his former stepmother to move to Charleston, to the neighborhood Denise mentioned. His former aunts could move too. One big happy family.
Ulysses was disturbed from his fantasy, imagining a bed full of white women, making love to him, by a knock at the front door.
He opened it seeing a naked Brandy smiling at him. "Thought you could use help babysitting again."
Brandy came on his cock in the living room, on the couch, against the wall. She came on his cock bent over the kitchen table, then the sink. Ulysses fucked her on top of the washing machine. Eventually they ended up in Wendy's bed, rolling around, slamming into each other.
Ulysses needed a break, he was tired, Brandy was snuggling against him. He heard his phone ring in the living room. "I better get that," he told Brandy.
"Hey there," it was Denise on the other end. "Come to the hotel. Wade is heading back to the house. Bring Brandy." Click. She hung up on him. He wondered how Denise knew Brandy was there. He shrugged and put his clothes back on.



Brandy moaned as she sucked his glorious cock all the way to the hotel. "We're here," Ulysses said.
When they entered the room, Wendy and Denise were naked, chatting idly. "There you are!" Denise said. She guided Ulysses to the bed.
"Our last night here. The three of us are going to worship your body all night!" Denise said.
Denise mounted him, Wendy sat on his face, and Brandy sucked at his balls. Denise and Wendy would cum; Denise would switch with Brandy, while Brandy sat on his face. The two women would cum, Brandy would move to his cock, Wendy to his balls, Denise back on his face. This was the pattern for most of the night.
Eventually they tired. Brandy was sucking his cock while Ulysses held Wendy and Denise.
"It could be like this always in Charleston. Get Devin to move there," Denise said again.
"We'll be neighbors in that special neighborhood. Everyone loves everyone there," she added.
Wendy winced in pain.
"You ok?" Ulysses asked. She sat up, rubbing her breast.
"Suck it," Wendy told Ulysses. He did so, the other two women watching.
A sweet, warm fluid, entered his mouth, Wendy erupted in laughter. "I thought I was dried up!"
Ulysses closed his eyes, sucking from Wendy's tit, her milk tasting great.
"Ahhh," he smiled, lying back on the bed. "Maybe I'll talk to Devin when we get back."
"Good boy," Denise said, kissing at his face.
Chapter 6
"Will I, Ahh!" Jordan paused, pleasure washing over her. "Will I see you again?" she managed to get out. Ulysses was fucking her in the small bathroom of the plane, during their flight back to Miami.
"I, I don't know," he winced, his cock tingling.
Jordan covered her mouth, suppressing a scream of pleasure, as Ulysses filled her pussy with cum.
Later that night, at Denise's soon-to-be former home, Ulysses was sitting the bathtub, Denise on top of him, kissing him.
"Mmm, I love you," she said again.
"Denise," Ulysses shook his head.
"Why don't you believe me?"
"I do, I guess."
Denise paused, looking into his dark eyes, caressing his dark face. "Will you marry me?"
"What?"
"You heard me."
"Denise, I don't know. Devin and I mean - "
"She could marry you too, you could have more than one wife, and - "
"But - "
"Henry is my son. We've been lovers for almost a year and a half. Wade and Wendy are lovers too. He raises Little Wade as his son, his mother, is his wife. The neighborhood in Charleston is one built for incestuous families to love one another freely. While you've never committed blood relative incest, you did tell me when Devin was married to your dad, that you and she started your sexual relationship when you were a teen."
"Denise, I, I don't know what to say," Ulysses was shocked, but in his sexual adventures nothing surprised him too much.
"You could ask her to move there with you, or could move in with Henry and me, either way we could be one big family, husbands and wives, mothers and sons, all lovers."
Ulysses was silent for a moment, his cock inside Denise getting weaker as his mind thought about what she said.
He took a deep breath and sighed. "Maybe, maybe I'll go check it out. See what the place is like, see what the homes look like."
Denise kissed him, then rested her head on his shoulder. Ulysses ran the warm bath water over her silky smooth skin, thinking about everything, thinking about filling a void - this could be the way to do it.
************
After he arrived in Charleston, several days later, he requested to be alone. Denise agreed, pointing him in the direction he needed to go and letting Ulysses explore on his own.
He was walking along the nearby beach. There were happy couples here and there. Ulysses sat in the sand watching everyone. There was a younger woman, long red hair, jogging on the beach.
"Wow," Ulysses thought, watching her jog by. His attention went elsewhere, watching couples play in the ocean.
He thought about Devin being there with him. He thought about making love out on the back deck, overlooking the swimming pool each home in the neighborhood had. He was once again disturbed from his fantasy when he heard a yelp.
Turning to his right, he saw the red head, stumble and fall, clutching her foot in pain. Ulysses rushed over to her.
"Are you ok?" he asked.
"Hi, yes I'm fine. I stepped on a sharp she shell, I mean, seashell," the young women giggled.
Ulysses laughed, "Yeah that's a tongue twister alright. Are you hurt?"
She smiled up at him. "I think I'll be fine. I should've worn shoes."
Ulysses extending his hand, helping the redhead up. "I'm Ulysses."
"I'm Leanna, nice to meet you."
"Do you live here?"
"Yeah, over in that neighborhood. The Haven," she answered.
"Ah I see. The very neighborhood I'm checking out," Ulysses said.
"Thinking about moving there?"
"Yeah. I hear it's a special place."
"Very," Leanna smiled.
"So who do you live with?"
Leanna blushed, "My mom and I live here."
"Ah, I see, um," Ulysses cleared his throat. "I was thinking of asking my stepmom, I mean, former stepmom to move here."
"You should! It's a wonderful place. The houses are cheap, huge, and wonderful! Everyone is so nice too," Leanna blushed again.
Ulysses nodded, "Everyone is nice. How so?"
Leanna looked from side-to-side, biting her bottom lip, "I'll show you."
************
At her house in The Haven, Leanna pushed Ulysses into the shower, jumping in with him, kissing him. She was 5'10", his height, breasts were medium sized, and she had a perfect hour glass frame.
Leanna ended the kiss, "I'm 20 by the way," she said.
"Oh, uh, ok," Ulysses smiled awkwardly.
"Just saying," Leanna shrugged.
She kissed him again, jacking his cock at the same time. "We need to hurry," she said.
"Why?"
"My mom will be home soon, and when she is, I like to give her 100% of my attention," Leanna explained.
"Ah I see. I think I know what you mean," he smiled.
Leanna kissed him again, and turned around in the shower. Ulysses slowly guided his cock in from behind.
"Oh yeah, yes," Leanna moaned.
"Feels great," Ulysses worked his cock in and out of her.
"You, you should definitely move in. My mom and I love black cock. We could hang out some," Leanna suggested, her ass making slapping noises as Ulysses pounded into her.
"Maybe so," he watched her butt cheeks jiggle upon impact.
"Yeah, harder! Faster," Leanna said, turning around, kissing him. "That's it!"
"Ungh, yeah," Ulysses worked, the redhead's tight pussy sending him over the edge.
"I'm on the pill, cum in me!" she said.
"You got it."
"Ah yes, yes! Love it! Move, ah! Move here!" Leanna slamming backward into Ulysses, meeting his forward thrusts; she was cumming.
"Yeah, I, I think we will!" Ulysses threw his head back, warm steam enveloping as he filled her pussy with his seed.
Afterward they kissed some more. "You're beautiful, Leanna."
"So are you."
Ulysses got dressed and headed back to Denise's a few houses down. He left Leanna naked and waiting for her mother.
Chapter 7
A couple months later Ulysses was at the beach, the same one he met Leanna at. It was night time on a hot, humid night. A woman was in his arms, blonde, tall, naked. Both of them were sweating, both of them were cumming.
Ulysses laid back on the sand, looking to the starry sky, a smile on his face. Devin joined him, running her hands up and down his body.
"I love you so much. This was a great idea, all of us moving down here," she said.
"I know. We should have sooner."
"Your son is so adorable. I can't wait to babysit for Wendy and Wade again."
Ulysses kissed her head, sitting up. "Let's go inside."
They stood up, walking nude on the beach back to their new home.
Entering it, he saw smiling faces, his former step-aunts. They would all get a turn with him.
He took Devin to shower, lovingly kissing her, holding her up by her ass, slowly sliding in and out of her pussy. He loved watching her cum, pleasure washing over her face, her body shaking.
Hours passed, the night dragged on, his new home was filled with sex - white women servicing his body.
Ulysses excused himself from the bedroom. Someone was in his kitchen, the refrigerator door was open. Standing in front of, peering in, was someone who didn't live in his house.
He poked a naked Denise's side, startling her. "Oh hi neighbor! We ran out of whipped cream. Henry wanted to suck some off my tits again."
"Heh, nice. I don't think we have any though," Ulysses said.
"Aww," Denise closed the refrigerator door, pulling Ulysses in for a kiss. "You like it here?"
"I do. Very much so. We belong here."
"Yes you do," she kissed him again, her hands traveling over his naked frame. "I better get back to my son."
Ulysses walked her to the door, kissing her and squeezing a tit. "Goodnight." He watched her walk across the street, naked, to her waiting son.
Later in bed, Ulysses closed his eyes, he was in heaven. He was using Devin as a pillow. Two of his former aunts worked his cock, two others kissed and licked at his face and chest.
Someone else joined in. "May I? I wore Henry out," Denise asked, knocking at the bedroom door.
Devin smiled and motioned her to enter. She joined the other women, climbing over top of Ulysses, kissing, licking, and worshiping his body.
In bed with six white women, all loved him, all cared for him, and all of them filled a void.
The end.
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Introduction
Rodney was sitting alone on his couch in his Miami apartment. He looked around, shaking his head, confused and angry. His stable of women was dwindling. No more groups of ladies accompanying him to a club, no more gatherings at his place, with several women in his bed. He tugged on his limp cock, unable to get himself horny enough to pleasure himself. Something was very wrong.
His brother Ronnie was experiencing something similar in Charleston. Ronnie was on the beach, surveying the area for pussy, he found some, but all the women were with someone. Ronnie peered at a familiar looking bikini-clad, tall Latina. She was hugging, kissing an older man. Ronnie watched as a much younger guy joined them, hugging her, kissing her lips too.
"Her dad and son?" Ronnie wondered.
He shook his head, looking onward. Ronnie saw another young guy walking with not one, but three women – all dark hair, like the guy.
"I know her," Ronnie thought of one of the women, watching her flirt and laugh with the young man, oblivious to his presence.
Ronnie turned his head, seeing another familiar-looking brunette. She was running toward another younger man. "Henry!" she called out. He stood, scooping the woman up, swinging her around.
"Hey mom!" Ronnie heard him say from a distance. Ronnie's mouth dropped open when he watched them kiss passionately.
"Ok, I'm out of here. I'm going home," Ronnie got his towel, his bag, and left the beach.
Rodney called him on his way home.
"Things are changing," Rodney said.
"I know."
"Hardly any women left in Miami it seems."
"That bad? Charleston is smaller, but man, there's no women here that are interested in me anymore," Ronnie said.
"I can find a couple women here and there, but it's nothing like it used to be," Rodney lamented.
"We had constant pussy. It's like something changed and these ladies are spending time with family members."
"Almost all my women here have moved. A couple even told me they had family business to tend to," Rodney said.
"Yep. I think there's some major, freaky family relationships going on here," Ronnie said.
"I gotta do something. I need to find someone, someone special. And I know who," Rodney said.
"I know who you're talking about. We knocked her up. I bet she still lives in Atlanta."
"Yes. I know exactly where she lives too," Rodney ended the call to his brother.
He looked to his empty bedroom thinking back to when he took her, fucked her, and mated her.
"Alyssa," Rodney nodded his head. "I'm bringing you back here – where you belong."

Chapter 1
Alyssa counted down the days until her son, Joshua, arrived. She cleaned, and re-cleaned her small, cheap apartment close to his college. She worked overtime at the nearby Goodwill where she was an assistant manager. She also re-read her favorite letters from her son.
Sitting on her small bed, going through the box of what's become her most prized possession, Joshua's letters, Alyssa picked out a few to read before his arrival the next day.
"I'll be there soon. Finally, free from Dad, he'll never know I'm staying with you while at school. I can't wait to hold you, to see your smile, to hear your voice. I've missed you so much."
His written words alone brought her smiles. Alyssa folded the letter, placing it back where it belonged. She grabbed another written a couple years prior.
"Mom, your letters are safe. Dad will never find them. I read them at night before going to sleep. Every night I pretend you're with me here."
Alyssa teared up, recalling a letter she wrote him, about how she wished she could tuck him and lay there with him until he fell asleep.
Another letter: "My senior prom was this weekend. As I said in a previous letter, I didn't go. I didn't care. Dad approved of this, reminding me women were nothing but trouble. We stayed home, played cards, and watched TV. The whole time, as is usually the case, I thought of you. I was alone on the couch, imagining you were there next to me. I pictured my arm around you, holding you, watching TV. I can't wait to do that in real life. I can't wait to leave this summer and go to you. Dad will drop me off at college, leave, and I'll immediately make my way to your place. We'll only be two miles apart."
Alyssa folded that one, putting it back in its envelope. She remembered writing Joshua the next day, stating she would like him to stay with her. He wrote back, another letter arriving a few days later.
"Yes! I would love to stay with you. I'll clean for you, cook for you, I'll take care of you. I love you so much. We'll make up for lost time! It'll be wonderful. I'm shaking as I write this. I wanted to ask if I could stay with you, but I was too nervous."
Alyssa chuckled, wondering why Joshua would be nervous to ask his mother if he could stay. He never went on to say why. Alyssa grabbed another letter.
"It won't be long, Mom. I'll be there with you. Since you left, I can't tell you how many times I've dreamed of gazing into your beautiful, green eyes, wrapping my arms around you and holding you, never letting go. When I get there, it'll be the happiest time of our lives. It'll be you and me, together – it'll be perfect, like you."
Alyssa wiped tears of joy. His letters were so special. She couldn't help but see them as something other than letters to a mother from a son. There was more there. She dismissed it, thinking as Joshua said what he was writing in his head, it sounded totally different than how she read it in her own.
Still, Alyssa saw now, there was certainly more to his letters, more than just love from child to parent.
She missed him more than anything. The second happiest day of her life, behind giving birth to Joshua was upon her. Her estranged, abusive husband would never know the son, who he no doubt wishes would have nothing to do with his mother, would be living with that very mother.
**********
The tears of joy were amplified tenfold when she saw her son the next afternoon. Joshua was in Atlanta for a few days, his father driving him to school, staying a bit to get him set up, and then leaving. The second his father drove off, Joshua took off to his mother's apartment, a couple miles away from his college campus.
He was much taller than she thought he'd be, having grown more than a foot since Alyssa last saw him at age 14.
They didn't do anything at first – Joshua stood there, shaking, eyes filling with tears. Alyssa did the same, covering her mouth, as she sobbed.
After a moment, he opened his arms wide, pulling his mother in for a long embrace. Alyssa sobbed in his arms, wrapping them around him, squeezing him tightly.
Joshua held her head against his chest, his fingers sliding through her long, dirty blonde hair. Mother and son, reunited, stood in her doorway for several minutes.
Eventually, Joshua ended the embrace, his hand at his mother's waist and guided her into the apartment. The door closed behind him, and they stood once more, holding one another.
He caressed her face, staring into her green eyes, "Mom."
His voice was different, deeper, causing Alyssa to cry again. She couldn't believe he was here. All the planning and letters, Joshua finding and being accepted to a nearby college, his father being kept in the dark, unaware of Alyssa's whereabouts, paid off. Joshua was now with his mother.
Arms entwined, she led him to the couch. Sitting next to him, she examined his face, as if to make sure he was really there. Alyssa hugged him again, pushing Joshua back. He held his mother, slowly rubbing her back, while she held on tothis his waist. Alyssa closed her eyes, all felt right in the world.
"How are you?" she asked, when finally able to speak, sitting up.
"I'm great, now. Better than ever," Joshua held her hand.
"Your voice," Alyssa noted.
"Yes."
"I wished we could've spoken on the phone, but I had no money, I can barely afford this – " – "
"Mom, it's fine," Joshua patted her hand.
"Is this apartment ok? I know it's small and – " – "
"It's perfect. I'm here with you. That's all that matters."
Alyssa threw her arms around him again, crying once more, "I missed you so much!"
"Mom, I missed you too," Joshua kissed the top of her head.
"I love you," he added in his new-to-Alyssa deeper sounding voice. He sounded like a grown man now.
"I love you too," Alyssa sat back up, resting her hand on his face.
As Joshua lovingly stared into her green eyes, Alyssa saw something else, something that made her think of his letters once more. It wasn't a child looking into his mother's eyes, but a man looking at a woman he loved.
She shook the thought from her head, thinking it was the emotion of their reunion. Alyssa relaxed sitting back with him on the couch, his arm around her. A few moments of peaceful calm and Joshua pulled out his phone.
"I have to call someone. Someone I've been in touch with," Joshua said, dialing a number. "She wanted me to let her know I'm here with you."
**********
"Hi Joshua!" Sandee said, answering his phone call. She was naked, as usual, her daughter, Rachael was too. Both women were several months pregnant, sharing a bath together.
"Hey Sandee," Joshua said, Alyssa sat up, her face lighting with confusion yet happiness. Sandee was her half-sister Diane's oldest child – her half-niece.
Alyssa was several months older than Sandee. Sandee helped Alyssa escape her husband, letting her hide out at her place in Los Angeles, before traveling to the east coast.
"I'm here," Joshua said.
"Wonderful! How are things?" Sandee asked.
Joshua paused a moment, staring at his mother's smile. "Wonderful," he quietly replied.
"Good, good! Can I speak to her?" Sandee asked. Joshua handed the phone to Alyssa.
"Hey," Alyssa said.
"Ah, a mother and son reunited," Sandee grinned on the other end. "He and I have been in contact over the years. I'm so glad he's there with you now."
"Yes! Me too. How have you been? It's been awhile since we've spoken or seen each other," Alyssa asked.
Sandee looked at her pregnant daughter across from her in the tub. "Oh I've never been better! We'll go into that in more detail next week when I arrive."
"You're coming here?"
"Yep! Crystal and I, along with a couple of special people," Sandee said.
"Wow. Why?"
"Because we miss you. We live in Charleston now, so we're much closer. Now that Joshua is there with you, it'd be a great chance to see all of you."
"Next week?" Alyssa asked. She assumed Joshua planned this, along with Sandee and Alyssa's good friend from her time living in Florida, Crystal.
"Yes! We'll have a great time!" Sandee said. "But I gotta go now. I'm so glad you and he are together again."
"Wait Sandee – " – "
"Bye!" Sandee hung up her cell phone, putting it on the counter. She sat up, Rachael doing the same. They shared a long, passionate kiss, enjoying the rest of their bath.

Chapter 2
They were quiet after his arrival, substituting words with embraces, holding hands, studying each other's facial features after the long absence they endured.
They had a simple meal, sitting at a small table. They discussed Joshua's college plans, how he'd go to class, and come back to her apartment. His father would never know he wasn't living on campus.
Alyssa showed her son a make-shift bedroom she created for him. There was a tiny cot of a bed in a storage room she cleaned out.
"Sorry, it's not much," Alyssa said, looking down.
"Mom, I don't care. I'm just happy to be here with you," Joshua reminded her. He tipped her chin to face him, rubbing her cheek with his thumb.
Alyssa nodded, her hand on his chest. Gazing into his eyes for a few seconds, Alyssa changed her mind.
"You know what?" she shook her head, grabbing his hand, leading him back to her room. "We can share a bed. I want to stay awake with you as much as possible tonight anyway."
Alyssa changed into her pajamas, a tank top and shorts, in the bathroom, while Joshua changed into his in her bedroom.
Joshua was waiting for her when she exited her small bathroom. She smiled, climbed into bed, into his arms. "Where I belong," she thought.
His first night there, they were wide awake. As Alyssa ran her hand over his chest and stomach while lying in bed with him, she couldn't help but think how different he seemed. She thought of his letters, his demeanor, his touches – he seemed so much like a man spending time with the woman he loved, separated and reunited again. He didn't seem like her son.
They fell asleep hours later, their foreheads nearly touching.
The week passed slowly – just like Alyssa hoped. She couldn't believe how different her son was. She loved it.
He would hold her from behind while she fixed breakfast, kissing her head, sometimes rubbing her shoulders.
Alyssa had no TV, so instead they sat on the couch. Joshua would hold his mother as they stared out over the small balcony area, enjoying the cool night air in silence.
At night she would lay in his arms, always, savoring his presence, loving his soft and gentle touch. Alyssa felt more love from him than she ever did her estranged husband – before he becamewas abusive.
The following weekend arrived. Joshua was cleaning the apartment for her without being asked. He took the trash to the dump in the apartment complex, kissing his mother before he exited the apartment.
Alyssa opened the box under her bed, taking out a random letter.
"I've had a rough week. I really miss you. But picturing your beautiful face is getting me through it. When I arrive, maybe we can go out. We could go to dinner, to the movies. Or we could do nothing. We could sit there, I could hold you."
Alyssa folded the letter, putting it back in the box as soon as Joshua returned.
**********
The night before Crystal and Sandee arrived, Alyssa found herself in Joshua's arms again in bed.
"You look beautiful by the way," he spoke. "I mean you still do, you always have, to me."
Alyssa rose on her elbow, caressing his face, her large, braless breasts resting against Joshua. "Thank you."
"You're so different," she added.
"How? Is that good?"
"Yes, very good. I feel so," Alyssa paused.
"What?"
"So loved. Even through your letters. And now you're here. It's so wonderful," Alyssa rested her head on his shoulder.
"You're wonderful and you deserve it," Joshua rubbed her back, his hand going low then back up again, accidently bringing a bit of her tank top shirt with it. His fingers grazed the small of her back. Alyssa felt tingles.
He kept at it, his fingers touching her bare skin, eliciting electricity each time. Alyssa smiled, sat up a bit and pulled the back of her shirt up, exposing most of her back.
"Feels nice," she said, snuggling up to him again.
His hand glided along her back like a gentle stream over rocks. Joshua's touch was so soft, gentle, loving. Alyssa was in heaven, unable to stifle a moan.
She caressed his face, kissing his cheek, "I love you," she whispered in his ear.
"I love you too," Joshua turned to face her, running his fingers through her hair with his other hand. He held her face;, they stared into one another's eyes.
His phone rang, shaking them out of their trance. Alyssa smiled, sat up and pulled her tank top down over her back. Joshua answered his phone. It was his father checking in on him.
After a few lies regarding Joshua's dorm room, he ended the call and rolled over toward Alyssa. She buried her head in his chest and both were asleep a little later.

Chapter 3
Three pregnant women arrived the next day around dinner time. Sandee, her daughter Rachael, and to Alyssa's surprise, her friend Crystal was also pregnant. Crystal brought her son, Jared, too.
After hugs, Alyssa introducing everyone, besides Sandee, to Joshua they went to dinner – Sandee's treat.
Alyssa and Joshua felt out of place, underdressed. Sandee took them to the nicest, most romantic restaurant she could find.
Another oddity was Sandee and Rachael, along with Crystal and Jared they seemed like couples. Jared had his arm around his mother, sitting across from Alyssa. Sandee rubbed all over Rachael's pregnant belly. Alyssa simply sat next to Joshua.
They ordered dessert after the meal. The mother's feeding their children with a fork, and then taking a bite themselves. Alyssa followed suit, nervously dropping the fork.
When she slid her chair back, reaching for the fork, something under the table across from her caught her eye.
"I knew it!" she thought, eyes glued to Crystal's hand as it slowly jacked Jared's cock under the table. Alyssa thought back to her time in Florida living with Crystal in her trailer park. She suspected she and Jared had a sexual relationship going on.
"You ok, sweetie?" Crystal asked in her deep Southern accent.
"Mmhmm," Alyssa nodded, pretending she didn't see anything.
That night back at her apartment, Alyssa set up quilts and blankets for her and Joshua to sleep on the floor. She was looking forward to it. The light of the full moon would shine through her living room window onto them. She couldn't help but think it'd be romantic.
She let Crystal and Jared have the small cot in the storage room. Sandee and Rachael took Alyssa's bed.
All was peaceful, quietquite, and wonderful as usual in her son's arm, her head resting on his chest. Then the sounds of sex filled the apartment. Alyssa's eyes shot open, she held her breath.
"Oh crap," she thought. "Crystal and Jared."
They were loud, not caring, not trying to be discreet. "Yes! Yes! Harder!" Crystal ordered her son.
She sat up, smiling awkwardly to Joshua. "Heh, I'll uh, I'll be right back."
Alyssa barged into the guest room. "Quiet!" She watched Jared pull out of his mother;, Crystal lay on her back, her big pregnant belly on display.
"Mmm, hey sweetie," Crystal said rubbing her stomach. "A few more months and Jared's baby will be born."
Alyssa rubbed her temples, "Please keep it down."
Jared moved to her, quickly pushing her against the wall. He grabbed Alyssa's breast, while kissing on her neck. "Jared!"
"That's it baby, get her worked up and maybe she'll join us!" Crystal encouraged.
His hand underneath Alyssa's shirt, he squeezed a big tit. "I can't," she pushed him away. "Jared, no."
"Get back over here, baby. Give me some of that cock," Crystal told him.
"Please, you two, keep it down," Alyssa begged.
"Alright, alright," Crystal said. Jared grabbed her large belly and slid his cock back inside her.
Alyssa straightened her shirt and hair, rejoining Joshua on the floor. "Sorry," she embarrassingly said.
"It's ok, Mom," Joshua pulled her back into his arms.
A few moments later, Alyssa heard it again – moans and cries of pleasure. This time it came from the other side of the apartment.
"Sandee," Alyssa rolled her eyes. "I'll be back, Joshua," she sighed climbing off her son.
She barged into her bedroom, seeing Sandee and Rachael in a similar position. Sandee, wearing a huge strap-on, was behind Rachael, fucking her as hard as Jared was fucking Crystal.
"Oh geez, Sandee. Come on!" Alyssa exclaimed, annoyed.



"Oh hi!" Sandee said, backing away from her daughter, the strap-on sliding out of Rachael's pussy.
Alyssa shook her head, frustrated.
"You want some?" Sandee asked, walking toward Alyssa.
"What?"
"You heard me. Get over here!" Sandee grabbed her aunt, spinning her around, pushing her on the bed.
"Give me that pussy, bitch!" Sandee said, pulling at Alyssa's shorts. Rachael, knowing Sandee was joking, watchedwatching, giggling.
"Sandee! Get off me!" Alyssa managed to roll on her back. Sandee pinned Alyssa down with her own large pregnant belly.
"Fine," Sandee rolled her eyes.
"What's going on here?" Alyssa asked.
"Well Rachael and I are getting it on. We're using one of my toys," Sandee said.
"I can see that. But, I mean, I – " – "
"Incest? Yep!" Sandee got off Alyssa. Undoing the strap-on, letting it fall to the carpet. "She's my love."
Sandee sat on the bed, her legs entwined with Rachael's, their pussies meeting and grinding against each other.
Alyssa got off the bed, adjusted herself once again. "Just keep it down. Joshua is here. This is embarrassing."
"You could always have sex with him," Sandee muttered under her breath.
"What did you say?"
"Nothing! We'll be quiet, goodnight!" Sandee and Rachael resumed their quiet scissoring.
Back in Joshua's arms, Alyssa apologized profusely. "I'm so sorry about that. I don't know what to say."
"I told you it's fine. It really is."
"I know, but," Alyssa sighed. "I guess they have, um, special relationships."
"Yes, apparently so," Joshua smiled, pulling up his mother's shirt, finding her back skin once more.
Alyssa closed her eyes, Joshua's caresses taking her to paradise.
"That feels great," she whispered.
"Thanks. So does your skin."
Alyssa rose up once more, looking to Joshua's face. The sex in her apartment was quiet for now, but it was still fresh on her mind.
"So, what about you? Any girlfriends at all? Or did your father not let you date?" Alyssa asked.
"He didn't. And I didn't care to," Joshua added, his fingers trailing up her spine.
"Why not?"
"Because you were, and I guess are, the only thing on my mind," Joshua admitted.
Alyssa sniffed, her eyes watery, "Ugh. You are so perfect."
She rested her head back on his chest, pulling her shirt up further, exposing more of her back. She accidently caused her breasts to flop out. Alyssa ignored it, not caring, her bare breasts resting against her son.
That night, Rodney was packing a small bag in Miami – he wouldn't be gone long. He made one final phone call to his brother, Ronnie, and surveyed his apartment. He would see to it that Alyssa would be there soon.

Chapter 4
The next day they all went to the zoo. Each parent paired with their child, holding hands, just like on a date. Sandee took them all to dinner again and afterward Alyssa confronted her about the previous night.
"How long has this been going on?" Alyssa asked Sandee. Sandee and Rachael were rubbing moisturizing lotion on each other's bellies.
"Since we met. She's the child I gave up for adoption. We met back during the holidays. We fell in love," Sandee said.
"Does your mom know about this?"
"Yep. Everyone is ok with it, too."
"I kind of suspected Crystal and Jared were like this," Alyssa said.
"Oh yeah, for sure. He knocked her up back during the holidays too," Sandee explained.
"Did he impregnate you two?"
"Nope, another long-time friend did," Sandee said, squirting more lotion on Rachael's belly.
"You should try it. You know, with Joshua," Sandee said.
"Sandee, I don't think that's – " – "
"Go talk to Crystal, her situation is different than mine. She didn't meet her son as an adult," Sandee said.
"I can't believe I'm doing this," Alyssa said. She left her room, smiling at Joshua in the living room, and peeped in on Crystal and Jared.
Crystal was unable to speak due to Jared's cock in her mouth. Alyssa stood, watching this woman lovingly worship his cock, savoring its taste – her son's.
"Wow," Alyssa shook herself from her trance and headed back to Sandee. She interrupted Sandee and Rachael kissing.
"Hey. What'd she say?" Sandee asked.
"Nothing. She was too busy, her mouth was full," Alyssa said.
"Good. I'm sure if she could talk, she'd explain how it's the best sex she's ever had."
"I don't know," Alyssa sighed.
"What's wrong?"
Alyssa crouched on the floor, pulling a box from underneath her bed – Joshua's letters.
"These are all the letters he wrote to me. Re-reading them, I can't help but think they sound like love letters. Here," Alyssa handed Sandee a random one. "Does that sound like a love letter to you?"
Sandee unfolded it and read it to herself.
"As soon as I finish college, you can divorce Dad. If he finds out that you and I live so close, he may pull me out of school;, I can't bear to be apart from you again. Once he's gone, you and I will be so happy. We can see each other every day. I'll treat you like you deserve, like how a man should treat a woman. I love you more than anything."
Sandee put the letter down, "Yep. That doesn't sound like a son to a mother to me. It's like he's trying to hold back, trying to avoid telling you he wants to be with you."
Alyssa nodded. "I think you're right."
She was quiet that night. The entire apartment was. Alyssa had trouble sleeping, but was in Joshua's arms as always.
**********
The next day their visitors left, leaving Alyssa and Joshua alone again. Shortly afterward, there was a knock at Alyssa's door.
"Did you forget something, Sandee?" She said, opening the front door without thinking.
Alyssa, eyes wide with shock, was punched across her face, cutting her cheek. She fell to the floor. Rodney entered her apartment.
Joshua attacked him, pushing him out into the hallway, punching him, over and over again. Rodney's nose was broken, one of his eyes swollen shut.
The much larger man was able to rise, throwing Joshua off him. Rodney punched Joshua in the stomach, and then punched him hard across his left temple.
Alyssa lunged at him. Rodney caught her, lifted her up, swinging her over his shoulder. Punching at his back, he nearly dropped her.
It was hopeless. Rodney's huge arm was wrapped Alyssa, hoisting her over his shoulder. She screamed, begging him to release her, her son on the ground, struggling to stand, to come to.
Rodney let her go at the passenger side of her car. He punched her across the head, opened the door and shoved her in.
He pulled out of the parking spot, Joshua chasing after the car. Rodney watched Joshua get smaller and smaller in his rearview mirror. He glanced to a knocked out Alyssa – he was taking her to Miami with him, where he thought she belonged.

Chapter 5
Thirty minutes later, Alyssa, dazed, head hurting, woke up. She was in Rodney's car, passenger side. He was speeding down the interstate heading south.
"Joshua," she thought. She glanced to Rodney, "What are you doing? Where are you taking me?"
"Back to my place, in Miami," he answered. "That pussy is going to belong to me."
Alyssa was groggy, unable to realize that Rodney had lost his mind, his sexual addiction was no longer getting met.
She looked outside the window;, she glanced at the speedometer, 75 mph. She couldn't open the door, hoping to survive the tumble onto the highway and zooming cars.
Alyssa had to stay calm. She had to think her way out of this. She was quiet for a few minutes.
"Rodney?" she spoke up. "Can we talk about this? Maybe I can visit you. I don't have to live there with you."
"Nothing to talk about. You lived with me before;, you'll live with me again. I'll take care of you, you'll take care of me," Rodney tugged at his crotch.
"I understand, but I have a job, I have," she thought of Joshua. "I have a family. Please, we can work something out. You were really nice to me when I lived down there. You don't have to abduct me."
There was no reasoning with him, no sweet-talking, Rodney ignored her, eyes to the road.
Anger and fear built up in Alyssa. Rodney was desperate, so was Alyssa – but for something, someone much better.
"Ok, fine," she nodded, sitting up in the seat, placing a hand on Rodney's thigh.
He glanced at her and nodded.
Alyssa leaned over, her head going to his lap. She fished out his erect cock and began hungrily sucking it, moaning for added effect. Rodney placed his hand on her head, holding her in place.
Alyssa struggled to see in the dark car, her hand jacking Rodney's cock, the other searching for something, anything to use as a weapon. Under his seat she found an empty water bottle, on the floor near the center console, his phone, charger, wallet. There was nothing to use, nothing sharp, and no gun.
Alyssa swirled her tongue around his cockhead, then attempted to take in to the back of her throat, gagging a bit.
"My fist," she thought.
She worked his balls next, pulling them out of his boxers for her to kiss, lick and suck on. After servicing them for a few moments, Alyssa sucked his cockhead again. Glancing to his face, his eyes still on the road, she sat up slightly, his cock sliding out of her mouth, coated in drool.
"No one will take me away from my son," Alyssa said.
"Huh?" Rodney asked, not having time to react before Alyssa's fist slammed down onto his exposed testicles.
He roared in pain, letting go of the wheel. Alyssa grabbed it, pulling the wheel toward her as hard as she could, causing the car to flip.
It flipped twice, landing upside down and slid until it crashed against a light post. Alyssa was hurt. Her ribs, arm, head, searing in pain.
"Ah shit," Rodney said, releasing his seatbelt, falling to the ceiling. Alyssa, watched him open the car door, crawling out, stumbling, disoriented. "Shit."
Lying on her side on the ceiling, Alyssa watched Rodney stumble to the other side of the car, near the highway. Then she heard it – a loud honking sound, getting louder and louder. She saw the light associated with the sound, getting closer and closer, illuminating Rodney.
Alyssa winced, looking away, when the 18-wheeler ran over Rodney, leaving only a shoe behind.
She heard ambulance sirens next. Alyssa cursed herself for taking such a huge risk, underestimating the severity of the wreck she caused. She was thankful she was alive, thankful that no one would come between her and Joshua now.
The sirens getting louder and louder, she smiled, seeing Joshua's face, imagining herself kissing him, holding him, giving herself to him.
**********
In the hospital, Joshua was by his mother's side. Alyssa squeezed his hand, saying hello, letting him know she was fine. She had a compound fracture on her right arm, a concussion, minor cuts and bruises, and luckily only a bruised rib – x-rays confirmed it wasn't broken.
He was sobbing, rubbing her hand, "Mom."
"It's fine, it's fine," Alyssa smiled weakly, the pain medication having an effect on her.
"I never want to lose you again. I never want us to be apart."
"We won't sweetie, we won't," she answered, eyes glazed over from the drugs.
"I was so scared."
"Me too, but I'm fine now, I'm alright. See?" Alyssa stuck her tongue out at him.
Joshua chuckled, kissing her left hand.
He was silent for several minutes before speaking up. "Those were love letters."
"Hmm?"
"All those letters I sent you. They were love letters. I overheard you talking to Sandee about it, asking her what she thought. Sorry. I didn't mean to spy, the apartment is kind of small," Joshua explained.
"They, they were? They were love letters?"
"Yes," Joshua shook his head. "I don't know how it happened. Maybe missing you, maybe thinking about you having a wonderful life away from Dad, maybe picturing me helping you have that life is what did it. You were and are the most wonderful woman in my life, knowing what you went through with Dad, and me pretending and wishing I could make you happy – like you deserve, caused me to develop these feelings for you. Mom, I can't tell you how many times I've wanted to – " – "
"To what?" Alyssa hung on every word as best as the medication would allow.
"To kiss you, to hold you, to be your man. I guess. To love you like you deserve."
"Oh Joshua," Alyssa teared up, raising her left arm, motioning for him to hug her.
"I'd never cross a line with you or be inappropriate. I tried not to make my letters not sound creepy or overdo it," Joshua said, leaning over her bed to hug Alyssa.
"Don't worry about it," Alyssa kissed his cheek. "Everything will be fine."
Joshua nodded, ending the hug, taking his seat.
"You'll see. When I get out of here, we'll go back to the apartment," Alyssa added. "It'll be great. We'll make lo – " – "
"Ah there you are," the doctor interrupted Alyssa, entering her room, with his clip board. "I'm going to check on you real quick, make sure that cast is on there real good."
Alyssa smiled at the doctor awkwardly, while glancing at Joshua.
"Alright, everything looks good. You feel ok? The pain meds helping?" the doctor asked. Alyssa nodded politely.
"Great. A couple days and you'll be out of here."
When the doctor left, Alyssa and Joshua held hands once more, gazing into one another's eyes until she fell asleep.

Chapter 6
A couple days later, after phone calls from Sandee, and Crystal, nurses and doctors visiting the room, mom and son were home alone back at Alyssa's apartment.
"Do you need help with anything? I can make you lunch, I can go run errands for you, I can – " – " Joshua was interrupted by a kiss on the lips.
"No. I just need you here with me," his mother said.
"I'm not going anywhere, ever."
Alyssa held his face, her thumb grazing his lips. "Joshua."
"Yes?" he whispered.
"Kiss me. Please," his mother asked.
"Sure," Joshua leaned in.
"No. I mean kiss me like how you really want to kiss me. Like how you think I deserve to be kissed."
"Mom, I – " –"
"I told you it's fine."
"But you were medicated. You were basically high," Joshua chuckled.
"Joshua," his mother looked into his eyes, ordering him to kiss her without using words.
He nodded, running his fingers through her hair, inching closer. Holding her face, he leaned down, pressing his lips to hers.
It was so gentle; like a warm breeze during the summer. Joshua increased the pressure, causing Alyssa's legs to get weaker, her neck and spine tingling, and her good arm pulling him in closer.
She never wanted it to end.
"I love you," Joshua said, his nose touching hers.
"I can tell," Alyssa answered. "I love you too."
Joshua sighed, "Alright, well, anyway, I guess – " – "
"Take me to bed."
"Huh?
Alyssa nodded. "I don't care if my ribs are hurt or if my arm is broken. Please, let's go to bed."
"Are you sure?"
"You're all I need, all I want. Now make love to me."
Standing in front of their bed, Alyssa asked Joshua to help her remove her tank top. He carefully avoided the cast on her right arm.
"My bra?" she asked, turning around. Joshua unhooked it, slid it over her shoulders. He rubbed her bare back, his hand going up and down her spine.
"This is it," Alyssa thought. She took a deep breath and turned around. Joshua's eyes widened, his mouth hung open.
"Wow," he said, staring at her breasts.
"They're yours. I guess they always have been," Alyssa said, stepping closer to him. She pulled at his t-shirt with her good hand, telling Joshua him to take it off.
He did so, letting it fall to the floor. Alyssa looked him over, tearing up.
"Are you ok? Are you sure you want to continue?" he asked.
"Yes," she said, looking him over. "You're not a little boy anymore. You're a man – my man."
"Then let me make you my woman," Joshua said. He pulled her in for another harder, longer kiss.
Their tongues met, they moaned into each other's mouths. Joshua went to his knees, kissing her neck, chest, tummy, all the way down. He ignored her breasts for now – he would feast upon them later.
He pulled her shorts and underwear down, Alyssa stepped out of them. She resumed kissing him when he stood, moving back to the bed.
She sat down and scooted back, still kissing him. Joshua pulled his shorts and boxers off. Alyssa ignored his cock for now – she would drink from him later.
They broke the kiss, eyes to one another, Alyssa sliding back further on the bed. Her legs wrapped around him, pulling him close, trapping him. He guided his cock in to her, all the way to base – they both nearly climaxed right there.
Alyssa held him, kissing him, loving the feel of him inside her.
"Go," Alyssa said, holding his face with her left hand, her right arm above her head. "Make me yours."
He nodded, slowly pumping his hips, slowly sliding in and out of her.
"Just like that, yes," she encouraged him. "So good, sweetie," she looked lovingly into his face as he worked.
"We're going to have wonderful life together," Joshua said.
"I know. It'll be you and me forever. We'll never be apart again. Yes, like that, good," she whispered.
"Not going to last long," Joshua admitted, going faster now.
"That's fine, my darling. We're becoming one right now, stamina will build over time. I love you," Alyssa said.
"Y-yes," Joshua felt his balls tighten, her pussy enveloping his shaft, sucking at it, pulling it back where it belonged each time he slid out.
"Ahhh, I'm, I'm yours," Alyssa whispered to his face, her climax building.
"Yes! I love you," Joshua couldn't hold back, couldn't go any further, the need to fill this woman with his seed overpowering him.
"Fill me, cum in me, finish it," she ordered in between breaths.
"Ahh!" Joshua cried out, arching his back, driving in deeper.
"Yes!" Alyssa urged him on, her own climax arriving. "Together!"
One final thrust sent them both over the edge. Their foreheads touching, they climaxed together, their bodies transforming to liquid, mixing together, becoming one.
Out of breath, Joshua lay on top of his mother. Her eyes closed, breathing heavily, not caring about the pain in her ribs, she smiled.
"I love you," she whispered over and over again.

Chapter 7
An hour later, after holding each other, kissing each other, Alyssa climbed on top. She dangled her large breasts in Joshua's face, propping herself up with her good arm. Back and forth her tits went over his face. He opened his mouth, his tongue licking at them as they trailed over his mouth.
"Take them," Alyssa said. Joshua grabbed one, squeezing it, his mouth covering the nipple. He nursed from her, sucking hungrily, taking her gift.
Alyssa sat on Joshua, guiding his cock in. He sat up, a breast in hand, and held his mother while she slowly groundgrinded herself against him.
"Your ribs hurt?" he asked.
"Yes, but I don't care. I want you again. I want you to cum again in me."
Joshua kissed at her breast, switching to the other, while his mother worked.
She arched her back for him, continuously grinding, while he sucked her tits, licking in between them.
"Oh Joshua," Alyssa moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head. She grabbed him, kissing him hard – he ejaculated.
"S-sorry, I, uh," he stammered.
"Shhhh, I told you I don't care," his mother said. "Let me clean you."
Joshua's mouth hung open, inhaling sharp breaths, watching her suck and lick all of her juices and his semen from his cock.
She smiled at him when she was done. "Let's go shower. You can help me keep my cast from getting wet."
Afterward, they made love again, lasting much longer. They carefully rolled around on the bed, kissing, thrusting, cumming.
She was in her favorite spot – his arms. "That man that showed up and tried to take me from you."
"Yeah?"



"I knew him," Alyssa said.
"I see."
Peering to his eyes, Alyssa confessed something to Joshua, something she didn't in her letters. "I made a mistake almost two years ago. He got me pregnant. I had a baby."
"You, you did? Really?"
"Yes. I gave the child up for adoption. I was in no place to care for a baby. It was the right thing to do. A happy, younger couple, adopted him or her."
"Wow," Joshua didn't know what to say.
"Are you angry at me?"
"No, I mean, I don't think so," he shrugged.
"It was crazy, very dumb, I was afraid to tell you. I was afraid you'd stop writing me."
"I never would've done that. I never would've stopped doing all I could to be here with you," Joshua said. "I would've helped you raise the child. Maybe even pretend it was mine."
Alyssa smiled, rising to kiss him again - an idea forming in her head.
**********
The next several days were straight out of a pornography movie. Alyssa had to work, but when she returned home, she stripped naked and took Joshua to bed.
Each day her ribs felt better. She could move more. She could squat up and down, riding his cock to oblivion, she could go to her knees, her good hand propping her up, and slam into his cock behind her until it exploded inside her.
Joshua licked every inch of her body. Alyssa was an orgasmic mess, covered in her sweat and his saliva, quivering and shaking while his tongue invaded her pussy.
Friday night, the weekend before Joshua started school, Alyssa was on top of him, riding his dick.
"You're going to finish school," she said, grinding him so hard, her bed was banging against the wall. "I'm going to divorce your dad. It won't matter if knows where I am then, you'll won't need him for tuition."
"Yes," Joshua said, gripping her hips, as she fucked him.
"You'll get a job here. We'll keep living together, maybe we can get a house one day," she said.
"Yes!" Joshua was cumming again.
"It'll be like we're married," Alyssa cried out, eyes to the ceiling, cumming with him.
Joshua had different plans though.

Chapter 8
The next afternoon, Alyssa, nude of course, gasped when there was a knock at the front door. Still nervous from Rodney's assault, she looked to Joshua.
He smiled, handing her a bathrobe, putting on his shirt and shorts. "It's fine."
When Joshua answered the door, four former playboy playmates, all blonde, wearing cocktail dresses, chattering, giggling, piled into Alyssa's apartment.
Her half-sisters, she hadn't seen them in years. "Joshua?"
"Hi!" Diane approached her, hugging Alyssa, followed by Stephanie, Tiffanie, and Julianne.
"Um, hi," Alyssa smiled awkwardly.
"It's ok Mom," Joshua smiled.
"Yes. We're here to take you and Joshua home with us," Diane said.
"What? Home?"
"Yes, I have a big, wonderful house over in Charleston. We'd love to have you and Joshua join us there. Tiffanie and her son just moved in," Diane explained.
"Um, well, Joshua is in school."
"I'm not going. I'm writing a letter of my own to Dad and I want you and I to live there in that house with them.," Joshua.
Alyssa was happy, but confused.
"Alyssa," Diane spoke up. "I know we've never been close. But now would be great time to change that. It's a VERY special house."
Diane nodded to her sisters. They formed a circle, each one unzipping the dress of the one in front of them. Within seconds they were nude, arms around each other, Joshua in the middle, blushing.
"We take care of our sons there," Diane said. "We want you to be there taking care of Joshua," she glanced to her cast, "of each other."
Alyssa couldn't say no. "Yes," she nodded.
"Great! Let's go to lunch. My treat. I'm starving," Diane said, walking toward the door, forgetting her dress.
"Um, hello?" Stephanie spoke up, putting her dress back on.
"Oh, right, heh," Diane caught the dress Stephanie tossed her.
**********
The next few days were a whirlwind of packing and leaving Alyssa's apartment. Her family paid for any and all lease early termination fees. Out of the kindness of their hearts, they reimbursed Joshua's dad for the tuition he paid so far – in case he tried to do anything stupid, like finding and attempting to make Joshua leave his mother.
The next weekend Joshua's eyes opened slowly. It was daylight in him and his mother's new bedroom. There was a ceiling fan slowly turning above the king size bed.
He was holding a blonde in his arms, her large breasts mashing against him.
He kissed her head, she stirred, it wasn't his mother.
"Hi there," Stephanie said, trialing her fingernails over Joshua's chest.
"Mmm, what a night," she moaned. "I LOVE the welcome orgies we have with each new house guest."
"Uh," Joshua was struggling to remember.
"I'm so glad you contacted Sandee, then Diane. It's another wonderful cock added to the house," Stephanie tickled his side.
His memories returning; a blur of blondes and breasts flashed through his mind.
"Wow, must've been really good for you too. I think I might have to dump my son and get with you," Stephanie kissed his chest.
"Just kidding," She rose, sitting on the edge of the bed, stretching. "But you and I will have sex again. Your mother's in the bathtub."
Joshua watched Stephanie leave. When she opened the bedroom door, he caught a glimpsed of another nude housemate, Tiffanie, laughing and running away from her son.
He fully recalled the events of the previous night. There was wine, there were couples having sex everywhere. There was a different woman on his cock every few minutes, each of them working down a line of men, the final woman was his mother.
They played games. "Hide and go Sex" as Stephanie called it. The mothers would hide, whoever found them, had sex with them. Joshua recalled his mother's sweet smile, letting him know it was ok, they'd find each other.
"Hey there," Alyssa smiled, watching Joshua settle in the bathtub with her.
She mounted him, guiding his cock back inside her. "Tonight is going to be very special."
"Yes it is. I can't wait."
"Me neither," Alyssa kissed, mouth closed arounds, their wrestling tongues. wrestling.
**********
Everyone in the house that night, gathered by the pool, candles lighting the area. Sandee and Rachael along with Crystal and Jared were there too.
Joshua stood nude, waiting for his mother to arrive.
Diane walked her out of the house, both women naked. She presented her to Joshua, shethen took her place next to her son, Elliot.
"Ah! Yes! Fuck me!" they heard coming from the backyard next door.
Crystal rolled her eyes, peeped over the small fence, clearing her throat.
"Oh sorry! I forgot about the ceremony. Come, Henry. Mommy can be loud inside," the neighbor grabbed her son, taking him indoors.
"Sorry," Crystal said.
Alyssa went to her back on a lounge chair, legs spread wide for Joshua. He climbed on top, slid right in and mated with her.
"Don't worry about them, focus on me," Alyssa reminded Joshua in case he was nervous.
"I will," he said, staring into her green eyes. He kept thrusting, the lounge chair creaking under their movements.
"Give me a baby, your baby," Alyssa breathlessly demanded, this Saturday night falling with perfection within her monthly cycle.
They all watched the couple make love, the mothers being held by the sons, Sandee and Rachael, arms entwined.
"Oh, yes, Joshua," Alyssa moaned.
"You ready?" he asked out of breath.
"Yes. YES!"
"Make me a dad, we'll raise our child here, you and me," he added, approaching his climax, ready to impregnate Alyssa.
"Ahh! Joshua!" She cried out, mother and son cumming together once more.
Everyone around the clapped, as Joshua's balls emptied his seed, his cock pumping semen inside Alyssa.
He collapsed on top of her;, they closed their eyes and held one another.
The cookout commenced. Elliot volunteered to cook hotdogs and burgers. Stephanie and Tiffanie pushed their sons in the pool and joined them.
Next door, Stephanie's daughters, Carrie and Vanessa, both recently divorced and both recently moved in, were watching the festivities. They were naked, looking out to the neighboring backyard.
Ulysses behind them was getting dressed. He, too, recently moved in across the street.
"Alright, ladies I need to head home. My step-mom scheduled an anal night with her and her sisters," He explained, his cock still hard.
"Alright, It was nice fucking you, I mean seeing you again," Carrie said. "I told you he was great, Vanessa."
"He sure is," Vanessa said. "We'll see you again soon I'm sure."
The sisters turned their attention back to the party. Diane's other daughter, Valerie, appeared from her bedroom, also nude. "You two coming with me?"
"Nah," Carrie said.
"Alright, it'll be fun. I know it's weird at first, but you'll get used to seeing them as couples. I have. Who knows, maybe I'll end up sleeping with my brother one day. See you later!" Valerie left to attend the cookout.
Julianne's daughter, Gisele, also lived in the house. She was busy though, in her room, making love to the man she'd loved since she was a little girl – her uncle.
"I guess we could think about this incest stuff," Vanessa spoke up.
"Yeah. I'm not sure I could do it with my brother yet. But maybe our cousins. What do you think?" Carrie asked.
"We could. We could start small, so-to-speak, and work our way up to our brother," Vanessa suggested.
"Deal," Carrie and Vanessa shook hands and turned their attention back to the party.
**********
Alyssa smiled surveying her family at the cookout by the pool. Diane was standing next to Sandee and Rachael, swatting at her son, Elliot's, butt while he was trying to finish hamburgers.
Tiffanie was in the swimming pool, her large breasts pressed into the back of her son, Tom. He was swimming around, giving her a ride.
Stephanie was in the shallow end of the pool pulling her son's face into her bare breasts, allowing Dan to motorboat them.
Julianne and her son Greg were lying on a lounge chair by the pool, tenderly kissing and whispering words of love.
They all posed in Playboy years ago, they all lived under one roof, and they all loved their sons in every possible way a woman can love a man.
Alyssa curled up in Joshua's arms, eyes to the starry night sky. She saw a tiny meteor stream across it and smiled. She closed her eyes, Joshua kissed her head, holding her against him.
Inside her body an egg was fertilized.
The end.
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"I can do this. I can win. This is my chance!" Sandrah said, at the gym, pushing herself farther than ever before on the smith machine. It was ass and leg day. Seconds earlier, she surpassed her record for number of squats she could do.
"Come on!" she thought. "Two more!"
She struggled with those last two, squeezing her muscular ass, pushing the weight up.
"Yes! Ah! Yes!" She screamed in her head, gritting her teeth. She did it. Sandrah put the barbell back on its slot on the machine and nearly collapsed.
Sitting on a nearby bench, out-of-breath, Sandrah thought about her upcoming week. She was flying to Los Angeles, then from there, Hawaii. She was competing on a reality TV show, where women aged 30-50 hunted younger men aged 18-22. The show was called "The Huntress."
They didn't actually hunt and kill the men. Ten women were given a net, a tiny camera attached to their shoulder, and sent off in the wilderness in remote locations. The rules were simple: the first three women to "catch" the three younger men won.
First place prizes were awarded to the huntress first to catch a man. It was a decent amount of money, and an all-expenses paid, week-long, trip with the man she captured.
Second place was for the woman who was second to catch her man. It too, was a decent cash prize, along with a lovely weekend trip somewhere exotic.
Third place was the woman who caught the third and final male contestant. They were give a smaller cash prize, and given a night out. In the first season of the show, it was usually an upscale restaurant, dancing, theater, a movie premiere - things like that.
Sandrah read articles about one winner marrying the man she caught, another two became couples for a long time. There were a few that didn't match up or connect romantically, but remained friends.
Tired of dating, tired of failed relationships, tired of never having won a thing in her life, Sandrah enjoyed the show and applied on a whim.
"Why the hell not?" she said, sending in her application a few months ago. All the guys cast were hunks, she had nothing to lose.
It was a short bio; a head shot photo, and a small entry fee.
Sandrah doubted she'd ever hear back from them, but a couple weeks later, she did. A representative called her, explaining they wanted to film episodes for the second season and they'd like her to continue on in the application process.
The next step was Sandrah filming a very short video of herself, explaining why she wanted to be on the show.
After watching the first season, she knew they were looking for "characters." They needed a shy type, a mean one, a slutty one, a free spirit, a competitive cougar - she didn't feel she connected to any of those. Sandrah decided to be herself, but mix in a competitive vibe.
"I've never won a thing in my life," Sandrah said, staring at her phone she leaned against her bedroom mirror to film herself. "I'm sick of failed relationships. I'm sick of being bored. I'm sick of a crappy love life."
Sandrah's eye brows narrowed as she glared at her phone. She clinched her fist, "I need to get out there and MAKE things happen for myself. I WILL get on that island and find a man. I WILL make him mine. I WILL find true love."
She laughed at herself when she tapped the stop button on her phone. It was half-truths; she was sick of those things, but she exaggerated her competitive nature, making fun of what she's seen on past episodes. Some of those women seemed to be out for blood.
Sandrah emailed the video to a representative, making the deadline they gave her.
A week later, she got another call from the studio.
They flew a bewildered and surprised Sandrah out for an in-person meeting. Her silly caricature of the super-competitive archetype paid off.
Sandrah did the best she could to maintain that facade. She wore athletic, workout tights, shook their hand firmly, rarely smiled. She gave off a dominant impression. The producers and casting directors ate it up - much to her continued surprise.
Their meet and greet was fairly simple. They wanted to see her in person. She dove into her background; divorced, no real or true love since then, loves fitness and working out. She added she was ready to get out there and hunt a man down.
The third and final step was a background check; making sure she didn't have a criminal record.
After the background check phase, it was another couple weeks before Sandrah heard from them. When she did, it was to let her know they were bringing her onto the show. She was standing in her bedroom, a large towel wrapped around her after finishing a shower. When the phone call ended, Sandrah tossed her cell phone on the bed and removed her towel, balling it up like a basketball and slamming it on the floor.
"Bam!" she exclaimed. She paced back and forth a few minutes, naked, excited, before putting on workout clothes for the gym.
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After a long flight to LA, followed by a delayed flight to Hawaii, Sandrah arrived at the hotel. She saw a few other contestants including one that caught her eye.
She was a busty redhead. Had a nice tan, not unlike Sandrah's olive skin tone. Sandrah sat on the bus on the way to the location, glancing at the woman. Her hair was fiery red, mostly likely dyed, long and curly. Sandrah shook herself from staring at the woman's chest.
"Damn, she's got some big ones," Sandrah thought. They were much larger than her fairly small breasts.
They arrived at the resort that served as a base for the women; the men were miles away in their own resort base.
Sandrah checked into her room, sitting her bag down. She looked through it, only packing certain items in the event she won. A nice, black dress in case she got third place. In addition to the dress, she included a brand new, tiny, yellow bikini. In case she got second or third place; she packed no pajamas, no underwear, and only shorts and tops to travel in. She felt naughty but didn't care.
All the woman silently glanced at one another, sizing up the competition. A few were mid to late 30s, including Sandrah and the busty redhead. The other eight had to be over 40, maybe even pushing 50.
While they waited for the producers to arrive, Sandrah tied her shoulder length, dark hair in a small pony tail. She calmed herself down, not wanting to get too confident. She couldn't help but think she had a slight advantage over the older women. She didn't recall last season's episodes having as many women in the 40-50 range.
After nearly an hour, a couple producers and assistants entered the conference room the women were waiting in.
"Hi everyone," one of them said, standing at the head of the table. He went over the rules.
The three male contestants are on the other side of the island; female contestants won't see them unless they capture them in the wild.
There would be a helicopter flying above the trees, filming and getting footage used for coming back from commercial breaks and so on, but also to keep an eye in the sky on things in the event of emergencies.
Each contestant will have a small camera clipped to the shoulder strap. It'll record for the show, but will also be watched by producers in case of emergencies.
The producer handed each woman a tank top with the show's logo on the front and a number on the back. The tank top was neon pink in color. This was for the helicopter to see them better from the sky and also served to give the male contestants a slight advantage.
The producer explained that while the men want to be caught by the women, they were instructed to last as long as possible. The guy who is caught last gets a reward for himself. They men are given various camouflage items, one resembling a ghillie suit, except more of a blanket. They are also given flares to fire off in case of emergencies, along with radios and their own shoulder mounted cameras.
The producer assisted with helping the ladies clip the small, cell phone sized cameras to their shoulders. He explained how they worked, pointing out the small antennae that transmitted video footage. The batteries were fully charged.
Next he demonstrated the nets. They were large, folded up so they are easy to carry, and also had the show's logo on it. The producer threw it over his assistant, showing the ladies how to do it and that it wouldn't hurt. The men were instructed to freeze, not resist, when a net was thrown on them. There was no point in dragging it out; the net on them signified they were captured. They wouldn't run or try to break free from it.
The ladies were given hiking shoes, a small back pack with water, flares, and a radio too. It would be easy to run through the wilderness with it.
Next the producer took them on a tour of the area. He showed them a path leading into the lush, tropical forest. He told them the men would be hiding along the trail, but not in the unkempt bush. Snakes or other creatures could be there.
After filming commenced, the footage obtained from the helicopters, and shoulder mounted cameras would be edited. At that point all the contestants would return and do commentary on what happened. Sandrah recalled watching that in earlier episodes. A contestant would be in front of the camera talking about almost catching a man, or some drama another contestant caused and so on. All of it occurred after the hunt was filmed.
Sandrah felt she and the other contestants were in good hands and looked forward to getting started.
They had a brunch at around 10:30 am; a nice buffet.
At 11:30 Sandrah took a moment to herself in the restroom. She adjusted her tank top, her cargo shorts and belt, her bikini underneath. She looked at herself in the mirror, "I can do this," she said in her head. "Just have fun. Who knows, if I win, he might become a really great friend."
As she was leaving, the redhead entered, nearly colliding with her. "Oh! I'm sorry!" the redhead smiled.
"It's fine," Sandrah nodded at her, observing her huge smile, trying not to glance at the woman's cleavage.
Sandrah headed back to the lobby with the others. "If she catches a guy, he'll probably love those boobs of hers," she thought, rolling her eyes.
Each of the ten women were taking turns recording a small introduction of themselves in another small room to the left of the lobby. They were told to make it similar to the video they sent in during the audition process.
Sandrah was last in line, the redhead in front of her.
When the redhead entered the room, Sandrah could hear her talking, albeit slightly muffled, through the door.
"I sit here?" she asked. "Ok great."
Sandrah heard a muffled voice giving her directions, then the redhead herself.
"Hi, I'm Bea. I'm a free spirit and loves to fun! I'm here to have a great time and not only catch a great guy, but catch something magical! I can't wait to teach my younger guy so many wonderful things!"
Sandrah rolled her eyes, hearing Bea giggle.
There was a brief pause. "Ok great, thanks. Huh?" Sandrah heard Bea ask. "Oh yeah, totally."
Sandrah couldn't make out what the muffled voice was saying. "Yep, I got them a long time ago," Bea said followed by more giggling.
"Thank you! I love them too!" Bea said.
Sandrah rolled her eyes.
"Oh yeah? You'd do that for me? Well sure!" she heard Bea say.
Sandrah heard the muffled voice loud and clear next. "Wow! Those are nice!" he said before lowering his voice back to the muffled level.
"Oh yeah? Hmm, thanks for the tip sweetie. I'll be sure to look there," Bea said. Sandrah's mouth dropped. She quickly straightened up when the door opened, Bea exiting, adjusting her tank top.
Bea smiled and nodded at Sandrah.
When Sandrah entered the room, the guy working the camera greeted her, telling her to sit. He said he'd count down from five and Sandrah would give her introductory greeting. They could do a few takes if need be.
"I'm Sandrah. I'm here to win - plain and simple. I'm will hunt down these boys and make them men. I will sweat, bleed, and fight to be the first, to be the best!"
Sandrah nearly erupted in laughter after that little performance.
"Whoa! Awesome job!" the camera guy said.
"Thanks," Sandrah, slightly embarrassed, looked to the carpet.
"Alright, I believe you're the last contestant. Good luck!" he said, standing to breakdown the camera equipment and lighting.
Sandrah paused before opening the door to leave. "You, uh, you think I have a chance?"
"Hmm?" The camera guy said. Sandrah slowly turned around in a circle. She figured she'd take a page from Bea's playbook.
"Oh yeah, for sure. I can see you are in great shape," he said.
"Can you?" Sandrah quietly asked. She turned around, facing away from the cameraman. She slowly bent forward; arching her back, sticking her ass out
The cameraman was very quiet.
"Well?"
He chuckled. Sandrah could tell he was watching her. She unbuttoned, and then unzipped her cargo pants. "Might as well play the like Bea did," she thought.
She slowly pulled her shorts down, along with her bikini bottoms, exposing her bare ass to him.
"You know, I love a great pair of tits, but I'm really more of an ass man myself," the cameraman approached Sandrah. "Do you mind?"
Before Sandrah could ask what he meant, the cameraman licked his hand and slapped her ass hard.
"Mmm, love it," He grinned. "Sandrah, I'll tell you what," he said, while Sandrah pulled her shorts up and turned to face him.
"Head south. Toward the beach if you can. There's plenty of waterfalls where the guys can hide out and around in. So if you enter the pathway, sprint for a while, then veer off it toward your left. We tell the guys not to go too far from the path, we don't want them getting hurt or something, but they always do. They've already scoped out the island, planning their strategy. If you head south and find water, there's a ton of volcanic rocky areas with small caves. They love hiding there."
"Oh, wow, thanks," Sandrah said.
"Hey no problem. May I?"
"Huh?"
He didn't answer. Instead, he reached around with both hands and grabbed and squeezed Sandrah's ass.
"Mmm, nice. I'd fuck the shit out of you," He said, gripping her ass hard. "That Bea chick has some nice fake tits, but this, this is incredible."
He released his grip of her ass and went about his work. Sandrah stood there in shock, temporarily forgetting the tip he gave her.
"Um, thanks, I think. Yeah," She blinked a few times, turned around and exited the room.
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The short van ride to the start of the event was cramped. Sandrah had to sit on someone's lap. Bea smiled, patting her thighs, volunteering her lap. Sandrah smiled awkwardly, sitting on the woman's lap for the five-minute van ride.
Bea's hand rested on Sandrah's lower back as she got off Bea's lap. She could've sworn Bea's hand grazed her butt cheek as it slid off her back.
"Weird," Sandrah thought standing at the starting line waiting for instructions.
"Ladies; Three men await you," the host of the show started, cameras rolling. "They will all be hunted; they will all be found. Which of you will find them? Only three can win."
Sandrah glared into the camera that glided by her, attempting to uphold her character. She watched Bea smile and give a peace sign, arching her back, showing off her tits.
The camera did its final run through of the lineup of contestants. The host began counting down from five.
"Sprint, veer off path to left, keep going until I see water. Search there," Sandrah told herself.
"Five, four, three, two, we'll be right back after the break!" The host said.
Some of the women groaned, some laughed including Bea. Sandrah's heart pounded in anticipation. She watched a few cameras get into position, the host's shirt and makeup adjusted, and then they were back.
"Five, four, three, two, one! Go!"
She sprinted toward the pathway leading into the Hawaiian forest. She was there first. Sandrah didn't bother looking over her shoulder; she simply kept running, kept sprinting. She heard footfall behind her, but ignored it. Flying small bushes and trees, hopping over limbs and root systems, slinking around large tree trunk, she kept going.
Finally, out of breath, not hearing anyone behind her, she veered off the path, to her left, heading south, hoping the men would hide near the water.
Sandrah made her way down a hill, nearly tripping and stumbling as she quickly descended. She crashed into smaller trees, eventually using them for support and leverage to aid her descent down the large hill.
Vines were constricting her path, limbs slapping her arms and face as she moved past them.
"No, no, no!" Sandrah screamed, seeing a large blue expanse of ocean up ahead. She was approaching a cliff.
She dug in her heels, using them as brakes, attempting to stop her increasingly out-of-control descent. "Too fast! Too fast!"
She tripped and fell, rolling, tumbling over smaller growth, rocks. She struggled to grab at something, anything; a root, a limb, a tree, a stone. She couldn't slow her rolling and tumbling. Feeling she'd fly off the cliff face, into the ocean, possibly to her death, she closed her eyes.
A few seconds later, they shot open in agony. She was still, no longer rolling or tumbling. The wind was knocked out of her. She lay against a small tree, her back contorted as it slammed against it, her legs nearly dangling over the cliff.
"Ow," she winced, her lower back in pain, feeling like a baseball bat hit it.
"Ahh, shit, shit," Sandrah struggled to move. She was able to roll over, her tummy against the tree now. She looked over the cliff; if the tree hadn't stopped she would've tumbled right over.
"Stupid, stupid," She cursed herself. She could move her legs, arms, everything - no broken spine for her.
Catching her breath, pulling herself to her feet, leaning against the tree, Sandrah looked at the breathtaking view.
"Too soon or too late," she thought, looking around. "I veered off the path too soon or too late."
She looked further along the cliff; she saw a rocky outcrop, covered in lush vegetation. It blended into the cliff.
"There. That's where I should've headed. I bet there's a beautiful lagoon on the other side of that thing. Maybe my prey is waiting for me," Sandrah thought, rubbing her lower back, hoping the bruise wouldn't be too bad.
"I have to climb up the hill, get back on the path and hope what's-her-face hadn't beat me there," Sandrah turned around, calming herself down, looking at the ocean. She looked to her shoulder. The camera was gone, having come undone in her massive tumble. She figured it was long lost, maybe in several pieces.
"Great," she rolled her eyes.
She looked over her tank top. It was dirty and slashed up a bit from her rolling and banging against foliage and rocks. Her legs were scratched up too. Sandrah closed her eyes, not looking forward to the climb up hill, through the thick growth.
She thought she heard something, someone, approaching quickly from behind. "What - "
She was too slow. Just as Sandrah turned around, someone crashed into her; someone with wild, fiery, dyed red hair and big tits.
"Watch out!" Bea said. She was on her feet, not having tripped up, but was moving fast through the thickness.
"Ugh!" they grunted on impact. Their pain and annoyance turned to pure terror.
"No!" Sandrah screamed. As a result of the crash, she and Bea fell off the cliff.
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"Hey, you may want to see this," a staff member approached the executive producer.
"What?"
He was shown a tablet device, a weather app open, with the forecast on display. Are large low pressure system was moving right for the island.
He looked to the overcast sky. "So it's a little rain. They'll be fine."



"I think it's going to be more than rain in a few hours."
He sighed, shaking his head. "If the rain is too bad, we'll call them in. The helicopters will fly low, they'll cover a lot of area and use their PA system to tell them head back toward the starting point. As long as they all stayed near the path in the designated area, they'll make it back fine. We can pick back up tomorrow."
The staffer nodded, hearing the faint sound of thunder in the distance.
********
Sandrah burst through the surface of the ocean, gasping for air. The waves were churning, crashing over her. She struggled to swim.
Bea breached the surface next, the side of her head, above her ear, cut and bleeding. Both women swam to the cliff.
"This way!" Sandrah yelled over the waves banging them against the rock face.
They pulled themselves along, hugging the cliff, each wave pounding them against it, beating their bodies to a pulp.
Bea was thrown against the rocks again; she emerged from the water, her lips, and nose bleeding. Sandrah reached out to her, pulling her in with one hand, the other gripping a nearby pointed rock - one that would've killed them had they been unlucky enough to land on it.
Several minutes later, wave after wave pummeling them, beating them down, they crawled and swam along far enough to stand. The water got shallower, allowing them to walk along on their tip toes, then eventually walk normally. The waves still crashed against them, occasionally lifting them off the rock bottom, but the made it.
It took nearly an hour for them to get out of the choppy, abusive water. They found a large flat rock right where the large outcrop was.
The two women heaved for air, cursing their stupidity, wondering how they managed to survive.
Bea's tank top was gone, along with her mounted camera. Sandrah's was tore at a shoulder strap. Both their backpacks, with flares, and radios were gone - having been loosened, tore apart, flung off them in the chaotic wave attacks.
Sandrah opened her eyes, sitting up, Bea doing the same. "Are you ok?" Sandrah asked.
"My head is killing me," Bea replied, blood dripping off her ear, chin, and nose.
"Yeah, my whole body is," Sandrah said. She helped Bea to her feet, glancing at her huge breasts, covered by a bikini top.
"Lost your shirt."
Bea giggled, staying upbeat given the situation, "Oops."
"Looks like there's cave over there," Sandrah nodded toward a small watery cavern. There was light from the other side of the large outcrop shining through it.
The women, carefully climbed and stepped over rocks and puddles; mist from the crashing waves behind them.
They made their way through the small cavern, sliding through a narrow exit to the other side. Bea smiled, ignoring the pain moving her busted lips caused.
"There IS a lagoon here. Maybe a nice, young man too?" she tickled playfully at Sandrah's side.
"Maybe," Sandrah said, not smiling back.
Hugging a rock wall, they found themselves on top of another cliff - this one only 10 feet high with peaceful calm waters of a lagoon below them.
"Jump?" Bea asked.
"No, wait," Sandrah said, taking in her surroundings. "I don't want to make more mistakes."
She surveyed the cove. The lagoon seemed deep enough to jump in, no rocks to break their legs or neck. It was surrounding by rock, a small waterfall, leading into it. There was no beach, so if the men were hiding nearby, they'd have to be up higher, out of the water.
The waterfall wasn't large enough to hide in, and the only way out of the lagoon area was to climb a smaller cliff leading out of it - next to the waterfall.
Sandrah and Bea had no way to reach that exit point from their location. They had to jump, swim, and climb out to get back to the forest.
"Want to jump?" Sandrah asked Bea, after explaining the situation.
"Yes! Together?"
Sandrah shrugged, "Sure."
Bea slid her arm around Sandrah's waist; they counted to three and jumped off the 10-foot cliff into the warm lagoon.
It was a far more pleasant experience than falling off the huge cliff earlier. They splashed down and swam to the shallower end.
Sandrah turned around, pulling the tie out of her disheveled ponytail, running her hands through her dark hair. She looked for Bea, not yet seeing her.
A moment later she, too, emerged from below the water's surface. Sandrah's eyes widened, and then quickly looked away. "Um, your bikini top."
"Oh!" Bianca exclaimed; her tiny top had been pushed to the side, her breasts exposed. "Thanks," she giggled, fixing her top.
They made their way to the falls, Sandrah leading the way. "Up here!" she yelled over the loud water. She extended her hand for Bea, pulling her along.
"I think we should be fine if we climb up this small cliff. Think you can do it?" Sandrah asked Bea over the noise.
"Yes! You go first! I'll watch what you do for footing!" Bea yelled back.
Sandrah took her time, placing her feet carefully, pulling herself up. The cliff wasn't extremely steep, but she still had to be careful as the rocks were very slippery from the waterfall.
Sandrah's eyes shot open feeling Bea's hands on her ass. "What is she doing?" she thought.
Looking down, she saw Bea smiling, nodding her head for encouragement. "Whatever," Sandrah said, the loud, rushing water hiding the sound of her voice.
Bea pushed Sandrah up, then followed closely behind her, mimicking her climbing. It took a several minutes of careful climbing, but they made it up the slippery cliff.
They stood next to the flowing creek, looking over the lagoon below them.
"I guess we're still playing?" Bea asked.
Sandrah shrugged. "The tip said we'd find a guy near water. They like to hide down here."
Bea shrugged. "Worth a shot to head into the jungle and find another beach area."
"We have to be careful of cliffs though," Sandrah advised.
"Yep," Bea smiled and suddenly pushed Sandrah off the small cliff they were standing on. She watched her land in the water, quickly emerging, glaring up at Bea.
"Sorry!" Bea called out. "I want win the first place prize! You have a nice ass, by the way! Bye!"
"Ahhh!" Sandrah angrily punched the water, cursing Bea and herself. Sandrah thought they could've worked together, maybe helped each other hunt a man.
She watched Bea disappear into the jungle and swam toward the cliff to make the climb yet again.
********
"These clouds are coming in fast," the staffer said.
"It'll be fine," the executive producer said in the control room in a large RV. There were monitors and other equipment used for observing the footage the women obtained while hunting.
"Look, these two are out. Nothing is coming through their feed."
"Could be a malfunction with their cameras. We'll figure it out. We still have helicopters out there," the producer said.
"The wind speed though, we need to bring them in and - "
"No!" the executive yelled. "We are not bringing them in yet."
"But - "
"Listen, we both know the piece of shit show won't make it to a third season. If we have some drama, some scary weather, it may make for some exciting television. We bring the helicopters and contestants in only if we absolutely need to. Some rain, wind, a little thunder and lightning won't be a problem."
His underling nodded, nervously glancing at radar imagery of a huge storming approaching.
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After Sandrah made the climb out of the lagoon, she ran off into the jungle in the direction she thought Bea headed. About 30 minutes later, tired, wet, sore, things got worse for Sandrah. She hadn't noticed how cloudy it was above her, laser focused on catching up to Bea and trying to salvage the disaster this experience had become. She kept pushing herself, through the thick foliage, wondering how she hadn't caught up to Bea yet. Bea was in fairly good shape, though not as toned as Sandrah. She joked, trying to make light of the situation that perhaps Bea's tits would slow her down. Apparently, they didn't.
Crossing streams, ducking and diving by large, low hanging vines and limbs, Sandrah finally took a break to catch her breath. Leaning against a large tree trunk, she saw a small snake slither along a branch a few feet away.
"Great, this is great," Sandrah thought. "I shouldn't have veered from the path."
Things got worse when lightning struck high above her followed by deafening thunder. Sandrah held her ears as the sky unloaded a torrential downpour upon her.
"Great!" she yelled over the pouring rain.
Avoiding the snake, pushing her way through the foliage she kept going. Sandrah had trouble moving through the jungle, now far more than ever with the rain hindering her. It beat her down, like a solid wall of water. Lightning struck all around her. Thunder sounding like bombs exploding. Then the wind arrived. She didn't notice a slight breeze before the rain, but now the wind was holding her back just as much as the rain. She wondered if it was a hurricane, but wasn't sure, there were no weather reports indicating a severe storm was on the way.
An old, rotted out tree was blown down several feet ahead of her. She saw an opening in the forest left by the tree. Sandrah saw dark grey cloud above soaring by, lightning traveling through them. Climbing over the large tree trunk she pressed on.
She had to rest again. The wind and rain was too much. Another half hour passed and Sandrah was leaning against another huge tree, when a bright flash, a white hot explosion occurred near her on a cluster of boulders.
She fought the urge to roar in pain, curiosity about the burning pain in her arm taking over. "Lightning. Was I struck?" she thought, looking around. "No, couldn't have been," Sandrah saw a large rocky shard, jutting out of the tree branch next to her. It was still smoking from the lightning strike which caused the boulder to explode, sending shrapnel-like pieces of itself everywhere. One of those pieces flew at Sandrah, sliced the side of her arm and landed in the tree trunk. If she was positioned several inches to her right, the rock shard would no doubt be impaling her chest.
She was bleeding fairly badly. Part of the wound was burnt from the hot rock shard, but the cut was somewhat deep. She'd need stitches. Sandrah tore off her tank top and quickly tied it around her arm, using it like a tourniquet. She pushed herself once again, hoping to get out of the storm, hoping things wouldn't get worse.
After another 45 minutes of slogging through the jungle she caught up to Bea. Anger took over and Sandrah rushed to Bea, tackling the poor woman, climbing on top of her, raising her fist to punch her repeatedly. Sandrah stopped herself, upon seeing Bea's already scratched and banged face mixed with a look of total fear. Sandrah came to her senses, climbed off Bea and helped her up.
"Sorry," Sandrah said, too ashamed to look at Bea in the eye.
"It's fine. I shouldn't have pushed you. I had no idea the storm would get this bad," Bea admitted, patting Sandrah's back.
"We need to get out of it."
"Your arm," Bea nodded to it.
"Yeah, lightning struck near me. A piece of rock flew by. I was lucky."
"I was looking over there. There's a beach, we can probably find more rocks or caverns to hide in," Bea said.
"Good idea. Let's get out of this mess."
They headed down a small hill, using trees to assist their decent, toward a beach. "How'd you get so far away so fast?" Sandrah asked.
"I ran up the hill, I found a path and followed it. I veered off, hoping to find a beach. I avoided all the jungle mess," Bea explained.
Sandrah sighed, cursing herself again, as the two women made their way to the beach, jogging toward another rocky cliff area.
They searched, finally finding a rocky overhang, with a well-protected cavern area. It was dry, so far, and had driftwood strewn about. Sandrah hoped the water wouldn't get too high and possibly get in the safe spot they found. Sitting in it, out of the rain, they had a perfect view of the beach to their right and the ocean to the left. The choppy waves were crashing about in the distance and made them feel nervous, some of those wave getting too close for comfort to their hiding spot.
They sat in silence; the wind, rain, and thunder was all they heard. A few minutes later a new sound was heard. It was a low, chopping sound.
"Is that - " Sandrah stood looking to the sky.
A helicopter came into view from behind them. It was spinning in circles, erratic, struggling to land, trying to get back to the resort after finally being told to return by the production crew. "Get back!" Sandrah said, in case it crashed, with debris heading toward them.
Something much more unfortunate happened. Lightning struck it, hitting a fuel tank. The helicopter exploded. Sandrah and Bea crouched down, holding onto one another. A minute passed, they looked at the burning wreckage a couple hundred feet away, knowing the pilot couldn't have survived it. Sandrah slowly stood. She had an idea.
She pulled a burning piece of the fuel tank toward their small cavern. Sandrah's arm was in pain, but she didn't care, she wanted to drag it near the entrance and use it to keep them warm. She would pile on driftwood and the burning oil.
"Thank you," Bea was somber, knowing where the fiery debris came from. "Maybe our clothes can dry a bit."
Sandrah nodded, not paying attention to Bea stripping naked, until after she had done so as well. Bea found a piece of wood and laid her bikini on it to dry. Sandrah tried her best not to glance at the woman and did the same, keeping her tank-top tourniquet on her arm. She felt awkward and silly, but the fire was getting large now, thanks to the driftwood, plus she was tired of being wet. They took off their shoes and socks too.
Sitting in silence, they huddled close and waited.
It was over for Sandrah. She or no one was winning this game now. The episode would either be re-shot or cancelled. There was no way they would ask her to re-film after what her and Bea went through. Sandrah admitted to herself, she would film again at a chance to win or at least find something or someone new, exciting, and special.
They waited out the storm, the sky getting darker and darker as the sun got lower behind the cloud cover. The rain didn't let up, the wind kept howling outside their rocky shelter. Sandrah watched the waves crashing, hoping it was low tide and that high tide was far off. Bea rested her head on Sandrah's shoulder. She found herself resting her head on top of Bea's, scared, but warmed by the fire.
In the early evening, before the sun set, the two contestants saw something truly horrifying.
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"What, what is that?" Bea asked trembling with fear, holding on tightly to Sandrah. They peered beyond the choppy waves, out into the ocean toward the horizon, seeing something descend from the clouds. It was tall, thin and funnel-like. Another one descended from the clouds right near it, a quarter mile away.
"Tornadoes?" Bea asked, gripping Sandrah's good arm.
"Waterspouts," Sandrah answered. Both women jumped, scared, when another one, much closer, came into view from their left. It was a few hundred feet away and appeared to be moving closer, sea spray from it increasing as it circled.
They closed their eyes, holding each other tightly, the air in their small cavern filling with rain and spray from the waterspout. The fire was nearly extinguished. The wind caught a corner flap of Sandrah's cargo shorts, blowing them into the burning oil. A few pieces of driftwood blew over, rolling out of the cavern.
"Please don't let us die," Sandrah heard Bea cry, the waterspout getting closer.
Sandrah opened her eyes seeing a column of spinning water 60 feet away. She trembled watching it slowly glide by out of view, several waterspouts forming and dissipating in the distance.
Tense, out-of-breath, heart racing, they sat in a slowly darkening cavern. They sky became dark each minute, occasionally illuminated by lightning. A couple hours later, Sandrah thought she saw more waterspouts nearby when lightning struck. It was split-second views of walls of water, spinning nearby. They stayed awake, always looking out to the horizon.
********
Morning arrived. Sandrah and Bea stirred, having slept maybe an hour or two, hair still damp from the blowing rain and sea spray. When they opened their eyes there were two new sights, one of them great, the other not so much.
It was high tide and waves were crashing against their cavern entrance, making their way inside. The women came to quickly and grabbed their clothing, or what was left of it. Their bikinis, shoes, socks, and Bea's shorts. Sandrah still had her arm tied. They darted out of their hiding spot, walking through now knee-deep water around them. They made their way to the beach, eyes to the sky enjoying a welcome sight - the sun.
"Let's lay out and dry off a bit," Bea suggested. Sandrah followed her to the beach area, both women looking on the wreckage of the helicopter. They found a nice, flat rock near the tree line and sat down - Sandrah comfortable being naked around Bea.
"So are you the free spirit character?" Sandrah asked, watching a nude Bea sit down on a large rock, warming herself, drying in the sun light.
"I guess you could say that."
"So you aren't portraying that character for the show?"
"Nah. Just being me. I love fun, outdoors, people," Bea shot Sandrah a grin. "Sex."
"Ah, I see."
"Why do you ask?"
"Just noticed that about you. Thought maybe you were laying it on a little thick for the show."
"Nope. This is the real me," Bea closed her eyes, the morning sun drying her off. "This feels great. Hope my boobs get a bit of sun."
Sandrah rolled her eyes, Bea had no tan lines.
"What about you? Are you really you or something else?" Bea chuckled.
"I thought about playing the part of the ultra-competitive woman. It's not me though. I'm not being real on this reality show. What's left of it, I suppose. I've never won anything, failed at marriage, blah blah blah. Just thought I could try this out and maybe win. Maybe something special would happen."
"Sandrah," Bea rose to her elbow. "It's ok. And I'm sorry. Sorry I pushed you back in the lagoon like that yesterday. Maybe I'm more competitive than I thought. I regretted it as I was running through the jungle."
"I'm sorry I tackled you too. I would never hit you. I guess I was frustrated that we got lost from the main path area, plus the storm."
The two women shared a sweet smile, Bea patting Sandrah's hand. "Let's rest here a bit; hopefully the helicopters will be flying about soon."
"Yeah," Sandrah looked to the clear sky. "They'll pick us up, and we can move on from this."
An hour or so later, sore, tired, hungry, the women in somewhat dryer bikinis were hopping over rocks in an overflowing creek. The water level had risen from the storm. It was brown and filled with limbs that had washed away. The creek led into another waterfall.
"Haven't we been here before?" Sandrah said over the sound of rushing water.
"I think so!"
"That beach looks familiar," Sandrah said.
"Yes, but that's a different sight," Bea stopped, staring down to the beach from above. Something was indeed different about it. Someone was down there.
Sandrah's mouth dropped, it was a male contestant. He was lying on the beach, covered up by his camouflage tarp, his feet and ankles exposed. Next to him was a tree limb sticking out of the sand with his t-shirt, with the show's logo, on it swaying in the light breeze. His elbows were also exposed. They could tell his hands were behind his head. He appeared to be lying out, getting warm from the sun and tarp.
"What do we do?" Bea asked.
"I don't know. This game is over. There's no way they use footage with contestants missing. Plus that poor helicopter pilot," Sandrah answered.



"Right. How about you go down to him. I'll head the way we were going, the path should be up the hill," Bea suggested.
"No, no, we both need to get out of here," Sandrah turned to Bea.
"I'll be fine. You get down there and say hello. Who knows he could be your soulmate, someone to marry, things like that happen."
"Bea, you're sweet, but - "
"Go on, it'll be fine."
"Paper, rock, scissors? I want you to have a chance. Not that they'd count this as a win, but you never know," Sandrah said.
"They might."
Sandrah held out her fist, offering a fair chance for Bea to recover from this disaster too.
"Ugh, fine," Bea said. "Count of three."
"One, two, three," Sandrah threw paper, Bea scissors.
"Best two-out-three?" Bea asked. They threw again. Sandrah was rock, Bea was scissors. On the final round Bea was paper, Sandrah was rock.
"Congrats," Sandrah smiled weakly. "You won. I guess. Go to him. I'll head up the hill and find a path."
Bea nodded, watching Sandrah turn to leave. She thought fast, quickly reaching for Sandrah's bikini bottoms, ripping them clean off.
"Go get him, huntress!" Bea shoved a nearly nude Sandrah off the waterfall, watching her splash below. She waved and blew Sandrah a kiss when she surfaced.
Sandrah shook her head, thankful there weren't any rocks she could've landed on. She smiled back to Bea then watched her head into the jungle.
"Might as well," Sandrah thought. She removed her bikini top, now only wearing her shoes and socks and bloody tank top tied to her arm.
"Maybe, just maybe, she's right," Sandrah swam toward the beach. "Maybe this guy could be the love of my life. Maybe my destiny. Maybe we'd fall in love from our ordeal out here, having found one another and survived it."
Sandrah rose from the water, eyes on her prize, slowly walking toward him. "Maybe I will win something far better after all," she thought, her shadow covering some of the man. He didn't hear her foot falls in the sand over the sound of the water. Sandrah stood over him, slowly squatting her naked body on top him.
When she straddled him, he tensed up, frozen, but knowing someone found him. "Hi there. I found you," Sandrah said.
She removed the tarp covering his face. Her heart stopped.
She saw a young man, olive-colored skin like her, dark hair and eyes like her, a bewildered and embarrassed look on his face. Sandrah jumped off him, covering her breasts with a forearm, her crotch with a hand. She couldn't speak if she tried, she wanted to run away, but didn't want him to see her naked anymore than he already did.
The younger guy rose to his elbows, mouth hanging open. He cleared his throat and spoke.
"Hey mom."
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Sandrah's son, Luis, draped his tarp over his mother's nude body. Sandrah sat on the beach, crying, unable to look at her son. Luis sat next to her, sympathetically patting her back, rubbing he shoulder.
"Your arm. You ok?" he asked.
Sandrah nodded "yes" through her tears.
"A helicopter should be here soon, I would think. They can spot us easily here," Luis said.
Sandrah wiped her tears, anger and shame preventing her from speaking or looking at Luis.
"Mom, I'm - "
She held out her hand to silence him. She wanted to hug him, slap him, talk to him, and scold him for going on this show. But at the same time she wanted to run away, hide, and forget this entire experience ever happened.
They sat in silence for half an hour before they heard a low rumble coming over the tree line. It got louder and louder - one of the remaining helicopters was arriving.
"Here they are. Come on, let's go, Mom," Luis stood, his hand extended.
"Shhh," she shushed him. "Don't call me that. This is too embarrassing," Sandrah said, looking down at her covered body. Thoughts of climbing on top of the man she hunted down, naked, laughing about the experience and one thing leading to another left her thoughts. Shame and anger at herself and Luis replaced them. These people, the show's crew, couldn't know she and her son were on this show.
Sitting in the helicopter, riding back to the resort, Sandrah didn't know how extensive the background checks were. Luis put his arm around his mother, comforting her. Sandrah glanced at the pilot and an EMT tech riding along. "Might as well play along," she thought, leaning her head against Luis' shoulder.
She last saw her son, several months earlier for Thanksgiving. She missed him greatly. When or if they got alone time, she would ask him why he's there, then scold him for being out in the storm - like she was.
"Mom," Luis spoke in her ear, the noise from the helicopter drowning out their words from the others nearby.
"What?" She asked, irritated at everything.
"Sorry," Luis said, looking away.
His mother couldn't stay angry forever. Her relief he was alright overrode her anger toward him for coming on the show. "We'll talk later," Sandrah said, smiling, leaning back against him. The female EMT sitting across from them smiled.
When they landed, they were assisted inside the resort. The EMT stitched Sandrah's arm. "Looks like you caught a cutie," she said.
"Huh? Oh, him," Sandrah said, wincing from slight pain, the medication not numbing her arm completely.
"I know you two had a rough time out there, but who knows? Maybe your time wasn't too bad," she smiled at Sandrah, winking at her, reminding her without words that she was barely clothed.
"Heh, yeah, who knows."
Sandrah was brought clothes and told to wait for a briefing. Luis, wearing a new t-shirt arrived a few minutes later.
"Mom," he said, holding his arms out for a hug.
"I said don't call me that!" Sandrah fussed. "If they knew you and I were mother and son, ugh, I can't imagine," Sandrah held her face, Luis hugging her, holding her against him.
"I guess they didn't check to see if contestants were related," Luis offered.
"I guess not. Or pay attention to weather patterns either," Sandrah added.
She ended his hug, swatting at him. "You could've died out there! What were you thinking?"
"Same thing you wanted, to win first prize I guess."
"I can't believe they chose you for this show! You JUST turned 18. Does your father know?"
"No. He thinks I'm with friends during spring break."
"Did you ever think about him seeing you on the show when it airs?"
"He doesn't watch it. I only watched it a few times. I thought it'd be fun."
"Fun? Fun to get hunted down by an older woman. You know that sometimes that leads to more!"
"I know. I was hoping, I mean, I uh - "
"You like older women. Great. You came on here to get laid by an older woman," Sandrah shook her head.
"Yeah, well, YOU came on here to hunt a younger guy and take him to bed!" Luis accused his mother.
"I, uh, I mean, maybe. I don't know!"
"Don't point fingers at me. We're both in this."
"And it turned out horribly. We could've died! And that poor pilot last night. This is too much, too mortifying. I was naked out there, on you," Sandrah fought tears.
"Mom, I'm sorry," Luis calmed down, hugging her while she cried.
"Please don't let them hear you call me that. Let's try to get past this nightmare."
Luis held his mother for a few minutes. Thankful he was safe, she relaxed, her arms unfolding and wrapping around her son's waist. She looked up at him, caressing his face.
"You look good. I mean, looks like soccer has done you well," Sandrah said.
"Thanks. You too. I know you've been exercising a lot, right?"
"Yeah," She hugged him harder once more.
A few crew members, including the executive producer entered the room, walking in on mother and son embracing.
"Ah. See? People find true love all the time on our show. Look at you two, a new couple," he clapped for them.
Sandrah and her son shot one another an embarrassed look, ending their quiet moment.
"Thanks for joining me for this briefing," the executive producer shook Sandrah and Luis' hands. They sat in a small conference room at the resort.
"I'll cut right to it. We will be awarding you two first prize even though the hunt was cancelled. So Sandrah you and him will be able to stay here for an entire week - all expenses paid. We are upping the cash prize as well. You'll both get $100,000."
"Um, ok," Sandrah said, shocked. She glanced at her son, who was just as shocked.
"Great. This is great. You'll both have your own rooms here, you're free to go, free to enjoy your week. I need to go. My assistant will take over and guide you from here," the producer said, taking his leave.
"They better not fucking sue me," he thought to himself leaving Sandrah and her son alone once more.
Mom and son were silent for a couple minutes.
"Well," Sandrah spoke up. "This was interesting."
"Yep," Luis agreed.
"So," Sandrah nodded. "I guess we'll be here a week."
"Yep," he scratched his neck.
"Want to meet up for dinner later?"
"Yeah, that'd be cool."
Mom and son shared another awkward look, Luis stood to leave.
"Luis," his mother said. He turned around seeing her arms extended.
"Mom," he whispered in case someone could hear.
They hugged one another once more, Sandrah kissing his cheeks, then his lips quickly - so thankful he was fine.
"I'm glad you're ok," Sandrah said.
"Yeah, I was scared, but I made it. I found an old fallen tree, made myself a little shelter. I used a flare to burn what I could for a fire. You made it too. You found me," Luis kissed her cheek.
"Let's try to have fun tonight. Let's try to salvage this horrible experience," his mother suggested.
"Sounds good, Mom."
They ended the hug, Sandrah played with his hair, a joyous feeling in her heart. "I'll see you later this evening."
********
Mom and son caught up over dinner. They talked about school, his plans for college, and briefly touched on his dismal dating life. Sandrah said hers was nothing special as well before changing the subject.
Another sore spot was Luis' father. He was engaged and getting remarried soon. Sandrah downed her glass of wine, ordering another and changed the subject once again.
"I still can't believe they let you on the show," Sandrah said, sipping her wine.
"Yeah well, I am of age I guess."
"A high school senior, wanting some older woman chasing after him," his mother said.
"I did," Luis shrugged; they smiled and held hands across the table.
As dinner progressed Sandrah was feeling much better about things, forgetting the horrible experience on the show and simply enjoying herself. She even ordered wine for Luis, not caring at this point if he was too young to drink, ordering him not to tell his father.
Both mom and son were laughing, giggling, stumbling their way back to her room.
"Ooh, you want to come to my room huh?" Sandrah joked.
"Well, yeah, I was hunted down by a woman on the show," Luis slurred.
"You are so very bad," Sandrah said, struggling to slide her card and unlock the door.
"Here," Luis snatched it from her, sliding it through the first time.
"Thanks," Sandrah giggled, taking her card.
They entered her room, her arm around his waist. Sandrah led him to bed, pushing him on it. She climbed next to him, lying in his arms.
"Mmm, gonna manhandle me, huntress?" Luis asked.
"You wouldn't be able to handle me, boy," his mother joked.
"Yeah well, maybe."
"I knew that's why you came on the show," Sandrah sat up, her hand on his chest. "You wanted some older woman to hunt you down and take you to bed!"
"Uh huh. Looks like that's what happened."
"Oh yeah?" Sandrah threw her leg over Luis and sat up, straddling him. She unbuttoned the first few buttons of his shirt, rubbing her hands over his chest.
"Manhandle you," She chuckled.
"Yes. Go for it," Luis said, eyes heavy from the alcohol.
"Ha. I think I'd need more wine for that," Sandrah said climbing off her son. She looked in small, fully-stocked fridge, seeing champagne instead. "Besides, after what we've been through, I need more to help me forget it."
"This will do," She grabbed a bottle, looking for an opener.
She was startled a few seconds later after feeling a hard slap on her ass, causing her to nearly spill her drink.
"Face it, that's why you came on this show too. You wanted to find a young guy for yourself," Luis said, standing behind her, sliding his arms around her, holding her against him.
"Yes! Yes I did," Sandrah said, taking a couple large gulps of her champagne. "I wanted to find something special here."
"Well I'm the best catch on the island. So I'd say you did," Luis said, his hand gliding up and down his mother's flat tummy.
Sandrah turned around, giving Luis her glass. He took a few gulps handing it back. She messed with his hair, "I might have to agree with you on that."
Mother and son shared a drunken smile. Sandrah purposefully spilled the last few sips of her champagne on Luis's shirt.
"Ah, Mom, careful."
"Oops. Better take that shirt off," Sandrah said, sitting her glass down, quickly turning around, grabbing and ripping her son's shirt off.
"Hey! Careful," Luis said.
"You want to be manhandled, right?" Sandrah guiding Luis back to the bed. "Careful is the last thing I'm going to be with you."
Sandrah pushed Luis on the bed, climbing on him once more.
"Ooh, you gonna wear me out?" he slapped her ass again.
"I might."
"You got a nice butt, by-the-way," Luis said, rubbing his hands all over it. "Working out has done it well."
Sandrah was inches from his face, "Thank you."
Luis smiled, his hand playfully resting on her ass. He slowly pulled her dress up next, exposing her bare behind.
"Oops," Luis smiled.
"You're being naughty."
"So?" Luis grabbed her butt, squeezing it. "No underwear? You're naughty too. You must've really wanted to get some action with the young man you caught."
"Yes. Or maybe when I saw how handsome the guy I caught is, I decided no panties for him."
"Me?"
"Sure," Sandrah answered, quickly kissing Luis on the lips.
"Aww, that was nice," he said, still massaging her ass. Sandrah did it again, leaving her lips on his a little longer.
"So is this," Luis said, referring to her ass.
"You've already told me," Sandrah said, climbing off her son. She found her glass, pouring more champagne.
Luis whistled at her, watching her sip her drink, her dress still pulled up, her ass still exposed. Sandrah drunkenly spanked herself, downing her drink.
"Might as well make the most of our time here," she stumbled back to him.
Luis smiled watching her approach him once more. Sandrah climbed on him, grabbed his face and kissed him hard. Luis sat up, kissing back, holding her ass.
"We're drunk," Luis said through her kisses.
"Mmhmm," his mother closed her eyes, her tongue getting involved.
"Really drunk," Luis said, his mother's tongue sliding into his mouth.
They broke the kiss, out-of-breath, "You wanna?" Sandra asked.
"Uh huh," Luis nodded, his hands helping his mother slide off her dress.
They kissed again, Sandrah naked now. A few minutes later, she slowly slid down his body, off the bed, onto her knees on the floor.
"Don't," she hiccupped. "Don't tell your father about this either."
"I won't tell anyone. You gonna give me a blow job?" Luis slurred back.
"I am. Then we're gonna get it on, young man!"
"Ahh yeah," Luis laid back, eyes closed, while his mother unbuttoned his pants, unzipped him and fished out an erection.
"Mmm, very nice. Look like I nabbed a very good one," Sandrah said before quickly devouring his cock in a drunken daze, slobbering and drooling all over it, not caring who it belonged to.
"Care-careful," Luis struggled to say and keep himself from cumming.
"Feel good?"
"Yes!"
"Tastes good," Sandrah said, continuing to weave her head to and fro, sucking and loving on Luis' dick.
Another few moments passed and Sandrah stood, wiping the drool off her mouth and chest. "Ok, I want that thing in me."
She poured another glass of champagne and climbed on Luis. With one hand holding the glass, the other guided his cock in her. "Ahh yeah, that's it."
Luis sat up; too dazed to care his mother was sitting on him, his cock balls deep in her. She took a few sips and offered it to him. He sipped from it and wrapped his arms around her.
Sandrah took one final sip and dumped the rest of her drink on his head. Luis didn't care, only staring back, eyes glazed over, at his mother.
Sandrah smiled, tipped his chin to her lips, kissing him tenderly.
"Good. Now fuck me," she ordered.
"Yes ma'am!" Luis said. He rolled over, taking his mother with him. Pinning her down, they kissed frantically, the taste of wine and champagne on their tongues.
"Yes," Luis was humping away, no rhyme or reason, fucking Sandrah.
"That's it. That's it, big boy," his mother urged him on. "We'll make the most out of this ruined show we went on."
"Yes! You feel so good," Luis moaned.
"So, ah!" Sandra moaned. "So do you!"
Her legs wrapped around him, holding him place. "This is insane," Luis said, still thrusting away like a mad man.
"I know! I don't care! This whole reality show experience has been insane," his mother slurred.
"We're both drunk."
"Just fuck me, baby. I don't care!" Sandrah grabbed him, kissing him hard.
"Ahh, Mom!" Luis cried out. "Can't last much longer."
"You're doing fine, baby, just keep going!"
Luis rose to his knees, his mother's legs still wrapped around him. He bounced her up and down on his cock.
"Come on!" he urged her and himself to cum.
"Ah! Fuck me! Yes!" his mother screamed in her room.
Luis grabbed her ass, lifting her off and back down on his cock. "Yeahhhh," he grit his teeth, watching her tits bounce with her.
Her eyes rolled into the back of her head, Luis kept bouncing her, kept fucking her just like she demanded.
"L-l-Luis!" his mother was climaxing, throwing her arms around him, shaking.
Luis fell forward, taking her onto her back once more, still wildly thrusting in and out of her.
"Ahhh," he couldn't hold it in any longer. His cock erupted, filling her pussy with his seed. "Yesss."
Sandrah held her son tight, coming down off her own orgasm, feeling his semen fill her pussy to the brim.
"Luis," she whispered, catching her breath.
He rolled off his mother, his arm around her, Sandrah lying on his chest. He pulled a blanket over the two of them a few minutes later.
The horrific mistake they just made hadn't yet sunk in.
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Sandrah woke the next morning with a splitting headache. She lay there, in her son's arms, naked, not yet remembering what they did the previous night. Then she felt his warm, soft flesh against her own.
Her eyes shot open, she quickly darted out of the bed toward the shower in the bathroom.
Cleaning herself, scrubbing the evidence of the sin she'd committed off her, Sandrah's mind was spinning.
"Therapy, we'll have to get therapy. Some kind of counseling. I'll probably never see him again," She scrubbed her arms, thighs, and ass.
"We're done. We're through. Yep. I've ruined a mother/son relationship," She put on a tiny yellow bikini. "I hope he doesn't tell his father. I'll be thrown in jail if so."
She exited the bathroom; Luis was coming to, groggy and rubbing his eyes. "Mom?"
"Hi," Sandrah grabbed her bag, not looking at him.
"Where are you going?"
"Pool."
"Ok, I'll come too," Luis started to remove the covers.
"No! No, you stay here. We should keep our distance."
"What?"
"What happened last night was a horrible, horrible drunken mistake - "
"Yeah, but," Luis interrupted.
"No. No buts. We need to forget it ever happened and never let it happen again. Ok? If you need counseling or have to see a shrink, I'll use my prize money to pay for it. All I ask is that you forgive me; let's never do that again," Sandrah explained, quickly leaving her room.



"Ugh, geez, Mom," Luis got out of bed, stumbled and eventually found a bathing suit. He sighed and left the room to find his mother.
********
An hour later, Sandrah and her son re-entered her room, kissing frantically.
Sandrah pulled him toward the bed, her mouth still connected to this. "I want you bad!"
Luis fell backward, his mother on top of him, still kissing. "I thought we weren't going to do this ever again."
"We can while we're here. We have six days left," Sandrah sitting up, removing her bikini top. Luis lifted off the bed, pulling down and removing his bathing suit.
Sandrah did the same, removing her small bikini bottoms. She grabbed the base of his cock and guided it inside her.
"Oh yes, yes!" Sandrah said, sitting on Luis, her hands on his chest. "I need this."
"Are you sure you want to do this? We're both sober now," her son asked.
"Like I said, while we're here, we might as well. We will tell no one. When leave here, we can never do this again," Sandrah explained.
"Alright. I understand," Luis said.
"Good," she leaned down, kissing him again. "Now fuck your mother, young man."
Once again, Luis said "Yes ma'am." This time both were sober.
She rode his cock; she bounced on it, ground against him, cumming on it.
Luis rolled over and slammed into her, rolling his hips against her, impaling her, kissing her while he fucked her.
Later, he stood behind her, gripping her waist while taking her in the shower.
They skipped dinner in favor of having sex. Luis was behind her, pulling lightly at her hair, slamming his hips into her.
"Yes! Yes! Don't stop!" Sandrah said, her tits jiggling from each powerful impact.
"Can't hold out!" Luis cried. He erupted in her again, filling her up, but this time he kept going.
He kept fucking her from behind through his orgasm, cum splashing out of her every time he drove his cock in. He didn't care that his cock was numb and felt like it was going to fall off. She didn't care it was her son and that she never wanted to stop having sex with him.
Eventually they did stop, Luis gave out, falling asleep, his mother tenderly kissing his face, neck and chest, watching him drift off.
Sandrah smiled, gathered a bathrobe and left the room searching for the ice and vending machines. Instead, she found someone familiar.
"Hi!" Bea spoke up behind Sandra at the vending machine, startling her.
"Hi Bea! You're here too?"
"Yep. Since I was one of the three that was out there in the storm, they gave me the first prize too. I guess they tried to smooth things over with us."
"Yes," Sandrah laughed.
"Sooo, how are things with you and the man you found?"
"Oh wow. Great. Absolutely great. He's incredible," Sandrah admitted.
"Oh really? Mmm, that's wonderful to hear."
"Thanks. What are you doing?" Sandrah, looking over the dress Bea was wearing.
"Oh, I'm going on a date with an employee of the resort. He's getting off soon, I'm on my way to meet him," Bea said.
"Good, I hope you have a fun evening."
"I will. I'm in room 685. Come by and say hello if you get a chance. I have plenty of champagne left in the fridge," Bea smiled.
"I think I will," Sandrah smiled back. The two women hugged and Sandrah purchased her snack of M&Ms.
Upon entering her room, she undressed again, climbed into bed and ate next to her sleeping son. She thought about how wrong all this was - this entire experience. The show, the aftermath, the incest, all of it was wrong. Sandrah knew it was a fluke; there was no rhyme or reason, just the desire to have a special experience manifesting itself in incestuous, drunken lust. They threw caution to the wind, thankful for her and Luis' survival and went for it. When she and Luis left this place, they could never be like this again. This would be a secret no one could know. She watched him sleep, eating her M&Ms. Somewhere deep down inside, she thought maybe he would be ok and not need therapy. They'd have this special week in her room, and that would be it.
She finished up and got under the covers with him.
The next day was a foreplay day.
Instead of relentlessly fucking her all day, Luis opted to explore her body with his mouth. He ate her pussy until his mouth and jaw were sore - his mother cumming several times.
He took a break and ate her asshole while fingering her next. Sandrah loved the feeling of his tongue licking all over her butt cheeks. Especially when Luis spanked her hard.
Next was throat fucking. Luis stood at the end of the bed, his mother on her back lying before him with his cock shoved down her throat. He fingered her while fucking her throat at the same time.
Luis grabbed her, picked her up to eat her pussy, while his mother hung upside down gagging on his dick.
They had sex in the large chair in the corner, in the bathtub, on the floor, on the toilet, and on the balcony.
She ordered more alcohol. They got drunk and had more sex. Sandrah was riding him while in the bathtub, Luis pouring champagne on her, licking it off her after she climaxed.
On the bed, they giggled while Luis poured champagne in her ass.
"Quick! Go!" his mother told him. Luis went to his back on the bed, his mother squatting over him. "Ready?"
"Yep!"
Sandrah relaxed letting all the champagne that was in her ass spray onto her son. She collapsed onto him, both of them laughing, tickling each other, rolling around on the bed.
They rolled off the bed, laughing, searching for more alcohol to play with.
Later, well after midnight, mother and son were kissing, still naked, holding each other.
"You can have me back there if you like," Sandrah whispered.
"Hmm?"
"You know, where your tongue was earlier," Sandrah said.
"Ah, your backdoor."
"Anal sex. Yes. Please?" Sandrah licked his lips.
Luis nodded and a few minutes later, he was struggling with all his might not to cum, to enjoy the feeling of her anal walls around his cock. He took a swig of champagne straight from the bottle, then poured a little bit on her cock-embedded asshole.
"Beautiful," he said, pulling out, seeing her gape open. He poured more champagne into her body, and then penetrated her again.
"Yes," Sandrah moaned, gripping the sheets while Luis fucked her in the ass. "Harder!"
"I'm going to fill you up!" he slapped her ass several times, leaving red marks.
Sandrah was panting heavily, loving the full feeling her son was giving her.
They climaxed together, Luis filling her lower colon with cum, mixing it with the champagne enema she had swimming around inside her.
His cock slid out of her rectum, resting on her butt cheek, spurting cum one last time before he fell to his back, exhausted.
Sandrah climbed into his arms, moaning. Both were quiet for a few minutes.
The silence was broken by Sandrah farting cum and champagne out of her ass. Mother and son looked at one another and erupted in laughter.
Their final full day at the resort was spent in bed. They showered last night's insanity off their bodies and snuggled, kissed, caressed, and made love well into the afternoon - only breaking for food.
Sandrah smiled at a tired Luis, watching him take a nap before dinner. She put on her bathrobe, "What happens here stays here," she thought before leaving the room and Luis alone.
At room 685 Sandrah knocked a few times before Bea answered. "Come in!" she motioned her to follow.
Bea went out onto her balcony, Sandrah stayed inside.
"You coming?" Bea asked.
Sandrah shook her head and removed her bathrobe, standing nude before Bea. Bea laughed, removed her shirt and grabbed Sandrah, bringing her in for a hard kiss.
Bea's hand traveled to Sandrah's ass, "So you want to have fun with me?"
"Maybe I should be more of a free spirit like you," Sandrah said, grabbing a handful of Bea's breasts, taking them to her mouth, sucking on them.
"Mmm I like the sound of that."
"My um, Luis, will be awake for dinner tonight. I'll need to go then," Sandrah said squeezing one of Bea's tits. "Our last night here and all."
"I'm sure we can cum several times before then," Bea smiled, kissing Sandrah, guiding her onto the bed.
-9-
In the aftermath of the disastrous filming of The Huntress, the studio was sued by the family of the dead helicopter pilot. The executive producer was fired and slammed with a couple lawsuits in an attempt to hold him responsible and neglectful for that death. Sandrah could've sued for injuries perhaps, but she didn't want to risk the fact that she hunted and found her own son on the show to be public. A few weeks later Sandrah, Luis, and Bea were all requested to do interviews by the studio, to help with PR. Sandrah and Luis declined, and Bea as too busy on a road trip to the Grand Canyon to do it. The Huntress was cancelled midway through the second season.
After a final day in bed at the resort, Sandrah and son parted ways. She reminded him their tryst was over. It was wrong, pleasurable beyond anything they've ever experienced, but wrong. She tearfully hugged her son goodbye at the airport, saying she'll see him again for Thanksgiving in several months. She went home, miserable, sad, alone. She missed Luis terribly.
Months later, in mid-July, Bea visited Sandrah. They spent most of the long weekend in bed, sweaty, rolling around, scissoring, climaxing together. Sandrah thought maybe she could become a lesbian, her and Bea a couple; she could forget about her incestuous sexcapade at the resort. That idea was squashed when Bea went on and on about how cute the male waiter was at dinner her last night in town.
As much as Sandrah enjoyed sucking Bea's tits and eating her pussy, she knew deep down she wasn't really a lesbian. She missed something, someone, a great deal.
The first week of August, after a routine workout at the gym, Sandrah got a phone call on her way home.
"Hi," she told Luis, thoughts of their sexual experience flooding her mind.
"Hey Mom. You busy?"
"Just leaving the gym. What is it?"
"I was wondering if you could pick me up at the airport."
"The airport? Here?" Sandrah asked, her heart rate rising.
"Yep. I flew in, thought I'd surprise you," Luis answered.
Sandrah sighed, and reluctantly turned the car around, heading toward the airport.
"So that's when I told Dad I wanted to take some time off, before starting college," Luis was telling his mother on the way to her home. "He said if I wanted to visit you, I could."
"Luis," Sandrah shook her head.
"Mom, it's fine. Just a few months. You know? You and me. It'll be great," Luis smiled at her, placing his hand on her thigh.
"Luis. I know what you want. I told you it can never happen again. What happened with us at that resort, stays there. Do you understand?" his mother asked.
Luis nodded, eyes to the floor, his hand gently rubbing his mother's thigh.
********
Thirty minutes later mom and son crashed through her bedroom door, landing on her bed, kissing frantically.
"You look so hot in these workout tights," Luis said.
"I haven't showered," Sandrah said peeling off her son's shirt.
"I'm gonna taste your sweat then," Luis said, diving in, licking her neck.
"Oh, Luis," Sandrah moaned. He stood, removing his shorts, and then pulled his mother's tights off. She threw her sports bra off and Luis dove back in, driving his cock where it belonged, where Sandrah needed it to be. She missed him so much.
"I'm moving in," Luis said.
"No you're not."
Luis drove his cock deeper into her, up against her cervix, pushing as far as he could. Sandrah cried out, gripping his back, "Yes!"
"So it's settled. Dad won't suspect a thing," Luis added, working up a sweat. "You're so much better looking than his fiancée."
"Oh, baby!" Sandrah held her son close as he pounded away.
"I missed this so much. I missed you so much. I thought about you every day, dreaming of the stuff I'd do to you," Luis whispered in her ear while fucking her.
"Me too. I want you inside me every day, deep as you can go, to feel you in my stomach," Sandrah kissed him hard.
"Mmm, nasty woman," Luis said, smiling down at her.
"I'm your woman," she said before closing her mouth around his.
As they made love the rest of the night, they took breaks and spoke about moving Luis in, plans for the future, keeping things a secret, sexual fantasies, even the word 'marriage' was thrown around.
She couldn't help but smile at her unusual good fortune. Sandrah was lying on her side, Luis lovingly sliding his cock in and out of her ass, kissing her neck, ears. He loved the feeling of her rectal walls massaging his cock.
As she lay there, in a candle lit room, giving herself in every way with every part of her body to the man she hunted down and found in a jungle, Sandrah counted herself as one of the few success stories of that show - a success story no one could ever know about.
The end.
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Once upon a time, there was a young man named Barry, who was very sad and lonely. He wasn't alone though. He and his lovely mother lived in a large, new home by the ocean. This new house was filled with Barry's aunts, his cousin, and his grandfather. They spent their days at the beach, playing, laughing, eating or frolicking by the pool. Barry didn't join in on the fun. He watched from afar, depressed and miserable. Everyone in this beautiful, big home by the ocean was involved in incestuous relationships – all except Barry and his mother.
Barry shook his head, looking out his bedroom window over the swimming pool area. His aunt Wendy, with her massive, milk jug, tits was in the pool with her son, Wade. They were kissing and groping one another. Barry's younger aunt, Dolly, with her massive, round ass, was lying against her dad – Barry's grandpa – by the pool. Barry watched the older man kiss Dolly's head and playfully squeeze her muscular ass.
Aunt Wendy had the tits, Aunt Dolly had the ass. Barry's mother, Brandy, had a perfect combination of both. Her breasts weren't huge like Wendy's, her butt wasn't as large, a product of millions of squats and lunges Dolly did daily. She was perfectly proportioned.
Barry watched her, by the grill, cooking hamburgers. His eyes followed her long, dark hair, down her back to her thong bikini. He gripped his chest, as if his heart hurt. "Why does she wear such skimpy bikinis?"
Anger overcame Barry next. His mother had a friend, sitting nearby, chatting with her. His name was TJ and he was a huge man, a man that made Barry feel like a skinny, weak little 19-year-old. All those traits were true, but in Barry's mind they were exaggerated, worsened, by his mental state.
Barry glared at TJ, watching from his bedroom window. He watched TJ and his mother smile, laugh at one another while she worked the grill. He watched TJ rest his huge hand on her lower back, wondering what sort of things he was saying to his mother. Barry assumed it was about sex, meeting up for it, or how good her ass looked. Barry slammed his fist on wall, cursing in his room, thoughts of his mother's lewd conversation with TJ in his mind.
"That's nice of Dolly to take care of your dad like that," TJ patted Brandy's bare lower back, looking over onto the hamburgers she was grilling.
"Yes, it was weird at first – to learn of their special relationship. Wendy and Wade's too. But," Brandi shrugged. "It's kind of beautiful."
TJ looked around the pool, "Your whole family is. Including you."
Brandy smiled, turning to TJ, placing her hand on his chest, "Thank you. You're sweet."
They shared a look, and then Brandy turned to flip some burgers.
Barry saw the exchange from his room, unable to read lips. He shook his head, "Probably told him you'll meet up later, blah blah blah, or how hot he looks, blah blah blah. Ugh!"
Barry slammed his fist again, and then left his window, sitting on the side of his bed, running his fingers through his dark hair. "She's not into it. She's not into me like that. Everyone else in this house is, but not her and I."
Barry lay on his bed, eyes to the ceiling. "I thought we could be. Like Wendy and Wade are. But no."
He wondered if his mother was disappointed in him, he wondered if barely finishing high school, not being athletic, not being popular or social, not being smart, not being handsome caused his mother to be thoroughly repulsed by him. Barry knew it was normal to not want to have sex with one's own family members, but as gorgeous as Brandy was, he thought maybe, just maybe in this new home he could experience the closeness he saw his aunts have with his cousin and grandpa.
Ever since he and his mother moved into this luxurious beachside home, they've grown apart. There was an awkwardness between them, almost as if the incestuous aura of the home had an affect on them – pushing them to want to commit the act, but fighting with themselves internally to resist.
"No," Barry thought. "She just doesn't and wouldn't want me like that."
He assumed his mother learned of their relative's relations and, while accepting them, didn't condone or wish to experience what his aunts experienced. Barry, of course, wanted to. Instead, in his shy nature, he backed away, left her alone, and kept to himself – miserable.
Barry got a text from his mom. Dinner was ready.
His grandpa smiled at him, pulling a chair next to him. Barry smiled politely back, sitting next to the older man. Barry watched Wendy and Wade sit across from him, grabbing buns, salad bowls, pouring drinks.
Barry glanced at his mother, watching her sit next to TJ, diagonal from him. His eyes lowered, looking to his empty plate. A hamburger appeared on it. His aunt Dolly sat next to him.
"Hey," she said, passing mustard and ketchup.
"Hey," Barry replied.
Dolly leaned in close. "After I spend a little time with Dad after dinner, we need to talk."
"Huh?" Barry looked to his aunt.
"I need to talk to you," she whispered.
"Ugh, about what?"
"Shhh. Relax. Just want to talk with you," Dolly said.
"Fine."
They ate their meal outside, by the pool, at one of the tables. It was relatively quiet, save for small talk amongst the couples. Brandy and TJ chatted quietly amongst themselves.
Barry assumed it was about sex. He rolled his eyes and looked away, thinking about how much sex his mother might have with this man. Dolly noticed her nephew looking away, then glanced to her sister, Brandy.
"Oh really?" Brandy whispered back to TJ. "These hamburgers will give you gas that badly?"
"Yes ma'am," TJ smiled. "You'll have to clear the whole pool area."
Brandy did her best to conceal laughter. Her son sighed, still looking away from his mother and her friend, assuming TJ made a sexual joke or comment.
Dolly placed her hand on Barry's thigh under the table, giving him a sweet smile. "We'll talk later."
Barry nodded, finishing his burger.
*****
A few hours later, Barry once again sat alone in his darkened room. The moonlight illuminated the pool below. His window was open. He could hear the sounds of his Aunt Wendy and his cousin, Wade, having sex in the pool. At nights, the sounds of sex usually filled his ears – his relatives making love to one another. Typically, it was Wendy and Wade who were the loudest. His grandpa and Dolly were far quieter. Perhaps the older man didn't last as long, maybe Dolly didn't climax, but loved sex with him anyway.
"Yes! Wade! Yes!" Wendy's cries of pleasure echoing off the house and the fence around the backyard. "I love you!"
Barry was jacking off, watching his aunt's large breasts flop and bounce each time Wade thrust upward, the pool water splashing around, sloshing out of it.
There was a knock at his door. "Crap!" he thought, quickly putting his erection back into his shorts, slamming the window shut, and sitting on the bed.
"Uh, come in," he told his Aunt Dolly.
Dolly barged in, "Why are the lights out? You're going to bed already?"
"Oh, uh, no, I was just," Barry stammered, watching his aunt walk to the window. She saw her sister, bouncing up and down, tits flopping around, on her other nephew's cock.
"Enjoying a show?" Dolly smiled, sitting next to Barry. He glanced at her thigh; all she appeared to be wearing was a large, plaid, button-up shirt which belonged to Barry's grandpa. He was able to put two-and-two together.
"Um, what?"
Dolly dismissed her nephew's silliness. "Listen, the reason I want to talk you is because we all see how unhappy you are here. I can't speak for Wendy, but I know why."
"You do?"
"Barry," Dolly played with his hair. "I've seen how you look at her. I see how you act around her. I know you want her. You want to be like us."
Dolly nodded to Barry's window, "You want what they have; mom and son, but way more than that."
Barry shrugged.
"You don't have to hide it from me. I want to help you."
"You do?" he perked up.
"Yes. Your mom and I aren't as close as her and Wendy, so I can't say for sure how she feels about you. However, I think if we tried a few things, something would work. You and her could be together."
"What are you thinking? What could work?" Barry asked, feeling more at ease around Dolly.
"Five languages of love," Dolly answered.
"Huh?"
Dolly chuckled. "There's five ways we show love and feel loved."
"Languages?"
"That's just what they are called, don't worry about it. There's words of affirmation – telling someone that you love them. Quality time – spending time with them, dating, going places and so on. Acts of service – doing stuff for or helping someone, with chores, errands. Gifts – that's self-explanatory. And," Dolly smiled, trailing her fingers over Barry's knees, thigh's, and then tickled him.
"Physical touch. You know, affection?" she tickled him again.
"Ah, I get it. I see."
"I would suggest finding which of those languages, those methods make your mom feel loved the most, and run with it. Try helping her out around the house, or getting her a present, or telling her you love her. See which one sticks. Maybe, just maybe, she'll be so impressed and feel so loved, you and her will be closer and closer until," Dolly stopped, standing, looking out of Barry's window.
"Until that happens?" Barry asked, standing behind her, looking down at Wendy and Wade still having sex in the pool.
"Oh yeah! Until that happens. Between you and your mom"
"Yeah," Barry whispered, watching the two of them still go at it.
Dolly reached behind her, pulling Barry's arms around her, her butt against his erect cock.
"Gosh. Look at them, Barry. That could be you and your mom out there."
"Um, yeah," Barry looked to his crotch, seeing her ass firmly against his erection.
"Ooh look, the lighthouse way over there," Dolly said, leaning forward, causing her father's shirt to come up, exposing her bare ass to Barry's crotch.
"Uh huh," he nodded, staring at his aunt's butt.
"So, what do you say?" Dolly turned around.
"About?"
"Trying out the five languages of love on your mom?"
"Oh uh, yeah. I think I'll do that."
"Great!" Dolly hugged Barry hard. "Try the words one tomorrow. I know she's hanging out with TJ tonight and tomorrow. Who knows, if this first one works, she may cancel with him to be with you!"
Dolly kissed his and cheek and took her leave. "I'm going to wake your grandpa up again. I'll see you tomorrow!"
"Bye," Barry waved, watching his aunt leave, eyes to her ass.
Barry sat on his bed, thinking of his aunt's words. He shrugged and decided he'd give it a shot.
*****
It was after midnight.
Wendy and her son had moved to the bedroom. She was on all fours, her tits swaying from Wade's impacts behind her. Wade pulled out, jacked his cock a few times and sprayed semen all over her back.
In that same moment, down the hall, Barry's grandpa erupted inside Dolly. She was on top of him, holding his face, smiling as he filled her pussy.
Barry was alone in his room, jacking off. His thoughts about Dolly switched to his mother. "Ahhh!" he cried out, his cock erupting, shooting his seed straight up into the air. Barry was out-of-breath as his orgasm subsided, thinking of his next day plans – talking to her about his feelings.



Words of Affirmation
The next morning, Barry awoke to see his mom in the kitchen, wearing her yoga shorts and matching red sports bra. She was mixing a protein drink at the sink. "Damn," he thought, mustering up the courage to break the awkward silence they've experienced since moving to this new home.
He cleared his throat, "Hey."
His mother quickly turned around, "Hi."
"How are you?"
"Good, just getting ready to go for a run on the beach. Did you want to – "
"Oh, ok. I mean, sorry."
Brandy chuckled, "It's fine. I was just going to ask if you wanted to join me."
"Um, uh, well I just wanted to talk a bit," Barry eked out. "Think, stupid, think," he told himself.
"Alright," his mother approached him. "Everything ok?"
"Yeah, yeah, I'm fine. I was going to tell you that – "
Barry was interrupted by a neighbor, popping in, smiling at Brandy. "Hey! You coming?"
"Hey Mon. Yeah, I'll be there in a sec," Brandy answered. Turning her attention back to Barry, "Sorry, she's with the morning jogging group. Anyway, what were you going to say?"
Barry gulped. It was the wrong time to talk. He should've waited until later.
"Um, nothing. We can chat later," He smiled nervously, glancing to his mother's exposed midriff.
"Ok, after dinner," Brandy turned to leave.
Just before she got to the door, Barry called out to her, "You look great. By the way. Sorry."
Brandy smiled back at him, "Thanks sweetie. That's nice of you."
He watched her leave, meeting up with a neighbor. Barry went to his room, to spend another day hearing his Aunt Wendy and her son have sex, their bed banging against the wall. He jacked off to Wendy's orgasmic cries, grabbed his flip-flops, a hat, and then left the house.
"All day, they do it. Aunt Wendy and Wade," Barry thought, walking along the beach, thinking maybe he'd see his mother jogging.
"It's all they do," he threw a seashell into the ocean.
Barry saw his grandpa in the distance, holding hands, walking with a much younger, dark-haired, woman – Aunt Dolly. "I guess they take breaks to do other stuff. I guess he can't go all day like Wade," Barry thought of how much the old man seemed to love playing with Dolly's ass. He watched him place his hand there as they walked.
"I need to tell her I love her," Barry thought. "She knows I do, but love her, in a romantic way. Do I?"
He thought about his masturbatory sessions, his aunts occasionally on his mind, but his thoughts always ending up on his mother.
He walked back to the house, nodding his head, "Yes, I'd love her like a husband."
Wendy and Wade were still going at it like wild animals when Barry arrived home. He decided to sit out by the pool.
A few minutes later, Dolly in a skimpy bikini arrived with her dad. He sat next to Barry, while they both watched Dolly clean the pool with the extendable net.
When she was done, she sat on the other side of Barry. "So, have you thought about how to talk to her?"
"I tried this morning. Told her she looked good."
"That's a start," his grandpa said. Barry gave him a look as if to say "oh great, you know?"
"Relax. I told him of my advice," Dolly said, walking past Barry, sitting on his grandpa's lap.
"I see."
"Tonight after dinner, just come out here and talk with her. I'll make sure Wendy and Wade are indoors," Dolly said. "You and I will be too," she kissed her dad's head.
"Heh, yeah," Barry looked around, thinking of how to talk to her mother.
*****
After dinner, the family was inside, Barry offered to clean the kitchen. Aunt Wendy and her son were showering together. Aunt Dolly and his grandpa were on the couch. Barry's mother just walked by him, nodding outside to the pool area. Barry looked over his shoulder and saw Aunt Dolly's head rising up and down in his grandpa's lap.
"So, you wanted to chat?" Brandy asked.
"Oh, yeah, just a little," Barry looked over his mother. She was wearing a nice dress, earrings, a necklace.
"You look nice. Again, I mean," Barry looked to his feet.
"Thank you. You're so sweet."
"Thanks. I, uh, I just wanted to tell you," Barry started, rubbing the back of his neck.
"Tell me what?"
"That I, I, I love you."
"Aww, I love you too, Barry."
It didn't work. Barry cursed himself for not delivering it like he hoped. It came across normally, just like a son would tell his mother that he loved her – in a non-romantic way.
Brandy quickly hugged him.
"I mean, I," Barry said.
"Is something wrong?"
"No, I just, I really love you. I haven't said it in a while. I'm glad we're here," Barry told a half-truth. Moving to this new home with his incestuous family hadn't been easy.
"I'm glad we're here too. It's a little strange, but we'll get used to it," Brandy said. "In fact, I was thinking – "
"Brandy!" her neighbor interrupted. She appeared from the door leading into the pool area. "Sorry, I'm running behind. TJ is already at the club, he got us a seat."
"It's ok, Mon!" Brandy called to her. Turning back to her son, she caressed his cheek. "I better go. I'll talk to you later."
"Ok," Barry watched his mother join her friend. He failed. It came out wrong.
The house was quiet that evening. He only heard muffled sounds of Aunt Wendy and Wade making love – no loud orgasms. He was sitting at the kitchen table thinking of his next move, when Aunt Dolly joined him. Barry was surprised when she sat on his lap, resting her arm around him. She was wearing only a long t-shirt.
"Looks like she didn't stay in, tonight," Dolly noted.
"It was bad. I tried to tell her I love her, but it sounded normal."
"It didn't sound like you meant it romantically?"
"Nope."
"Oh Barry," Dolly hugged him. "I'm sorry. It can be hard telling someone how you truly feel. Tomorrow is another day though. Maybe using a different love language will be easier for you."
"What was another one?"
"Try the Acts of Service one. Wash her car for her, without being asked. Clean the grill for her. She's mentioned to me she wants to paint her bedroom another color. Perhaps do that. Maybe simply doing some chores around here would get her attention. Don't sulk in your room, get out here and let her seeing you doing stuff to help not just her, but all of us."
"Yeah, maybe."
Dolly kissed his head and got off his lap. "It may be easier than confessing feelings, plus it may have more of an affect."
Barry watched her leave, the t-shirt barely covering her ass.
*****
It was after midnight.
Wendy and her son were rolling around in her bed. Wade was on top, kissing and licking at her neck, slowly driving his cock in and out of her.
In that same moment, down the hall, Barry's grandpa and Aunt Dolly were lying on their sides. He was sliding his cock in and out of her from behind, kissing at her neck.
Barry was alone in his room, jacking off. His thoughts were primarily on his mother. He pictured kissing her, holding her, telling he loved her in the way he wished he did earlier in the day. When he came, shooting cum in the air, he pictured filling her up with his seed.



Acts of Service
The next day Barry woke up before anyone else in his house. He took Aunt Dolly's advice to heart and immediately got to work. He fixed a simple breakfast, scrambled eggs, bacon. Then he went outside to wash his mother's car.
"Barry!" Brandy smiled, watching him work, wearing her similar spandex shorts and sports bra. "How sweet of you!"
"It's no problem," Barry sprayed off the passenger side section, rinsing it of suds.
The neighbor joined Brandy, commenting on how nice it was of her son to do that. The two women trotted off on their morning jog, Barry spraying the car far longer than needed while watching his mother's ass move in her shorts.
"Why don't you wash mine too?" Dolly appeared, sitting on the steps with orange juice. "The bacon was a little charred, but edible."
Barry, shaken from his trance, playfully sprayed his aunt.
"Hey!" she stood and turned around. She pulled up her father's t-shirt exposing her bare ass, mooning her nephew. Barry didn't think fast enough to spray it.
"Wow," he thought. "Lucky old man."
Barry tackled the kitchen next, then vacuumed, dusted, swept and mopped everywhere. He was tired by lunch time. His mother returned home, thanking him for a wonderful job.
"Is there anything else I can do?" he asked.
"Aww, sweetie, that's so nice of you," Brandy placed her hand on his shoulder. "Maybe you can sort out some of the junk in the garage. I've been meaning to throw some of the boxed up older junk to Goodwill."



"I'll do it!" he excitedly said.
Barry did just that, then cleaned the garage. He needed to shower next, so he decided to clean his mother's bathroom while he was in there.
"This is spotless!" Brandy hugged her son. "Thank you so much."
"Can I use your shower? I need to shower anyway, I figured I'd clean your bathroom, if it's ok with you," Barry asked.
"You don't have to ask! Of course you can use it. You cleaned it!"
"Thanks."
"I need to shower too. I'll use yours."
For a second Barry thought they could share, but was too chicken to bring it up.
He resisted the urge to jack off to her in her own shower. Instead, taking his time to rest, and think about all the work he did for not only her, but the house, that day.
He ended the shower, went to his room, and changed for dinner. His mother was still in his shower. Barry was getting his socks on, sitting on his bed, when she exited his bathroom, her long towel wrapped around her body. She tousled his hair.
"Thank you again for everything you did today," She said, leaving his room.
"You're welcome," Barry whispered, sitting alone on his bed.
Barry cleaned the kitchen once more after dinner, after everyone dispersed. His mother hugged him tightly, wearing another dress.
"Thank you again, for everything," she held him tightly.
"Yeah, it was no problem. I like to help out."
Brandy ended the hug. "Great. Listen I'm going to hang out with a friend again. I'll see you in the morning."
"Oh, alright," Barry's heart was pounding. Nothing was working.
He watched her leave from a front window, getting into TJ's car.
Barry made his way to the back pool area, sounds of sex in Aunt Wendy's room driving him out there.
Sitting in a chair, rubbing his temples, Barry thought about three more chances. He heard noise coming from pool. His Aunt Dolly emerged from the water. Barry didn't even see her out there.
She grabbed a towel, standing before her nephew. "Ok, two haven't turned out great. You still have three more tries."
"What if none of this works?"
"Something will, it's bound to," Dolly assured him. "I'm going inside to take care of your grandpa. Spend time with your mom tomorrow. Quality time, just hanging out, devoting the day to her."
"Fine," Barry said.
Dolly tossed him the towel, making her way inside. Barry watched her fling her top off, then slide her bikini thong down her legs next, walking naked through the house to her father's waiting cock.
"Wow," Barry blinked several times.
*****
It was after midnight.
Wendy was on her back, Wade in between her legs, licking all around her pussy. She gripped his hair, holding him in place, as an orgasm washed over her.
In that same moment, down the hall, Barry's grandpa was eating out Dolly. She was on all fours, and he was behind her, swirling his tongue all around her pussy and puckered hole.
Barry was alone in his room, jacking off. He imagined taking his nude mother to bed, kissing, licking all over her body, finally arriving at her pussy. He imagined sliding his tongue inside her, tasting her.



Quality Time
Barry woke up early the next, cooked a simple breakfast once more, and waited for his mother.
"Hi again. Smells great!" Brandy appeared, wearing her jogging outfit.
"Thanks. It'll be here for you when you get back."
"Want to come with me?" she asked.
Barry nearly forgot about spending as much time with her as possible, even if it meant jogging – something he didn't like. "Yeah! I mean, sure. I'm not very fast though."
"It's fine. Go change and meet me outside. We'll take it slow," his mother told him.
A few minutes later, Barry appeared in a t-shirt, gym shorts and running shoes. His mother extended her hand and pulled him along.
They took it slow, the neighbor and Brandy chatting casually about things, while Barry somewhat kept up. It was rough, but he managed. He thought this might make him look bad to his mother; out-of-shape, weak. He tried to ignore those thoughts and focus on spending quality time with her.
After their jog, Brandy held his hand, walking back to the house. Barry thought maybe this language of love would work. She suggested the beach next. Barry happily agreed.
His happiness turned to awkwardness when his mother appeared in a white, thong bikini, leaving little to the imagination.
They held hands, Barry controlling his breathing, back to the beach. They set up their stuff, his mother handing Barry suntan lotion. "Do you mind?" she asked, sitting facing the ocean.
"Sure," Barry gulped, kneeling behind her. He moved her hair out of the way and slowly rubbed the lotion into her shoulders, neck, back.
His mother gave a soft, little moan when he was done. "Thank you," she said over her shoulder. "Your turn."
Barry nodded, quickly moving to sitting position. Brandy was behind him next. Her hands were so strong, yet soft at the same time. Barry blushed, thinking his mother was deeply rubbing the suntan lotion into what little muscles he had. He thought about TJ and his hulking frame. Barry was nothing compared to that. He was lost in how good his mother's hands gliding over his neck and shoulders felt. He could've sworn he felt her breasts on the back of his head, but was too scared to move or look around. He closed his eyes, loving the feeling of her touch.
"There we go," Brandy kissed the side of his head and sat next to him.
Mother and son were quiet mostly. Barry had no idea if this was working or doing anything. They sat there, feet in the sand, occasionally sharing a sweet smile with one another.
Barry thought about trying the Words of Affirmation method, but decided against it. He didn't was too afraid to fail again.
Barry was nearly startled when he felt something on his shoulder. It was his mother's head. He didn't look at her face; he couldn't see her eyes closed, a soft smile, enjoying his company. Instead, he rested his head on top of hers.
After a while, Brandy stirred, stood, and extended her hand saying, "Let's go."
Barry complied, holding his mother's hand into the water.
It was warm; they were able to easily move about the small waves, not needing to adjust to chilly water.
Barry found himself chest deep in water when his mother appeared behind him, throwing her arms around him, jumping up. "Catch me!"
Barry extended his arms behind him, hooking them around her knees. They said nothing for a while, looking to passing ships on the horizon, small waves gently bumping against them.
More silence, more time passed. Brandy led her son out of the water to their stuff on the beach. She grabbed a towel, wrapping it around her. Barry dried off too.
"Let's grab some lunch," Brandy suggested.
They sat at a nearby sandwich shop. Brandy had the towel around her waist, Barry had his around his neck and shoulders. The meal arrived a few minutes later. They ate in silence, until Barry spoke up.
"So, uh, want to do anything else today?"
"Sure! We can hang out by the pool, we can go to that naval museum, we can take a nap," his mother suggested.
"Great. Whatever you want," Barry replied.
The check arrived and Barry quickly grabbed it.
"Barry?" his mother asked.
He smiled, quickly pulling out his debit card.
"That's very sweet of you," Brandy patted his hand.
"It's fine," he shrugged.
The next couple hours were spent, with the rest of the family, by their pool. Barry didn't sit up in his room this time, watching from above. He actually played and talked with his cousin some, while his Aunt Wendy and mother conversed. All four of them played next. Brandy was on Barry's shoulders trying to knock Wendy off of Wade's.
Later that afternoon, Barry and his mother were in naval museum, holding hands, taking their time enjoying the exhibits. Barry felt like they were a couple, but still felt odd. In his mind, he was a scrawny, unattractive, little twerp and his mother a gorgeous goddess. They were holding hands, walking around just like a couple. Surely it looked weird for such a contrast in appearance. Barry felt it would look more normal if she were with a hunk like TJ. He felt a woman like this mother was miles above his league. Brandy didn't seem to care or even notice the difference in their appearance; she was enjoying herself.
After their museum trip, Brandy took a nap with Barry. Barry remained wide awake, holding his sleeping mother in his arms. His aunts and their lovers were outside or at the beach. It was just him and her.
"I hope this works. I hope she can see how much I love her," Barry thought, the wonderful aroma of his mother's hair wafting through his nostrils.
She stirred, Barry pretending to do so as if he slept too. He rubbed his eyes pretending he was napping. Brandy kissed his cheek and headed to the shower. Barry thought about making a joke that he could join her, but chickened out once more.
He found his aunts in the kitchen preparing dinner. His mother arrived a little later, as dinner was served. She was wearing another dress. Barry thought it was odd, but didn't ask.
After dinner, Brandy kissed him on the top of the head. "Thanks for a wonderful day. I loved it. See you later."
His heart sank. He somehow smiled at her when she left. Dolly cringed, watching it unfold.
"Barry," she placed her hand on his shoulder. He shook his head and left the table.
A couple hours later, Dolly wearing only another of her father's shirts, joined Barry in his room. She put her arm around him, sitting next to him on the bed. Wendy and Wade were having sex outside; Barry's window was closed.
"Tomorrow is another day. Another language to try. I'm going to give you some money to buy her a nice gift. Maybe some jewelry. Alright?" Dolly asked.
Barry shrugged.
"Today was great though. You and her had a wonderful time. She'll love a bracelet or necklace. Don't give up hope," Dolly encouraged him.
Barry stood looking out into the night, not even caring to watch Aunt Wendy and Wade in the pool.
Dolly hugged him from behind. "I'll catch you in the morning."
She removed her shirt, letting it fall on Barry's floor and left to join her father in his room.
*****
It was after midnight.
Wendy was sucking Wade's dick in her bed. She paused grabbing a tit to bang it up against his long, straight rod. She gave him a smile, then resumed sucking him dry.
In that same moment, down the hall, Barry's grandpa was sitting in the shower, on a bench installed for him. Dolly was on her knees in front of him, tenderly kissing, licking, and washing his cock.
Barry was alone in his room, jacking off. He struggled to keep an erection. He was distraught, feeling like a failure. He tried to imagine his mother's beautiful mouth wrapped around his cock. But couldn't. He gave up, rolling over to go to sleep.



Receiving Gifts
Barry was greeted by Aunt Dolly the next morning. She arrived in his room, climbed on top of him and straddled him.
"What, what are you doing?" the groggy Barry rubbed his eyes.
"I'm giving you a gift. You can use it, in turn, to buy your mom a gift," She tickled his side again, then placed a few hundred dollars on his forehead.
Barry grabbed the money, "Where did you get this much?"
"I've done some prostitution on the side," Dolly joked.
"Huh?" Barry didn't catch on, distracted that his aunt was only wearing a t-shirt, her bare pussy resting against his morning wood.
"I was joking," She wiggled her hips against his cock.
Barry blushed, "Uh, right, yeah."
His aunt got off him, much to his relief. "Ok, go to the mall. Go to a random jewelry store. Pick out a random necklace, preferably with sapphires on it. That's her birth month's gemstone. If you don't know what it looks like, ask the salesperson. Don't worry about the style of the necklace – she will be so impressed that you got her a gift like that and that's all that matters. When she asks where you got the money, tell her you saved up for it. If she feels guilt that you spent your money, just hug her, tell her you love her."
"Alright, sure," Barry sat up, quickly adjusting his erection.
"Good. Now get going!"
Barry obeyed his aunt, got dressed and headed downstairs. His mother was just leaving with her neighbor friend for a jog. He snuck through the kitchen, to the front door – she didn't see him.
He followed his aunt's advice. He went to the first jewelry story he saw. He was greeted by a friendly saleslady, as he was the first customer that morning.
He asked about sapphires. She showed Barry an assortment of rings, necklaces, earrings which contained the blue gemstone.
Barry did a little math in his head. He loved a pair of earrings, but one necklace caught his eye. He had enough to get the necklace he liked, or to get a simpler necklace, one not as exquisite and the earrings. He figured more gifts would be better and opted for the earrings and more basic sapphire necklace.
He sped home, hid the present for his mother under his bed, and took a shower. He planned on giving it to her after dinner. If she was wearing a dress to go out again, surely this gift would change her mind. She'd kiss him, she'd say she was staying in, and they'd end up in bed.
"This has got to work," Barry thought, drying off after his shower.
The day progressed, Barry spent time with his mother at the beach, chatting idly about moving there, about his younger years. He cleaned his bathroom later, then offered it to her to use. Brandy smiled, kissed his cheek and took him up on his offer, complimenting how clean it was.
Waiting for dinner, Barry was met with more sadness mixed with anger when his mother appeared in yet another dress.
"No, not tonight. You'll stay in tonight," he thought.
After dinner, Barry pulled her to the side. "Hey. I need to give you something."
"Sure," Brandy took his arm, following him out by the pool. They sat across from each other in lounge chairs.
"Mom, I want you to have this," Barry pulled out the two small boxes he was concealing.
Brandy was confused, looking them over, before opening them. Her eyes widened, her mouth dropped. "Barry?"
He quickly blurted out, "I've been saving up. I love you!"
He immediately regretted it, since his mother didn't have a chance to ask him anything Dolly predicted she would.
"I, I don't' know what to say," she covered her mouth. Barry again acting nervously, recalling Dolly's words and hugged his mother.
Brandy hugged back, eyes tearing up. "They're beautiful, Barry," she whispered in his ear. "Thank you, so much," She kissed his cheek.
"I love you," Barry said, looking into his eyes. He felt a rush of pride as those words came out sounding a little more than love between parent and child.
Brandy paused, caressing his cheek, "I love you too."
She leaned in closer, Barry doing the same. "This is it!" he thought.
"Brandy!" the neighbor popped into the backyard pool area.
Brandy gasped. "Oh, hey, Mon."
"Sorry I'm late!"
"It's ok," Brandy told the neighbor. She glanced to her son. "I gotta go. I'll see you later. Thank you so much for these."
"Mmhmm," Barry nodded. His heart crushed. He glanced at the smiling neighbor, cursing her for accidently ruining the moment, wondering why people don't use the front door.
Brandy emerged from the house, after putting the jewelry away, waved to Barry and joined her friend.
"That's it. I'm done. She doesn't want me like that," Barry thought, leaning back in the lounge chair.
Several minutes passed, Barry sighed and got up.
"Barry!" Dolly called out to him from the back door, in her tiny bikini, ready for another night swim. Barry rushed passed by her, through the gate, toward the beach. He didn't want to talk to anyone.
Dolly chased after him.
*****
"Barry!" Dolly caught up with him. He was standing near the water, looking out at the dark horizon.
"Barry," Dolly touched his shoulder.
"Please, just let me be. Nothing is working."
"You still have one final method."
Barry shook his head, sitting in the sand. "Won't matter. She's not into all this."
Dolly sat next to him, "Please, just try the final love language. Physical touch."
"It won't matter. I'm not good at that stuff either."
"Can you try? Don't you love her?" Dolly asked.
"Yeah."
"Then start small; hugs, caresses, kisses that aren't ones you'd give a mother."
He shook his head.
"Or just go for it. Kiss her hard, take her off guard."
"Dolly, just drop it. This is dumb."
His aunt paused, thinking of what to do next. She felt so bad for Barry, and guilty for putting her nephew in this position. She recalled tonight was the night an old movie was coming on TV that her dad wanted to watch. They agreed to have a night off, letting him rest up a bit.
Dolly licked her lips, turned around, her back to Barry, and went to all fours. "Barry."
"What?" he turned to look at her, his mouth dropping when his aunt pulled her thong bikini bottoms down.
"Do you love me?"
"Uh, um, yeah, I mean, of course."
"Romantic love or not, show me," Dolly flexed her butt cheeks.
"Show you?"
"Yes, this is yours tonight, if you want it."
"I, I don't know – "
"Barry, you can stay in your room alone tonight, jacking off again. Or you can show me with physical touch how you feel. Do you love your aunt?"
"Yes."
Dolly wiggled her hips.
"I'll show you," Barry said. He grabbed her butt cheeks, pried them apart, and dove right in.
He licked and kissed all around her asshole, pussy, ass cheeks. Barry was so hungry, and so annoyed that this plan wasn't working. But something was working tonight. He had his aunt's juicy ass in his face, right there on the beach.
"Barry!" Dolly cried out. He continued to feast upon her ass.
"Inside!" Dolly pushed him away, then grabbed his face, kissing him hard. She tore off her top, leaving her bikini on the beach, and jumped in her nephew's arms.
"See? You are strong. Now carry me to bed."
Barry did as he was told, arriving at the home, nearly exhausted.
He crashed his aunt down on his bed, climbing on top of her. Dolly ran her hands over his body after helping him remove his shirt. He slid out of his shorts and boxers, grabbed the base of his cock and jammed it into her waiting pussy.
"Ah! Barry!" Dolly cried out, throwing her arms around him, bringing him to her face to kiss once more.
Barry grunted, slamming into her, the sounds of Aunt Wendy and Wade echoing down the hall.
"You want her so badly," Dolly said.
"Uh huh," Barry answered, pounding into his aunt.
"Tomorrow, hug her, kiss her, tell her you love her as well," Dolly instructed, kissing Barry again.
Dolly's tongue left his mouth, she continued. "Give her massage. Keep your hands on her, caressing her always. Do you understand?"
"Y-yes!"
"Good. Now cum in me!" Dolly ordered.
"Ahh, D-Dolly!" Barry drove his cock deep into her as it exploded, unloading his cum inside her.
He collapsed on top of her, out-of-breath. Dolly ran her fingers over his back. "I think you need to practice."
"Practice?"
She answered him with a smile.
*****
It was after midnight.
Wendy was squatting up and down on Wade's dick in her bed. Her hands were resting on his shoulder, the bed creaking. He motor-boated her breasts as they bounced in front of his face. "Yes! Yes!" Wendy climaxed.
In that same moment, down the hall, Barry's grandpa was lying in the bed, snoring lightly. The old movie he wanted to watch was playing in the background on the TV. He was resting for a night, regaining his energy for his daughter the following night.
Barry wasn't alone in his room, jacking off. He was on his back, watching his Aunt Dolly bounce her ass up and down on his cock, looking over her shoulder at him. He slapped it and guided her to all fours, rubbing her sweaty back, he continued fucking her from behind.







Physical Touch
The next day Barry felt renewed, energized, and confident. Groping his Aunt Dolly's ass while they kissed after a morning shower together, he set his focus on his mother. He would use a final love language – physical touch – to woo and win her.
Smiling to Dolly, watching her enter her father's room to wake him with a morning blowjob, Barry entered the kitchen, standing, watching his mother at the kitchen sink. She was wearing a yellow sports bra and matching spandex shorts. Barry looked over her toned legs, butt, back, admiring her beauty, then made his move.
He was slow, soft, and gentle as he wrapped his arms around her waist, resting his hands on her tight tummy, pulling her back against his crotch. He kissed the side of her head and whispered good morning in her ear.
Brandy rested her hands on his and arched her neck slightly. Barry recognized and took the opportunity to kiss her temple, cheek, and jawline. "Jogging again?" he asked.
"I am," his mother answered, her eyes closed. Barry kissed her jawline a few more times. His erection was at full strength against her ass when she let out a soft moan.
"Joining me?" she asked.
"No. I'll be waiting for you by the pool when you get back," Barry said, kissing her cheek.
"Good," Brandy turned around, her hands on his shoulders. Barry caressed her face, his thumb gliding across her lips.
His confidence soared, thanks to Aunt Dolly giving herself to him the previous night.
"You're so beautiful. Did you know that?" He asked his mother.
"Barry. You're so sweet," Brandy blushed.
His other hand arrived to the small of her back, inching its way downward. Barry's lips were also inching toward something – his mother's.
"Brandy!" the neighbor let herself in. "Oh, sorry," she backed off.
"No, it's fine," Brandy said, her and Barry ending their tender moment. "I'll see you at the pool later," she said to her son.
"See you," Barry said, watching the two fit babes – his mother the hottest – trot off for their jog.
*****
Barry was waiting, standing near the deep end, smiling as his mother entered the pool area wearing one of her typical tiny bikinis.
She dove in and swam to her son. "Hey there," she said, surfacing in front of him.
"Hey," he grabbed her, bringing her closer. Her legs instinctually wrapped around his waist. His hands gripped her thighs under the water.
Brandy hugged him, Barry held her, his hands traveling all over her back save for her ass. He got bold, thinking of his Aunt Dolly, gaining more confidence. His hands traveled once more down her back, this time all the way to her butt. He gently patted it under the water, then gripped it. He almost lost his mind, listening to his mother moan softly again.
Brandy ended the hug, looking into her son's eyes. Barry once again caressed her face. "I love you. So much, mom."
"Barry," her eyes lowered. "I, I love you too. More than anything, more than anyone."
She rested her head on his shoulder, he nuzzled it, kissing it occasionally, all while massaging her ass under the water.
"Feels so good," she whispered in his ear, kissing his cheek afterward.
"Yeah it does," Barry replied.
They shared another long gaze, before Barry inched closer to her, licking his lips, eyes on her mouth. Then the backyard fence creaked open.
Brandy's eye's shot open, she looked over her shoulder. "Oh hi," she told her neighbor. She turned to whisper to her son. "Sorry, Barry, I told her she could hang out in the pool a little bit. Her pool is getting cleaned today."
"Oh, it's fine," Barry shrugged. "No worries."
Brandy unwrapped her legs from Barry, turned around, and guided his hand to her tummy once more. It was Barry who let out a soft moan when he felt her ass cheeks against his crotch.
The oblivious neighbor and Brandy chatted on and on and on. Barry wanted to slide his hand into Brandy's bikini bottoms and finger her pussy, but was too chicken. He instead enjoyed her nice butt right up against his erection.
His became more annoyed little later when his relatives arrived in the pool. "Crap. No privacy now," Barry thought.
Wendy and Wade walked and sat in the shallow end. Wade has his arm around Wendy and smiled at his Aunt Brandy.
Brandy turned around, kissed Barry's cheek and swam over to her sister Wendy and nephew Wade – the chatty neighbor following her.
Aunt Dolly and Barry's grandpa arrived next. Dolly saw Barry alone, a slightly annoyed look on his face. She dove in and swam to him.
"How are things going?" Dolly whispered treading water in front of him, her hand going to his crotch. "Aww, Barry," she frowned. "You're hard."
"Yeah," he scowled watching his mother snuggle next to Wade. Wade had his arm around her, his hand resting on her hip.
"Want me to jack you off here?" Dolly asked.
"No, just forget it," Barry said, pushing his Aunt's hand away. He was getting angrier by the second, his cock losing strength by the second.
He watched the neighbor stand to leave, Brandy rising in the shallow end, hugging her bye. Barry watched Aunt Wendy whisper something in Wade's ear. Wendy's son nodded and slapped Brandy's ass. She squealed, waved bye to the neighbor, and sat next to Wade once again. Barry watched the three of them converse with one another.
"What the hell?" Barry asked himself. He wanted to leave. He pushed his aunt away and climbed out of the pool. He grabbed a towel and went inside, to his room.
Dolly sighed, looking forlorn, removed her bikini and climbed out of the pool to lie in her father's arms.
Barry was seething in his room. He was pacing back and forth, wanting to tear it apart. "Does she want to be with him now too?" he nearly yelled.
He looked out his window to the pool area. His mother was looking at Wendy and Wade, all three of them still sitting in the shallow end, Barry watched her shrug; Wendy made a gesture to Brandy and Wade, pointing at them. Brandy bit her bottom lip, nodded her head, and said something. Barry watched his mother and cousin, Wade, kiss.
"What?!?!" he screamed, watching them make out. He ran away from the window. He ran out the front door, and headed toward the beach, running until he nearly collapsed.
Barry didn't return until after dinner.
*****
When he made his way back to the neighborhood, after a day at the beach, alone, thinking about finding a job and getting his own place, Barry saw his mother leaving in her car. He assumed she was going to TJ's. He was too exhausted and sunburned to even react.
The house was quiet, a plate of food was set aside for him; he ignored it and made his way to his room.
He heard a shower running in Wendy and Wade's room, he heard soft moaning coming from his grandpa's and Dolly's room. Barry rolled his eyes, going over types of jobs to search for, that may pay him enough to live on his own. He made a decision to start the next day. In his shower, the water cool, slightly easing his red sunburnt skin, Barry looked to his feet, defeated. Nothing worked, all five languages failed. She wasn't interested in him. She preferred TJ or Wade.
Lying in bed, only wearing boxers, Barry let the ceiling fan cool him off. It hurt to move. He felt foolish and absolutely regretted ever listening to his Aunt Dolly. He regretted buying the jewelry, spending time with his mom, doing things for her, and now, even touching the woman.
He felt his eyes get teary, a result of a broken heart, when his bedroom door slammed open, a naked woman with huge tits burst into his room.
"What the – " Barry looked to the door, seeing his Aunt Wendy standing there, her nude, curvy body a silhouette.
"What do you want?" he glared at her.
"Don't look at me like that," Wendy said.
Barry rolled his eyes, lying back down.
"Barry, Barry, Barry," Wendy walked slowly into his room, sitting on his bed. "It's so sad. So very sad – your situation."
Barry sighed, "Just leave me alone, please."
Aunt Wendy ignored his plea. "It's so very sad that you listened to your Aunt Dolly's advice instead of coming to me. She meant well, but was wrong, and frankly, the whole five love languages approach was just plain silly."
Barry winced with pain, not caring she was naked, when Wendy placed her hand on his burnt thigh. "Here you are, alone in your room, burnt to a crisp, when you could be with your mother right now."
"Wendy – "
"Shut up. Do you know where she is now?"
"Probably with that piece of," Barry bit his tongue. "Probably with TJ."
"Nope. She's with my son, no doubt having sex with him."
Barry cringed and groaned.
"Do you know why?" Wendy asked, Barry remaining quiet. "Because, as you know, incest runs in our family, our blood. She wants in. But is afraid. It's a big step to have sex with a family member, even if one or both really, really want it."
Wendy threw her legs over Barry, straddling him, rubbing her hands up and down his red chest. "Ahhh," he winced in pain.
"It's especially scary to cross that line, to take that first step, with one's own child. So," Wendy leaned forward, her tits resting on Barry's chest. "She's taking a baby step by having sex with her nephew. I gave her the idea."
Barry gulped, looking to his Aunt Wendy's face, inches above his.
"Your Aunt Dolly is so cute, giving you that advice, but she doesn't have as much girl talk with your mom as I do. Oh all the things your mother has told me about you. Dolly also doesn't have kids, I do. One who I make love to every day."
"What girl talk?" Barry ask, totally confused.
"Mmm," Wendy moaned, moving her breasts across his chest. "She wants you so bad, but is afraid of taking that step. She doesn't know if you want her like that or not. She spends time with her friend or TJ to avoid being here at night. She doesn't want to barge in here like I did, naked, and mount you. She's afraid that would scare you or you wouldn't like it or be ready for it."
"You mean – "
"Those five methods were cute and all, but all you had to do is grab her, kiss her, and take your mother to bed. That's it. That's all you needed to do. That didn't happen, now she's experimenting with Wade as one last resort to experience incest and to work up to eventually seducing you. All of this could've been bypassed if you just took her to bed."
"I, I don't know what to say."
"Say nothing, Barry," Wendy leaned forward, her nipple grazing his lips. "Suck my tits."
Barry nodded, opened his mouth wide, grabbed her tit flesh and got to work.
*****
Wade and Aunt Brandy were sitting on TJ's bed, tenderly kissing.
"It was nice of TJ to let us used his place," Wade said to his nervous aunt.
"Mmhmm," Brandy nodded.
"He's a nice guy. I know Mom and Aunt Dolly have enjoyed coming over to play with him occasionally. You have too," Wade added.
"Yes."
Wade stood, undressing, his erect cock inches from Aunt Brandy's mouth. "But nothing compares to familial relations. Got it?"
"Yes," Brandy answered, looking up to Wade's eyes.
"Good. Now suck my dick," Wade ordered.
Brandy nodded, opened her mouth wide, grabbed the base of his cock and got to work.
*****
It was after midnight.
Wendy was squatting up and down Barry's dick in his bed. Her hands were resting on his shoulder, the bed creaking. He motor-boated her breasts as they bounced in front of his face. "Yes! Yes!" Wendy climaxed.
In that same moment, down the hall, Barry's grandpa was running his fingers through his daughter's hair, watching her service his cock. Dolly smiled lovingly at him, looking forward to drinking his seed.
Down the street, Barry's mom was in TJ's bed, on her back, getting fucked by her nephew Wade. "I can do it! I can do this!" she cried. Wade smiled; the two of them kissing passionately, Brandy pretending Wade was Barry.
Barry was ignoring his sun burnt body. He was focusing on fucking Aunt Wendy. He was behind her, squeezing her tits, driving his cock in and out of her body. "Ah, yes! Fuck me!" Wendy cried out.



Barry and Brandy
The next day Barry again felt renewed, energized, and confident. Groping his Aunt Wendy's tit while they kissed after a morning shower together, he set his focus on his mother. He would follow Aunt Wendy's advice, something he should've done all along, and take his mother to bed.
Smiling to Wendy, watching her enter her bedroom and wait for Wade, Barry entered the kitchen, standing, watching his mother at the kitchen sink. She was wearing a yellow sports bra and matching spandex shorts. Barry looked over her toned legs, butt, back, admiring her beauty, then made his move.
He was slow, soft, and gentle as he wrapped his arms around her waist, resting his hands on her tight tummy, pulling her back against his crotch. He kissed the side of her head and whispered good morning in her ear.
Brandy rested her hands on his and arched her neck slightly. Barry recognized and took the opportunity to kiss her temple, cheek, and jawline. "You aren't jogging today," Barry said.
"I'm not?"
"No," Barry kissed her neck. "You're staying in, with me, today."
"Barry?"
"Shhh," He said, kissing her neck, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts.
"Barry," his mother moaned.
He slid his hands under her sports bra, assisting his mother with removing it. He resumed playing with her breasts from behind, kissing her face and neck. Brandy arched her back, running her fingers through his hair.
"We're going to bed," Barry whispered. He kissed her neck, her shoulders, moved her hair, kissing her back, all the way down to her shorts. On his knees behind her, he slowly pulled her shorts down, revealing her bare ass.
"Beautiful," he said, grabbing it, kissing it softly.
He stood, walking toward the back door, locking it so the neighbor couldn't barge in. Barry looked over Brandy's nude body on his way back to her, he scooped her up and took her to his room.
Laying her gently on her back, he kissed her; she held his face, kissing back. Barry kissed her neck, chest, and tits. She moaned lightly once more, whispering his name, playing with his hair.
He kissed over her toned tummy, eliciting another moan from his mother. "So perfect," he said, his mother breathing heavy as a response.
Barry continued kissing and licking her tummy, making his way down to her nicely trimmed runway of pubic hair. He ran his nose over it, breathing in her scent. He moved her legs to his shoulders, ignoring the burning pain. He had a job to do; eat out her pussy.
She tasted so good. His tongue lapped at her labia lips, her clit, randomly all over her pussy. He occasionally dipped his tongue inside her, gathering up her nectar, then continuing to lick everywhere. He had no experience, but he didn't care. His mother didn't seem to care either, she was gripping his hair, moaning, loving his haphazard tongue work.
"In-inside me, get inside me," Brandy pleaded. "I need you in me."
Barry nodded, licked his way up her tummy, in between her breasts, and kissed her hard.
Brandy broke the kiss, speaking up, "I've wanted this since we moved in. We've been surrounded by incest. I knew that was all it took to awaken latent urges. I've been scared of though; I'd never want to drive you away. Wade and I had sex last night, I thought I could practice and try it – "
"Mom, shh," Barry interrupted her. "It's fine."
Barry grabbed the base of his cock and slowly fed it inside her. He watched her eyes roll into the back of her head, he watched her lips quake while he was sliding inside her. He came to a rest, her eyes opened, they kissed.
"Ready?" Barry asked.
"I've been ready," Brandy answered.
He slid out and back in, over and over. They stared into each other's eyes, while Barry took her. Their hot breath on each other's face, Barry's forehead beading up with sweat; their bodies became one.
"I love you," he said.
"I love you too," Brandy gripped his face, pulling him in for a long, tongue wrestling kiss. Barry nearly came that second.
"Whew," the kiss ended, Barry still pumping his hips away. Brandy giggled, loving looking into her son's face.
"You feel so, so good," Barry said.
"So do you. So do – ah!" his mother arched her back, she was cumming.
"Whoa, Mom, are you, are you – ugh!" Barry was cumming now, her pussy shaking around his shaft, milking it.
They cried out together, climaxing together.
A nude Dolly smiled at his door, watching her sister and nephew cum together. Barry forgot to close the door when he took her to bed. Dolly left and joined her father in his room.
"Ahh yes," Barry winced, looking into his mother's face.
"B-Barry!" she cried out, overcome with pleasure, she grabbed his face again, kissing him harder than ever.
Her pussy shook again; her fingernails raked his back. Barry roared in pain.
"Sorry!" Brandy said, grabbing his face, kissing him again, while his cock pumped its load into her pussy.
Their mutual orgasms subsided; they continued kissing for several minutes.
"Oh Barry," his mother said, a tired smile on her face. "We did it. I was so scared of this. It's wrong, but it feels so right, so normal."
"I know," he rolled off her, the two of them facing one another on his bed.
"You want to keep doing this?" Barry asked. "I mean, I'm not a hunk or – "
"Yes. Every day," his mother interrupted him. "Every day."
Barry smiled, ignoring the pain his sunburnt body was in, and kissed his woman again.
*****
Later that day, Wendy and Dolly were sucking cock by the pool. Wade and his grandpa lounged back watching the two women work.
"Switch?" Dolly asked.
"Um," Wendy giggled, having not yet had her father. "Sure!"
"Hello darling," Wendy's father told her, running his fingers through her dark hair, when she serviced his cock.
The pool was mostly quiet, save for the sound of cock sucking. Barry wasn't there, as usual, but someone else was missing too.
He and his mother were in his room, the window closed, having sex.
"Harder!" Brandy commanded her son. Barry was behind her, his hips slamming into her, slapping sounds of flesh echoing in his room. Barry bit his bottom lip, slapped her ass, and kept riding her as hard as he could.
There was something about this woman's pussy, their sweat-covered bodies, their stares of passion into each other's eyes as they fucked that made Barry forget about all the trouble he'd experienced lately.
He pulled his cock out, his mother rolled over and lunged at Barry, kissing him hard again. He had no thoughts of inadequacy, no thoughts of jealousy.
They rolled off his bed, onto the floor, Barry ending up on top once more. He dove to her neck, kissing it, his mother moaning his name over and over again. Her legs were wrapped around him. Barry stood, taking her off the floor and slammed her against his wall. Dolly looked around by the pool, thinking she heard something.
Barry turned his mother around, driving himself back in. He managed to open his window as he fucked her.
"Barry! Yes! Yes!" Brandy climaxed, her sisters, nephew, and father all heard her by the pool. They looked to Barry's open bedroom window, giggling, trading smiles.
*****
Brandy was sitting on Barry close to dinner time that night. His cock was embedded in her. She was rubbing soothing lotion on his sunburnt shoulders, occasionally kissing his face. He was playing with her breasts or ass while his mother tended to his sun burns.
Brandy paused, smiling into her son's face, caressing his cheek. "Poor Barry."
"Hmm? Oh, right, the sun burns. I'll be ok."
"No, I didn't meant those. We wanted each other since we got here. For me, I was scared of that, so I avoided you. I shouldn't have done that. Then when you started paying attention to me, I was still scared, but was opening up to incest. I shouldn't have slept with your cousin, but to me, it was a baby step towards you."



"Mom, it's fine. Aunt Wendy explained everything to me."
"She told me. Her and I talk a lot, remember?"
"Yeah."
"So I guess," Brandy licked her lips. "You'll move into my room with me. Just like Dolly and Dad, and Wendy and Wade."
"That'd be nice, Mom," Barry's cock twitched inside her.
"I have a huge sexual appetite. Think you'll be able to keep up?"
"I will do my best for you."
"I know you will," Brandy kissed Barry, his hands gripping her ass, his butt flexing, driving his cock in deeper.
Brandy got off his ick to lay before him. Barry watched her smile and flick her tongue across his cock head, while jacking him user her pussy juices as lubrication.
They maintained eye contact while she licked all over his tip. He couldn't help but admire her beauty, amazed that she was actually doing this to him.
"Mom," Barry called out, close to cumming.
"Do it. Give me that cum, sweetie," Brandy said.
Barry focused on her mouth, her tongue, his cock head. "That's it, that's –" he erupted on her lips and tongue. She smiled as his cock spurted semen for her lick up and ddrink.
*****
It was after midnight.
Wendy and Wade were back in the pool for a late night swim and sex session. Water was crashing out of the pool while she bounced up and down on Wade's cock. He playfully slapped a tit as she rode him.
In the house in that same moment, in Barry's grandpa's room, Dolly ass was slapped. Her father playfully spanked her. Dolly giggled, pushing him gently over and climbed on top, guiding his cock in.
It was another night in which Barry was not alone in his room. He wasn't with either of his aunts. He was with the woman he desired and needed most – his mother. They were holding each other, kissing, groping, and making love.
Brandy guided Barry to his back, ran her fingers over his chest and tummy. She found his hands and brought them to her breasts, letting him squeeze them, while she slowly ground her body, her clit, against him.
She didn't take her eyes off him, running her hands through her long, dark hair.
"Mom, you look so gorgeous," Barry said, his hands squeezing her breasts, then gliding over her tummy.
"Th-thank, ah!" She was cumming again. She arched her back, craned her neck back and shook on his cock.
"You," she added coming off another orgasm.
She fell into his arms, Barry stroking her hair.
"Let's go out tomorrow night," she suggested. "I'll wear the beautiful jewelry you got me. We can go to a nice romantic dinner, take a long walk on the beach, then come back home and make love. Those two languages are how I feel loved – if you were curious."
"What? Spending time with you and physical affection?" Barry asked his mother.
"You got it."
"Good, I'll remember that."
"What about you?"
"I think it's the same thing, Mom."
Brandy kissed Barry's cheek, loving the feeling of his hand running up and down her back. "Good. Sounds like we're a perfect fit."
Barry kissed her head, holding her naked body close to his. "We sure are, Mom."
The young man, named Barry, was now very happy. Barry wasn't alone in his happiness. He and his lovely mother lived in a large, new home by the ocean. This new house was filled with Barry's aunts, his cousin, and his grandfather. They spent their days at the beach, playing, laughing, eating or frolicking by the pool. Barry and his mother, Brandy, joined in on the fun, spending their nights in bed together. Everyone in this beautiful, big home by the ocean was involved in incestuous relationships.
The end.
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Introduction
Trina handed Julie a glass of sweet tea then took a seat next to Richie, her son. Julie was sitting on the couch across from Trina and Riche with her son, Ray.
The two women recently met, Julie having found Trina, contacted her, and traveled to Trina's North Carolina home.
It was a difficult day for Trina. She learned this woman was her half-sister. They shared the same father, a man who abandoned Trina when she was very young.
What made things more unusual was that Julie invited Trina and Richie to live with her in Charleston, South Carolina. Julie informed them of her huge, new home, their father built for them.
Trina didn't understand, questioning why there, why move in with this woman. They were silent for several minutes, enjoying their tea. Trina noted their similar hair color and type, same eye color too. Julie's words, "it's a special place, a special neighborhood," echoed in Trina's mind while sitting awkwardly.
"How," Trina spoke up. "How is it special? What makes this home special? Why do you want us to move there?"
"I want you to move there based on a hunch I have about you. We're related, the same father, I feel like we love the same things," Julie cryptically answered.
"What do you mean?"
Julie smiled, stood in the middle of the living room, eyes on Trina and removed her top. She unhooked her bra, unbuttoned and unzipped her shorts, sliding them down with her thong. Completely nude, she turned to her son, Ray, straddled him, kissing him passionately. Trina watched with shock Ray's hands cup his mother's ass.
Julie ended the kiss, looking over her shoulder to Trina, "We love our sons."
Trina nodded, her hand squeezing Richie's thigh. "Yes," she whispered her heart racing.
"Good," Julie said, getting off Ray, walking to Richie. She went to her knees and unzipped the shocked 21-year-old's pants, fishing for and pulling out his cock, sucking it to full strength.
"He's all ready for you," Julie winked; Trina went to her knees, grabbing the erect pole by the base. "We'd be very busy at my home. Are you up for it?"
Trina was removing her top as she slobbered all over Richie's cock, "Mmhmm."
"Wonderful," Julie made her way back to Ray, going to her knees. "What about Kelly?"
Trina stopped sucking Richie's dick, looked to his face, sadness overcoming her. It had been several months since she last spoke to her sister.
Chapter 1
Kelly stood in front of a burning building, her face expressionless, watching it crumble down. Some of the other girls were crying. Fat Rob was furious, cursing, making calls. The fire department would be there soon.
Her long, blonde locks blew in the wind on the cool summer night. She felt her rage changing, refocusing into something else, something she could use.
The image of one of Fat Rob's associates pushing down, and then kicking her son, Nate, a week earlier was burned into her retinas. She decided to use that fire that grew inside her and burn one of Fat Rob's clubs to the ground.
He had no idea it was her.
Several of Fat Rob's girls, including Kelly, all tracked via ankle bracelets they were ordered to wear, were in attendance that night. He had them sell sexual favors to the customers, while Fat Rob worked in the back office, selling women to bigger, out of town clients. He was struggling financially and was selling some of the women who lived in his tower.
A customer bought time with Kelly. She led him to a private room in the back, told him to wait, she'd be back. She returned a moment later with a hammer she found in an unlocked utility closet down the hall. She snuck past Fat Rob's office, seeing him on the phone, and made her way back to the customer.
Hitting him in the head in from behind, she saw him toppled over, catching him was the best she could do to prevent any other injury. Kelly dragged the man down the hall, moving quickly to the back door, and pulled him out of the building.
In her purse she had matches and nail polish. Back at the utility closet, moving as fast as possible to avoid getting caught, she took out the nail polish and poured it on the wall, spreading and smearing it around as best she could with paper towels.
She looked around in the closet, finding a container of turpentine. She emptied it on the floor, the walls, and the hallway.
Kelly stepped outside the closet, lit a match, ignited the entire match book, threw it in the closet and left the door cracked. She headed into the main area of the club. Her roommate, Torrie was giving someone a lap dance. Kelly grabbed her and pulled her outside, hoping this would work.
Moments later everyone was pouring out of the club, including Fat Rob.
"Just wait. This is nothing," Kelly thought, watching Fat Rob frantically make calls, fire truck sirens getting louder.
****
That night, at Fat Rob's building in her and Torrie's apartment, Kelly argued with her son again.
"If they lay a hand on me again," Nate was fuming. No one was allowed to leave Fat Rob's building, including any non-employees, like Nate, without permission. He was angry, rebellious that he was brought to this building in his senior year of high school.
Since Fat Rob's finances were crumbling, due to all his clubs in Florida being shut down, and lack of attendance at the remaining open one, he put a tight grip on everyone. All his employees lived in his tower. The women had their own apartments.
Fat Rob allowed Kelly to bring her son here, since she was moving in. He loved the fact a son would see his mother in this light, as a slut, a prostitute.
It wasn't supposed to be like this. Kelly was undercover, getting closer to Fat Rob, learning what she could. But she became addicted to the lifestyle, stripping, dancing, and sex. When Fat Rob asked her to move in, she foolishly agreed, taking her son with her.
Nate hated it there. He hated Fat Rob's men, and he hated Fat Rob. The only time he spoke with his mother was when he got angry enough to.
Kelly tried to calm him down, "Nate, please."
"No! I can't leave! You have to wear that bracelet! Why would you bring us here! What's wrong with you?" Nate yelled, storming off.
****
Late summer arrived. Nate was in his room, his mother quietly entering. She sat next to him on the bed and tossed the ankle bracelet on the mattress next to him.
"They're cheap," she explained. "Nothing like what I used to put on kids for house arrest," she added referring to her days as a police officer.
"So you can leave?" Nate asked; his back to his mother.
"Yes, but I can't yet."
"Why not?" he turned around revealing a black eye and busted lip. Kelly fought tears of sadness and rage.
"I have to do something. I have to do something about this place, about what I've done," she placed her hand on his. "I have to be patient, I have to," Kelly struggled to speak, anger rising. "I have to be patient," she reiterated.
"I'm going to get a few of the girls out of here. I've seen them get beaten and smacked around by Fat Rob. After I help them escape, then I'll stay behind. But you can leave with them if you want," Kelly said.
"No. I mean, I want to, but I can't leave you here. One of the reasons I've been so angry is because you're here, not so much me. You are the one that needs to leave. I'll stay here with you until you can," Nate said.
Kelly hugged her son, kissing his cheek. "I'll make this right."
At three in the morning, Kelly snuck out, dressed in black, wearing a hoodie and took the stairs to another floor. She arrived at the apartment of the women that have been asking her to help them leave.
All ten of them were dressed in similar fashion, their faces obscured. "Take them off," Kelly said, nodding to the ankle bracelets. "Toss them back in the apartment and follow me."
They took the stairs, arriving at the lobby. The night watchmen, an elderly man Fat Rob barely paid minimum wage to, was dozing at the front desk.
"There are cameras in the elevators, at all doors going in and out of the building, and a couple outside the building. You will be seen, they will find out. Hopefully, with what you're wearing, they won't be able to tell who is running away immediately - maybe until Fat Rob summons you for sex or for a client."
"We understand," one of the women said.
"Go to the police, if you can. I know a precinct isn't too far from here. You may have to hide out a few days before going there. Fat Rob would have his men hang out near the station, expecting you all to go there first. Do the best you can, stay together in crowded areas during the day, and try to find dark, wooded areas at night. Hide in the shadows."
The women nodded.
"I will choke out the night watchman if he stirs when I grab his keys. Open the front door and toss them back in the building. Run! " Kelly said.
The girls sprinted toward the entrance, Kelly behind them, stopping at the front desk. The keys were on a key chain - there was no way he would remain asleep.
She removed them from his belt buckle, tossing them to the nearest escapee. The old man stirred, "Huh? What?"
One punch from Kelly knocked him out. She nodded to the girls, they finally found the right key, opened the big glass double door, tossed the keys back in and left.
Kelly sprinted up the stairs, out of breath when she reached her floor. She made her way back to her apartment.
"Nate," she whispered. He was still awake, barely able to sleep in this place after all these months.
He slid over, extending his arm. Kelly kissed his cheek again, eyes tearing up, as she kept thinking, kept planning. She would make things right with her son.
Chapter 2
Kelly was dreaming again. She was dreaming of the night she witnessed Fat Rob's truly despicable nature. Pimping out women is one thing, murder is another. Kelly failed to act, she failed to intervene, and end her infiltration by going to her Captain. In the months that followed she wondered why.
She was waiting for something. The perfect moment.
She tossed and turned, her dream changing, seeing something that wasn't real. Kelly saw Fat Rob's face as his life, his sins, flashed before his eyes. All the marriages he broke up, all the women he used and abused, all the manipulations, all the smooth-talking, all those memories being recalled in a single moment. It was Fat Rob's face as he was dying.
Kelly woke up next to her son. She wanted to see that face in real life - not in a dream. She wanted to end Fat Rob; she wanted to be the one to do it. She had to be patient.
She looked to the wedding ring she was wearing. Her friend knew Fat Rob loved married women and gave her the ring to wear in order to increase her chances of getting closer to him. It worked.
Fat Rob thought Kelly was married, taking her under his wing, fucking her brains out, convincing her to leave the non-existent husband.
She lay back down next to Nate, "So stupid," she shook her head, ashamed of her actions.
****
The Atlanta air cooled slightly as October arrived. Kelly and Torrie worked quite a bit in recent weeks. Kelly kept waiting, kept planning, and watching.
She helped a few more girls escape, but that was it. Security was beefed up ten-fold. Men patrolled the hallways at night, several stood guard at every exit. She couldn't escape. Kelly had to think of another way.
The face of defeat, the face of a worthless life - Fat Rob's face from her dream - etched on her mind.
She endured the sex, the late night clients, being away from Nate, Fat Rob's increasing anger and possessiveness over his women - his property.
Kelly, thinking Nate was asleep, heard a knock at her apartment door. It was Nate. He wasn't alone.
"This little bitch tried to get out again. Keep him under control," one of Fat Rob's men shoved a beaten Nate into his mother's arms.
She looked him over, his nose bloody, eyes swollen.
"Get off me!" he pushed his mother away, lunging at the man. "I'll kill you!"
He laughed and punched Nate in the gut.
"Get out!" Kelly screamed, going to her son's side. The man laughed, leaving them be.
Nate pushed her away, holding his stomach. "Nate let me look you over," Kelly pleaded.
"You better do something fast," Nate glared, slamming his door on his mother.
Kelly rubbed her temples, struggling to hold it together. She wanted to barge into Fat Rob's penthouse suite and tear him limb from limb.
Sitting at the small table the equally small kitchen, Kelly thought about what to do. Fat Rob was struggling, losing money, selling women, raising prices to compensate. Another financial setback could ruin him further. But it might not. He might get rougher with the girls; maybe even sell Kelly herself to someone.
Kelly thought about her old job - her real job as a police officer. The women weren't allowed cellphones, laptops, or anything to communicate with the outside world. If Kelly could get hold of her former Captain and tell him everything, there's a chance he'd help her.
The women she set free never returned with the police, she wondered if Fat Rob's crew picked them up and disposed of them or if they simply ran away as far as possible.
Kelly checked her schedule on the calendar next to the refrigerator. In two weeks, there was a Halloween event at a remaining Fat Rob club. It was close to her old home, her old job, her old life.
She glanced to the ankle bracelet. Kelly knew they had monitoring software associated with them, but were poor in quality and didn't trigger an alarm or notification when removed.
"Crash their car," she thought. "Take this thing off in the car. Kick the driver in the head, open the passenger side, and fall out. I'd get hurt, but if the traffic is bad, I can make a run for it. Either way, I need to get away that night and go to the police from there."
She began pacing back and forth, frantically wanting to destroy everything around her, and leave Fat Rob's building in a pile of rubble. Kelly needed evidence. She needed something to give to the police to show what Fat Rob has been up to - it would make up for her failure as an undercover cop.
Kelly was staring off into space when she was startled by the door slamming open. Torrie, her roommate, crashed through the door in the arms of a younger guy. They fell onto the floor, her legs wrapped around him, pulling his t-shirt off.
"Fuck me!" she begged. He leaned down, kissing and licking at her neck. "Oh yes, baby, just like that!"
Kelly watched Torrie hike up her skirt, the younger guy going to his knees, unzipping his shorts and getting his cock out. Torrie moaned when he entered her, pumping his hips wildly.
They fucked across the carpet floor, arriving close to Kelly. The guy picked Torrie up; her legs still wrapped around him, and slammed her against wall, kissing her.
Kelly couldn't look away. "Um," she said.
"Ahh yes!" Torrie was being bounced up and down on the younger man's cock. Kelly assumed he was a client, but something was different. Kelly saw Torrie have sex plenty of times, none were like this, none seemed to cause her this much pleasure.
"Kelly!" Torrie cried out, the younger man relentlessly fucking her against wall. "This is Eddie!"
He backed away from the wall, walking Torrie to her bedroom. "My son!" she called out to Kelly, Eddie carrying his mother to her room, closing the door, and then slamming her on the bed.
Kelly, mouth agape, listened with shock as Torrie and her son went at it like animals in Torrie's bedroom.
Kelly went to Nate's room later, after the sounds of wild incest settled. She held her son, whispering how sorry she was in his ear. He stirred a bit, rolling over to his back, Kelly caressed his face.
"Soon. Soon we'll leave, soon justice will be served," she kissed his cheek and fell asleep in his arms.
****
"Well? Want to explain last night for me?" Kelly asked the next morning, sitting next to Torrie on the couch.
"Yeah," Torrie took a sip of coffee. "It helps."
"What helps?"
"With the guilt I have."
"What helps with the guilt?" Kelly prodded. "Sex? With Eddie?"
"Yes. And it's not just sex. It's more incredible than anything I've ever experienced. It makes me feel like I'm not a horrible woman for cheating, leaving my husband to join Fat Rob."
Kelly thought about Torrie's words. She didn't leave a husband, but she brought her son into this world, a world she was only supposed to sample and obtain information about, not become fully a part of.
Torrie smiled softly, "I know it's wrong, but to see the joy I bring to his face when he, um, finishes, it makes everything better."
"How did you get him in the building?"
"I told them he was a client. Fat Rob doesn't care, as long as people pay, they can come here. Eddie will leave and come back tomorrow probably."
"Torrie, we have to leave. Come with me, please? You can," Kelly paused, wincing at what she was about to say, "be with your son outside of this building. You and he can, you know, be together?"
"I have no real skills, nothing else going on; I'd have nowhere to stay. Fat Rob provides us with everything. Eddie is in college, he's got a lot going for him."
"Then stay with him at school."
"I can't. He lives at home with his father, he goes to school nearby."
Kelly shook her head, her mind thinking. "I'm going to use Eddie for something; he's going to help me. I can't use Nate, they all know who he is. But you're saying they think Eddie is a client."
"Right. I didn't want to them to know he's my son."
Kelly's lip quivered, she fought tears. Torrie consoled her, "Kelly, I'm sorry; I didn't mean to imply that's what you should've done. Your son is younger than mine. You were able to take him you when you left your husband."
"I'm not married. I never was. I mean, I was, but it was years ago," Kelly admitted.
"What?"
Kelly fiddled with the ring a friend gave her to trick Fat Rob into paying attention to her. "I WAS an undercover police officer. But I failed at that. I got caught up in this lifestyle, the sex, everything."
Torrie held her hand to her mouth, "I see."
"Torrie, please let me use Eddie to help me with something. I'm begging you. No harm will come to him. If I can take down Fat Rob, you and Eddie," a wonderful thought entered her mind before she continued, "me and Nate, can move away; I have a sister, we can stay with her."
"The four of us?" Torrie asked.
"Yes."
"Are you and Nate, like Eddie and I?"
Kelly shook her head.
"Ok, what do you need Eddie's help with?"
Chapter 3
Kelly lay away in bed, next to Nate, listening to Eddie and Torrie have sex almost every night, all night.
She sounded amazing. All the times Torrie climaxed before were nothing compared to the powerful orgasms echoing throughout the apartment. They were real, strong, and Kelly found herself as the days passed by, wanting to experience something similar.
"Guilt," she thought. "Torrie is getting rid of her guilt, by doing that." She glanced to her sleeping son.
"Maybe that's why I'm in here with you," she whispered. "But would I ever do what Torrie is doing?"



The next several nights Kelly got home late, Torrie and Eddie were having sex, after bartending for Fat Rob's lavish orgies in his penthouse. She cleaned glasses, watching women give themselves to him and his men.
As she was cleaning up, she noticed a door was left open. It was one of Fat Rob's offices. "Here it is. I'll bring Eddie here tomorrow. I'll get what I need from here."
Kelly relayed her plan to Eddie. He was unsure, but his mother told him it was fine.
"How do I look?" Kelly spun around in a tight cocktail dress for Nate.
"Fine."
Kelly looked over her shoulder, Torrie and Eddie were making out at the door while he waited for Kelly.
"Hey," Kelly whispered, taking a seat on Nate's lap.
"Mom, come on."
She tipped his chin to her, "Listen. Eddie is pretending to be my date tonight. I'm going upstairs to Fat Rob's party. I'm searching his office for evidence. Trust me. Tomorrow night," Kelly nodded her head.
"You're leaving?"
"Sort of. There's a Halloween party I have to work. I'll escape from there. I'll go to the police and bring them here."
"Ok," Nate nodded, glancing at her cleavage.
"Hey," Kelly whispered, tipping his chin again. She closed her eyes, exhaled on his lips, and kissed him softly. Her lips felt magnetically attached to his; she struggled to pull away.
"Mom, I, uh," Nate spoke.
"I love you," Kelly interrupted him.
"I love you too."
She got off his lap, Nate watching her hips sway as she exited his room.
Torrie and Eddie were still going at it by the door, his hand in her pajama pants, fingering her pussy. "Ok, time to go!" Kelly broke them up.
"Be careful," Torrie told Eddie.
He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, extended his arm to Kelly and left. Torrie smiled, stripped naked and got in the shower.
****
"No," one of Fat Rob's men stopped Kelly and Eddie at the penthouse door.
"He's a client," Kelly said. "Fat Rob is fine if we bring clients here."
"Sign in," the man handed Eddie a clipboard.
"Sign in, Richie," Kelly said, saying the first name that popped in her head - her nephew's.
"Sure," Eddie signed the fake name.
Loud music was playing, naked women, though not as many anymore, walked around, random men were getting sucked and fucked.
"Here!" Kelly said over the loud music, guiding Eddie to a couch. "Sit!"
She pushed him down, climbed on top, straddled him and stuck her tongue in his mouth. She broke the kiss, "Grab my butt."
"Um, I uh,"
"Do it! They have to think you're one of my clients."
They kissed again. A moment later, Kelly ended it, surveying the room. Fat Rob's back was to her. He was in the middle of the room, sitting up in a small bed. Women were taking turns riding his cock.
"Unzip me," Kelly told Eddie.
"What?"
"Do it!"
Eddie reached for the zipper on the back of Kelly's dress, pulling it down for her. She pulled the dress over her shoulders, exposing her breasts. She nodded to Eddie, who grabbed one, sucking away on it. Kelly used this opportunity to study her surroundings even more.
Fat Rob's office. It was open on the other side of the penthouse, near the bar. That's where Kelly needed to be.
"Come with me," Kelly got off Eddie, pulling him up. "Pick me up, like you did your mother, make like you're fucking me against the wall. We'll make our way to the office over there and fall into it. Got it?"
"Yep!" Eddie said, scooping Kelly up, her straddling him. They kept kissing, Kelly, keeping one eye open, watching Fat Rob. He was oblivious.
At Kelly's apartment, Torrie knocked on Nate's door. "Come in," he said.
"Hi there," Torrie's infectious smiled shone on Nate. She was wearing only a bathrobe.
"Hey," Nate nodded, putting a book down, one of the few possessions he had there.
"I need to apologize," Torrie said, sitting on edge of Nate's bed.
"For what?"
"My son and I," Torrie blushed, biting her bottom lip.
"Your son?"
"Mmhmm, Eddie."
Nate's eyes widened, "He's your son? No way."
"You didn't know? Your mom didn't tell you?" Torrie asked. "Geez, well I guess she wouldn't. Maybe she felt the fact he and I are lovers isn't something to spread around."
"Uh, yeah, I guess."
"Anyway, I'm sorry if we were too loud and kept you awake."
"It's ok."
"Do you and your mom - "
"What? No! I mean, no we aren't like that," Nate said.
"Aw, sorry. It's really a wonderful thing."
"Incest?"
"Mmhmm, it makes things so much better. Plus I know your mom loves you as much as I love Eddie - which is more than anything."
Nate gulped and nodded.
Torrie stood, looking out Nate's window into the night sky. She quickly turned around, "Couldn't you just imagine her coming in here, wearing a robe like this and taking it off for you."
Nate watched Torrie remove the robe, letting it fall to her feet.
"She'd reveal her lovely hourglass body for you, straddle you," Torrie climbed on top of a shocked Nate.
"She'd say 'I love you' then kiss you," Torrie grabbed Nate's face, kissing him hard, her tongue slithering into his mouth.
Eddie had Kelly pinned against the wall, inching closer to the open office. She was lost in the kissing, thinking about how this was Torrie's son, she was kissing him just like Torrie did. She wondered if she'd ever kiss Nate like this.
Eddie and Kelly finally arrived at the office door, "Now!" Kelly said signaling Eddie to appear as though he tripped. He slammed Kelly on Fat Rob's desk, they kept kissing, Eddie climbing on top of her.
Torrie was busy kissing Nate too. "So good, it's so good, he and I," she said in between kisses.
"Do you think your mom's pretty?" Torrie asked, while Nate kissed at her neck.
"Uh huh," he said.
"Get off me!" Kelly said, finding herself, remembering why she was there.
"Oh, uh, sorry," Eddie said, backing away.
Kelly went to her knees, opening drawers, looking for something Eddie could take with him.
She found a gun, all Fat Rob's men carried them. She found keys, receipts, folders. When she opened the folders she found something she needed.
Kelly saw pictures of women, their stats, height and weight, along with prices. "Trafficking," she whispered, looking for more.
She found old photos, then legal documents from Fat Rob's former lawyer. The documents were regarding the shutting down of Fat Rob's clubs, with his executed lawyer's name, Wayne, all over it. "Motive? Maybe," she stuffed the documents in the folder of women for sale.
"Your phone. Did they take it?" Kelly asked Eddie. "Yes, it's at the front desk."
"Figures. Take these, stuff them in your pants and let's go," Kelly said standing. She removed her dress, fully nude in front of Eddie.
"Put your hand on my ass, as we walk out. Make sure that folder is flat against your tummy. Hold your hand over top of it," Kelly instructed.
"Alright," Nate squeezed her butt the entire walk back through the penthouse.
"Leaving so soon?" the door man asked.
"Yes, he's leaving early. He's got a stomach ache," Kelly lied.
"Oh yes, yes," Torrie moaned, still on top of Nate.
"Wait," he said. "Wait, just relax."
"Are you ok?"
"Yeah," Nate was catching his breath.
"Thinking of your mom?"
He nodded his head, embarrassed.
"She's gorgeous."
"I know," Nate agreed.
Kelly was instructing Nate to go to the police as soon as he could; hoping that explaining everything and providing the documents might help move things along.
"You can let go of my ass now," Kelly smiled.
"Sorry."
"It's ok. I'll walk you to the front lobby."
"They don't mind that you're nude?"
"Nah, most of the woman that are left walk around naked here anyway."
"Does my mom?"
"Not really," Kelly looked to the floor. "You want to be with her?"
"Yes."
"I'm going to get her and all of us out of here. Starting tomorrow," Kelly walked Eddie to the front entrance, kissing him goodnight.
Torrie was standing in Nate's door, arms around him, kissing him. "Maybe you and her could be like Eddie and I. Lovers, forever. I'm hoping we can leave here soon."
Nate shrugged, "I don't know. I don't think she and I would be like that. It's not really normal."
Torrie smiled, kissed him goodnight and left him be.
He watched her from his door make her way to her bedroom. The front door of the apartment opened and in walked his naked mother.
Kelly dropped the little black dress, petrified, staring at her son.
His mouth hanging open, Nate's eyes traveled over her body. Kelly didn't move, watching him watch her. Nate saw her like this before, but this was different. Sexual thoughts of her drifted through his mind, thanks to Torrie.
Kelly moved first, breaking the trance, "It's been a weird night. I'm going to shower."
"Ok," Nate nodded, watching her walk by him to the shower.
Chapter 4
The next day, there was no mention of the awkward exchange the previous night between Kelly and her son. Instead, they planned.
They snuck around, using the stairs, from floor to floor. Kelly found a hiding spot for Nate. She knew Fat Rob wasn't letting anyone leave his building, so Nate escaping through the front door wouldn't work due to heavy surveillance.
It was in a hall bathroom, the women's room. Kelly knew most, if not all, remaining women would be attending the Halloween event that evening. The chances of Nate getting caught by hiding in a closet there were slim.
After they found a hiding spot for Nate, Kelly raided her and Torrie's bathrooms. She found pain relievers specifically for night time with side effects of drowsiness. She put those in her purse along with a cigarette lighter she found that one of Fat Rob's men left after visiting Torrie a few months back.
Nate searched for items of his own. He was standing in the kitchen, gripping a small paring knife, his knuckles white. He heard his mother coming and put the small blade into his pocket.
"How do I look?" Kelly asked, turning around in her tiny, light blue, sequined cocktail dress.
"You look great," Nate answered, glancing over her body.
Kelly nodded, approaching her son. "I'll be tending bar at this event. I have no idea when I'll be back here. But when we're gone, go hide. When I get back, I'll come get you, hopefully hardly anyone will be here. Then we'll leave."
"Where will we go?"
Kelly rubbed his shoulders, "Probably not back to our house. I suspect they'd look for us there, unless,"
"Unless what?"
Kelly dismissed the thought of seeing Fat Rob's face, before his death, in her dreams. If Eddie hadn't already gone to the police, by the night's end, they would surely be involved. Getting out and away was the only thing she needed to focus on.
"Nothing. We can go stay with your Aunt Trina."
Torrie came out wearing a similar dress. Kelly nodded to her, and then turned to face her son, she held his face and kissed him again. It was much slower than the previous one, but just as loving.
"I love you," she said, looking to his eyes.
Slightly flustered, Nate blushed, "I love you too."
Fat Rob's entourage took five Escalades to the event he was contracted. All were filled with his crew and remaining women.
Kelly sat right next to Fat Rob in the back seat of his Escalade. Torrie was on the other side. Fat Rob casually unzipped his pants, fishing out his erection. Kelly resisted the urge to bite it off and cause the car to crash.
Torrie shot Kelly a look, and leaned forward.
"Miss Kelly? You feeling ok?" Fat Rob asked, confused why she wasn't servicing his cock too.
"I'm fine, baby," Kelly lied. "Just trying remember if I brought everything I need for the bar."
"I'm sure they'll have plenty of liquor, if we run out," Fat Rob looked over his shoulder, seeing boxes of booze in the back. "Now then, get to work."
Kelly nodded, leaned down, and sucked and licked all over his cock with Torrie.
****
Kelly tended bar, just like she was asked to do, discreetly grinding up pills while setting up. Fat Rob's men flirted with her; she gave them drinks, making sure to add ground up nighttime pain medication to them.
Some of the patrons, a high ranking business function with CEO's and VP's had a little extra seasoning in their drinks too. Fat Rob didn't.
He was busy in a back room making future deals, discussing selling another woman to an overseas business man attending the event.
Kelly watched Torrie hand a medicine laced vodka to one of Fat Rob's men. "Patience. I have to wait. It'll kick in eventually."
"You like her?" Fat Rob asked the man from Japan. "That's Miss Kelly. She's great. I'm willing to sell her off for five million."
"Why so much?" he asked.
"Well she has a kid, there'd be extra work involved on our end to, uh, deal with him," Fat Rob winked, closing the door and continued making the sell.
Kelly waited and watched. A few men were passed out; another few were getting close. The music was blaring, lap dances were decreasing. It was almost time for Kelly to act.
She left the bar, heading to the back door of the venue. Torrie followed. "Get ready. Gather up the girls, take off the ankle bracelets - we're leaving. I'll get some keys. I think the driver is passed out."
"Ok," Torrie hugged Kelly and they began.
Kelly grabbed keys from a dazed employee, he stirred, attempting to stand but toppled over.
Torrie was busy moving girls and clients out of the main room. She moved more of the intoxicated customers into the lobby, telling them to wait for something special. They drunkenly agreed.
Kelly held the back door open, clicking the unlock button on the keys, seeing the corresponding Escalade's head lights turn on. "Hurry!" she motioned for Torrie and one of the younger girls.
"Wait!" the 20-something stopped Torrie. "I'm not leaving."
"What?" Kelly asked. "We're all leaving."
"No," she put her hands on her hips. "I'm not about to leave this. I'm not going back to my little dicked husband. He could never please me. I feel sexy here and I'm not - "
Kelly delivered a right hook to the side of the girl's head, knocking her out. "Got her?" she asked Torrie.
"Yep," Kelly held the door open as Torrie dragged the girl out.
They loaded up an Escalade, Kelly and Torrie rushing back inside to get the final few girls. Ushering them out, Fat Rob appeared.
"Go!" Kelly screamed, pushing the girls through the back door.
Fat Rob sprinted after them, Kelly slammed the door in his face. He pushed it open, running out into the back parking lot after them.
Kelly stopped, ducked to the side, and tripped him. "Run!" she yelled to Torrie and the remaining girls.
Fat Rob crawled to his feet, giving chase to Torrie. He caught up, grabbing her by the back of her hair and pulling her to the ground. Kelly jumped on his back, punching his head, trying to get her arms around his big neck to choke him out.
He reached around, pulling Kelly by her hair and flung her forward. He lunged after her, only to be stopped by Torrie. She was on top of him, punching wildly.
"Go! Get them out of here!" Torrie yelled.
"But - "
"Leave! Go!"
"I'll come back for you," Kelly promised, getting in the driver side of the filled-to-the brim Escalade and speeding off.
Fat Rob punched Torrie in the gut, still grabbing her hair. "Get up. We're leaving," he dragged her back inside.
"Where is she?" the Japanese business man asked Fat Rob when he returned, referring to Kelly.
Fat Rob punched the man, knocking him out, in anger. He saw the damage left by Kelly. His men and clients were either asleep, falling asleep, or too drunk to do anything.
He roared and tossed Torrie onto a table. He threw chairs, trashed the bar, and attacked one of his drunken employees, taking keys from him. His world was falling apart.
Punching Torrie across the face, cutting her cheek, he flung her over his shoulder, and left.
Chapter 5
Kelly drove as fast as traffic would allow her. She was driving to the police precinct nearest to Fat Rob's building - the one she instructed Eddie to go to.
"Out! Move it!" she ordered the women.
"There's no one here," one of them stated.
"Bang on the door, there should someone there. If not, look around. There's a restaurant across the street, a tavern over there, go somewhere you can call 911. I've got to go get Torrie and my son."
Kelly sped back to Fat Rob's building. Her assumption was he'd be there, hiding at the top. She would find Nate, send him out there, and then go get Torrie.
Kelly grit her teeth, arriving at the parking lot to Fat Rob's building. She saw his Escalade, door open, parked adjacent to the front entrance. She saw two of his men, employees that didn't attend the event, on either side of the entrance. She took a deep breath and floored it.
The men jumped out of the way of the speeding Escalade just before it crashed through the huge glass doors. Kelly drove it all the way to the back of the lobby, running through and over Fat Rob's new security guard, pinning and smashing him against the back wall.
The two men out front drew their guns, and cautiously approached the Escalade. The front was smashed, windshield broken, a dead man on the damaged hood. There was a motionless, seemingly unconscious, blonde woman at the steering wheel.
The man on the driver's side opened the door. It was unhinged from the crash and fell to the lobby floor. Kelly used that as a distraction, coming out of her faked unconsciousness, kicking the man in the groin, grabbing his gun and shooting him. She fell out of the car, laying on her stomach and shot across the Escalade, several shots hitting the other man on the passenger side. His fell to the floor, his feet and knees injured, where Kelly shot him once more in the side of the head.
She was out of ammo. She searched both men, grabbing the fully loaded gun of one and a spare magazine on another. With both guns loaded and drawn, Kelly kicked off her high heels, and ascended the stairs.
****
Nate was hiding in the fourth floor women's restroom. Kelly slowly opened the door from the stairs, peering down the hall.
Sneaking toward the women's restroom, sticking to the wall, she controlled her breathing. She rounded a corner and nearly gasped. Five of Fat Rob's men were exiting an apartment.
"Nothing in there," one of them said. "Keep moving, he wants us searching all of them for anything we can find."
Kelly's heart beat once again when the voices got fainter. She peeped around the corner; they were further away, but much closer to the restrooms.
She decided to make a break to the abandoned apartment, the door left wide open. Quickly rounding corner, she tip-toed to it. One of the men saw movement in his peripheral vision.
"Oh shit!" he drew his weapon, Kelly was already firing hers. Three men went down, two remained, firing upon Kelly.
She ducked into the open apartment and waited at a bedroom, having plain sight of the front door.
One of them appeared in the doorway, Kelly fired, chastising herself for giving the second man an opportunity. She kept firing anyway, killing the first man. The second man appeared, gun raised, Kelly sat on the carpet, back against the wall.
The second man entered, firing blindly into the apartment, hoping to hit something. Kelly waited for the gunfire to end, before firing around the door frame. He ducked and Kelly rolled out of the bedroom, into the kitchen. He fired a few more times and hit Kelly.
The bullet grazed her thigh. It wasn't bad, but she was bleeding. She shook it off, hiding behind a big trash can in the kitchen. She pushed it over, rolled away and fired on the man. His attention was on the trash can, he didn't see Kelly. She shot him in the chest.
She searched the downed men, adding their ammunition magazines to her guns and purse.
She made her way toward the women's restroom but in her excitement to see Nate she didn't notice an apartment door to her left was open. Kelly was tackled, losing grip of her weapons, by a large man - the man that roughed up her son.



"You and your little bitch of a son, causing all sorts of problems," he said, pinning Kelly down. "Fat Rob told us to keep an eye out for you. He's up top with that slut Torrie. I'll bring you to him and he'll - "
A knife entered the man's throat from behind, severing his jugular and vocal chords. It was a small paring knife; the knuckles of the hand gripping it were white with rage. Kelly watched the knife exit the man's neck, blood spurting.
Nate pushed him off his mom and went into a rage, jumping on top of the man he stabbed, stabbing him over and over again, the knife going into his face, his neck, his chest.
"Nate!" Kelly stopped him, pulling him off the man, Nate managing to kick his dying body in the groin.
"Nate!" Kelly dragged him to the floor, climbing on top of him. "Stop! Please."
"Mom," her angry son, tears streaming down his face, looked to her eyes.
"It's ok, I'm here. We're leaving. You first, I'll go and get Torrie, then join you," Kelly said.
"Mom, I - "
She kissed him hard, got off him and pulled him up. "Follow me."
They made their way down to the second floor. Kelly shot a locked apartment door open and moved to the window. "Perfect."
"What?"
She shot the large window, busting the glass, making an opening for her. She looked over the edge into a swimming pool below. The water was dirty, murky, and leaf-filled.
"What are you doing?" Nate asked.
"I need your help with something," Kelly said.
"Anything."
Kelly took the matchbook out of her purse, along with nail polish. She tore a strip of her dress away, making it a couple inches shorter. She poured nail polish onto the cloth and handed the items to Nate.
"What do you want me to do with this?"
"Open the gas cap of the Escalade I crashed in the lobby downstairs. Feed this into it, light it, and run," Kelly explained.
"Wait, Mom, that's - "
"Going to explode? Yep. It'll take a little bit, but this nail polish should ignite and speed things up."
"But what about you?"
"I have to get Torrie. She's in the penthouse."
"No, leave her, I mean, she - "
"I can't. She needs to be with her son. Her and Eddie are," Kelly paused, smiling a bit, "lovers."
"Yeah I know, she told me."
"I want them to be together, away from this place, happy. Understand?"
"I guess, yeah," Nate said.
"Good. I'll get her, if the flames are too high we'll come to this apartment and jump out the window into the pool down there."
Nate shook his head, "Mom."
"I'm making things right. Trust me. Now go!"
"Alright," he took off for the stairs.
"Nate!" his mother called out to him. He turned around only to be met by another kiss, longer, more intense than previous ones. He instinctively put his hands on her waist, pulling her close to him.
Kelly broke the kiss, out of breath, whispering "I'm making things right. Go."
Chapter 6
Kelly ignoring the pain in her thigh, raced up the stairs. Between the seventh and eighth floor she saw the door to the eighth open, she kept running, guns drawn and opened fire.
Several of Fat Rob's men, taken by surprise, unable to return fire in time, went down. Kelly kept firing into the eighth floor until she was empty and everyone was motionless. She was reloading as she stood in the open doorway when she was grabbed from behind by a huge man.
Cursing herself for not hearing him, blaming her ringing ears, he grabbed her, shaking her, banging her against the wall. Her guns dropped, and he flung her against a vase containing a large plant in the hallway.
In the lobby Nate was at the crashed Escalade. He opened the fuel door and was feeding the nearly dry strip of his mother's dress into it. Only a small piece of the dress visible, he lit it up with a match, and ran.
"Please work, please work," he said, arriving outside, ducking behind an arrangement of shrubbery in the parking lot.
Kelly was dodging the man's blows. She kicked him, he caught her foot, pulling her close to him. "I'm going to enjoy this," he sneered.
He slammed her into the men's room door, Kelly punching at his head. She managed to wrap her legs around his waist, squeezing as hard as she could with her thighs. Her punches finally weakening him, he slammed her against a toilet stall. She went to her feet and he punched her across the face, pushing her away. He lunged at her, she moved, he caught her foot, tripping her.
Kelly kicked at his head, it was no use. He was too big and burly to bring down with Kelly's level of strength.
He picked her up, swung her around and threw her against the large mirror, causing it to crack and crumble, glass landing and shattering all around and on Kelly.
He grabbed her by her neck, holding her against the broken mirror.
"Please work, come on!" Nate waiting outside. Nothing was happening.
He stood, inching closing, "Maybe the cloth when out." Nate took another step toward the building. The Escalade exploded, sending glass and debris out into the parking lot.
Nate quickly ducked back behind the shrubbery and waited.
The man was choking Kelly. She was reaching with her right hand for a shard of glass. Finding one, she gripped it tightly, cutting her hand, not caring and jammed the shard into his eye.
He roared in pain, releasing Kelly. She kicked him off her, then kicked him again and again until he fell backward into the nearest stall. She grabbed another glass shard, this one plunging into his neck, his blood spurting everywhere, finally settling and flowing into the toilet his head was resting on.
As Kelly stood, looking on his lifeless body the lights went out, the emergency ones coming on, flashing around her. The fire sprinkler system came on next, raining down on Kelly.
She sighed, shaking her head. "Fuck you," she said to the defeated opponent.
Kelly found her dropped gun. She had six rounds left in the magazine. Her thigh, face, and cut hand bleeding, she ascended the stairs, up several floors to Fat Rob's penthouse - hopefully to find Torrie.
****
"You heard that gunfire?" Fat Rob asked Torrie. She was tied up, bent over a table, he was behind her, naked, raping her.
"My men are going to bring your friend Kelly here. I'm going to finish you, then her," Fat Rob glanced to the gun, near his feet.
"No you won't," a voice echoed through his penthouse. It was Kelly, blood dripping from the gun she was aiming at Fat Rob's head.
Fat Rob watched her make her way through his living room, now drenched from the sprinklers above.
"Miss Kelly," he kept pummeling Torrie from behind.
"I suspected you were up to something. I figured you were involved with all this. After I executed Wayne, you became distant," Fat Rob added, referring to his former lawyer.
Fat Rob stopped, pulled out of Torrie, slowly stepping away, his hand resting on a small chair. "I never should've invited you here and I never should've suggested you bring your son here - to see how much of a slut his mother was."
Torrie's wrists were burning, the rope scraping skin as she struggled to free her wrists.
Fat Rob glanced to his gun again. "I should've known if we roughed him up a bit I'd have to deal with an angry mother."
Fat Rob was standing behind Torrie again, he pulled her up by her hair, not noticing her wrist was almost free from rope. He leaned down, grabbing his gun, using Torrie as a shield. He shoved her to the side, aiming his weapon right back at Kelly now.
"I never suspected you'd be capable of this though," Fat Rob said, he and Kelly circling slowly. "I figured you were like all the other women I bring here - whores, leaving their husbands."
"Yeah, well, I haven't been married in years," Kelly admitted. "This ring? A friend gave it to me. Know why?"
Fat Rob shook his head, confused.
"I was an undercover cop assigned to get close to you. My friend knew you love married women, so she gave me her old ring to trick you, to speed up getting close to you. It worked. I was too lonely, horny, as a single mom, I became addicted to your world and lifestyle. I even brought my son to live here, only fully realizing my failure when I saw you kill your lawyer."
"See? I knew something was off with you, Miss Kelly. I knew I should've disposed of you long before tonight. I could've sold your boy off to Thailand. They could've turned him into a lady-boy, he could suck dick for a living," Fat Rob mocked her.
"You piece of shit," Kelly almost pulled the trigger.
"I agree," Torrie, her wrists free, appeared behind Fat Rob, slamming the small wooden chair into his back. He fell forward to a knee, Kelly opened fire.
Five bullets entered Fat Rob's body. Two entered his testicles, causing them to explode, another entered the tip of his penis, splitting it down the middle, and the fourth bullet flew through the middle of his shaft, cutting it in half, landing in his inner thigh. A final bullet landed at the base of his cock causing, what remained of his penis, to be severed from body. It was like a shotgun blasting a watermelon, pieces went everywhere.
Blood poured from the wound as Fat Rob crawled away from Kelly.
"Well that's one way to blow a cock," Kelly said, walking over to him. "Off that is," she added, pulling him up, slamming him against the window.
"Good one liner," Torrie said behind her.
"Thanks," Kelly aimed the gun at Fat Rob's forehead.
"Do it!" Fat Rob ordered her.
Kelly thought about Fat Rob's face from her dream. She slowly moved the gun away from his forehead. She saw the look of man who was seeing all the sins he committed, all the marriages he broke up, and all the women he used and abused in his life. His eyes filled with tears, his lip quivering.
Kelly brought the gun up and fired.
The bullet entered and shattered the glass window behind him.
"Goodbye Fat Rob," Kelly said, her hand rearing back, her fist landing on his nose, causing him to fall backward, out of the window.
Kelly watched him fall ten stories below, hitting the pavement with a loud splat sound.
Torrie joined Kelly by her side. Kelly put her arm around Torrie's naked waist, the two women seeing the mess of Fat Rob's corpse on the concrete below.
"Your aim is terrible. You shot five times and didn't kill him," Torrie said.
"No. My bullets landed exactly where I wanted them to. Let's get out of here,"Kelly replied.
Kelly and Torrie left his penthouse, Kelly stepping on a remnant of Fat Rob's testicle, feeling it squish under her bare feet.
Chapter 7
The two women ran down the stairs of Fat Rob's building. The smoke was getting thicker and thicker as they descended. As Kelly predicted, the first floor was completely in flames. Closing the door, they were unable to go anywhere but up.
Kelly pushed open the second floor door, coughing. She led Torrie to the apartment she was with Nate in earlier. Flames were already making their way up the wall of the hallway.
She pushed through the smoky living room, to the bedroom where the window was shot out. The floor was burning hot on their feet.
"Jump!" Kelly ordered Torrie.
"What?"
"To the swimming pool, now!"
"But - "
Kelly pushed Torrie out of the window, seeing her land in the pool - barely. "That was close. Sorry!" She called to her friend from above.
Kelly took a few steps back, getting a running start. Just as she took off, the floor gave out, flames flying into the room from below.
Kelly was hanging on the edge of the apartment floor. She pulled herself up, hugging the window. The floor was giving way to the fire. She kept moving to her left, jumping over to solid floor. The problem was that it was in front of a perfectly intact window and she had no ammo left.
"This is going to hurt," she said, getting as much room as possible. Another wall gave out to her right, beams fell around her; she sprinted for the window.
Kelly burst through, tearing, cutting her dress at the shoulders, cutting her forearms and back, but she made it. She landed in cold water, Torrie swimming over to her.
"You hurt?" Torrie asked.
"My arms, but I'm ok," Kelly answered.
Torrie climbed out of the water, assisting Kelly. They limped out of the pool area, walked around the front of the building and saw fire trucks, police cars all waiting.
They saw something else too, something far better - their sons.
Torrie ran over to Eddie. He threw his arms around her nude body, lifting her up, swinging her around. Nate ran to his mother, holding her, looking over her torn and fire singed dress.
"Mom, are you ok?" he asked, hands combing through her wet hair.
"I'm fine," Kelly smiled back. He hugged her tightly, holding her against his warm body. Kelly watched Torrie and Eddie kissing like lovers several feet away.
Paramedics rushed to Torrie, throwing a blanket around her. They did the same to Kelly. She held Nate's hand as they walked.
Kelly saw her Captain, the man who originally sent her on this failed undercover assignment over a year ago. He took off his hat, and nodded to her. "Maybe it wasn't such a failure after all," Kelly thought.
Sitting in the back of an ambulance, the EMTs looked Kelly over. She'd need stitches and an x-ray of her arms. Torrie got in the back too; she was beaten and banged up from Fat Rob.
"I'll meet you there," Nate said, backing away from the ambulance.
Kelly smiled, shaking her head, extending her bloody hand to Nate. He grabbed it and climbed aboard. Kelly sat in his lap, Nate holding his mother tightly. They were silent, sharing an occasional peck on the lips and smiles.
She was in the hospital until the next day; her left forearm was slightly fractured. The doctor did one final examination of the cast the next morning, before they checked out. While they waited, she held Nate's hand.
"I don't really feel like going back to our home. You've missed starting college this semester, but there's always next year. Would you be ok waiting another year?" Kelly asked.
"I don't mind. I'm glad we're out of that building, away from all that."
"Yes I know. I'm going to call Trina. Maybe we can stay with her for a while."
"Sure, Mom, that'd be nice."
Nate hugged his mother, careful not to hurt her arm. When the hug ended, they stared into each other's eyes, inching closing, her eyes glancing at his lips. The nurse interrupted them.
****
They never made it to Trina's house in North Carolina.
A week later, after police paperwork, questioning, and packing, Kelly found herself in another home.
She was standing on her new bedroom's balcony, with a perfect view of the ocean. Turning to her left, she saw her sister Trina, sitting on someone's lap - her son, Richie's. She was wearing his boxer shorts and t-shirt, wrapped in a blanket. They were smiling, laughing, kissing. Kelly watched them for a while.
Her other roommate was a woman she recently met a couple of days ago, when Kelly and Nate moved into the home. It was her half-sister Julie.
Kelly could immediately see that Julie and her son Ray were lovers, they didn't feel the need to be discreet, like Trina still did.
Nate had his own bedroom. Kelly went there, knocking. "Come in," Nate said. Kelly entered, hugging him again.
"I think we need to talk tonight," Kelly suggested.
"About what?"
"I don't know," Kelly told a half-truth. "Everything, I guess."
"Mom," Nate kissed her head. "We don't have to talk about how bad you feel again. I know you're sorry. I know you regret moving us there, but we're here now."
"I know," Kelly backed away. "Maybe I don't talk with words."
"What do you mean?"
She smiled, not answering his question. "Let's walk on the beach after dinner, with the others, and then hang out in here some."
Nate shrugged and agreed.
Chapter 8
Kelly and Nate held hands walking with the other two couples from this new home. They were all quiet, the mothers holding their son's hands or arms.
They watched the sun set, all being held by their sons from behind.
At the new home, Nate took a shower, while his aunts and cousins put away dishes.
Trina was running her fingers through Kelly's hair. "Once it happens, it'll feel normal, like you should've done it years ago, like it was meant to be."
"Will he be scared?"
"Maybe. Richie was scared it might ruin our relationship. Crossing that line though," Trina closed her eyes, thinking of pleasurable memories. "Has made everything better."
Kelly showered next, holding her forearm out of the shower, careful not to get the cast wet. Moments later, wearing a white bathrobe, she brushed her long blonde hair.
She debated putting on pajamas, chuckling softly at herself. Kelly made her way to Nate's bedroom.
"Hey," he nodded at her, putting a few things away. "Want to help me unpack? I know you said we could hang out some tonight."
"No," Kelly sat on his bed. "I want to apologize again."
"Mom," Nate approached her. "We've been over this. You said you were sorry, you said you made mistakes, but you've made them right. We're out of that building, we're here, I can start college next year."
"I know, but I still feel guilty. I want to make things right without words," Kelly stood in front of Nate.
"What do you mean?"
Placing her hand on his t-shirt covered chest, she stepped forward and kissed him on the lips.
"Ok," Nate said. "That was - "
"Nice?"
"Yes, thank you, now," Nate turned to his right. "I was thinking of putting this box - "
His mother interrupted him, pulling his face to her once more, kissing him again - much longer than before.
"Mom," Nate whispered. "I don't think this is a good idea."
"I told you I want to make things right. You mean more to me than anything; I failed at being a mother, at being there for you. We can be like Torrie and Eddie here. No one will care. I can show you how sorry I am and how much I love you every day."
"But it's just not normal."
Kelly paused, "Do you want to kiss me?"
Nate sighed, nodding his head "yes."
"We can do more if you want. If you want to, only for tonight though, and then never again. It's up to you."
"I, I don't know."
Kelly stepped away from Nate, closing his door. She approached him again; he put his hands on her waist.
"Kiss me?" she asked.
Nate took a deep breath, and did as he was asked.
Their eyes closed when their lips touched, tingles went down Kelly's neck, back, and to her ass. Their legs became weak, instinctually making them want to lie on his bed.
Nate ended the kiss, catching his breath. "Mom, this is, this is crazy," he whispered. "But nice."
Kelly nodded, taking a step back, her heart pounding, eyes glued to her son's. Not taking her eyes off his, she removed the bathrobe.
Nate gasped, looking over her naked body before him. She stepped closer, grabbing his hands to bring them to her waist once more. She caressed his face and kissed him again.
More tingles, more electricity went surging through their bodies. Kelly's tongue gently lapped at Nate's lips. She pulled up his t-shirt, lips still locked with his.
Ending the kiss, she gestured for him to put his hands above his head so she could pull his shirt off. "It's very nice."
Kelly kissed at his neck, his bare chest, his stomach. "Mom, I - "
"Shhhh," Kelly going to her knees, tugging at Nate's sweat pants.
"I, uh," Nate glanced to the bulge tenting his pants.
"It's ok, I want you to be excited," Kelly said, hooking her thumbs in his pants, pulling them and his boxers down. His erect cock popped up. Kelly stared at it, admiring it, biting her bottom lip.
"Sweetie, this is," she studied the tip. "This is wonderful."
Nate watched his mother admire him, feeling her hot breath on his cock.
Seeing his erect dick directly in front of her, inches from her mouth, Kelly felt the guilt of her past mistakes slowly drain away. She took a deep breath, glanced to Nate one last time, and then devoured him.



Sucking and slobbering all over his cock, her drool hanging from her chin, hanging from his balls, Kelly worshiped his cock, far more than any of Fat Rob's clients or Fat Rob himself.
"I should've done this all along. I should've a while back. I should've never moved him into that tower," she thought, her hand jacking his shaft, while she sucked his impressive cockhead.
"M-Mom," Nate winced, looking away from her.
Kelly stood, grabbing his head, looking into his eyes. "Bed. Ok?"
Nate nodded, his mother sitting him on the edge. She grabbed the base of his cock, climbed on the bed, straddling him, while guiding him into her all the way.
Kelly sat on him, "Oh Nate," she moaned, holding him. He held her back, his hand roaming over her naked body, head resting against her shoulder.
Kelly closed her eyes, enjoying the feeling of Nate inside her. She wiped her mouth, "May I kiss you again?"
"Uh sure."
"Well, I didn't know if you thought tasting your own penis would be yucky," Kelly shrugged. "It was in my mouth and all."
"I think we're way past things that could be considered yucky. I'm inside you."
"I know. It feels wonderful."
"Yes it does. And yes, I'd like to kiss more," Nate answered.
Kelly devoured him again, this time her mouth on his. He forgot she was his mother, she forgot he was her son. She was also slowly forgetting all her failures over the past year or so.
His hands cupped her ass, she slowly gyrated her hips against him, his cock still embedded in her. Still kissing one another, as Kelly ground against him, his hands squeezed and massaged her toned ass.
Kelly ended the kiss, her forehead against Nate's. "Nate, I'm think I'm," Kelly arched her back, her breasts banging against Nate's chin. She was cumming hard. Harder than ever before, harder than with any client, harder than with Fat Rob and his fat cock.
Kelly's eyes fluttered to the back of her head, she shook in Nate's arms. He watched his mother climax, feeling the orgasm course through her tightening body.
"Oh Nate!" she said throwing her arms around him when it was over, they held each other for several silent, sweet moments.
"Lay on your back," Kelly said a few moments later.
Nate held her and scooted back on the bed. Kelly immediately found his face again, kissing him passionately. As they kissed, she slowly squatted up and down on his cock.
She guided his hands to the bed, pinning them there, and increased her speed, looking into his eyes. Up and down she slammed herself on his cock, his big new bed squeaking every time his mother landed on him.
"I'm making things right," Kelly said, her eyes ordering him to cum.
"Yes!" Nate agreed, his balls tightening, his cock ready to burst and flood her.
Overpowering her, he broke free, sitting up, no longer pinned down. He wrapped his arms around his mother, holding her, causing her to stop squatting on him. Nate stared into her eyes and thrust upward.
"I love you," Kelly said. That sent Nate over the edge. He grabbed her face, moaned, touched her forehead with his and unleashed his load, filling her pussy with his seed.
"Ahhh Nate!" Kelly cried back, shivering and climaxing with pleasure when his cum bathed the walls of her pussy.
Nate collapsed on the bed, taking Kelly with him - holding her, running his hands through her hair, kissing her head.
Kelly felt at peace with everything. She no longer blamed herself or felt guilt, rationalizing that her and Nate might never have crossed this line if she never made her mistakes. She would've missed out on the most loving and wonderful experience, aside from giving birth to Nate, that she's ever known.
When her breathing and heart rate returned to normal, Kelly spoke up. "Thank you. We don't have to do this anymore, if you don't want."
"I don't know, Mom. I'm sure I can find some lingering anger toward you. You and I may have to do this again," Nate joked.
Kelly rose up, resting her cast-covered forearm on Nate's chest. "I think that's a great idea."
Chapter 9
A few hours later, just before midnight, Nate was behind Kelly. He was huffing, panting, going as fast as he could - fucking her.
She was on all fours in front of him, neck arched, back slick with their sweat. The sounds of Nate's hips slamming into his mother's ass filled the room. Kelly was cumming again.
"Yes! Harder!" Kelly demanded.
Nat obliged, gripping her hips hard, slamming into her with all his might. He slapped her ass, impaled her one last time, and flooded her pussy with cum. Both were still as his cocked pumped its semen into her, pulsating inside her, making her his once again.
An hour later, they were holding one another, kissing. "You think you'd ever be a cop again?" Nate asked his mom.
"Nope. I was fired, remember? I suppose I could in a small town somewhere. But I want to stay here with you, in this house," Kelly answered.
"I guess the others are like this too."
"They are. Maybe this runs in the family."
"I want to keep doing this," Nate kissed her head, Kelly running her good hand over his body. "I've forgiven you. Have you forgiven yourself?"
"No, I haven't," Kelly said, getting off Nate. "I think I need a shower. Maybe I'll find a way to get rid of remaining guilt in there."
Kelly winked at her son, and left his room.
The steam from the hot shower enveloped them. Nate was behind Kelly, her cast held high over her head, hanging out of the glass shower stall to avoid water.
"Oh Nate, yes, yes," she turned her head, looking over her shoulder, kissing him as he made love to her.
"I want, I want to," Nate said.
"Want to what? Say it."
"I want to eat your pussy," Nate blurted out, hoping that it was ok to speak like that to his mother.
Kelly didn't answer. She turned around, kissing Nate hard, her tongue swirling around his. "Take me to bed then."
Nate turned off the shower, picked his wet mother up, and plopped her on her bed.
"This will be your room too, by the way," Kelly said, going to all fours. "Now lick me. Everywhere."
Her ass high in the air for Nate, he dug in, his tongue lapping up her pussy, kissing along her ass crack, and swirling all around her puckered hole.
Kelly moaned, clinching the sheets like a cat stretching and pawing at carpet.
Nate flipped her over to her back, resuming his tongue assault. "So good, so good," Kelly whispered through ragged breath. "Just like that. Move your tongue all around inside me."
"Mmmm," Nate moaned, parting her pussy lips, driving his tongue as far as he could inside her beautiful, soaking wet, all for him, love hole.
They continued on until morning, worshiping and servicing one another.
****
Trina, Richie, Julie, and Ray were at the small breakfast table, getting ready to enjoy scrambled eggs.
"Smells great, Julie," Trina said, referring to the bacon she set on the table.
"Thanks," the foursome piled their plates with food.
"I'm really glad we're here," Trina added, placing her hand on her son's. "I feel like we belong here. All of us."
"What about Kelly and Nate? Do you think they'll be special like us?" Julie asked.
"I'm sure over the course of a few weeks they'll see what we're like here and see how great it is," Trina noted.
Just then Kelly and Nate burst through the kitchen double door. They were kissing madly, Kelly straddling him. He fell backward onto the kitchen table.
Kelly was riding his cock as fast and as hard as she could. They were going at it since they woke up a few minutes earlier, fucking out of bed, into the hallway, oblivious to everything and everyone.
The table excused themselves, giggling at the site of the two lovers.
Julie gasped when her kitchen table broke from the weight of Kelly and Nate. Crashing to the floor, Nate held Kelly close. Scrambled eggs and bacon when flying, some of it landing on Kelly's ass.
Trina's son, Richie, poked a piece of egg on his aunt's ass with his fork, putting it on his plate.
"Sorry. We, uh, we got carried away," Kelly apologized. She got off Nate, pulling him to his feet. "We'll clean everything.
"It's fine, Kelly," Julie said, hugging her half-sister. "I should've bought a better table. Let's leave you two alone."
Kelly nodded, watching Julie and Ray leave. Trina approached her, hugging her next. "I knew it was just a matter of time."
Kelly and Nate embraced, laughing at the mess they made.
That night, in Kelly's, and now Nate's bed, the two lovers rolled around, kissing, making love. Down the hall, Trina and Richie were doing the same thing. Further down the hall, Julie and Ray were as well.
"I love you," Kelly said, eyes closed, while Nate kissed her neck. She ran her fingers through his hair, "so much."
"I love you too," Nate said, on top his mother, rolling his hips, driving his cock in deep.
All the guilt she felt for her failures as a cop, failures as a mother, were made right. They were made right over and over and over again, in an endless, ongoing love-making sessions, only ending when they fell asleep.
All day, night, during meals, while bathing, while doing house work, Kelly made things right again and again. All the women in the home were constantly naked, constantly making love to their men - men they gave birth to.
Kelly rolled on top, kissing Nate, looking into his face. She didn't see a face recounting sins or crimes before death, or a judgmental one full of anger toward her - she saw a face full of unconditional love. She would make sure to bring pleasure to it as long as possible
The end.
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Michelle struggled to walk in the snow, stumbling from dead, frozen tree to dead, frozen tree. The full moon, huge, pale-blue among a starry night sky lit her way. Light reflected off the snow with an equally pale-blue hue.
The air was so cold and still, almost like a vacuum; she could hear no sound.
She paused at a black, frozen tree, her hand resting on the side. The tree was hard like cold concrete to the touch - as if it were petrified, frozen in time.
Michelle exhaled. Her breath hung in mid-air, floating like a small cloud. She looked around her, seeing a snowflake here and there, also unmoving, floating among the black trees.
"Keep going," she thought. "I have to find him, to end this."
Michelle trudged along in the soundless, wintery forest. "I have to think," she said in her head. She was having difficulty remembering why she was there and what she needed to do; everything was so blurry in her mind.
She walked for miles, the forest never seeming to end, the moon never moving, always lighting her way. She reached a clearing, not sure how many hours passed. Finally, something different.
There was a single, tall object in the distance. It was black like the trees, but had no limbs or branches. Michelle stared at the structure, the giant, full moon behind.
"Is that? No, it's nothing," Michelle thought.
She stood there, looking at the structure. Michelle guessed it was 10 feet tall and a couple feet across. The top part was slightly more bulbous than the rest of it.
She had trouble keeping her eyes open. Just as she leaned against a cold tree next to her, the object in the distance exhaled.
"What?" she mouthed.
It exhaled again, its breath floating away.
Michelle pushed herself away from the tree, hoping to move on from the clearing. She watched the object unfurl long, spindly arms. She watched its hands unfold into sharp, bone-like talons. Then its head moved.
It was staring directly at Michelle. She saw no eyes or mouth from her vantage point, only its exhales increasing in frequency.
The only sound she heard in her time in the forest came next; it was a loud, shrieking, scream. Michelle sprinted away as fast as the snow would allow.
Struggling to run, Michelle tripped and fell. She pulled herself up and kept running through the snow. Her feet felt so heavy to lift, but she kept going.
Every time she looked over her shoulder, she saw it. The object or creature was darting from tree-to-tree, catching up with her. "No," she thought.
The black, thin, tall being caught up to her, extending its boney hand, grabbing her by her neck. It lifted her high off the ground.
Michelle had trouble breathing, squirming in its grasp. She saw its skin, bark-like and hard. It opened its mouth, revealing long, straight, black teeth. It screamed in her face, bringing her closer to it.
Its tongue whipped out of its mouth, sliding up Michelle's body, cutting her worn clothes off her. She dangled and wiggled, expecting the end to approach. In the distance, behind the creature, she saw a bright light approach.
Its tongue lapped at her pussy, over her flat stomach, in between her breasts and to her face. "Please, I have to find him," Michelle thought she spoke aloud, but didn't hear any sound.
The light approaching from behind became bigger and bigger.
Michelle could see the teeth, now inches from her face. Its mouth opened further to tear her head off her body. Everything went white next.
Blinding, white light filled her vision, blocking out her view the monster. It released her, she fell to the snow, the light faded. When she opened her eyes, she saw the creature slit in half, falling over, presumably dead.
Behind its corpse stood a massive man, just as tall as the monster he slayed, wearing glowing, angelic armor. He gave off heat, melting the snow, warming the air - as if he were the sun in human form.
"You, I found you," Michelle spoke, hearing her words clearly now.
The giant man, leaned down, picking up her nude body and carried her away. She felt like a small child in his arms.
Michelle had no idea where they were going or how they were getting there; she couldn't look away from his armor-covered face.
They landed somewhere warm and alive. She didn't recall how long they traveled and assumed this being flew them there.
He laid her body on a giant bed - his bed. Michelle watched him turn around, removing his sword and armor. When he turned around, naked like Michelle, she drank in his massive muscles, gigantic cock, and his face. Her eyes lit up, she found who she was looking for.
"I have to - " she whispered, unable to finish her words, the giant man crawled on top of her, kissing her neck. His cock rested on her tummy. He reared back and slid it effortlessly inside her, causing her an instant orgasm.
"Wait! I have to tell you - " Michelle managed to say. "Ahhh!" she cried out from pleasure, the man rolling his hips against her, his immense manhood causing no pain or stretching, only ecstasy.
"Mmmm," she moaned, forgetting everything.
She arched her back, he sucked her entire right breast into his mouth, and she climaxed again.
Releasing her tit, he smiled at her face, caressing it with his huge hand. "I love you, Mom."
"I love you too, Son," Michelle smiled back. "Don't stop."
"I never will," he replied, continuing to roll his hips, driving his cock deeper into her over and over. The room lit up, brighter and brighter as he went on, totally enveloping them in light.
Michelle woke up. Gasping for air in her bed; sunlight streaming through her bedroom window.
"Shit," she grumbled, running her hands through her long, black hair.
She checked her panties, they were soaked. She grabbed her phone, checking the time - 8:23 am. Michelle turned the phone over, took a deep breath. She checked the time again - still 8:23.
In her bathroom, she looked in the mirror, staring for several seconds. She closed her eyes, reopened them and saw her reflection looking back at her - nothing out of the ordinary. She looked at her phone - 8:24 am.
"Whew. Guess I'll keep trying," Michelle thought, using the bathroom.
Sitting on the edge of her bed, she wrote in her dream journal as much as she could remember from the dream she had just had. Michelle wondered if the dream journal was helping. She finished the entry, shrugged, and hid the journal away in her bedside table.
Michelle checked her reflection once more after putting on her yoga shorts and tank top. She headed to the kitchen to prepare breakfast for her and her son, Mikey.
-2-
"The gunman wielded a shotgun and acted alone. There was no indication this was related to a terrorist - " the TV droned on in the background. Michelle momentarily pausing her cutting of fruits to watch the report. They showed the man's face, overweight, balding.
She shivered, and turned the TV off to resume making her and Mikey a smoothie.
A few seconds later she felt his warmth behind her, his arms sliding around her body, pulling her against him. The 18-year-old, Mikey kissed the top of her head.
"Good morning," Michelle said, turning around in his arms, placing her hands on his chest. She kissed his cheek, a strange feeling came over her. She turned around and continued chopping fruits.
"Ready for the long day?" Mikey asked, slapping her ass as he walked to the living room.
She rolled her eyes, grabbing her phone, checking the time, and then looked into the small mirror she placed against the window.
"Mikey, I wished you'd stop slapping my butt like that," she said, looking at the time again, seeing the numbers clearly.
"Sorry. It looks great. Guess I feel it needs to be slapped every once in a while," Mikey confessed.
"Uh huh," Michelle rolled her eyes again.
She did nothing to discourage it otherwise. She kept wearing her tiny, spandex, workout clothes - blaming the hot Miami weather. Mikey occasionally slapping her butt wasn't the only thing she could request that he stop doing.
The longer hugs, kisses, hand holding, all of it felt like they were a couple. Michelle never said anything, wondering if the sexual dreams about her son, she had almost nightly, desensitized her to affection like that.
She wondered if her own behavior had changed because of the dreams. She grabbed a smoothie for him and herself and made her way to his lap.
"Then you're going to sit on my lap like this?" Mikey grinned, sipping his drink.
"Yeah? So?" Michelle grinned back.
"You want me to stop slapping that booty of yours, yet you sit the thing right on me."
"I know, crazy right?" Michelle knew he had a point, but didn't care.
An image of his naked body from her dream flashed in her mind. He looked so incredible; not too different than in real life, minus the 10-foot-tall part.
"Alright, let's get out of here. We got a long day," Michelle shook the image from head and got off his lap.
Mikey slapped her ass once more. Michelle turned to look at him, her hands on her hips. "Oops, sorry. It slipped," he said.
"You're so bad," she chuckled.
Mikey drove and Michelle held his hand. She wondered again if the dreams were affecting her real-life behavior.
She's been trying for several weeks to end the sex dreams about her son. Having decided against talking to a therapist about them, Michelle decided to try another method - lucid dreaming.
Michelle wanted to become aware she was dreaming, then change the dream to how she saw fit. She was hoping to "break up" with Mikey in the dream before they had sex. Michelle thought if she ended the sex dream before it started, then perhaps she would no longer have them, or at least be able to stop the sex from occurring within them.
So far she wasn't successful. She struggled to remember what to say or do. In the dreams, everything, including her memory and desire to talk to Mikey, were blurry.
She kept a dream journal, documenting every sex dream about Mikey she had. It helped her remember the dreams and hopefully be able to control them.
All throughout the day, Michelle practiced reality checks. She'll try to read something; the time on her phone in most cases. A sign of dreaming is text or numbers being difficult to read or in a strange language. She also checked her reflection. If her image was unrecognizable or distorted, Michelle would hopefully become aware she was dreaming. These reality checks were done most often when she's around the subject of her sex dreams - her son.
She achieved lucidity a few times. Unable to do a reality check, like the previous dream she had, Michelle was able to become aware inside her dream. Unfortunately, having the important conversation, ending the sex dream with Mikey has proven very difficult.
Michelle and son arrived at the gym, their yoga class waiting for them. They spent their days there together. Mikey was her assistant. After yoga, Michelle ran a spinning class. Then after lunch, her and Mikey tended to individual or small groups of clients who sought her services as a personal trainer. They usually ended their work day at seven or eight in the evening.
Michelle loved having Mikey around, helping her with clients. She even competed in a few figure competitions. Mikey was right by her side, helping and training with her.
She assumed their increased closeness might spur the inappropriate dreams about him.
After a light dinner, Michelle was nodding off on the couch. Lately she snuggled up to Mikey, his arm around her, as they channel surfed after eating. They've also been saying good night with sweet kisses on the lips. This was a fairly recent development too. Tonight was no different. Michelle kissed his lips and got off the couch, only to have her ass slapped again.
"You aren't going to stop are you?" she feigned anger at him.
"It's almost like a reflex. I see that thing all day."
"Are you staring at it too?"
"Can't help it. Sorry," Mikey joked, holding his hands up.
For a split second, Michelle thought about mooning him, but shook her head and stuck out her tongue instead.
Sitting on the side of her bed, in a t-shirt and panties, Michelle took several deep breaths. "I will be aware that I'm dreaming," she whispered a few times. "I can do this. I can end them. I will be aware that I'm dreaming and talk to Mikey."
Michelle glanced at the time on her phone one last time, repeating the phrase over and over again.
-3-
Michelle was riding Mikey's cock as hard and as fast as she could. Her dark hair and chin were dripping sweat onto him. They were in an apartment, in a tall building, on a couch going at it. Moonlight shone in, illuminating her slick back.
"Fuck me, fuck me!" she ordered her son, his crazed thrusts meeting her grinding body against his.
He grit his teeth, holding her waist. "You like it?"
"I love it! Fuck that pussy," Michelle said. Mikey slapped her ass several times.
"It's mine," He sat up, her breasts banging against his face. He held her tightly as she rode him. "My pussy."
"Yes!" she cried out. "Don't stop fucking me!"
Michelle and Mikey were startled by the apartment door to their right bursting open. Someone was standing there, silhouetted by light from a hallway.
"No!" the person yelled, her voice sounding like Michelle. She stepped forward, into the moonlight. It was Michelle.
"Get off him!" Michelle growled at herself. This second Michelle's hand gripped the first's throat, pulling her off Mikey's cock.
Semen and pussy juices poured out of Michelle, creating a puddle on the floor. The second Michelle spun around, and threw the first toward a window.
Michelle watched in horror as her son stood to chase after her, but was clotheslined by this invading other Michelle.
She crashed through the window, glass shattering all around her. The apartment window got smaller and smaller as she fell from the high-rise.
"Mikey!" she reached out, falling further away from him.
Everything became darker as she fell. Michelle never hit the ground, instead only falling into darkness.
Soon she was surrounding by pitch black. She heard herself talking, asking questions. "Did I create her? Was that me trying to end things with Mikey?"
Michelle heard a whisper in the darkness; a simple "yes."
She woke up to her darkened room. Reaching for her phone, she knocked it off her bedside table. Michelle crawled to the floor feeling for it. A few seconds later, after finding it, she checked the time - 3:34 am.
She got back in bed, thinking about the dream, about the sex, how good it felt to fuck him as hard as possible. "No," she forced herself from continuing with her perverse thoughts.
Checking the time again - 3:36 - the numbers looking normal, Michelle rolled over and attempted to go back to sleep. She fought with herself, struggling to resist thinking of being filled with Mikey's cum. She sat up, turned her light on and wrote in her dream journal.
"Total failure with that one. It went straight to sex. I need to keep trying. Try something else in the dream to end it," she thought, lying on her back. "We fucked so hard though. All that cum pouring out of me. No! Stop it."
Michelle calmed herself down, thinking of the next day's plans and meetings - thinking nothing about her son or sex with him.
****
"Is he your boyfriend?" an older lady client asked Michelle later that day.
"Um - "
"I sure am," Mikey put his arm around his mother, overhearing the conversation.
Michelle had no time to react, instead blushing.
"See, Hank? I told you they were boyfriend and girlfriend," the old lady called out to her husband, her session with Michelle ending.
"Why did you tell her that?" Michelle swatted at Mikey's arm.
He shrugged, "I don't know. Just messing around."
They gathered their bags, Mikey's hand resting on the small of his mother's back, holding doors open for her. She grabbed his hand upon leaving the gym, not once thinking it looked like something a couple would do.
After dinner, Michelle was on his lap, spoon feeding him and herself yogurt. Mikey was watching more new reports about the crazed shooter.
"Ugh, turn it. I don't want to see his face. Wished they wouldn't show it," Michelle said, holding a spoon to her son's mouth. He ate the yogurt, Michelle eating a spoonful next.
Mikey turned the TV off, leaning his head back on the couch. Michelle finished the yogurt and put her arm around him.
"Do you have a girlfriend? I mean, never mind. You don't. You hang out with me all day," Michelle said.
"Yeah, you."
"Ha. I'm not your girlfriend."
"Fine. If and when you're ready to date, I'll be around," Mikey joked, patting her lower back.
"I'll keep that in mind, silly," Michelle gave him a goodnight peck on the lips and got off his lap. Mikey slapped her butt as she walked away. Michelle smiled, tousling his hair when she walked by the couch.
****
Michelle was in a gym. It looked different, smaller, than the one she frequented. It was only one room, with large, glass windows looking out onto a street downtown.
She was the only woman amidst several, hulking, bodybuilder-like men. Michelle noticed them all moving in slow motion, lifting 100 pound dumbbells up and down. She watched one sit the dumbbell down and wipe his forehead with a towel. He looked at Michelle, tugging on an erection in his shorts.
Michelle stepped forward, looking up to him. Another man, towering above her, slowly moved into position. Then another, finally a fourth, all surrounded her. She smiled watching them remove their clothes. Their sweaty bodies glistening, their large cocks dangling for Michelle to bring to life.
She turned in circles, her hands traveling over their bodies, smiling at what she was going to do to them. However, something caught her eye.
She saw something on the wall mirror the gym had. In between two big men, there was an image, a distortion. Michelle pushed past the men, the distortion getting larger as Michelle approached the mirror.
She was looking at her reflection. It was barely even humanoid shaped, more like an amorphous, dark shape, with no texture.
"I'm dreaming," she whispered. Then she heard a scream. It sounded like a young boy.
"Mikey?" Michelle turned, looking toward the front door.
"Mommy!" the boy screamed for her.
Michelle picked up a 100-pound dumbbell and threw it like a baseball, through an opening where the men stood, through the front window, shattering it.
Michelle ran through the large hole in the window, hearing her son calling for help. He was all that mattered.
Cars were empty, littering the streets, save for two people. One was a young boy, her son, the other was a shotgun wielding, overweight, bald man. Michelle recognized him. He was the shooter in the news.
He had his shotgun aimed at Mikey. The man was yelling, screaming, but no noise came out of his mouth. The only sound Michelle heard were birds chirping and Mikey occasionally calling out to her.
Michelle sped to the man, standing in front of his shotgun. He roared at her, spit landing on her face, no sound coming from his mouth.
Michelle grabbed the barrel of the shotgun and crushed it like the cardboard tube leftover from an empty roll of paper towels. The man's eyes lit up with shock, he began cursing, still silent. Michelle grabbed his throat, lifted him off the ground, and crushed it in a similar way to the shotgun barrel. She flung him across the street into the side of a building.
Michelle scooped up her son, "Come, we need to talk."
She jumped in the air, landing on top of a building. Michelle sat Mikey down, knowing this was her moment to end things with him. Now was the time for her to put a stop to their incestuous dreams. Michelle gathered her thoughts of how to deliver the news, eyes to the roof of the building. She wasn't paying attention to Mikey growing before her eyes. He grew taller, bigger, his clothing stretched and tore, falling off his body. He cast a shadow at her feet.



"Mikey, listen we need to - "
"Yes?" he said in a deep voice, now as his 18-year-old normal self.
"We, uh, we need to," Michelle had trouble concentrating, his naked body distracting her.
"Need to what? Everything ok?"
"No, no, we need to - "
"Make love, right? Now that I'm old enough, I'm a man, let me thank you like a man would," Mikey grabbed her, pulling her against him.
"No!" his mother tried to resist, tried to end this before it became another sex dream.
"Hey, it's ok," Mikey stopped. "This is what grownups who love each other do."
"But, we're - "
"In love. Right?"
Michelle touched his face, ran her thumb across his soft smile; she couldn't say no. "Yes. I love you with all my heart."
Michelle grabbed him, pulling his mouth to hers.
She pulled off her top, slipped out of her shorts, and jumped into her son's arms. "I love you," she said over and over, kissing him.
Mikey guided her to her back on the roof. "This is where I belong," he said before guiding his cock into her.
He settled in, Michelle pulling him in for more kissing, locking her feet around him. "This is your home, in me."
"Forever," Mikey said, propping himself up on his hands. Michelle's hands found his stomach, resting there as he pumped his hips back and forth, his cock in and out.
Her eyes fluttered, she licked her lips, moaning constantly. The birds were still chirping. "Get me pregnant," she breathed.
"As you wish," Mikey kept pumping.
Birds were flying overhead. Her moans and their chirps grew louder and louder.
"I'm cumming," Mikey grunted. "Give me a baby!"
"Yes! Yes!" Michelle cried out, the birds flying lower now, almost on top of them.
"No!" Michelle woke up, gasping for air.
She looked at her phone, 9:14 am. Morning birds were chirping right outside her window. She was running late for the day's first client. Michelle jumped out of bed and quickly got ready.
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That night they lost power due to a thunderstorm. Michelle, in her underwear and t-shirt, sat next to her son on the couch. He was shirtless, in his boxers. Candles were lit nearby.
"Hot as crap," Mikey wiped beads of sweat from his forehead.
"Yep," his mom did the same.
"Hey thanks for letting me help you. Thanks for letting me be your assistant. And NO it's not so I can look at your butt all day," Mikey said.
Michelle laughed, "You're silly. But you're welcome. I'm glad you're there to help."
Mikey smiled, placing his hand on her bare, sweaty thigh. Michelle rested her hand on top of his. "We've been sweaty all day."
"I know. Hopefully the power comes back on soon."
Michelle kissed his bare shoulder, resting her head there.
"Mom, I love you," Mikey said.
"Aww, I love you too."
"I'm here for you - always."
"Mikey?" Michelle sat up.
"Just saying. I'm here. To take care of you, to keep you company, to work with you. If it means we're kinda like a couple, that doesn't bother me."
Michelle caressed his face, "You're so wonderful to me."
She leaned over kissing his lips slowly and softly. They lingered there, Michelle holding his face. Her spine tingled when Mikey trailed his fingers over her thigh.
She came to her senses, ending her sweet kiss. "I, uh, need to get some sleep. I have a feeling this heat will make it rough."
Michelle took her leave, Mikey nodding good night to her. He didn't playfully slap her ass. Michelle noticed, but said nothing.
****
Michelle was stuck in traffic. The air conditioner in her car wasn't working. There was no breeze coming through the rolled down windows. Not having any idea how long she'd been waiting, she rested her forehead on the steering wheel. Cars were honking around her; no one was able to move.
Someone startled her by knocking on the side of her car. It was the older woman client she sees frequently. "Hi, sweetie, your boyfriend is waiting in that direction."
"My boyfriend?" Michelle asked. She saw the woman's husband, Hank, appear behind her.
"That's right. He's that way," Hank pointed.
"I don't have a boyfriend," Michelle shook her head.
"That nice young man with you at the gym?" the woman asked.
Michelle wiped sweat from her forehead. She glanced at the time on the car's middle console display where the radio controls were. It was a series of dots and dashes.
"You better hurry up, get out of this heat," Hank suggested. Michelle looked again at the time. It was now blurry out of focus.
"I don't know what you mean," Michelle felt heavy in her seat.
Looking at her reflection in the rearview mirror, she saw her skin appear like liquid droplets. She touched her cheek. When she removed her fingers from it, skin followed in a gooey-like effect. She looked again and her eyeballs melted out of her sockets.
"No!" she looked away. The elderly couple was gone. Glancing to her hands, seeing them wavy, like water, Michelle became aware she was dreaming.
"Mikey!" she smiled. "It's time to end this."
Michelle floated through the roof of her car, passing through the solid object. She hovered above the interstate of traffic, seeing an endless stream of cars all the way to the horizon. "That way," she heard an unseen Hank say.
She nodded, confident in her abilities to put a stop to her incestuous dreams, and flew away, above the cars, toward the horizon.
Michelle glided above the cars for what seemed like hours. She was a few feet above them. As the sky became darker, with orange and purples hues, the cars seemed to congeal together. She reached below her and touched a roof - it moved like water, tiny waves rippling away from her finger.
Michelle looked forward and saw the cars gradually blend into a river. The slow moving water sparkled in the dusk sun light. In the distance, she saw a huge hill, with a small house on top. Michelle flew toward it.
Mikey was inside, in a kitchen that looked very much like her own. He appeared to be fixing supper.
"Mikey," Michelle rushed to him.
"Oh, hey, Mom. You're just in time for dinner," Mikey casually said.
"What? No. There's no time to eat," Michelle said.
"Of course there is. For me at least," Mikey said, bending and picking up his mother. He carried her to an empty table in the dining room.
"Put me down. We need to talk; we need to end this. No more sex dreams about you. It's wrong," Michelle said.
Mikey placed her on the table. "Sex dreams? We're not having sex. I'm eating dinner." He flipped her over to her tummy, holding her down.
"What, what are you doing?" Michelle looked over her shoulder, squirming, trying to break free. Mikey climbed on the table and sat on her legs. He reached for her shorts.
"Stop! No! It's wrong," Michelle pleaded.
"It's ok. I know you want to get eaten. I know you want this too," Mikey said, pulling her shorts down, exposing her bare ass. "This is my dinner," he said slapping and holding her ass.
He pulled her up, causing her back to arch slightly, and knees to bend. "Mikey, no! No! Please don't! We can't - "
Mikey opened his mouth wide, stuck out his tongue, and dove right in. "Ahh, yes!" his mother cried out, almost instantly orgasming when Mikey's tongue entered her ass. "Don't, don't stop!" she begged.
Licking all around inside her, his tongue occasionally darting in and out, Mikey ate her asshole out. The pleasure it was sending Michelle was far better than any pleasure she recalled receiving from having her pussy eaten.
"Good?" Mikey paused.
"Don't stop, Son!"
Mikey grinned and licked from her oozing pussy back up to her puckered anus.
"Yes! Yes!" she screamed with pleasure, Mikey tongue-fucking her ass. "I want this!"
Michelle felt an orgasm building and building, ready to explode. "Yes! Yes!" she reached behind her, holding Mikey's head at her ass.
"I'm cumming!" she cried out. "Mikey!"
"Mikey!" Michelle woke up, gasping for air, her body drenched with sweat. It was hot, the power still hadn't returned.
"Ahhh, shit," she moaned, lying back in bed, catching her breath. She slid her hand down her tummy, into her panties - soaking wet. "Damn," she settled down, her body feeling numb.
She checked her phone, it still had battery life left. It was just after 7am. The numbers looked normal. She jotted the dream down in her dream journal. As she wrote the words of what Mikey did to her, she couldn't help but pause, close her eyes and moan. It felt so good.
In the bathroom a few minutes later, she stared at her reflection. No distortions or deformities.
The power came back on. "About time," she sighed, then undressed to shower.
"That was insane," she thought, moving her hand away from her pussy, telling herself to not masturbate to thoughts of the dream. She finished her shower, got on her workout clothes, and headed downstairs to the kitchen.
Fixing a smoothie for the day, she heard Mikey approach. She flinched when he playfully slapped her ass. Michelle turned around and hugged him, "Good morning."
"What, no fussing at me for slapping your booty?" Mikey asked
Michelle thought to herself, "I dreamed this morning your mouth was all over it. So what if your hand is in real life."
"Nah," she answered. "Slap away!" Michelle turned, continuing to cut up fruit.
Mikey laughed and opted not to. Michelle glanced at him as he flipped through the TV, waiting for his smoothie.
She sat on his lap, they downed their drinks in silence. Michelle kissed his head, signaling it was time to start their work day, and got off his lap.
Mikey slapped her ass when she got up. She reached down to kiss him again, "You're such a naughty boy."
"Sorry, you know I'm just messing around."
"I know. I don't think I mind anymore," Michelle left, playfully slapping her own ass, thoughts of her dream still fresh on her mind.
They returned that evening to a cool home, the air conditioner still on. "Exhausted," Michelle said. "I'm going to shower and meet you downstairs."
"Me too," Mikey headed to his shower.
They nearly fell asleep on one another after dinner. The TV in the background, Michelle in her underwear and tank top, cuddled with her son on the couch.
"Mom," Mikey spoke up. "Getting sleepy. I think I'll head to bed."
"Me too," Michelle said. She stood, extended her hand to him. "Let's go."
"Where?"
"To bed. I'm not done cuddling with you. So you're coming with me," Michelle led him out of the living room, up the stairs, then to her bedroom.
"Get on there!" she playfully pushed him to the bed.
She climbed on and into his open arms. "There we go. This is what I need," she said.
Mikey laughed, his hand trailing down her back to her butt, playfully patting it a few times.
Michelle rose up on her elbows, playing with his hair. "Goodnight," she leaned in and slowly kissed his lips.
"Goodnight," he replied, letting his hand rest at the rise of her ass.
Michelle felt so warm and at peace. The notion that he should not be in her bed, never occurred to her. She was asleep in minutes.
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Michelle found herself on a swing. It was tied to a large branch, high above her head, of a tree on a hill. She could see lovely green landscapes consisting of soft, rolling hills, bright, green fields, and winding rivers. The sky had scattered white fluffy clouds floating among a brilliant blue.
She was naked and felt so full. Michelle looked to her tummy, seeing a bump appear above her belly button. She smiled and touched it. "Yes," she licked her lips. It was Mikey's cock.
Her son was behind her, his hands resting on her back. He was still, letting his cock rest comfortably in her intestines, entering her digestive track from her anus.
"So full," Michelle moaned in the dream. Mikey's exaggerated cock was so much longer here than in reality. He pushed it inside her, deep into her body, all the way in - causing her tummy to bulge out.
Mikey gently pushed her and his cock slid out of her body. When Michelle returned to the starting point, his cock effortlessly slid right back into her ass, pushing past her rectum, into her colon. "There it is," Michelle giggled seeing her stomach bulge out once more.
Mikey pushed her again and again on the swing. In the dream, gravity seemed different. He'd push the swing, it'd slowly go up, then slowly swing back, his cock sliding right back into her body. Michelle moaned every time.
Mikey kept going, kept pushing her, each time Michelle got higher and higher. Then finally, she swung right over the branch, stopping vertically in mid-air. "No!" Michelle was stuck, the swing unmoving; she was upside down.
"Wait!" she called out to her son. She looked up from her reference point, seeing the ground above her. She saw Mikey's nude body walk away, down the hill, through the bright, green grass.
"Come back!" she called to him. "I need you in me!"
Michelle looked around, still sitting on the swing, upside down. "No. I don't need him in me. I have to tell him."
She looked to her wrist. There was no watch. She had no mirror to look in. "I do though. I need him, I want him so badly," she thought.
Michelle grabbed the seat of the swing and pushed off it, hanging from it, high above the ground. "Mickey. I need you!" she argued with herself. She let go and floated down.
When she landed on the grass, knowing she was dreaming, she searched for him. He was nowhere in sight. "Mikey!" she called out to him, her calls echoing off of something she couldn't see.
"Mikey! Please come back!" Michelle hopelessly ran around the green fields, looking for her son.
"I want you in real life!" she stopped, alone in the vast countryside.
"Do I?" She thought. "No!" she closed her eyes, images of Mikey in real life flooded her vision. She saw them kissing, undressing, having sex.
"Yes!" she opened her eyes, the wind blowing the grass, the sun high above her in the field. "I need him!"
"I'll, I'll seduce," she nodded, talking to herself. "I'll seduce - "
Michelle woke up, gasping, shocked by her words still ringing in her head. She grabbed her phone. It was 7:10 am. She turned over and read the time again. She threw the covers off, hopped out bed, and looked at her reflection in her bathroom mirror. She looked normal, not distorted in any way. She looked at her phone, 7:11am.
Then she saw her son, sleeping peacefully in her bed. Michelle glanced at her normal reflection, then back to her son. She watched him for a while; thoughts of seeking professional help entered her mind, not for having those strange dreams, but now having a desire to cross the line, sexually, with her son.
She took a deep breath. "No appointments today. I think I need to get away for a bit. Clear my head, before I do something horrible" she thought.
****
Michelle managed to avoid Mikey for the entire day. She walked along the beach, went shopping, buying nothing, doing whatever she could to stay out of the house.
They had a quick meal together, Michelle excusing herself to her room, to watch movies alone. She was satisfied, albeit saddened, to avoid her son all day. Sleep eventually found her.
"Mom!" she heard Mikey call out from somewhere in the distance. Michelle was in a forest at night. The trees looked different; tropical with huge leaves, turquoise in color and slightly glowing.
The moon was behind Michelle. It was so huge it took up most of the twinkling, starry sky. "Wow," she whispered.
"Mom!" Mikey called out again.
"I'm here!" Michelle called back, moving through the thick, alien-like foliage.
Michelle found her son, naked, standing by a small pond. The shimmering water, sparkling, teeming with bioluminescent creatures beneath the surface.
She didn't bother looking for reality checks. She didn't look for her reflection in the water or something, like the time, to attempt to read. She rushed right to her son and stood before him, caressing his face.
"Mikey," she peered into his eyes. He put his hands her waist. Michelle looked down, seeing she was naked too.
"We can't," she said.
"Mom, you've been dreaming about me for like this for months now. Every single dream you have is about you and I making love. Somewhere in your subconscious you must crave and desire that in real life."
"No, it's wrong."
"I know. But you still want it. You still want us to be more than mother and son."
Michelle placed her hand on his chest, nodding slowly.
"You could've made more of an effort to talk to a shrink, to get some help. But you tried to do it on your own," Mikey continued. "Too embarrassed to have to admit to someone you want to be lovers with your own son. I'm telling you though, it's ok, you don't have to be afraid."
"What do I do? I mean, I can't - "
"Yes you can. You can admit to me in real life about the dreams you've been having. Or don't. Just be with me, cross the line, make it happen."
"What if you are freaked out about it? What if you get angry?"
"Mom, you know how I've been acting around you. Flirting, slapping at your butt. I told you I'm there for you. Did you pick up on the double meaning?"
"But, but - "
"You know what you want. You know what you need to do. Wake up and make it happen," Mikey said, kissing his mother's forehead. He slowly backed away.
"Wait!" she called out to him, watching him slowly fade from view.
"Wake up. Make it happen," he whispered before disappearing.
Michelle was alone in the strange forest. She looked around her, to the starry sky, finally at the sparkling pond. "Wake up," she told herself. "Wake up!"
The ground shook beneath her feet. She clinched her fist as the earth below her grew, propelling her upward. The small pond flowed away, rushing down a small mound that was being born beneath her. The mound grew into a hill. Michelle was above the tree line, the earth pushing her higher and higher. The hill grew into a mountain. Michelle could see for miles. The gigantic moon, taking up most of the night sky. She saw a vast landscape of turquoise foliage before her. The horizon was purple and faded upward to black. The mountain kept growing and growing, finally stopping when Michelle could see the curvature of the Earth.
She floated above the summit, rising higher and higher into the atmosphere. She saw an ocean nearly black in color; she saw a shape of a continent not resembling anything she could recall. Michelle rose upward until she was in orbit, floating further and further away from the planet.
She could see the Earth in its entirety now. The moon, half the planet's size, was right next to it. "Mother and son," Michelle thought.
"Son," she rememberd Mikey. She turned around in space, facing a bright object very far away. "Sun."
She slowly breathed in and out. "Time to wake up," Michelle said, and flew directly toward the star.
Going faster than light, she traveled millions of miles in a minute. The Sun became brighter and brighter, taking up her entire field of vision.
"Wake up!" she yelled, focusing, flying right toward it. "Wake up!"
Michelle flew into the Sun.
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She rose up in bed, holding her chest, "Mikey!"
She packed her things, didn't say goodbye to anyone and sped home, she would text them later. Mikey on her mind the entire several hour drive.
Michelle fell out of bed. She didn't look at her phone. She knew it was Sunday - no clients. She hopped in the shower, not bothering to check her reflection.
After her shower, she wrapped the towel around her body and stared in the mirror - not to check her reflection as a reality check, but to ask herself if she really did want to be lovers with her son. "I do," she admitted
****
"How do I look?" Michelle asked Mikey, turning around in the tight orange dress he requested she wear for their night out.
"Great," he grinned, eyeing her up and down.
"We're going to have a wonderful evening," Michelle approached him, pulling her dress up, revealing her bare ass. She guided Mikey's hands to it.



"No underwear, Mom?"
"I told you, we're going to have a wonderful night. In fact, I think we should stay in. Look outside," Michelle directed him. Mikey peered on the back deck, seeing a candlelit table there waiting.
They were sitting, holding hands, while feeding themselves with their free one. "How long has it been since we've been like this?" Mikey asked.
"Don't say it like that. That doesn't sound very romantic," Michelle frowned.
"Ok, how about, how long have we been lovers? How long have we been more than mother and son?"
"Better," Michelle. "But we have a title. Remember it?"
"Ah. How long have we been husband and wife?" Mikey remembered.
Michelle stood, looking exactly like she always did - long dark hair, fit, toned body, perfect ass. She pulled up her dress once more, offering it to Mikey. He slapped it and smiled up at her.
"The big four oh. 40 years," Michelle answered.
"Wow," Mikey couldn't help but grin.
"I don't look bad for an old woman in her 70s," Michelle turned around, pulling Mikey to his feet. She led him inside.
As they traveled through the house, something caught Mikey's attention to his left. It was a mirror. He stopped following his mother. Looking at his reflection, he saw gray hair, wrinkles - a face of a 58-year-old man.
"Come on," his forever young mother pulled him along.
What followed was a marathon session of Michelle grinding against and riding his cock. Mikey sat in bed watching this woman work. She'd moan, she'd hold her breasts, she'd run her fingers through her hair - her sole purpose to use her body to pleasure her son.
The sun rose and set. Night came and went. Michelle kept going, kept making love to him, always. Mikey ejaculated and woke up.
"Shit," he sat up in bed, looking to his wet pajamas. "Whoa. That was crazy," he laid back down. "Better than the last one," he caught his breath.
He smiled to the ceiling, recounting the nearly nightly sex dreams he had about his mother. He chuckled, wondering what his mother would actually look like in her 70s.
"Oh, Mom. Sorry about that," he whispered, jokingly apologizing to her for having these dreams about her.
Michelle barged into his room, startling him, causing him to quickly cover his cum drenched pajama pants.
"Hi!" she cheerily said.
"Hey," Mikey rose to his elbows.
"Get up, get dressed. We are spending the day together."
"Um, don't we - "
"Yes, we do normally. But we have no clients today. I figured we could go to breakfast, then the beach, then have a nice relaxing evening here at home."
"Uh, yeah, ok."
Michelle startled him again by jumping on his bed. She sat on top of him, his cock still tingling from his wet dream about her. "Maybe, if you're a good boy, you can get in the bed with me again. That old lady thinks we're boyfriend and girlfriend right?" Michelle jabbed his side.
"Heh, yeah, sure Mom," Mikey winced, feeling her weight on top of his crotch.
"Alright, well get up!" she hopped off him and left his room.
Mikey shrugged and climbed out of bed, "Whatever."
****
After a nice breakfast, mom and son were in each other's arms, with Mikey treading water, holding his mother up. Waves bounced them up and down in the water. They both couldn't help but think the motion looked sexual. Michelle was straddling him after all.
"I'm surprised you haven't been swatting at my butt," Michelle joked. "It's practically fully exposed."
"Right. You aren't wearing much of a bikini."
"You like it? My butt?"
"Mom," Mikey looked away.
"I don't think you have any reason to be embarrassed," Michelle said.
"In that case, yeah. You look insanely good. Everywhere," Mikey confessed.
"So do you."
"Thanks."
"I mean it. We've grown closer recently. We spend so much time together, working, and so on. It's wonderful."
"I agree," Mikey looked down, his own collection of erotic dreams about his mother, making him feel guilty.
"You don't have to feel bad about that," Michelle said, guessing at what was on his mind. "I love it. I love you."
"I have to admit," Mikey paused. "I don't want to leave home any time soon. I want to be there with you for a long time."
Michelle smiled, not saying anything and ignoring the fact that Mikey placed his hands on her ass to hold her up.
"Maybe it's weird - "
"No," Michelle interrupted him. "I mean, yes, but I don't think it is. Some would say a mother and son shouldn't spend so much time together. You heard the older client of ours. She thought you and I were a couple. But there's no one else I want to be with."
"Be with," Mikey quietly recited her last two words.
"Yes," his mother smiled, kissing his cheek and hugging him.
Her mind was racing there in his arms. All those dreams she's had of him, all the sex in those dreams. Michelle saw all the signs now. Their embraces, their quiet evenings alone, the affection mixed with her admittance to herself that she wanted to be everything to him. She wanted her son to fulfill every role a man could fulfill.
"Let's get out of this heat," Michelle said. They held hands, making their way back to their stuff.
****
Several hours later, after dinner, Michelle was sharing a glass of wine with Mikey. She was in her pajamas, consisting of a white tank top and underwear, sitting with his arm around her. "Feel ok?"
"Ugh, yeah. Doesn't taste great," he wiped his mouth.
"I'm not much of a drinker, but this one is an acquired taste, I supposed," Michelle finished the glass, placing it on the table.
"Now then, let's talk."
"Ok, about what?" Mikey asked.
Michelle thought for a moment, resting her hand on her son's, sitting against him on the couch. "You know, it's funny. I've been having dreams about you."
Mikey's eyes lit up. "You, you have?"
"Mmhmm," Michelle smiled. "I figured they were a result of us being so close or you being there for me through bad times. I don't know. But they are daily."
"Um, what kind of dreams?"
"Well, sweetie, they've been sexual in nature."
Mikey nodded, hoping his cheeks weren't as red as he thought they might be. "I see."
"I know it's weird, but that's what my subconscious cooks up."
"No, no, I mean, it's not weird. We all dream strange things every once in a while."
Michelle kissed his cheek, "I have them every single night."
"Really?" Mikey gulped.
"Yeah. Thought about getting professional help or have a lucid dream where I could change or stop it from happening. Failed every time," she kissed his cheek again.
Michelle circled his lips with her thumb, "So then I began to wonder, if it was something I wanted in real life, deep down on a subconscious level."
"You, you did?" Mikey turned to face his smiling mother. "What, uh, what did you um - "
Michelle kissed his lips softly. "I do want it."
Mikey was shaking nervously. "Uh, ok."
"Do you?"
"Do I want it too?"
Michelle didn't reply, she stood up and turned around. She slowly slid her underwear over her ass, bending slightly in front of her son. "Do you want it too, Mikey?"
"Oh wow, oh wow, this is, this isn't real," he whispered.
Michelle picked up her phone, "Read the time."
"9:28 pm," Mikey said.
Michelle looked at the time next. "Yep, looks normal to me. Come."
Mikey took her extended hand, staring at her ass all the way up the stairs. He breathed in, smelling her perfume as they climbed. She led him into her bathroom, flipping on the light. "Look in the mirror. What do you see?"
Mikey looked at his normal reflection, then watched his mother kiss at his neck, cheek, and jaw line. "I, uh, I see you and me."
"Look normal?" Michelle asked, still peppering his face and neck with kisses.
"Yeah."
She grabbed his face, pulling it to hers, kissing his mouth hard. His lips were so soft even if they were a little dry. Michelle fixed that by lightly darting her tongue against them.
"Mmmm, now what do you see," she broke the kiss, turning his face to the mirror, kissing his cheek.
"Still looks like us, looks fine."
"I think it looks great," Michelle said, referring to the reflection of her and her son.
Michelle stepped away and flung her tank top off. Mikey's mouth dropped.
"You never answered my question," Michelle said standing nude before him. "Do you want it too, Mikey?"
"Uh huh. Yes," he nodded looking over her body.
"Then let's make it real. Let's make it happen," Michelle said, grabbing his face once more, kissing him harder than before. Her tongue forced his mouth open. Mikey hobbled backward, nearly falling over.
His mother practically tore his clothes off. She shed them off his body, flinging them over her shoulder, kicking them aside. She grabbed him and kissed again, feeling his erection against her tummy.
"Yes," she breathed. His lips felt so good. She ran her hands over his shoulders and chest and slowly went to her knees before him, kissing her way down his body.
There it was, the cock she's dreamed so much about, inches in front of her face. "Mom?" Mikey asked, seeing her hypnotized by it.
Michelle looked to the mirror, making sure she wasn't dreaming. She saw her reflection with his cock right next to her face. She smiled then turned to face it.
His cock was veiny, thick, and throbbing for her. It felt soft, yet powerful in her grasp. Both fists closed around it, she slowly jacked it. It was time for her to taste it next.
She couldn't help but moan feeling the blood-engorged head fill up her mouth. The musky smell, the taste was incredible. He was perfect in her eyes, so much better than in a dream. She licked all over the tip, the shaft, feeling her tongue crawl over veins.
Michelle stood, pulling her son in for another kiss. She moved backward taking him with her. They bumped into a wall, still kissing, and then corrected their path to the bed.
She went to her back, pulling Mikey on top, kissing, and moaning into each other's mouth. She raked her fingers across his back, gliding down to squeeze his butt. It too, was soft, yet hard and muscular at the same time - similar to hers.
They broke the kiss, Mikey on top, heaving, exhaling his warm breath on her face. "Mom," he managed to say. "I've been dreaming of this; of you for a while now too."
"You have?"
"Just this morning I dreamed we were married. We'd been together for years. You were in your 70s, but looked like you do now. Still hot."
"Oh Mikey," Michelle kissed him.
"That was right before you came into my room," he smiled.
"Let's make our dreams a reality," Michelle said, reaching down his body, grabbing his shaft. She held it against her entrance and nodded to her son.
"Ready?" he asked.
"I love you," his mother answered.
"I love you too," Mikey said, paused, and then slid his cock as deep as he could into her pussy.
Michelle closed her eyes, arched her back, gasping for air, feeling his shaft slide into her, pushing against her inner walls, all the way to its base.
"M-Mikey," she opened her eyes, staring into his. "Soo good."
"Uhnn," her son grunted, pushing as far as he could. He held still, savoring the feeling of her vagina clamping and holding his cock inside her. "Yes, mmm, yes."
They kissed more and more, not moving, connected to one another, making it last as long as they could. Both knew that once they started it would be over soon, especially from Michelle having an orgasm from kissing him alone.
Mikey was successful in not cumming while his mother did. Her moans of pleasure and pussy contracting around his cock made it difficult.
"Mmmm, Mikey," Michelle said, catching her breath. "Did I ever use adult language in your dreams?"
"Cuss words? I don't remember," Mikey answered.
"Heh, you should've written your dreams down. I did. You can read them later," Michelle said.
"With that said," Michelle kissed his lips once more. "Fuck me. Fuck me, baby!"
Her words were music to his ears. He nodded and did as his mother told him.
Michelle couldn't help but giggle at the real feeling of her son kissing her neck while sliding his cock in and out of her.
Her legs closed around him, locking him in place. He kissed her neck, ear, and finally her mouth as he pushed into her. Propping himself up on his hands, Mikey stared into her eyes. Michelle ran her hands over his muscular chest and stomach, staring right back.
"You feel so good, so real," Mikey said.
"It is real," she pulled him down, kissing him once more. She held his head in place, their hot breath mixing with each other.
"I love you," Michelle whispered.
"I love you too. I think," Mikey pumped his hips harder and faster. "I think I'm ready, I'm almost - "
"Cum, cum in me. Please."
"Is this a one-time thing?"
"No. I want this, every day. Son, lover, husband - I want you to fill every role. And uh, every hole," his mother winked, giving him a sly grin.
"I'm ready!" Mikey exclaimed.
"Yes!" Michelle felt another orgasm building inside her, burning, ready to explode.
She felt the heat their two bodies rubbing together caused. She felt the heat inside her pussy spreading outward. She felt the heat from their breath, as they exhaled on one another.
She felt the muscles in his ass flex as he pumped into her. She felt his and her body tighten and shake as they exploded together; a mutual orgasm.
She heard Mikey moan as he ejaculated into her, emptying his balls. She heard him trying to speak, to say her name. She heard herself cry out with passion and pleasure.
It was all real. It wasn't a dream.
He rolled off her, she rolled with him, lying in his arms, catching their breath.
They didn't bother talking about what they just did. Instead, they kissed one another until they fell asleep.
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Michelle woke up the next day, still naked, having slept better than she had in a long time. Her first instinct, out of habit, was to check the legibility of the time on her phone. If it looked normal, she accepted that as a sign she wasn't dreaming.
Reaching for her phone, she stopped herself, not bothering to turn it over. She smiled, looking over her shoulder at her sleeping son. She got out of bed and started up a shower, not bothering to look at her reflection.
A few minutes later, her son joined her. "Morning," Mikey said.
"Morning," They lathered up each other with body wash. Michelle smiled and turned around.
Mikey bent at the knees and guided his cock into her from behind. After another mutual orgasm in the steamy shower, Michelle kissed him a nice thank you. "I'll get breakfast ready," she said.
Leaving her son alone, not bothering to dress after drying off, Michelle headed to the kitchen. Preparing a smoothie, she tried to think if she had any dreams. She shrugged, giggled, not recalling any dreams she had the previous night or that morning.
Mikey joined a few moments later. They sipped their smoothies on the couch, naked, finished them up, and starting kissing. Mikey took her back to bed where they stayed the rest of the day.
The next morning, she woke up a little later than she hoped. She and Mikey would have to rush to meet the first clients of the day at the gym. They had shower sex, ate a quick breakfast, and rushed off.
They whole day was normal. Mother and son worked together like they always do. When they arrived home is when things were different between them. They stripped naked and went to bed.
Michelle let Mikey read her dream journal the following weekend. "Wow, this is pretty crazy," he said, turning a page while his mother lay against him in bed. "Makes me wished I kept a dream journal."
"You should have. Dreams can be hard to remember after waking up. Especially as the day goes on."
"Get on all fours," Mikey said, closing the journal, tossing it on the bedside table.
"Huh?"
"I want to eat your ass out like I did in that dream you had," Mikey said.
"Mmm, good idea. You really need to stick your tongue in deep. You did in the dream after all," Michelle said, getting into position.
He moaned at her taste, swirled his tongue all around inside her, stopping to cover her ass with hickeys.
Michelle was in heaven. She closed her eyes, and enjoyed the sensations of his tongue work. She smiled, knowing the following night she'd ask him to stick his cock in there.
A couple days later they passed out early after a movie. It was a rare cheat day on their strict diet. Ice cream was the choice. Most of it ended up on Michelle's ass, but the two of them ate quite a bit from the containers too.
Michelle and Mikey were snoring lightly, next to each other.
She woke up in the middle of the night by the first dream she recalled having in several days. Michelle sat up in bed, Mikey still asleep, trying to remember its details. There was a construction crew consisting of chimpanzees involved. They were arguing among themselves. The foreman was a gorilla and had to break up their fighting.
"Weird," Michelle whispered. She fell back into her son's arms, the man of her dreams, before going back to sleep.
The end.



        Fitness Model Moms Ch. 04

        Pregnant by her son; a journey through the afterlife.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/fitness-model-moms-ch-04

Title: Fitness Model Moms Ch. 04

Author: tw_holt

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Pregnant by her son; a journey through the afterlife.

Tags: fitness model moms, fitness model, mother/son, mother son incest, mother son sex, incest drama, incest romance

Series: Fitness Model Moms


Author's note: Upon reading the first sentence of this story, you'll probably wonder what this has to do with a fitness model mom. Well, in Amy's first story (part 2 in the series) she's introduced as a widow who wants to have a baby. Yadda yadda yadda, her son accidentally knocks her up. It's recapped a bit in this story – you'll be able to pick up what happened without having to go back to part 2.
Amy, now pregnant with her son's child, deals with regret and shame, wondering what her late husband would think if he knew of this ultimate sin she committed.
Since I wanted to write a story that explores the afterlife, I figured this would be a chance to do so.
*****
-1-
Martin was 640 light-years from Earth. Moments ago he witnessed the star, Betelgeuse, go supernova.
"Beautiful, isn't it?" the being known only as The Guide, asked him in a calm, androgynous voice. The red supergiant's chromosphere and mass ejecting outward into space as its core collapsed in on itself.
"Yes," Martin watched. The explosion engulfed them, swallowing them, material from the star flying past them thousands of kilometers a second.
"Look," The Guide said. Martin smiled, seeing the core, a small neutron star left behind, spinning rapidly among the dust and gas leftover by Betelgeuse.
"Care to get a closer look?" The Guide asked.
"Yes," Martin answered. The two amorphous, invisible beings – one of them formerly a human named Martin, glided in space closer to the tiny core lighting up a nebula around it.
****
On Earth, Amy, almost 8 months pregnant with her son's child, was crying at Martin's headstone. She visited him more often now, confessing and re-confessing her ultimate sin – becoming pregnant by her and Martin's son, Caleb.
She begged Martin to forgive her. Amy believed in Heaven, an eternal paradise, and told herself Martin was there.
"Marty," she slowly went to her knees, wiping tears. "What am I going to do? I can't tell Caleb," she sobbed.
Amy thought back to that fateful night where her son impregnated her. After nearly a decade of no sex since Martin's death, Amy longed to have another baby. She wanted to kill two birds with one stone; get laid and have her baby.
For a few months, she searched for a man good enough in bed to give her the sexual pleasure she went almost 10 years without and to impregnate her. She found that man. One last night out, one evening of sexual wildness, a horrible accident occurred.
That night she was at a college party, delirious, the room spinning in orgasmic bliss. The loud hip-hop music playing in a darkened bedroom didn't help her senses be at their keenest. She was on all fours, butt high in the air, waiting for the next guy to fuck her until he was ready to cum, pull out and spew his load in a cup for her to drink.
It was getting late, most of the football and basketball students already went. Other students were in attendance at this huge end-of-semester frat party, including students from other schools.
"Hey, in here. Caleb!" his buddy motioned for him to follow.
"What is it?" Caleb asked his friend at the party.
"Dude, they got another chick in here! This is awesome. We're going to love going here."
"Yeah," Caleb shrugged.
"Come on, man, it's time you meet people that go here. When you get this community college crap out of the way, you'll already have friends here."
"Good point," Caleb agreed.
"Look! She's on all fours man!" his buddy pointed out, shouting over the loud hip-hop music. "She's waiting for you."
"Nah."
"Go for it!" his friend patted his back, pushing him into the loud, low lit room. "Remember these guys' rules; when you get ready to cum, pull out and go in the cup over there."
Caleb sighed, his friend closing the door. He approached the woman on all fours. "Wow," he thought, seeing her ass, back of her legs, some of her back. "She's hot, but this isn't right."
Then the woman wiggled her hips, as if to say "come fuck me."
"Damn," Caleb gave in, looked around the dark room and pulled his cock out. He jacked it a few times, getting it hard and climbed on the bed behind her.
Amy's eyes shot open, "Marty. Marty!" Amy climaxed immediately as soon as he entered her from behind. He felt like her dead husband.
He was cumming too. Amy saw stars, bright lights, her spine was numb, her pussy convulsing around his semen spurting cock. She struggled to breath, gasping for air, arching her back, every nerve in her body firing. Waves of pleasure like none she's ever felt radiated through her.
"Marty!" she cried out in the loud room.
Too confused and afraid to turn around for fear of seeing a ghost, she waited until his cock finished spurting cum, filling up her fertile womb. It slinked out of her and she collapsed to her tummy, having never had such a powerful orgasm in her life.
She looked over her shoulder, seeing the door open, light from the hallway shinning in. Amy saw the man who just came inside her, struggling to walk away.
Her eyes lit up with horror. "Caleb," she whispered.
A month later she was crying at Martin's grave. She was begging for forgiveness, pleading with her late husband to forgive her from wherever he was. Amy took out the positive pregnancy test she kept in her purse since taking it, a token to confirm this was real – not a nightmare from which she would wake.
She cleaned off his headstone, gathered her composure and went home.
She cried herself to sleep regularly, avoiding her son as best she could. Amy wasn't only crying because her son impregnated her; she was crying because those brief seconds of mating was the best sex she ever had and she wanted it again, all day, every day.
Over the duration of the pregnancy, Amy briefly considering aborting the baby, but decided not to. She would never tell Caleb. She would go on, try to get over it and push aside the burning desire to feel that feeling again, the wrong, and taboo sex she now craved.
"I'm sorry Marty," she whispered at his headstone, pulling herself up, leaving a rose.
Caleb was clueless. In the months that followed, he only noticed his mother's change in demeanor. She was distant, depressed, blaming it on the pregnancy, barely able to look him in the eye.
Amy would flinch when Caleb hugged her. "Sorry," she'd say, seeing her son confused by her behavior. Caleb shrugged it off for the most part, the 19-year-old assuming hormones playing a factor.
Her belly grew and grew, surprisingly, so did the amount of work Amy got. As a fitness model, she assumed her career would stall while pregnant, but that turned out not to be the case. There was plenty of athletic gear and clothing marketing towards pregnant women. She found herself getting booked for quite a few photoshoots for various clothing lines – some of them paid more than she expected. Amy was able to focus on booking photoshoots as a way to avoid Caleb.
She cried at nights thinking of her days before she got pregnant. Caleb volunteered to help out with the baby while he still lived there. Now though, Amy didn't want him to. She was too ashamed, too guilt-ridden, too embarrassed about what happened. She even questioned how she would love the baby, thinking adoption was an option.
After a crappy Christmas, devoid of family and joy with Amy holed up in her room while Caleb played video games, she found herself in January hornier than she's ever been.
She wanted it again. She wanted him. Those brief seconds where Caleb unknowingly penetrated her was the best, most orgasmic experience of her life. Amy was tired of fighting the desire for it – for him.
She kept avoiding her son instead. That's the only way she could deal with it. The fact they already had sex was devastating to her. To somehow, legitimately seduce him, knowingly make love to him, would be even worse.
Rubbing her clit, sitting naked in her bed, Amy did her best to push those demented thoughts of incest away.
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A shape resembling an outline of a foot, no toes, that only Martin and The Guide could see, extended from his non-corporeal body, gently landing on the surface of the newly born neutron star.
It was spinning a dozen times a second, but Martin was unaware and felt no effects from it. He felt no effects from its immense gravity, heat, radiation. He felt like he was standing in warm water.
Reaching down, a tendril with mitten-like appendage at the end, disturbed a small handful of material – dense neutrons leftover in the star's collapsed core. Martin watched the material, weighing as much as mountains, speed back down to the core's surface.
"How long have I been here? How long have I been exploring everything?" Martin asked The Guide.
"Time doesn't exist in this place. But, your species would record the time of your arrival here as 11 years ago," The Guide answered.
Martin looked to the northern pole, seeing a stream of x-rays jetting from it out into space. "What do you mean? Can you show me?"
****
"The baby is fine, Amy. You're not an at risk pregnancy," the obstetrician reminded Amy. "You're in your late 30s, but I can assure you, everything is reading ok. The ultrasound, heart rate, everything."
"I know but," Amy stopped herself from admitting who impregnated her.
"I understand your concern, but you don't need to schedule appointments twice a month."
"But - "
"How about once a month? I'll see you a few more times before the baby is born. Would that be ok?"
Amy thought for a second, "Sure, I guess. Once a month."
"Great. Like I said, everything looks fine. You sure you don't want to know the sex of the baby?"
"Yeah I'm sure," Amy said, gathering her purse, easing off the table.
Amy had a photoshoot later that day. It was for another pregnancy line of athletic clothes. Another fitness model, named Gia, was joining her. She wasn't pregnant, but she was modeling the other clothes the brand had. Amy wasn't too fond of Gia. She dwarfed the five-foot-tall Amy, had long dark hair, plus she wasn't carrying the weight of a growing baby – especially the mental weight of fear and anxiety that came with it, knowing the child is a product of accidental incest.
She avoided Gia the best she could, knowing eventually the woman would come find her, talk to her, and make a big deal about her growing tummy.
Gia did just that as the photoshoot was wrapping up. Amy was about to change into her regular clothes when Gia accosted her. She gave Amy a hug, rubbed her belly, complimented her on how cute she looked, and played with her curly blonde locks. Amy wanted to scream and slap Gia right there in the studio.
Finally, it was over, Gia made her way to change. Amy sat down, trying her best not to cry, when she was accosted again – this time by the photographer.
"Hey Amy, " she said, handing the model a pink envelope. "There's a Valentine's Day dinner thing. Everyone is invited."
"Thanks," Amy snatched the envelope, stuffing it into her bag, and quickly made her way to change.
Upon arriving home, Amy set her bag down, remembering the envelope. She angrily glared at it. "No one to go with. No husband. Caleb wouldn't want to. I don't want to either."
Amy threw it away and marched to her bathroom to draw a warm bath. Easing into the water, she pushed thoughts aside of cumming on a cock – Caleb's – while relaxing.
When she was done with her bath, changed into her pajamas, and made her way downstairs, she smelled it. Caleb cooked dinner again. Another habit he was forming, cooking for his mother.
"So sweet," she thought. "If he only knew," Amy sat at the table, Caleb nodding to her. He placed a plate full of steamed vegetables and chicken before her.
Caleb sat across her, "So mom, that Valentine's thing, you going?"
"What?"
"I saw a pink envelop in the trash. It caught my eye, so I opened it. You should go. I'll go with you," Caleb said, digging his fork into his own plate.
"No."
"Why not? It'll be nice."
"No. Just drop it."
"Come on. I'll take you. I have nothing to do anyway. Please?" Caleb smiled at her, placing his hand on his mother's. Amy flinched at his touch – so warm, soft, and gentle.
She closed her eyes and shook her head.
"Please?" Caleb squeezed her hand. Amy looked at it, his hand resembling his late father's in size. "Mom?"
Amy sighed, "Fine. We'll show up, have a quick meal and get home. I don't feel like being out late."
"Great!" Caleb squeezed her hand once more before finishing off his plate.
-3-
"You look great tonight, Mom. You really do," Caleb said, helping his mother to the car on the night of their Valentine's Day dinner.
She said nothing, pushing her long blue dress out of the way to step into his car.
"This will be a nice night. You know?" Caleb started the car.
Amy remained quiet, wanting to get the meal over with and get back into her bed.
Caleb wouldn't let her feel guilt-free. He was very sweet to her at the dinner, ignoring the fact she barely spoke or looked at him.
On the way home, he continued to open doors for her, helping her inside. He followed her to her bed room, Amy briefly thinking her son wanted more from her.
"Goodnight," she said, not turning around.
"Mom, wait," Caleb gently grabbed her shoulder. "I just want to talk a bit."
"About what?" Amy turned around, eyes to the floor.
"Are you sure you're ok? I know it's probably very tough to carry a baby around, but ever since you got pregnant, you don't seem very happy. Is something wrong with the baby? You can tell me," Caleb said.
"No. There's nothing wrong with the baby," Amy quickly answered.
"What about you, though? Is something bothering you?"
Amy was silent, thinking of the night she conceived her and Caleb's child, how good it felt in the brief moment of ecstasy. She wanted it again, she wanted to feel Caleb inside her again; he felt so much like her dead husband, Martin.
"Mom?"
Tears were welling up, "I, I have to go to bed." Amy turned around, leaving her son confused in her doorway. She cried herself to sleep again.
****
Martin floated next to The Guide, watching the Milky Way Galaxy increase its speed of rotation. The galaxy rotated several times in space, before The Guide slowed it down.
"See?" The Guide asked. "There is no time here. Each rotation of the galaxy took 200 million years."
Martin watched the galaxy reverse course, spinning in the opposite direction, hundreds of millions of years happening in a few seconds from his point of view.
"You can do it too," The Guide said.
"I can?"
"You can do almost anything here."
Martin understood. He raised an appendage, where his right hand would be, causing the galaxy to speed up, rotating faster.
They observed another galaxy, Andromeda, spin closer and closer to the Milky Way. Stars and material danced together as the two galaxies collided, creating a warped, yet beautiful spiral shape.
"Four billion years," The Guide said.
"I didn't destroy or – " Martin turned to face The Guide.
"No, no one was harmed. The event you witnessed was already going to happen. From our vantage point we can see everything, in the past, present, future. Look again."
Martin returned his gaze to the Milky Way Galaxy. It was back where it was, rotating too slow to notice. Andromeda was far away, a couple million light-years, a collision had not yet occurred.
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"What if I just – " Amy was naked, rolling around in bed, masturbating a few nights later. "Take him to bed."
She squeezed growing breasts. She glided her hands over her huge belly, down to her clit, rubbing it, thinking of Caleb behind her, pumping her full of semen. "Yessss."
"It might be easy," she thought.
Caleb cleaned the entire house, starting yesterday and finishing up the next night. "Maybe he wants his mother," Amy thought, dipping her hands into her soaking wet pussy.
"No," she stopped herself before the orgasm overcame her, thinking of the horrific sin she and Caleb committed. "Marty, I'm sorry," Amy sat up in bed, running her hands through her hair.
She stood, picking up her panties with her foot, stepping in them. Next was her bra. After she put it on, Caleb barged into her room.
"Hey Mom, I finished cleaning the – sorry!" Caleb stood, shocked, looking at her nearly naked body.
"Get out!"
"Sorry. You look great by the way. Really, you do," Caleb looked her over, ignoring the scowl on her face. "Sorry," he said, backing out of her room, closing the door.
Amy sighed, shaking her head, sitting on the bed. "He thinks I look great. I wonder if he did the night he got me pregnant?"
She paced around her room, trying to calm herself down. Nothing was working.
"The night he fucked me!" Amy said, through grit teeth, tearing her bra off, tearing her panties off. She jumped on her bed, on all fours and furiously rubbed her clit, pretending she and Caleb were having sex – like they accidently did that fateful night her son unknowingly impregnated his mother.
She came within seconds.
****
Amy masturbated to thoughts of her son the next night, and the next night, and the next night. She found herself rubbing herself to climax during her morning showers or pulling over on the side of the road to rub herself while on the way to a photoshoot.
The following week, she dug out and cleaned an old dildo, riding it to a near constant orgasmic state for hours before collapsing from exhaustion.
Amy had never been this horny in her life. But there was nothing she could do about it. She could never seduce her son; she could never have sex with him again – accidental or otherwise. So she suffered in silence, avoiding him, hoping and praying these sick urges would pass.
Standing nude in front of her bathroom mirror, looking at her hourglass frame, with a large pregnant belly, Amy told herself she had to love the child as best she could. She was the one that wanted another baby before she was too old. Now she has one on the way – she told herself to think of the child as a gift and get over her sexual desire for Caleb.
The next day she was running late to a photoshoot. Her car wouldn't start. Amy knew Gia would be in town for the shoot and started to call her before Caleb stopped her.
"I'll take you, Mom. I'll handle your car too. If I can't figure out what's wrong, I'll have it towed. You won't have to worry about a thing," Caleb cheerily offered to help.
"No, it's fine, I can get a coworker to pick me up," Amy brushed off the man she masturbated to that morning.
"Nope, I'll take you," Caleb grabbed her phone, put his arm around his mother, not taking no for an answer.
"Fine," Amy shook her head.
Caleb dropped her off after a fairly quiet car ride.
A few hours later, Amy waited outside for Caleb to pick her up. She managed to avoid Gia for most of the shoot, hoping her luck would continue. It didn't.
"Hi!" Gia approached, the taller brunette waving enthusiastically.
"Hey," Amy nodded.
"I bet you're ready!" Gia said, pointing to Amy's belly.
"Yep."
"Won't be long now. I know it's tiring, but that little baby is almost done in there!"
Amy looked around, hoping her son would arrive soon.
"Still don't know the sex yet?" Gia asked.
Amy didn't really care, she just hoped the child wasn't born with a third eye or missing internal organs. The ultrasounds revealed no abnormalities, but Amy's fear was still there. "No."
"That's so cool. To wait until the baby is born," Gia said. Amy looked to her left finally seeing Caleb approach in his car.
"My son is here so I need to – "
"You have a son? One old enough to drive? Gosh, as great and as young as you look, I thought this baby would be your first!"
"Thanks," Amy rolled her eyes, grabbing her bag. Caleb pulled up in front of the building and quickly hopped out to assist his mother.



He nodded to Gia a quick hello as he opened the passenger side door for Amy.
"You must be her son," Gia smiled. "I'm Gia. We've been working together on this shoot."
"Oh hey. Nice to meet you. Caleb," he extended his hand to shake Gia's.
"Ready?" Amy rushed her son, assuming Gia would flirt with him.
"That's very sweet of you to help her. Most sons think they have better things to do," Gia complimented Caleb.
"It's no problem. She's knocked up, someone's gotta help!" Caleb joked, causing Gia to laugh loudly, annoying Amy more.
"Caleb," Amy peeped out the window, urging him to stop talking to Gia and come along.
"You're cute. Listen," Gia moved closer to Amy. "Tonight, a few of photographers and account managers for the client are having a little get together out on the beach. It's right near my hotel. You two should come"
"Yeah that'd be awesome!" Caleb exclaimed
"No thanks," his mother said at the same time.
"Aww, please? You can borrow a bikini the agency has. You could show off that beautiful belly of yours," Gia suggested.
"Gia, I don't think – "
"Yeah! Great idea. Mom, you look amazing. That big beach ball belly really looks good on you," Caleb said. "You should be proud of it, show it off."
"I hope to see you two tonight," Gia added.
"We'll think about it," Amy said, motioning for Caleb to get in the car. She was blushing on the inside, hoping her cheeks didn't show it. Part of her wondering if Caleb found her sexy. Part of her hoped he did.
She watched Caleb and Gia talk on and on about directions, where the party was, about the bikini she could wear. Amy grew more annoyed, swearing that Caleb was flirting with Gia.
Amy looked out the open passenger side window, "Caleb?"
"Yeah one sec, Mom," Caleb said, not looking at his mother, patting her on the head while talking with Gia next to the car.
They wrapped up their conversation, Gia waving goodbye to Amy, Caleb getting in the car. Amy was quietly pouting.
Five minutes on the drive back home, after Caleb admitted he sucked as a mechanic and had his mother's car towed. Amy spoke up. "Caleb, why? Why did you talk to her and say we'd go?"
"Hey, it'll be fun. Relax," Caleb reached over, putting his hand on his mother's belly. It was the first time he ever did that. Amy flinched, but couldn't remove the father of her baby's hand if she wanted to.
Amy stared at it, watching her son, slowly rubbing her pregnant belly over her t-shirt.
"Caleb," She whispered.
"Besides. I walked in on you last night. You do look great. You'll be turning heads left and right," Caleb continued.
"You're just trying to make me feel better," Amy took her eyes away from his hand, looking out the window.
"Yeah? So?"
"Just stop. Stop talking."
"We're going tonight, alright? It could be a fun night. I know it's hard carrying the baby around," Caleb patted her tummy, then put both hands back on the steering wheel.
"You have no idea," Amy thought.
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Amy was miserable. The car ride to the beach party was awkward, Caleb trying his best to chat with her, make her laugh. He gave her compliments about the bikini. Amy hated it, not so much because it was showing her big belly and larger cleavage, but she felt exposed, ashamed that everyone could see the consequence of incest.
She wore a long, blue skirt around her waist. It came with the bikini Gia provided. Caleb was wearing a simple t-shirt and swim trunks. He helped his mother out of the car and led her to a table on the beach.
Gia showed up, hugging Caleb, causing Amy to look away and roll her eyes.
The other coworkers and photographers showed up. Talking to Amy, asking her about the baby, bombarding her with question after question, making her want to scream.
Looking around she saw her son and Gia standing near the pool talking. Amy looked at Gia's long legs, skimpy bikini and glared at her. She watched Caleb laugh and talk with the tall brunette. Amy grew more and more annoyed as the night went on.
There was a limbo competition which Amy felt she couldn't physically do. There was an open bar which Amy couldn't drink due to the pregnancy. There was a hot tub by the pool which Amy couldn't get in because it'd be too hot for the baby. She sat there, watching her son and Gia, silently growing angrier.
Several more photographers and coworkers came and went but Caleb spent most of his time with Gia. Amy knew why she was angry. Normally she wouldn't care that her son was talking to a pretty woman, but now things were different. Amy fought her inner desires to experience sex with Caleb again - a non-accidental, purely consensual, mind-blowing experience.
"No," she said aloud, answering a question someone asked and addressing her inner struggle to take her son to bed at the same time.
"Really? Wow," the photographer said.
"Huh?"
"You don't want any drugs during labor?"
"Oh, sorry, yes the more the better," Amy offered a fake laugh.
Amy focused on Gia slapping playfully at Caleb's arm. "Slut," Amy thought, immediately chastising herself. Gia had done nothing but flirt with him; she wasn't trying to take Caleb to bed. Amy shook her head; it was something she wanted to do.
The evening finally wrapped up after an awkward buffet dinner with Gia and Caleb sitting next to Amy.
On the way home, Caleb once again attempted to get his mother to talk to him and enjoy herself. Amy ignored his questions and conversations only seeing red at him for flirting with Gia and at herself for being angry about it.
When they arrived home, Amy got out of the car herself, waddling to the front door.
"Mom, wait. I can help," Caleb caught up to her. Amy pushed him away.
"Mom?"
Amy said nothing, fumbling with her keys at the front door. She dropped them and Caleb immediately picked them up for her, "Here you go."
She opened the door and marched to her room. "Mom? You ok?" her son asked.
"Fine," Amy closed her bedroom, once again leaving a confused son behind.
****
She avoided her son again the next day. Amy didn't notice that he cooked her dinner too. Caleb knocked on her bedroom door, Amy sighed, opening it, not making eye contact.
"Dinner is ready," Caleb smiled. "Want me to bring it to you so you can relax in bed?"
Amy fought tears and nodded.
Caleb adjusted her pillows, her comforter, and brought a tray to her with her hot lasagna meal.
He sat, watching her take a few bites, a tiny morsel landing on her belly. "Here, I'll get it," Caleb scooped it up with a napkin. "I probably didn't need to bring the tray. You could sit your plate here," he joked, patting her stomach.
There was a silent pause; Amy gave Caleb a look as if to say, "you can leave now."
"Mom, are you – "
"I'm fine," Amy snapped at him.
"Ok," Caleb stood, leaving her be. "If you need anything, just let me know."
Amy had to stop eating for a bit. She needed her son in more than one way. If he knew they already had sex and he was the woman he impregnated, he'd never want to see or speak to her again.
Amy poked at her food some before taking a few bites.
She cried herself to sleep, hoping that if Martin was looking down on her, he wouldn't be disappointed.
****
Caleb was really getting on her nerves the following day. He was everywhere she was, offering to help, talking at and to her about baby plans. Amy was sick of hearing about it.
"No name yet, Mom?"
"No," Amy was putting on her shoes to go for a walk.
"Can I come with you?"
"No."
Wait, maybe I could help you – "
"No!"
Amy needed time alone, to deal with and get through this nightmare she brought upon her family. Caleb watched her leave, frustrated and concerned.
The next day, Caleb brought his mother lunch, leftovers from the previous night. She was at the modeling agency in meetings with project managers for a new clothing line client.
Amy scowled when she saw Caleb talking with Gia outside the building. "When will she go home? Does she live here now?" Amy thought.
"Oh hey," Caleb said, handing her bag. "Thought I'd bring you this."
"Thanks," Amy nodded, taking the bag. Gia tried to initiate conversation, but Amy waddled away as quickly as possible. Anger rose when she looked over her shoulder, seeing Caleb and Gia hug.
At home that evening, Amy headed to her room as usual. "Mom, wait," Caleb called out to her, following her.
"What?" She snapped at him.
"Hey, relax, I just want to talk," Caleb said.
"I want to be left alone," Amy said. Caleb hugged her, holding her against him. She didn't want him to stop, but she had to force the embrace to end for fear it her initiating something inappropriate.
"Let me go," She pushed him away. That was the last straw for Caleb.
"What's your problem? Huh?" He raised his voice. "Ever since you got knocked up you've been this way to me. You don't want to hang out anymore, we don't talk anymore, you – "
"Caleb, please, stop," Amy pleaded, the tears welling up.
"I mean, I get it, the hormones and all, but come on! Can't you be a little nicer to me? I'm trying to help you out here. I told you I would help with the baby!" Caleb continued.
Amy dashed to her room, attempting to close the door on Caleb. "Let me in!" he pushed the door back, causing Amy to stumble and plop down on her bed.
"What's your deal? Huh?" Caleb calmed a bit, seeing his mother crying, sobbing uncontrollably.
"What's wrong, Mom?" Caleb sat next to her, his arm around her. "Are you sure the baby is ok? You can tell me. Is something wrong with it?"
Amy shook her head through the tears.
"Tell me. That nice man you met; the one that got your pregnant. Was he not nice after all?"
She shook her head crying harder, that nice man she met wasn't the one that got her pregnant.
"Then what? Please tell me, I'm worried about you," Caleb spoke softly, kissing his mother's temple, holding her close. "Whatever it is, we can get through it. I'll help."
Amy said nothing for several moments, gathering her composure, only to lose it when she told her son the truth.
"It's yours," Amy said, resuming her sobbing.
"Huh? What's mine?" Caleb asked.
Amy placed her hand on her tummy.
"What do you mean mine? The baby? I didn't, I mean, we didn't - I'm not a donor either," Caleb said.
"We did," Amy wiped her face.
"We did what? Mom, what are you talking about?"
"You and I, we did it. That stupid college party you went to!" Amy pounded her fist to her thigh.
Caleb's face when white, his heart pounding, "Wait, wait, no, what are you talking about."
"I was there! I was there on that bed, in that room! And you were there!"
Caleb stood up, eyes darting around, "It can't be, I didn't see you, I didn't, I – "
His mother stood next, glaring at her son. "I was on all fours, you came into that room and you fucked me!" she pounded her fist on Caleb's chest. "You fucked me! You got me pregnant!"
He didn't know what to say. Caleb stood in shock from the news and hearing her use foul language, watching his mother sit on the bed, crying. He took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. He remembered now. The woman on the bed, his dumb friend urging him to have sex with her, her head and face obscured. He went through with it against his better judgment. Caleb recalled how good she felt, how perfect the woman felt. He remembered cumming almost instantly inside her, having never ejaculated so hard and powerfully before.
Caleb took a step back, his mother still crying, and left her bedroom. He quietly closed her door and went to his room.
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They managed not to see each other for a week. They kept to their rooms, Amy crying mostly in hers; Caleb numb, still in shock in his.
He cursed himself for giving into peer pressure; he cursed her for being there like that. Both of them were at fault.
Amy prayed to Martin daily, begging him to forgive her for what she had done; hoping that wherever he was, he wouldn't look down on her with disgust for making a horrible mistake. She told Martin she would never knowingly commit incest. She wrestled each night with her thoughts, guilt and shame mixing with lust and desire for Caleb. She wanted it again, but knew they never could.
She wondered if her son would ever speak to her again. Amy figured Caleb would move out, get an apartment with a friend, and that would be the last she ever saw of her son. She thought he might show up in a decade or two to say hello and make amends, but that would be it - no mother and son closeness, no adulthood friendship, nothing.
Amy was staring off into space, lying on her side, her eyes dried out from crying so much when she heard a soft knock on the door.
"Yes?" she whispered.
There was another knock. Amy cleared her throat, sitting up in bed. "Yes?" she said louder.
Caleb entered the room, eyes to the carpet, "Hey."
"Hey," Amy said.
Caleb took a few steps closer to her, before blurting out, "Mom, I'm sorry."
"No, I'm sorry, I'm the one who – "
"No, I'm sorrier, I never should've done – "
"I never should've been there. You were fine, it was a college party – "
"Yeah, but it was wrong of me to take advantage – "
"You didn't. I was so stupid to be there like that, like a slut – "
"No, I mean, sort of?"
Mother and son paused, making eye contact, smiling sheepishly.
The older, Amy, spoke first. "Sit," she patted the bed. Caleb obeyed his mother, running his fingers through his hair, eyes down once more.
"I uh, I shouldn't have been at that party. It was for younger people, college students. I shouldn't have been in that room. When your dad died, I went nearly ten years without, well, sex. I wanted another baby and figured I could have sex - perhaps a large amount of it - and get a baby in the process. Then I'd be done, back to being a single mom, this time with a little baby. It was scratching an itch that had been building, while having a baby too."
"Yeah, two birds, one stone," Caleb spoke up.
"Yes, exactly," Amy smiled, the thought of losing Caleb as a son, a friend, diminishing. She placed her hand on his shoulder.
"I was there, having one final wild night, before the nice man I met would do his thing. You know? I was off birth control, but I stupidly thought I had a few more days until I could pregnant. I was wrong. Then you showed up."
"Mom," Caleb grimaced.
"No, we need and should talk about this. I've been too scared to."
Amy rubbed his shoulder, continuing on. "For a second I thought you were your dad. You felt like him. It was so quick though," Amy paused. "So amazing. It was different from your dad. It was incredible. But wrong, very wrong. I hope you can forgive me."
"Mom, I hope you can forgive me. I didn't know it was you on that bed. The room was dark and my friend kept pushing me to do it. What I could see was, well, an insanely hot looking woman on all fours - her butt in my direction. I couldn't see her face or hair. But wow," Caleb gave a fake laugh, hoping to ease the tension before continuing.
"I went for it. I knew it was wrong, but I figured I'd be going to this college soon, I'd make friends, maybe at parties, so why not?" Caleb placed his hand on his mother's, facing her now on the bed. "It was great. Better than great. It was so quick though, like you said. Normally I'd be embarrassed, but I figured this woman on the bed wouldn't know it was me. Guess I was wrong."
"I turned around and saw you stumble out of the room," Amy said.
"Yeah. Anyway, I was finished almost instantly. I haven't had much experience in the bedroom, but wow, I could barely stand afterwards. The room was spinning," Caleb explained.
"I saw stars," Amy added.
Mother and son smiled, glancing at one another for a while before Caleb spoke up. "I've been wondering what dad would think if he saw us do that. I don't know what happens when we die, I mean, I know what religion says and all. But I don't feel the dead look on us at all when they die. I feel like they are so far away in such a better place that they don't look on us or watch over us. If they did, what they see could make them sad. Why would they want to feel sad when they are in Heaven?"
Amy hugged her son, kissing his cheek. "You might be right."
****
"Do you know everything? Are you omniscience?" Martin asked The Guide. They were traveling between galaxies, watching them speed by as they traveled faster than light.
"Yes."
"Are you the – "
"No," The Guide interrupted Martin, already knowing what he was going to ask. "I'm not The Creator. I can't create matter or alter reality. I can only view it; travel through it, interactive with it, explore it, just like you. Think of it as a data system."
"Where did you come from? Before here?"
"I've always been here in this dimension. The Creator created me to help those that arrive here."
"Does everyone come here?"
The two beings slowed down, gliding into a faraway galaxy, arriving at a star being consumed by a black hole.
"No. Not every sentient being transcends to this place. Some are far too damaged."
"Where do they go?"
"Nowhere. When their corporeal bodies give out, nothing happens. Their consciousness doesn't transcend to this higher dimension, like you and many others."
"How many others?"
They left the galaxy, flying once again through intergalactic space, faster and faster, until galaxies became smaller and smaller. Groups of them became super clusters, super clusters became filaments. Martin saw billions of points of light before him resembling interconnected cities on the night side of a planet. They were sparkling, some exploding, colliding – it seemed alive.
"There are countless sentient beings that live there, in this universe," The Guide nodding to the massive galactic filaments. "Most of them come here and meet me. You're one of several trillion I am concurrently guiding through this experience."
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After several hours of talking, Amy asking if Caleb was scared to be a father; him reminding her he was going to help out anyway, mom and son fell asleep holding each other.
They decided to pretend the child was strictly Caleb's brother; not a brother-son hybrid.
They next day they woke up. Caleb cooked his mother breakfast. Amy helped put the dishes away. He approached her from behind, his arms sliding around her, resting his hands on her tummy. He kissed the top of her head. Amy ignored any feelings of awkwardness and simply enjoyed being held by him. She closed her eyes and smiled.
"I could get used to this. We haven't exactly been spending quality time together," Amy said.
"Yeah, ever since I knocked you up," Caleb chuckled.
Amy turned around, hugging him tightly. "Yes, you did."
They stood, holding one another for a few moments. The much shorter Amy's belly against Caleb's crotch. She internally sighed relief.
Caleb ended the embrace, kissing her head again. "Love you, Mom."
"I love you too," Amy grinned, watching Caleb continue with chores she didn't ask him to do.
A few nights later, Amy watched her son clean the kitchen while digesting another meal he cooked for her. Afterward, he sat on the couch, extended his arm and held his pregnant mother.
"You, I didn't actually, you know, that night," Caleb stammered.
"Huh?"
"You said I uh, did something to you that night. But I didn't," Caleb said.
"I have no idea what you're talking about."
"I'm not going to use such unladylike curse words like you to describe what you thought we did," Caleb joked.
"Oh!" Amy laughed, turning to her son. "Yes, I was a little distressed the night I confessed you're the father of my baby. Sorry for using adult language."
"Yes, well. I didn't actually do that. You know," Caleb playfully avoided saying the F word.
Amy leaned in, whispering in her son's ear, "You mean fuck me?"



"Yes. I didn't do that," Caleb said.
"But you did though."
"No, not really. Doing that takes time, not just penetration. Thrusting. Right? Working up a sweat, you know?"
Amy chuckled, snuggling against her son. "Yes, I know what you mean silly."
He kissed her head again, "It was very good though, for the few seconds it lasted."
Amy smiled, bringing Caleb in for a quick peck on the lips. "Yes it was."
****
Amy was so happy that she and Caleb could work through this. She was actually looking forward to raising a baby now. She knew Caleb would help out and be a great big brother. Caleb was happy too. He was a little nervous, but since they decided to go the brother, not the father route, it eased his nerves a bit.
The next night, Caleb was on the floor, his legs outstretched. His mother was sitting against him enjoying a wonderful shoulder and neck massage.
"Hard to believe that was you that fateful night," Caleb spoke, nearing the end of the massage.
Amy moaned, "Mmm, yes I know. So great."
"Huh?"
"I mean, uh, the massage you're giving me?" She corrected herself. "But it was great that night with you as well. We sure are talking about it a lot."
"I know!"
"I guess that's a good thing," Amy leaned her head back on Caleb's shoulder. He kissed her temple, his hands on her belly now.
"The week after you told me I'm the father, I was a total mess. I couldn't believe it. I was scared; I thought you and I could never be the same again. I thought there could be something wrong with the baby," Caleb confessed. "I finally got the nerve to talk to you. Glad I did too."
"You had more courage than I, son. I, too, thought our relationship would be ruined. Mmm, that feels nice," Amy closed her eyes.
Caleb kept rubbing her belly, lifting her t-shirt for skin-on-skin contact. "I was shocked because well, the act itself was so enjoyable."
Amy smiled, "Keep talking. This feels great."
"I've only had a couple, you know, partners before. But I thought about that night daily for weeks. Those brief seconds. All this time it was my own silly mother."
"Mmm, silly," Amy moaned. "Harder."
Caleb obliged, pressing down on her pregnant belly slightly harder, not too hard out of fear for hurting the baby. His mother picked up on that. "Don't be afraid, Caleb. Grab that thing and massage it."
"Alright," Caleb did as he was told, gripping her large pregnant belly, gently pulling, tugging at it. He kissed her temple again, paused, then kissed it once more. Amy stifled a giggle, not bothering to chastise herself for wondering if Caleb was as aroused as she was.
"Heh. I guess, hypothetically, if you and I did that again, it'd be just as quick. Right?" Caleb asked.
"Maybe, but maybe not," Amy answered, pulling her t-shirt off, leaning back against him in her bra.
Caleb's eyes, immediately went to her cleavage. He kissed her temple, cheek, and jawline – sending tingles down her body.
Amy was aroused, wet, and wanted him badly. Caleb was hard as a rock.
Her eye's snapped open, "I um, I need go the bathroom." She grabbed her t-shirt, quickly putting it on.
"Oh, uh, yeah," Caleb said, helping her up, hoping she couldn't see his shorts tented outward. "I'm kinda tired."
They parted ways, each heading to their own room.
Each stayed awake for hours, thinking of the other. Amy entertained the idea of seducing him, crossing that line, this time not accidently.
Caleb thought about that amazing night. The best pussy he's ever felt, the most powerful ejaculation he's ever had - all with his mother.
Both Amy and Caleb threw off their covers and left their respective bedrooms.
They met each other in the darkened hallway. Amy's belly pressing against her son's crotch, her hand on his chest. Caleb looked to his mother, one hand resting on her stomach, the other resting on her hand.
They said nothing, only nodding in silent agreement. Holding hands, they entered Amy's bedroom.
They undressed each other, maintaining eye contact, helping one another get naked.
Caleb went to his knees, kissing all over his mother's pregnant belly. He stood, his erection now resting on it. Amy was already panting heavily, "Caleb, I want this. Make love to me. It'll be no accident this time."
Caleb didn't reply with words. He grabbed his mother's face, kissing her passionately, each one moaning. Amy's hand found his cock, jacking it as they kissed. He was the same size as his late father.
The kiss ended, Amy bending over, kissing and licking all over Caleb's cock. He held her in place by her hair, his fingers entwined with her curls.
Amy stood, kissing him again. Caleb squatted, picked his mother up, and laid her on the bed. He mounted her, looking down on her face, one hand on her belly, the other guiding his cock in.
Mother and son nearly climaxed as Caleb entered her. They somehow held it together, moaning simultaneously.
Caleb was all the way in, propping himself up with hands, peering down into his mother's face. She was still breathing heavily.
"It won't last long. It'll be quick again. This is the most incredible feeling I've ever had," Caleb admitted.
"I know," Amy placed her hands on Caleb's lower back, moving them down to his ass, squeezing his cheeks. "Better than your father. Perfect," Amy said in between breaths.
Caleb moved his hips, gliding out of her, slowly sliding back in. "Mom," he whispered.
"Don't stop," she whispered back.
Caleb could barely contain it, but he kept going slowly sliding in and out of her. "So good."
Amy moaned, "Yes. Your baby is in me. I can't wait to have your baby."
"Mom!" Caleb grunted, her sweet whispers sending him over the edge.
He bucked his hips a few more times. Her heavenly pussy milking him dry; begging him to fill her with seed once more.
"I love you!" Amy cried out, pulling her son down for a kiss. Her pregnant stomach pushing up against him.
The kiss ended, mom and son moaning with pleasure into each other's face; cumming at the same time.
The orgasms subsided; Caleb and Amy kissed tenderly, while the baby inside her kicked against its father's torso.
****
Martin peered at the known universe, "Where did I come from? Can I go look? Maybe I lived back in that small galaxy."
"Martin, I don't advise you do that. It would be best to stay here, explore, and transcend to even higher dimensions. From here, all other souls, as you call them, can see and experience wondrous things. You could become one with The Creator."
"But I want to see where I came from, what I was. A human. Please? Certainly there are wonderful things to see among them."
"Martin, you may not like what you see. You may feel sadness or anger toward those who have yet to use up their corporeal bodies. It can be a difficult struggle - before a sentient being's consciousness transcends."
Martin moved closer toward the filaments, randomly picking a column of galaxies. "Martin," The Guide's calming voice called to him. "Please don't."
-8-
Martin searched and searched; teleporting to planet after planet. All he saw was pain, struggle, and sadness among those called the living.
He witnessed an advanced civilization on a distant planet, orbiting a tiny red dwarf star, experience heartbreak when their massive ship, containing an entire generation of sleeping galactic explorers, malfunctioned and exploded. Their dark blue, humanoid shaped bodies lit up with bio-luminescent stripes. Red, violet, white colors, expressing sadness. They pooled all their planet's resources into exploring their galaxy. Now they never would.
Martin teleported instantly to another world; a hot, rocky planet orbiting a binary star system. He was in a temple. Small, thin beings, with crested, elongated heads, beak-like mouths, were bowing down, worshiping a statue. Their worship service was interrupted by another of their kind. It was angry at them, its talon-like fingers throwing a small object into the center of the room. The object exploded in a bright, white, fiery display – killing everyone in the temple.
He teleported again, hoping to prove The Guide wrong. He knew there had to be wonderful things to see. Light-years away, Martin found himself on another planet. Lush, strange trees towering to the sky. A gigantic triangular shaped object floated in the air, high above. Something ran through Martin, not noticing him at all. It turned around, several yellow eyes widened, its mouth pincers clicked, signaling another one of its kind to follow him. Martin turned to the triangle in the sky, watching it change shape to a cube. It released a green energy blast, wiping out the area, and every living thing in it.
"No," Martin said, teleporting again. He found himself on another primitive world. Blood was flowing through Martin's invisible, feet-like appendages. He heard a whimpering sound, someone was crying. Martin watched a young man, in the corner of the grocery store, bring the shotgun he used to kill several coworkers to his chin. The young man pulled the trigger, his head exploding into several pieces.
"No!" Martin was in darkness, pitch black. A faint orange glow came into view. It was a small flame, a candle. He touched the flame, not feeling heat, causing it to flicker as though a slight breeze entered the room. He smiled, temporarily forgetting he was invisible, undetectable to this dimension. He heard another whimper. This one was different. It wasn't the sound of regret, it wasn't the sound of sadness, or anger, but one of pleasure.
Martin watched two people make love. They were lying back in a recliner in their living room. The woman had long, curly locks of blonde hair. The man was younger, on top of her, his hands on her large pregnant belly. They were staring into each other's faces, while the man slowly pumped his hips back and forth, in and out of the woman.
"Do you know who they are?" The Guide asked.
Martin moved closer, staring into the woman's face, her eyes closed from pleasure. The man was kissing along her neck now, both of them moaning.
"I love you," Amy told Caleb.
"I love you too, mom," he replied, kissing her tenderly. He resumed his slow methodical thrusts into his pregnant mother.
Martin stood over them, watching them.
Amy's eyes shot open, she was cumming again. Martin peered directly into her brilliant blue eyes – the large black pupil surrounded by blue. Martin watched her climax.
"Do you?" The Guide asked, knowing the answer, but hoping Martin was different from the other countless souls he assisted upon their transcendence.
Martin was no different. "No, I don't know them. I don't remember anyone before I came here."
The Guide was correct. "Let's leave them be. Come, let's keep exploring."
****
Caleb emptied himself into her once more. He picked his mother up, her legs wrapped around him, the baby inside her kicking wildly. He felt the kicks against his body. Caleb sat on the bed, his mother straddling him, kissing him passionately.
"Can you keep going?" she asked.
"Oh yeah," Caleb grinned. "You're going to have my baby soon!"
"Good. I want this forever. You and me," his mother replied. "I want the baby out of course, but you know what I mean," she kissed his lips.
Caleb broke the kiss, "I know. This feels, it feels fine. You know? Natural."
"Maybe we're meant to be," Amy kissed him again, his hands roaming all over her belly.
"Good," Caleb gently pulled her hair, causing her to arch her neck. He kissed and licked all over her neck, causing her to cum again.
When Amy came down off that orgasm, she kissed him hard again, "Are you scared of becoming a father? Are you ok with being a daddy?"
"Mom, I already told you I'd help out with the baby. I'd help raise it," Caleb kissed back.
"I'll help you. We'll be in this together."
"Forever," Caleb held his mother. Amy kissed him, loving the feeling of her baby moving inside her, while her oldest baby held her.
"I have the perfect name for the baby – if it's a boy that is," Caleb added.
Amy smiled, kissing Caleb once more.
Hours passed. Caleb kissed every inch of Amy's body. He pinned her against the wall, taking her from behind; later she rode him on top. They went for hours; the night never seemed to end.
She came over and over again. Caleb filled her pussy just as much. They never wanted to stop.
They orgasmed at the same time, kissed and held each other until Caleb was ready to go again, and they kept going.
Sometime near dawn, sweat was dripping off Amy's chin onto the bed. She was on fours while Caleb fucked her from behind. He grabbed a handful of wet hair, pulling her back, taking her hard.
"Yes!" Amy cried out.
The sounds of her flesh slapping against his echoed throughout the bedroom. Caleb was behind her just like the night he impregnated her. Except this time, he knew for sure who he was fucking.
"I'm," Amy tried to say before another orgasm coursed through. "I'm."
"Hmm?" Caleb asked, sweating dripping onto his mother's back.
"Yours!" Amy cried out, cumming again, another of many orgasms.
She felt her belly shake that time. Something was happening. Her pussy spasmed around Caleb's cock.
"Mom?" Caleb pulled out and flipped her over. He guided himself in again. "You're really wet."
Caleb kept fucking her. "Yes," she moaned, eyes rolling into the back of her head. "Water broke. Baby coming."
"So am I," Caleb said, his mouth covering hers, his exhausted cock pumping a final load of cum into her.
Amy moaned into his mouth, her legs still locking Caleb in place. "Stay here, let's rest."
They fell asleep in each other's arms. Several hours later, Amy was woken by contractions.
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Martin saw a circular object in the distance, in the blackness, in a void with nothing near it. Turning around, looking behind him, he once again saw the filaments of galactic super clusters strung together, getting smaller and smaller as he traveled toward the lone object.
He kept going, the omnipresent guide next to him.
As Martin approached, he could see the object wobble with light, like a star, but something was different. Streams of bright, white matter were heading toward Martin, emanating from the object. Getting closer, Martin could see the object clearly now. It was perfectly circular, as large as the Milky Way, and countless amounts of matter were pouring out of it.
Martin moved to the side, observing a stream, thousands of light-years long, projecting out into the universe from the object. As he approached he saw the giant object was flat. It wasn't spherical at all.
Martin turned to The Guide, perplexed about what he was seeing.
The Guide answered the question he knew Martin would ask. "Every universe has them. Think of them as a point of origin, inserting matter into each universe, the opposite of a black hole."
"There's more than one universe?" Martin asked quickly.
"Countless."
"I could leave this universe through this object, can't I?"
"You could. But you don't need a gateway to explore other universes. You can go anywhere," The Guide reminded him.
Martin nodded, now directly in front of the bright white hole. He moved closer, wanting to see what it'd be like to enter it. The bright light, brighter than any star, had no effect on him; he kept going, moving toward it.
Dust, gas, plasma, all burning white, streaming pass Martin as he got closer. Eventually the white-hot circle was all he saw, he smiled and entered it.
In this very moment on Earth, someone else was traveling toward a bright light. His name would be Martin too, given to him by his father, Caleb.
With Caleb by his mother's side, holding her hand, kissing her temple, mother and son watched the birth of their son, Martin, seconds later. The nurses cleaned the baby, giving him to the crying parents. Baby Martin stopped crying; looking to his brother and father's eyes, then back to his mother's. They were just like her's; brilliant blue.
****
Martin had done it. In an instant he traveled through and was flying away from it through another medium, in between universes.
He turned around, looking at where he came from and saw the object from the other side. It looked so familiar, but he couldn't place it.
On the other side the circle was black. Brilliant blue streams of matter slowly poured into it from all directions of its circumference, giving it the appearance of something Martin saw from before. Watching the structure from the other side, he recalled where he saw the shape and colors.
Amy was holding her baby. His eyes slowly opened; they were brilliant blue, black circular pupils, helping him focus at his mother's face. Caleb joined her, looking into his child's eyes.
Amy looked to her eldest son, sitting up for a tender kiss on the lips. The new parents, unknown by anyone in the hospital to be mother and son, looked upon their child, smiling warmly.
HIs namesake, his grandfather, Martin, was traveling between universes. He could see inside them. He saw twinkling of galaxies far away, near the center; he saw the wobble of light from filaments moving about. He was going so fast and so far from them, universes eventually appeared as bubbles floating in space. He could see their transparent borders reflecting a faint light source.
"The light source", he thought. He wanted to find it.
"Keep going, you'll see them," The Guide said. "You have to get out far enough."
Martin knew what he meant and kept rising out of the bubbles of universes.
He traveled for several moments from his perspective, eons to those living in the third dimension. Eventually he was surrounded by nothing. Martin turned around, seeing a liquid-like blob move about, floating in the blackness; rotating, churning, twinkling, flowing like water at night.
"That's everything. Everything that exists is there," The Guide said.
Then Martin saw the light source.
A stream of light swirled around the universes, forming a funnel-like cloud toward something far above them.
"They are leaving to meet The Creator," The Guide said.
"They?"
"Yes. All sentient beings whose consciousness have transcended here. They are leaving their universe and meeting The Creator."
Martin watched and waited. He wouldn't have to wait long.
Dark streams of energy and matter exited the glob of universes next, coming from the voids between them, the space within them. Swirling around just like the streams of light, it traveled upward, far faster than the cloud of souls.
"It binds and holds it all together," Martin observed, watching the dark substance take shape in the distance, understanding what he was seeing.
"Yes. It makes up a majority of the matter and mass in every universe, but can't be detected until you transcend here," The Guide said.
"We lived inside it, a part of it," Martin said of The Creator, now forming another familiar shape in the distance, the cloud of souls swirling around it.
Light-years in height, black in color, a faint outline of light around it, stood The Creator as a recognizable humanoid shape. Martin watched in awe as the nebula-like, human-shaped structure slowly extended its hand to him.
Staring at the outstretched hand, Martin watched stars form within it. Inside The Creator's body, Martin saw gasses and dust settle into planets as they found parent stars. He saw supernovas; he watched multicolored nebula form and float about in their wake. Martin was looking at the very fabric of space and time; watching billions of years of creation happen inside this being's body.
Looking to The Creator's head, high above, Martin saw the cloud of souls around it. He knew where he needed to go.
"Goodbye Martin. It was nice meeting you," Martin heard The Guide whisper as he drifted toward The Creator.
Epilogue



"Think we should tell him?" Amy asked Caleb nearly a year after their son was born. They were sitting on the grass, holding hands, Baby Martin crawling around in their backyard.
"Heh, maybe one day," Caleb answered. "It'd be weird to learn his dad is also his brother. Maybe he'd figure it out as he gets older."
"Well, you can handle it. You married an older woman, I might be long gone by then," Amy joked.
"Mom, you're not that much older than me. Geez," Caleb tickled her side.
Amy hugged her son, now husband, kissing him on the lips. An hour earlier, they exchanged rings in a simple ceremony in the backyard on a sunny spring day. Baby Martin crawled around their feet, wanting a hug after Amy and Caleb kissed, committing their lives to one another as husband and wife.
"Caleb, I know you said you didn't believe people look down on the living after they die. But I feel like if your father saw this, saw us, I don't think he'd be angry."
Caleb chuckled, "Nah. I'd be taking care of my mother, my wife. He may even think it'd be beautiful to see this love."
Amy closed her eyes, enjoying the nice breeze of a sunny day. Her youngest son crawled over to his parents. She picked him up, holding him against her, while her oldest son held them both.
The end.
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Gerald was struggling to stay awake. It was a Monday night, his homework was finished, he was home alone and his cock was ready to erupt. He was watching porn - video clips on his favorite website.
He was there every night, but lately, with his mom working so late these past few weeks, he was there far more often than usual. Gerald would randomly look at various types of porn clips, or sometimes hone in and search for a specific pornstar or fetish. Tonight it was mainstream movie sex scenes. There were no cumshots, no penises or vaginas to be seen, no loud, overacted, faked orgasms. It was simple sex scenes featuring various actresses he liked, in R-rated movies that Gerald never saw in the theater.
He didn't care that it wasn't hardcore pornography. It looked fairly realistic in his mind. The production value was better than the porn clips he watched. Gerald liked searching for and finding actresses he liked, then seeing them naked, having simulated sex.
After another clip played, Gerald scrolled down, seeing thumbnails of additional videos in a suggested or related listing. They were all movie sex scenes as well. Most of them featured the same actress. Gerald watched most of them, deciding to scroll back to the top of the website to search for another well-known actress. However, something caught his eye, preventing him from doing so.
He did a double take, looking to the small thumbnail feature a dark-haired woman standing nude in a low lit room, with what appeared to be a fire blazing nearby.
"Um," Gerald said out loud, his mouth hanging open. "No. Please no."
Gerald looked to the title of the video right below the thumbnail: "Krongor The Konqueror - Sex Scene."
He re-read it several times, shock overcoming him. Gerald connected the dots, glancing briefly at the toned nude woman in the thumbnail.
"No! No, nope," Gerald excited out of the browser window, left his room, his erection flaccid. "Nope."
He went to the kitchen, pacing around a bit, his mind racing. "Can't be. She's not in porn."
He sat down at the kitchen table, tapped his foot, and then stood right back up again, pacing. "Those were related videos. Sex scene clips. Not from porn movies."
"Crap," he sat down again, running his fingers through his dark hair, then immediately stood up, resuming his pacing.
"Ok, calm down," Gerald stood at the sink, splashing water on his face. "I'll make sure it's not porn."
A minute later, Gerald was back at his laptop, going to another website. It was a popular movie information website. It listed pretty much all movies, performers, crew and so on in a huge database. Gerald searched the term "Krongor The Konqueror."
Hardly any information was there, seeing as how it was a cheap rip-off of Conan The Barbarian. What little info he confirmed was that it was a low budget, direct to DVD, movie about a warrior in ancient times, rising to power, and uniting various clans to fight a common foe.
"Right, so it's not a porn," Gerald told himself. He kept reading, looking for terms like "sex scene." There was nothing. He did see some user submitted reviews.
"Total shit, stoopid lol!" was one user review.
"Dude doesn't even look like Arnold," another review read, referring to the actor portraying Krongor.
"Fight scenes were dumb, but that one chick, with the dark hair, was really hot," Gerald read, he shook his head, assuming who the reviewer was talking about.
Gerald saw nothing to indicate it was porn. He clicked back to the main article about the film, seeing the list of cast and crew. Most of them didn't have a profile picture, one of them did. She played the woman from the video thumbnail, standing nude by a fire. He saw her headshot, brown hair, brown eyes, smiling at the camera; he read her name.
"Ok, Mom, so I guess you did a sex scene in your first movie," Gerald shrugged. "Whatever."
Gerald clicked her name, loading her profile. He saw a list of five movies she's been in, in the two years since getting into acting, including her first about Krongor. Gerald clicked each one, gleaning as much info about them as possible.
In "Alien Bank Heist" his mother was listed as "girlfriend" in a movie about two brothers that rob a bank which happened to contain a powerful extraterrestrial artifact. No indication of porn.
When Gerald read, "Saturday The 14th," he nearly burst into laughter. His mother was listed as "Amanda," a senior in college on a camping trip, in which a maniac hunted down the campers for sport. Gerald rolled his eyes at the low budget rip-off.
Two more movies weren't rip-offs, but appeared to have slightly bigger budgets. His mother's roles were larger too. "The First Year" was about a newlywed couple who struggled to conceive a child, eventually adopting one. "New Lives" was about two long-time friends bonding after leaving abusive boyfriends. They then had to team up to defeat them.
"No porn. Good," Gerald said, sitting back, thinking of how embarrassing it'd be to learn his mom was a pornstar. He closed his lap top and went to bed, trying his best to remove the thumbnail image of his mother's nude body from his mind.
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"Ah yes," Gia, Gerald's mother whispered, on her back, grabbing the face of a man on top of her, kissing him passionately.
"We have to hurry," he said, rolling over, taking Gia with him. He sat up, his hands grabbing her breasts while they kissed.
Gia arched her back, her long hair reaching her butt, while grinding herself against the man. "Yes!" she cried out. He held her, watching her breasts jiggle with her, grunting and moaning.
They fell back on the bed, heaving, and out-of-breath. "Thank you," Gia said.
"No, thank you. You're amazing as always," he kissed the top of her head.
"I'll be back tomorrow," Gia said, rising up to kiss the man once more. They smiled and stared into one another's eyes for a moment.
"Cut!" the director said, six feet away. A towel was thrown at Gia by an assistant. "Good job you two, that's three takes. Hopefully that'll be all we need, then we're done!"
Gia smiled at the actor she was working with. She wrapped a towel around her body; he sat on the edge of the bed, pulling his boxers up. The crew moved about, not looking at the actors as they covered up.
"Whew, bout time," the actor said. "It's getting late!"
"I know," Gia said, sitting next to her co-star on the bed, waiting, hoping that was it for this movie.
"Paul," a production assistant smiled, touching up his hair, in case they needed another take. Someone did the same for Gia.
"I think she likes you," Gia whispered to her friend and co-worker, when the assistant left. "Better tell your wife about it."
"Heh, yeah. It'd be just another person from work she'd have to worry about me being around," Paul put his arm around Gia.
She rested her head on his shoulder. "Oh I know. She has a lot of reasons to be jealous of Krongor," Gia joked, referring to Paul's role on Gia's first movie. They had their first sex scene together there, and a few since then, as the small studio reused the same actors.
"Huh uh, go on and joke," Paul shook his head.
The two of them watched the crew reviewing the footage, hoping it was all that was needed for the final scene of this movie. It was late, they both wanted to be home. In two days, they would start working on another film, one that Gia wasn't so sure about.
"That's a wrap!" the director cheered, happy with the final shot.
"Finally," Gia lowered her head; Paul patted her towel-covered back. They stood, hugged, and told each other they'll see one another on the next set.
She was tired. She'd been working nonstop for the production company since they signed her a couple years ago. Gia was a fitness model for a long time, having been approached by a friend to audition for a small role of a female warrior. She nailed it, worked on the Krongor movie and a few others; the tiny production company locked her in a contract which was set to expire in a few months. Gia considered not renewing it. The money was ok, nothing compared to true Hollywood, huge studios, where millions of dollars were flung around, but it was nice. Gia saved up a lot, hoping to have enough for her son, Gerald's, college tuition - should he finally make a choice on where to attend.
With each role she'd done, there'd been a sex scene. Most were small, some fairly long. Gia was lucky Paul was a frequent co-star in these small movies. He was very easy to work with, making jokes, lightening the mood.
The next job, however, Gia wasn't so sure of. She recalled the day a few months ago where her and Paul met with Howard, an executive at the studio.
"Sit! Sit!" the native New Jersey, older man, greeted Gia and Paul when they arrived at his small office.
"I'll cut right to it. No chit-chat. This ain't a porn movie," Howard said.
"Huh?" Paul asked, to which Howard laughed.
"This picture you two are going to star in, Adulterous Obsession, it ain't a porno. Alright? No porn," Howard said.
"Ok," Gia said confused.
"You two know what it's about, you've read the script. You play husband and wife. Gia, your character goes crazy, blah, blah, blah, has an affair with a college guy, and all that good stuff. It's not a porn. With that said, there's been some re-writes to the script."
Gia and Paul shot each other a look.
"What this picture could now be referred to is: an erotic thriller," Howard said, making quotation marks in the air with his fingers.
"I see," Gia said.
"We've made some decisions, this'll get purchased by some of the late night, cable movie networks, all that. It'll be great. There are slightly more sex scenes in this than, say, the standard one you two usually have per picture."
"How many?" Gia asked.
"There's ten. Now then, with - "Howard said, but was interrupted by Paul and Gia.
"Ten?!?" they both said.
"It's not porn, it's not porn," Howard held up his hands.
"Yeah, but - " Gia said.
"No private parts, none of that," Howard said, adjusting his clip-on tie.
"What's involved? Nothing out of the ordinary?" Paul asked.
"Nothing out of the ordinary. You two would have four regular scenes. Gia, your character would have five with the college guy she's having an affair with. Then one with the private investigator Paul's character hires," Howard explained.
"Holy shit," Gia's eyes widened.
"It's not porn! Trust me," Howard said once more.
"Hey, it'll be fine," Paul said. "We'll have some beers on the set. I'll do something silly to make you laugh. It'll be fine."
"Yeah," Gia nodded. She thought about her careers goals. This whole acting thing was an experiment. She figured she'd do it a while, then return to fitness modeling. If starring in an erotic thriller hurt her acting career, it really didn't matter.
Howard reminded her of why she went along with this role that day in his office. "Remember, the payday, you two. I know for a fact it'll be the most you've been paid so far," he said, looking at Gia.
Gia nodded.
"Yeah? Here, take the new script, read it over. Relax, and enjoy the money you'd be making. It ain't millions, but it'll be nice."
Gia and Paul stood to leave, Howard stopping them, "Oh and thank you. Thank you for the work you've done for this studio. We're not Warner Brothers, or Disney, or Universal over here, we're small, but we really appreciate our actors."
Gia and Paul nodded, and took their leave.
Outside at Gia's car, Paul gave her a hug, wrapping his huge arms around her. "It'll be fine."
"I know. I don't really like those scenes though. I mean, working with you is easy, but still. I'm naked, all those people are around."
"Yep. It's not fun, that's why I try do what I can to ease the nerves - mine and whoever I'm acting with."
"Alright," they ended their friendly hug. "Get home to your wife. I need to get home to my son, make sure he's doing his homework," Gia said.
"Goodnight," Paul waved bye as Gia got in her car.
Here she was a couple months later, driving home after a long day. The production of the erotic thriller, "Adulterous Obsession," starting later that week. Gia thought of the extra payday, the money used for Gerald's tuition. She shrugged at the final stoplight before turning into her neighborhood. "It'll be fine, I hope."
Gia peeped in on a sleeping Gerald, smiled, then took a shower. She felt bad this movie would be filming during his Spring break, but she accepted it, further considering not renewing her contract when it expired over the summer.
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"Oh hi there!" Gia beamed at her son when he arrived home from school the next day. She was in the kitchen after her workout session, in matching, neon green spandex shorts and sports bra. She set the protein drink down and hugged her son.
"Mom, come on," Gerald flinched when the sweaty woman threw her arms around him. The thumbnail image of her naked body had been on his mind all day.
"Sorry. Just excited to spend the rest of the day with you. After you finish your homework," Gia reminded him. "Then we need to talk."
"Talk?" Gerald asked, thinking maybe she read his mind, figuring out he found out she did a sex scene.
"Yeah, it's about your Spring break next week."
"Ah. Alright."
Gerald got to work, glad he didn't have too much homework, wondering what his mother wanted to talk about regarding Spring break. He wondered if it was a vacation somewhere. He thought about her nude body again, this time, walking toward him. "No, stop. I REALLY wished I hadn't seen that," he thought, slamming his pen down.
They ate dinner together, chatting about school, his college plans, and plans for the summer. Afterward, Gia led Gerald to the couch, telling him to ignore cleaning the kitchen. She sat next to him, sliding her arm around him.
"Mom? You ok? Why are you so affectionate?" Gerald asked, perhaps noticing it more now for some reason.
"I want to talk about your Spring break next week. I'm sorry, Gerald, I have to work the entire time. I was hoping I'd have a few days off, but no. They are moving from one job to the next. A new movie starts filming tomorrow."
"Oh," Gerald nodded. "I see."
"This weekend though, I only work half the day on Saturday. That night, we're going out to dinner. Someplace special. There's a restaurant in Beverly Hills that I want to take you."
"Uh, sure. That'd be cool."
"I'm sorry I haven't been around much," Gia hugged him.
"It's ok, Mom," Gerald awkwardly patted her shoulder.
"I love you. We'll have a great weekend," Gia said, kissing his cheek.
"Yeah," Gerald put his arm around her, thinking about the scene in Krongor, wondering what it was like. He wondered what other scenes his mother did too.
They sat on the couch the rest of the evening, watching one of her favorite old movies, Gerald struggling to stay awake. When it was over, she led him to his bedroom, hugging him goodnight.
The next day, he rushed home from school, getting on his laptop. He went to his preferred porn video site, staring blankly at the home page, filled with newest uploaded video. He saw all sorts of amateur thumbnails, a few well-known pornstars here and there, and a few interracial clips. Gerald took a deep breath and typed in his mother's name in the search bar.
Nothing showed up.
He breathed a sigh of relief. However, he recalled his mom had roles of varying sizes in five movies. "Ok, keep digging," he thought and typed in the specific name of a movie. He searched for "Alien Bank Heist."
"Oh crap," he saw a thumbnail, a single result found. "Yep," he nodded, seeing a close-up of a man and a woman - his mother. It was grainy, but he could her eyes were closed, her mouth open. He couldn't see their bodies, but could tell they weren't wearing shirts.
"Saturday the 14th," he typed next. "So stupid," he thought of the movie.
Another result was returned. "Shit!" Gerald looked away. The thumbnail was a dark-hair woman, by a campfire, a part of her top was removed. He looked to it, he couldn't see a nipple, but it looked like she was in the process of taking her shirt off.
He kept going, typing in "The First Year," adding "sex scene" to it. Two results were returned. His mother was in both thumbnail images. The first showed her on her back, a look of pleasure on her face. The second was her full body in a shower, with a man behind her, his hand on her tummy. "Crap!" he looked away. "Why am I doing this?"
"Curiosity is killing me," he rolled his eyes, typing in the final movie his mom acted in. "New Lives sex scene," he pressed enter.
"No way!" he nearly fell out of his chair. The thumbnail image for the video was his mother and another woman. They were clothed and kissing.
"No way," he got up, pacing around the kitchen.
He sat at the kitchen table. "Every crappy movie she's been in. Each one had a sex scene," he said, immediately standing back up, pacing around.
"They aren't porn though. I know this for sure," he sat down. "But why would she do this?" he stood back up.
"This is dumb. She's an actress, sometimes there's sex scenes. I was jacking off to Julianne Moore sex scenes the other night. I know she has kids," Gerald sat down again.
"But they probably never stumbled upon her scenes," he stood up, pacing again. "I gotta leave."
Gerald took a walk around his Pacific Palisades neighborhood. He found himself getting angry, but he couldn't explain it. "Is she a slut?" he wondered. "Why am I so bothered by this?"
When he arrived at home an hour later, he saw he missed a couple calls on the cell phone he left in his room - they were from his mother.
"Hey, sweetie, we're taking a break here. Things aren't going too well, probably have to work late. I'll call later."
He listened to the other one.
"You there? Text or call me, let me know you're home from school."
He sat on the edge of his bed and texted his mom back, "I'm here. Will see you later."
Something caught his peripheral vision - his open laptop, the screen saver going. "Maybe, they, no," he wrestled with himself. He wanted to watch them.
"I'll just click at different points in the video, I won't play it," he sat down, clicking the browser's back button a few times to the search results for "Alien Bank Heist."
He clicked the video, the player appeared; he clicked in the middle of the progress bar. It showed a still image from the movie - his mother kissing the guy, she appeared to be pinned against the wall. Gerald saw no body parts, other than their shoulders and heads. He clicked further down the progress bar; he saw the guy's back and ass, with his mother in front of him, on all fours. He could only see a little bit of her side, including a slight view of her hanging breasts. Gerald clicked again, near the end of the video. The still showed the man's front, head thrown back, with his mother, still on all fours, with a facial expression of pleasure.
"Ok, so nothing really crazy here," Gerald thought. "Maybe I could watch it. It seems tame."
Gerald took a deep breath and clicked at the beginning of the progress bar, then clicked play. He covered his eyes, peeping through his fingers.
"Can't believe we did it," the man said, sitting at a table across from his girlfriend played by Gia, looking at a huge pile of money.
"I told you it'd be fine," Gia's character said.
"We should celebrate, go out, get a nice meal," the man, played by Gia's frequent co-star, Paul said.
"Or we could stay in," the girlfriend suggested.
"For what?" Paul's character looked confused.
The video clip jumped to Gia being pinned against the wall, some kind of rock music playing, Paul kissing at her neck, her eyes closed, her mouth open. "Good idea," he said, resuming his kissing.
Gia tore his shirt off, as he pulled her tank top off. Gerald didn't see breasts, but knew the part with them on the bed was coming up. He watched Paul lift Gia, the camera still focused on their shoulders and head. Gia was bouncing up and down, Paul kissing at her neck, her fingers gripping his hair. Paul pulled her away from the wall. The scene jumped to the bed, Gerald cautiously looked away for a second. When he quickly realized most of the nudity was the man, he watched with no fear of seeing his mother naked. He could only see the side of her thigh, body, and breasts hanging, jiggling from each impact. The camera was probably ten feet away from them.



He watched this man and his mom have simulated sex for several seconds. He could hear his flesh slapping against hers. The clip entered the final portion, showing the man's muscular frame. He threw his head back, presumably finishing. Gerald watched his mom's face, contort with pleasure, his eyes trailed over what little he could see of her back and ass. It wasn't much.
"Yes! Yes!" she cried out. The clip jumped to the next scene. It was of another man talking on the phone. Then the clip stopped.
"Wow," Gerald said. "That wasn't so bad. I've seen worse in some of these R-rated movie clips on here."
He scrolled to the related videos, some were thumbnails Gerald already saw from his searching earlier. He saw other movie sex scene clips listed too, not featuring his mother. They all appeared to be uploaded by the same user. Gerald clicked the user's name, 'SexSceneLover', then navigated to their uploaded videos; some Gerald had already watched from the other night. It appeared this user uploaded many sex scenes from mainstream movies and softcore porn movies.
Gerald got bold and clicked on the thumbnail of his mother on her back. He went ahead and clicked play.
"Keep going," Gia's character told Paul's.
"I wasn't done," he said. "Relax."
"Huh, the same dude from the first clip," Gerald noted.
"Besides," Paul's character spoke up. "If I finish, I'll rest up, and we'll go again, and again, and again. We're making a baby, right?"
"Yes we are," Gia smiled, kissing him, some tender music playing in the clip.
The clip turned into a montage of sorts. It showed Gia and Paul in various close-ups. He was on top, then she was, then he was behind. One was her looking over her shoulder, moaning. Gerald gasped when her breast came into view, glancing away. When he looked back, the clip showed his mother sitting on her co-star, moaning, presumably cumming. Paul was doing the same. Gerald watched him lay his mother on her back, trying to focus on her face, not her breasts. They both moaned and Paul laid down on Gia. Sweat, Gerald assumed sprayed water, was covering them. The music changed and the clip quickly jumped to a clothed Gia doing dishes before stopping.
"Keep going," Gerald clicked the related video, another sex scene in this movie.
The camera slowly panned to a steamy shower. Gia was on her knees before Paul, her hands running over his chest, her head obscuring his crotch.
"Oh shit," Gerald said. "Is she - "
Gia rose to her feet, Paul's hand slid over her lower back. Gerald looked to her bare ass in the shower. "Wow."
They were kissing. Paul suddenly turned Gia around, her hands on the steamy shower door. Gerald looked to her breasts, gulping. He watched hands grope and grab them from behind.
"Ah! Ah!" his mother moaned, Gerald having a good, slightly steam-obscured view of her body.
The clip jumped to Gia turning around, in the shower, grabbing Paul and kissing him. The clip ended with Gia guiding him down into sitting position in the shower.
"Whoa," Gerald exhaled slowly. "I shouldn't be watching this," Gerald stood, leaving his room.
Ten seconds later, he rushed back into his room, sitting at his laptop searching for another video. This time of her sex scene in "Saturday the 14th."
This was a definite R-rated, straight-to-DVD, release. Gia's character, a college senior, was sitting around a campfire with other people who, like Gia, looked to be in their 30s - a bit older than college students. They were all drinking booze.
She stood, downed the rest of her drink and sat on the guy nearest her. "You ready?" she asked, kissing him hard.
"Mmm, sure am," he said. He stood, taking Gia with him. The clip jumped to them in a tent.
"I've been wanting that pussy for a while now, Amanda," he said, removing his shirt and belt.
"Come and get it," she said, spreading her legs after pulling up her skirt. The guy dove in, his head between her thighs.
Gerald's eyes widened, watching the camera pan to his mother, licking her lips, removing her top while a guy was in between her legs.
"So good," he paused.
"Shut up and fuck me," Gia said.
"Holy shit, Mom!" Gerald exclaimed.
"Damn, Amanda, my buddy told me you were easy," the guy said, lying top of her.
"He's right," Gia and the guy kissed. The video clip jumped to two friends lighting up a joint in the woods nearby.
"Hey. You hear that?" one of them asked. The other took a puff, shaking his head. The music turned ominous.
The clip jumped to Gia on top of the guy, riding him, hard, her tits on display. "Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me!" she cried out.
Gerald covered his mouth, watching his mother's breasts jiggle, as she continued screaming profanities.
"Ah shit!" the guy said, squeezing a tit.
That's when a sharp object, an arrow, protruded through Gia's chest, in between her breasts.
"Amanda!" the guy screamed. "Amanda!"
The camera panned in on the guy's look of horror. He held his hands up, screaming 'no' over and over. Then the clip ended.
Gerald took a deep breath, "Glad it was fake. Wow."
He clicked another video. This was as clip from "New Lives."
"What!?!" the clip immediately started with his mother making out with a blonde woman. He could see their tongues briefly colliding. Gia pushed the woman back against the wall. Her arm moved, Gerald could tell her character was sliding her hand down the woman's pants - even if the camera didn't show it.
They broke the kiss, holding each other by the back of the other's head, the blonde woman moaning into Gia's face.
Slow piano music started, the scene faded to the women in a bedroom, slowly undressing each other. It showed Gia kissing the woman's back, working her way down to her butt. The camera focused on her face, reacting to whatever Gia was doing to the woman's ass.
Both woman naked now, the clip showed them rolling around in bed kissing, groping one another. Gia landed on top, looking into her face as the scene faded to black.
Gerald was in slight shock. He looked to his crotch, he was erect. "Um," he said although the clip wasn't done though. It now showed the two women in the shower. Gia spreading suds over the woman's back, bruises visible.
"I'm sorry he hurt you again," Gia said, holding the blonde from behind.
"Not your fault. I never should've met up with him," she replied.
Gia kissed along the woman's neck and shoulders. "You're safe with me now."
The blonde turned, kissing Gia in the shower. Gia's hands glided down the woman's bruised back and the video clip ended.
"Ok, Ok, I'm done," Gerald said, ashamed of his erection.
"No more," he shook his head. He sat there, staring blankly at his laptop.
"Actually there's one more. Krongor," Gerald clicked to play that related video.
Paul's character, Krongor, was standing by a fire, wearing nothing but a leathery loincloth. The hugely muscular man was distracted by someone - a tall, brunette, wearing some sort of tanned, leathery bikini. It reminded Gerald of a sexy, albeit somewhat stereotypical, Native American costume.
"You fought hard for your clan today," Paul's character, Krongor told Gia's character.
"Our clans are united now. I must fight for both of them," she told him. "But tonight, I give myself to you."
Gerald watched his mother remove the bikini, standing nude before Krongor. Gerald recognized the thumbnail image used for the clip. He was speechless by her beauty.
Paul removed the loincloth and approached his co-star, grabbing her face, kissing her. The scene then jumped to close-up of Gia's breasts, with the fire roaring in the background, Gerald covering his mouth. Paul closed in on her nipples, kissing, licking them. The camera panned up, showing them kiss again. Next the camera was zoomed out, showing the man on top of Gia, his hand on her thigh, moving up and down on top of her. The orchestral music was playing; Gia was moaning every few seconds. The next part of the scene showed Paul behind her, one hand on her breast, the other on her tummy. The two of them moved as though Gia was getting taken from behind. The firelight was illuminating their bodies. The scene jumped to a close-up of Gia looking to her left, at Paul over her shoulder. They stared into one another's eyes and the scene faded to black.



-4-
The next evening, Gerald was standing in his doorway, staring at his closed laptop. He received a text from his mom earlier, stating she was running late, assuring him that they would still go to dinner.
He wanted to watch those sex scenes again. He fought with himself all day. He did yard work, homework, he drove around, he walked around; he couldn't sit still.
Gerald was tugging at his cock, "I'll watch them again. If I jack off to them, to her, so be it."
He took a few steps forward when he was saved by his mother. "Gerald! I'm home! Let's go eat!" she called out from the front door.
He breathed a sigh of relief. He survived jacking off to his mother, for now.
"Hey!" Gia arrived at his door. "Get dressed. Something nice. I'm going to change too."
"Ok, sure," Gerald nodded.
He threw on some khakis and button up shirt. Several minutes later his mom met him at the front door, wearing a tight, short, tropical pattern dress. Gerald couldn't help think how hot she looked, given that he's seen her naked and in sexual situations - even if they were simulated, or so he assumed.
"Hi," he nervously said.
"Hey," she hugged him. "I'm starving. I'll drive."
They ended their hug, Gia grabbing Gerald's hand, walking to her car.
On the way to restaurant, Gerald made a decision. He would talk to his mom about her acting career. They rarely ever discussed it before. Gia only telling him it was small, low-budget, movies - nothing special. He recalled her telling him he wouldn't be interested. Gerald concluded in hindsight it was because of her sex scenes. It made sense to him, but he was curious about them, about her, about all of it. Was she a slut? She didn't seem like it. He wanted to talk with her about it. Gerald came up with a plan during dinner. He'd tell a little lie and see where it took him.
"I've been wanting to try this place since it opened," Gia said, folding her napkin, placing it on her lap. "It's so nice too. I'm glad I'm here with you."
"Thanks, Mom."
They ordered appetizers, Gerald ordered tea, Gia wine. They divvied up some bread sticks. Afterward, Gerald decided to tell his fib.
"Hey, Mom, I have a friend at school. We'll he's not a great friend actually. He was picking on me about something," Gerald started.
"Oh?" Gia glared. "About what?"
"Heh, well, it's silly. And I wasn't too bothered by it. But it did make me wonder about something."
"What is it? You can tell or ask me about it," Gia reached across the table, patting Gerald's hand.
"He said he saw some of those movies you were in."
Her eyes widened, "Oh, I see. Ha. I didn't think anyone saw those."
"Yeah. Anyway, he was picking on me about certain scenes you were in."
Gia withdrew her hand from her son's. "Oh. I see. Certain scenes."
"Right. Anyway, well - "
"So your buddy saw me in those scenes, maybe saw me naked, and got his jollies off. Then he picked on you about it. What a little snot. Ignore him."
"No, no, it's fine. Really. He wasn't mean to me. Just complimented you in a way to try to embarrass me."
"I see. Well, yes, those movies I was in had some adult themes, and adult scenes," Gia said. "They are rated-R, straight to DVD crap."
"Right," Gerald could see his mom was embarrassed and angry. "Sometimes movies have those scenes, you know? I mean you aren't a, uh, porn star, right? Or a stripper. You're not a slut. Are you?" Gerald asked, lowering his voice.
"Oh, Gerald," Gia grabbed his hands again. "Is that what you think I am? Did that kid make it sound like I was?"
"No! Not at all. I was just saying you weren't. Just because you had sex scenes in a movie doesn't make you a slut. Right?" Gerald hoped.
Gia laughed, "Right. Want to know about what really goes on in those dumb scenes?"
"Sure."
Gia leaned in closer, "There is zero, and I mean zero, romance, eroticism, or anything sexy about them. We're in a room full of people. There's lights, cameras, equipment, crew members and so on. I have never, nor has anyone I've had a scene with, been even remotely, uh, aroused. Do you follow me?"
"Yeah, I do."
"You know about the birds and the bees," Gia continued speaking in a quiet tone. "There's never been an erection. And I, well, I've never been, you know, aroused."
"Uh - "
"I've never been moist down there. Never had increased blood flow. I've never been hot and bothered," Gia chuckled. "In all honestly, it's us remembering a choreography of sorts, going through the motions, and hoping it ends ASAP."
"So you don't enjoy it?"
"Not really. I figured I could handle it, so I went through with it. In my first movie, it was such a small portion of the film. I got to use a sword, a shield, fight - all that stuff made it worth it. There was one sex scene and I was scared, but I knew it was my job and I was getting paid a decent amount. The guy I worked with, Paul, is a veteran. He was giving me tips, helping me relax, telling me it's just like a dance, even cracking jokes. We have to remember the choreography. Once I saw there was nothing sexual about it, at least on our end, I was able to relax more. I still don't like being naked on a set, with all those people around. But I know now, that they are there to do their jobs too. Be it, lighting, makeup, or the director - they're just trying to tell a story."
"I see. Sounds like it can be awkward."
"Oh it is. Every time. But when I see no one is getting turned on by it, they're just trying to complete a scene, I relax a little."
"My friend was wondering if it was like porn. I was hoping it wasn't. Sounds like it's not."
"Not at all Gerald. Not at all. However," Gia paused, eyes lowering. "This newest role I've taken on, well, it's not a porno but there's a lot of sex scenes in it."
"Really?"
"Yes. I was hesitant, but the job is paying more than all the others I've had. Plus I'm under contract. It's being referred to as an erotic thriller."
"Oh, I guess I can figure out what that means."
"Yeah," Gia shook her head. "The production is struggling too. This guy they've cast is difficult to work with."
"Paul?"
"No, not him. He's awesome. A good guy. He plays my character's husband. The younger actor they've cast as my character's," she paused.
"What?"
"The movie is about a woman who has an affair with a younger guy. She goes a bit crazy too. The guy they cast to play my character's lover isn't easy to work with," Gia explained.
"Oh, how so?"
"He doesn't take direction well, he over acts, he does things his own way. Anyway, there's been script rewrites, the movie is behind schedule. I'm really, really hoping it works out. I could use that money. It'd easily pay for most of your college. It's not big, Hollywood millions, but it's a very nice paycheck."
"Sorry, Mom. I hope it works out."
"All these silly sex scenes on top of it, makes things harder too. Plus, next week, I'll be working so much during your week off of school. I feel bad."
Gerald shrugged, "Well, I understand. You need to work."
"I think I have an idea. You can come to the studio with me!"
"Oh, I don't know if that's a good idea."
"No, it'll be great. Ride with me on Monday. They are always looking for volunteers to help serve food, clean set, move equipment," Gia explained. "They're cheap!"
"I don't know, Mom."
"Don't worry about seeing in an intimate scene. Most of the ones with Paul have been filmed. Somewhere at various other locations. The ones that remain will be with this other guy," Gia shivered. "He's creepy too. I'm not a casting director, but they should've cast someone younger and who could give off a shy vibe."
"I guess I could come in on Monday," Gerald said.
"Yes. Please do. You can walk around, explore. If anyone asks, just say you're a volunteer or intern. We can have lunch together."
"Alright, I'll do it," Gerald agreed, remembering her sex scenes, hoping maybe he'd catch a glimpse of her in action in person.
***
After their meal, mom and son headed home. They changed in pajamas and met back on the couch, Gia's orders.
"You don't think I'm a bad mom, do you?" Gia asked sitting next to Gerald, her legs lying across his lap. His hands were on her knees and thighs, rubbing them over the sweatpants which covered them.
"No, why do you say that?"
"Just haven't been around much."
"No, I understand," Gerald smiled at her, finding it difficult to look away. He knew watching those clips of her did something to him.
"Good. Hey, do you have any more questions for me? About my work; about those scenes?"
Gerald laughed, "Maybe."
"Well ask away! I've already told you those scenes aren't very enjoyable, are awkward, and not sexy in reality. What else would you like to know?"
"My friend said he saw you with a lady, Mom!" Gerald poked her side.
"Oh dear. Yeah, there was a brief scene. But I loved that movie. I got to fight again and pretend to beat up a guy. I guess you're wondering what it was like. It was nice. We were both scared, but tried our best to live in our character's minds. We took a couple shots of rum, encouraged one another, and well, went at it!"
"Wow."
"Yeah, probably won't do that again. The movie turned out great though."
"Have you seen anything? Like private parts?"
"Sort of."
"Huh?"
"Oh shoot, we're both adults. There was a scene in a shower where I was on my knees in front of him."
Gerald knew exactly which sex scene that was - the second one from "The First Year." He played along pretending he's never seen it.
"I was moving my head back and forth, you know, making it look like I was," Gia bit her bottom lip. "Fellatio?"
"Ah, yeah, I've heard that term."
"Ok good. Anyway, my eyes were closed, so I didn't see him like that. I counted to ten or so in my head, then stood up to continue the scene. Paul made a joke right before we started filming - it nearly ruined the take. It was about how I'd need a magnifying glass to find it. His penis."
"Oh, heh, funny."
"Anyway, I've only seen stuff in my peripheral vision. I make it a point not to look directly at anything like that."
"Have they seen you?"
"Sometimes it's unavoidable. Especially if the scene calls for them to, well, touch or kiss certain things. Plus, that sort of stuff tends to happen when two people are being intimate anyway. Paul would usually ask if it's ok if he touched me here," Gia nodded to her chest. "Sometimes I'd say stuff like 'You could lie me down, then get on top to kiss around here. The camera should be zoomed in on us at that point.' He'd agree, and we'd work out the choreography together."
"Does it feel weird that he's, you know," Gerald glanced to her chest.
"It did at first. Still does, all of it, but nowhere near as bad. Maybe if there wasn't so many cameras and crew around. This new guy though," Gia shook her head. "He's rough, he doesn't ask, he doesn't coordinate a scene with me. He does his own thing. Usually it's not what the director had in mind for our characters. He's supposed to be shy and sort of scared; he doesn't portray that at all."
"Maybe they'll fire him."
"Maybe!" Gia rose up, her legs still on her son's lap, and hugged him. Kissing his cheek. "I'll be glad you'll be around on Monday. Maybe we can chat between takes or set tear downs."
"I'd like that," Gerald replied. She kissed his cheek again, then went to the kitchen for popcorn. Gerald watched her tall frame walk away, eyes to her ass, thinking how gorgeous she was, how lucky Paul was - even if it was all pretend.



When she returned, she propped her feet up in his lap. Gerald instinctively started rubbing them. She smiled, leaning back, her eyes closed. "So you knocked out a few steamy scenes today, Mom?"
"Heh, steamy. They'll be steamy in post-production. Yeah a few. Paul and I filmed them back-to-back"
Gerald kept rubbing her feet. "Sounds like you were busy then."
"Mmhmm," she let out a soft moan. Gerald's eyes widened.
"What am I doing?" he asked himself. He stopped rubbing her feet, focusing on the movie playing on the TV instead. He chastised himself internally, guilt overcoming him. He kept his hands to himself the rest of the evening.
That night in bed, Gerald struggled to sleep. "I gotta get over this. It was wrong to watch those clips. I'm not the intended audience. She's my mom - a great mom. I can't watch them again. I can't look at her like that anymore. If she found out, no telling what she'd do. She'd be so angry."
He rolled over, deciding to try to forget what he saw and move on, knowing he was in the wrong for looking. However, some things can never be unseen.
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Gia was called in the next day, Sunday, for some quick re-shoots. She was annoyed, but drove in anyway, wanting to get this film completed and get paid.
A few hours there, she was on all fours, naked, hoping this was the final take of one of her sex scenes with the actor playing her lover. He was in his late 20s, playing an 18-year-old, and was ruining take after take. Gia tried to remember to moan when the part where he wrapped his arms around her from behind happened, but the guy never did it. He slapped her ass instead. He continued slamming against her hard from behind. Gia thought if it were real sex it certainly wouldn't be very pleasant.
Finally, the director yelled cut, a big towel was tossed to Gia and the actor. She quickly moved away from him, wrapping herself, and walked toward Paul, who was nearby, munching on a donut.
"Geez, I don't think Krongor took you that hard," Paul joked, having watched from afar, on stand-by in case he was needed.
"Ha. I could use Krongor to save me from this situation right about now," Gia said.
"Well, if they have any money left to make a sequel, maybe I will then."
"That guy is horrible," Gia said, referring to the actor playing her character's lover. "Does what he wants, how he wants. He actually pulled my hair earlier. If he's supposed to be playing a shy, nervous, young guy - I don't think ass slapping and hair pulling would be involved."
"Nope," Paul chomped down on a donut, handing the box to Gia, who declined. She watched the director and various crew members review the take and converse amongst themselves.
Several moments passed, an assistant director approached Gia, pulling her aside. "Hey, go ahead and get dressed, we're done for the day. Just so you know, we're recasting someone to play Eric."
"Good!"
"We'll be talking about it and figuring something out. Hopefully tomorrow, we'll be set. I'm sorry about all of this, I know we're rushing to get this finished up," the assistant told her.
"No, it's fine. It really is," Gia said, thankful the role of Eric would be recast.
Gia left the assistant, waving bye to Paul, letting them discuss shooting a few of his scenes at various locations that day.
Gia stopped by the security guard on her way out. She explained she was bringing her son tomorrow to volunteer and help a few interns. He gave her a guest badge for Gerald.
***
The rest of Gia and Gerald's Sunday, was spent hanging out, making up for lost time Gia felt she missed out on due to her hectic work schedule. The next day Gerald asked his mother if she was sure she wanted him around while she was working. Gia hugged him and told him of course.
Gerald flashed his badge early the next morning to the security guard. Gia hugged her son, telling him she had to change in the dressing room, and there'd be no sex scenes filmed on the set that day, jabbing his side. Gerald blushed and nodded. She led him to a group of interns, waiting around, clamoring for work, hoping to get into the business.
A little later, Gerald found himself, sweeping floors, and moving equipment.
Gia was in a meeting with Howard, a casting director, and Paul.
"Ok, here's where we're at," Howard started. "That overpriced, overrated, little shit, that was playing Eric? He's gone. We are holding semi-auditions for younger guys. We put the word out to the interns if they are interested. We don't need a professional actor, we just need someone fresh and willing to act scared out of his mind when an older, sexy cougar like yourself seduces him."
"I see," Gia nodded, ignoring Howard's assessment of her, still in her dress from an office scene filmed earlier.
"We are re-writing parts of the script, removing some of Eric's dialogue, making the focus on Karen and her adulterous ways," Howard added, referring to the name of the character Gia was playing. "This new guy, he won't have many lines."
Howard dismissed them; her and Paul were driven to a location nearby at Venice Beach for additional shooting. Upon returning to the studio, Gia found Gerald setting up catering. She chatted with him, telling him of her day, thanking him for helping out.
After a rushed meal, Gerald found himself alone, walking around the various set pieces in the studios, exploring. He saw sound stages set up, all looked fairly cheap. He saw a few makeshift rooms resembling bedrooms, kitchens, and so on. Then he saw a line of several interns he recognized. The line extended into a hallway with offices. Gerald walked past the line, arriving at closed door. He turned and looked around, wondering what the guys in line were waiting for.
The door opened, a woman popped out. "Next!" she yelled. Gerald, startled, turned to face her. The woman pulled him into the room and closed the door.
***
"Name?" the woman asked, the casting director sitting next to her.
"Uh, Gerald?"
"Are you asking me if that's your name?" she asked.
"Um, no. No ma'am," Gerald replied. He watched the two people whisper amongst themselves right in front of him. "My name is Gerald."
"Sit," she pointed to the couch against the wall. Gerald complied.
"Age?"
"I'm eighteen. What's this - "
"Do you have any commitments this week?"
"Huh?"
"Commercials shoots? A role as an extra?"
"Um, no. I'm on Spring Break."
"So you're still in high school, great," the woman said, taking notes, and then whispering more to her colleague.
"Um - "
The casting director shushed him. A moment later, he spoke up. "Can you recite this line for me? Say it like you are very nervous. The line is 'What are you doing?'"
Gerald realized what was happening. The line outside were people wanting to audition for a role. The woman mistakenly pulled him into the room, thinking he was next in line. His forehead started beading up, he got scared, the two people watching, waiting with emotionless expressions. His eyes darted around, he cleared his throat.
"Um," he licked his lips. "W-what, what are you doing?"
They talked amongst themselves again, Gerald wanted to leave to get back to wandering around.
"Yes, I agree," the woman told the casting director.
"Wait here," they stood, exciting through a side door, connecting their office with another, leaving Gerald alone.
A few seconds later, they reappeared. A tall brunette, in a white, strapless dress was behind them. Gerald's eyes met hers, he started sweating more now, his heart beat racing. The woman said nothing, her jaws clamped shut with anger and confusion. She didn't look at Gerald.
"Ok great, Gia, we're going to do a quick chemistry test. I saw you two chatting outside earlier, during lunch. So go ahead and kiss, Harold here," the casting director said.
"I think it's Gerald," his assistant, the woman who pulled him into the room said.
"Right, right. Gerald, act scared, nervous. This beautiful older woman is going to kiss you," he instructed.
Gerald glanced at his mother, his nostrils flaring, his breathing erratic. Gia was glaring at him, facing away from the casting director so he couldn't see her order Gerald to stay quiet and stay put - all with her eyes.
"Um, I, uh," Gerald backed away, wanting to stop all of this. His mother lunged at him on the couch, grabbing his face, kissing him hard on the mouth, leaving him breathless. Gerald wiped his mouth and whispered, "Wow."
Gia watched the casting director and his assistant talk among themselves. After a moment, they smiled, stood, and told Gia and Gerald to wait right there for a moment.
"What are you doing here?!?" Gia hissed at Gerald.
"They pulled me into this room. I was outside, walking around."
Gia rubbed her temples. "I can't believe this."
"Believe what? What's going on in here?"
"Gerald, they thought you were auditioning for a role in this erotic thriller I'm in."
"Oh geez, no I'm not doing that. I was just outside that door and got pulled in."
"The role is for the character of Eric. My character's lover," Gia grit her teeth.
"Oh no, no," Gerald stood. "I'll leave now."
"Sit! You sit back down on this couch, young man."
Gerald obeyed his mother, watching her rubbing her temples. "Think," she said. "They told me you were perfect."
"What?"
"When they came and got me. They said they found the perfect guy to play the scared, shy type. Ugh, I can't believe this!"
"Mom, I'll leave, it's fine."
"No. This production has suffered a lot. More delays could ruin it. I want the paycheck. You're staying. Just humor these people. You'll talk to Howard, the studio exec, next."
"They don't know we're mom and son?"
"You have your father's last name. I reverted to my maiden. So no," she sighed and shook her head.
"But, but, I don't - "
"Quiet!" Gia said, hearing the door open.
"Gia, Gerald, come on in," the assistant motioned them to follow. They'd be meeting with Howard next.
"There she is," Howard greeted Gia. "And you must be Gerald," he shook the younger man's hands. "Ugh, same height and everything. This is perfect! Sit."
Howard sat across from them in his fairly small office. "Geez, what was your mother thinking naming you Gerald? What are you, 60 years old? You an old man like me? Did you get your colonoscopy done this year, Gerald? Heh heh, I kid."
Gia rolled her eyes and shot her son a look. "I'm sure it's a family name. Is it, Gerald?"
"Uh, yeah. My mom named me after her dad."
"Wonderful! Ok, let's talk about this picture. As you know, we've had some budget, scheduling, and casting problems. There's been some rewrites too. We don't need some big, hotshot, trained actor in here for the role of Eric. We need someone not as experienced in more ways than one. Right?" Howard winked at Gerald. Gia rolled her eyes again.
"Eric being seduced by the older, married Karen would be far more realistic with someone truly nervous. That's where you come in. I know you haven't done much acting before, but I think you'd be a great fit for this. What do you say?" Howard asked.
"Well, I don't know. I think - "
"It'd be a great opportunity," Gia interrupted him, looking at Gerald sternly.
"The sex scenes bother you. I understand. Tell you what, we'll reduce the crew numbers when filming them; maybe just you, Gia here, the director and the cameraman."
Gerald looked to his mother, she was nodding at him. He was so confused.
"We're struggling here. We could really use your help," Howard pressed him.
One final look to his mother, and Gerald nodded his head 'yes.'
"Perfect. Now then, Gia channel Karen for me real quick and kiss the young man you'd be cheating on your husband with," Howard motioned for them to move closer.
"Not again," Gerald thought, wiping his forehead, glancing to Howard, licking his lips nervously. A second later he was met by his mother's pressing against his. His eyes were wide open, he tried to talk, but couldn't.
"Yes! That's it!" Howard said when the kiss ended, Gia wiping her mouth, looking to her lap.
"Gerald, wait for my assistant for paperwork. I have another meeting to attend," Howard said, shaking Gerald's hand, taking his leave. Gia stood too, Howard giving her a hug and kiss on the cheek.
When Howard left, Gia closed the door.
"Mom, what is - "
"Quiet!" she paced back and forth. "I'm trying to think."
Gerald watched her walk back and forth in her small, tight dress. He stared at her legs, butt, and chest. The kiss was incredible, but guilt once again found him.
"Ok, just go with it," she said.
"Go with it?"
"Yes. We'll talk more later, but for now, just," she shook her head. "We'll get through this together. The production can't afford any more setbacks. We'll be fine."
Gia and Gerald shared a look before she left him alone in the room, his mind spinning. He was joined a couple minutes later by an assistant with paperwork. She thanked him and told him to report back in the morning.
Gerald sighed, thinking, "I rode in with my mom."
He stood outside at her locked car for a few hours. Gia emerged after a long day, unlocked her car, and mom and son got in.
"Mom - "
"No. Just no. I want to get home, get in my pajamas, and get some wine. We'll talk later," Gia silenced him.
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Gerald was in his room, his lips still tingling a few hours later. When they got home his mother headed straight to the shower. Gerald warmed up some leftovers, never saw his mom reappear, and eventually headed to bed.
The thought of kissing her again was appealing, but filming a sex scene with her seemed unreal. He thought about watching her scenes again, but made a vow to himself. Gerald couldn't fathom pretending to have sex with her on camera. He had no idea how to go about it. He knew how sex worked of course, but he felt he'd look ridiculous basically dry-humping her on film, pretending like it felt good. He thought about what kind of noise he'd make, which led him to thoughts of his mother moaning like she did in some of the clips he watched. She sounded incredible.
His door burst open, his mother slid in. "Gerald," she said, her eyes looked glazed over.
"Huh?"
"Am I really that gross to you?" Gia asked. She was drunk.
"What? No," Gerald sat up.
"Is kissing me going to be so yucky?"
"What are you talking about? I never said - "
"Can it be that bad?" Gia plopped on his bed.
"Mom," Gerald patted her shoulder. "It was fine."
"Just fine? I know it'll be difficult to do on camera, but you don't think I'm that gross do you?"
"I never said anything about you being gross. You're not gross. You're gorgeous."
"You mean it?" Gia hiccupped.
"Yes. I do."
"Good! I want kisses!" she lunged at her son again, pushing him to his back, smothering him with kisses all over his face.
"Mom! Wait, Mom," Gerald tried to resist, to move away. She was on top of him now. She grabbed his head, holding him still and kissed him hard on the mouth, he tasted the wine she'd been guzzling earlier.
Gia let out a long moan, kissing Gerald; his hands eventually found her back, patting it a few times before resting them there.
"Mmm, see?" She asked, wiping his mouth. "Not so bad, right?"
"Mom, it's not the kissing part."
"Then what?" Gia asked, kissing him several times on the lips. "I love you," she kissed him again. "You have such nice lips. You must take after your mother."
"Mom," Gerald was silenced once more by her mouth on his.
He managed to push her mouth off his, Gia accidentally nibbling his bottom lip. "You're drunk."
"Yep," Gia agreed. She closed her eyes and moved in for more kissing.
"Mom! Wait! It's not the kissing that bothers me as much as something else," Gerald practically yelled to avoid getting interrupted.
"Well what is it?" Gia sat up, straddling her son.
"The other stuff?" he asked.
"Ohhhh, I see," Gia nodded. "You're worried about pretending to have sex with your mom. See a boob, seeing a butt."
"Right, but also, you know, 'interacting' with those parts," Gerald said, using air quotes.
Gia laughed, her hands sliding under Gerald's t-shirt. "Grabbing, kissing, licking," she tickled him.
She lowered herself again, inches from his face, the wine on her breath swimming through Gerald's nostrils. "You'll just have to relax and pretend to be Eric. Don't think of me as your mother. Think of me as Karen, a woman who is obsessively in love with you, a woman who cheats on her hunky, sexy husband every single day - just to get you inside her."
"Mom, mmph!"
Gerald was silenced again with another hard kiss; he could've sworn he felt a wet tongue against his lips.
"Look at me like that. If you do, we can make this work," Gia said, stumbling off her son, nearly falling on the floor. She made her way to his door.
"There's a lot at stake. A lot of good money for me, and a nice chunk for you too. If you can't handle it, if you want to ruin it, you know what you can do?" Gia stared undoing the drawstring of her sweatpants.
Gerald watched her slowly turn around, pulling her pants down. "You can kiss my ass," she said, wiggling her hips, exposing her bare ass to her son.
Gerald's mouth hung open as he watched his mother slap her own ass a few times, before stepping completely out of her sweatpants, leaving them on his floor.
"Hmm, not a bad idea. Maybe that could be part of a scene," Gia mumbled making her way to her bedroom to pass out.
"Holy shit," Gerald whispered, his cock hard as a rock.
***
They drove separately the next day. His mother barely spoke to him, most likely feeling the hangover effects, and embarrassed with herself.
Gerald was rushed to wardrobe and then was taken to another location to film a basketball scene. What little lines he had were fed to him before the scene.
Near lunch both Gia and Gerald were at a park filming a scene where Gia's character, Karen, observes and watches Gerald's character, Eric.
After lunch there were a few more location scenes shot, Gerald saying simple lines, trying to act natural. He wasn't scared - yet.
Near the end of the day, things became difficult for Gerald. They were to film their first of five sex scenes together. This would start off with Gia the aggressor, seducing, kissing, and then taking her younger lover.
Still embarrassed from the previous night, Gia didn't go over what the choreography would be.
They were in a bedroom set - Eric's bedroom. They were given no dialog only a premise. Eric's parents weren't home, Karen invited herself in. Gerald was told to resist as best he could.
With the cameras rolling, only the necessary crew around in order to ease nerves, Gia sat on the bed next to Gerald. He had trouble looking at her. Hair and makeup done by a professional on set, made her look even more stunning.
"Are you nervous?" Gia, as Karen asked.
"Yeah," Gerald, as Eric nodded.
"Don't be," Gia whispered, tipping his chin to face her. Gerald gulped, looking into her eyes. Gia closed hers and planted a soft kiss on Gerald's lips.
"Uh, um," he backed up, standing, moving away from her. Gia followed, pushing him against a wall.
"You're uh, married, right?" Gerald asked.
Gia thought how awkward it sounded, sure the director would yell cut any second now. "Don't worry about that. It's just you and me here."
"I, I, I don't think this is a good idea," Gerald had trouble breathing.
Gia remained calm, laser focused on completing a scene she was sure was ruined by Gerald's delivery. She said nothing, quickly pulling her top off, unhooking her bra, and exposing herself. Gerald's eyes widened, he looked away, having seen those breasts on his laptop, but was now seeing them in person. He didn't know what to do.
Gia shook her head, "you gonna call cut?" she asked the director in her mind. She kept going, taking a slow deep breath, reaching for her son's hand and placing it on her breast.



"Oh geez," Gerald squirmed, too afraid to look, but wanting to more than anything.
Gia acted fast, hoping to get as much filmed as possible before the director intervened. She grabbed Gerald by the shirt and pulled him away from the wall, practically flinging him on the bed. He backed away from her, frightened, watching her quickly step out of her shorts and thong, the camera directly behind her, capturing her and his reaction.
She climbed on him, kissing him over and over, breathing heavily through their noses.
"Sit up," she ordered, Gerald did so. Gia pulled his shirt off, tossing it to the floor. She pushed him back and slid down his body. The camera was practically in Gerald's face, capturing his reaction watching the actress, who happened to be his mom, pull and tug his pants off.
Gia remained professional, not looking directly at his privates, maintain eye contact. She ignored the erection Gerald was sporting, and climbed back on him, straddling him. Gerald brought his knees up, hoping it'd obscure his erection, forgetting the camera was focused on his and his mom's upper bodies.
Gia reached to her crotch, pretending to guide his cock in, all while still looking at him. She let out a soulful moan, pretending he was inside her now. She ran her hands through her long, dark hair.
"Oh wow," Gerald whispered looking at her breasts, as Gia slightly arched her back.
"Give me everything," Gia told him, sliding her finger down his chest, referring to his cum. Gerald gulped again and quickly nodded.
His mother got to work carrying out the scene. She moaned, kissed, ran her hands all over Gerald's face, chest, all while grinding against him, simulating sex. Gerald felt helpless watching this woman work. He felt like his character of Eric. His erection bumped against her butt cheeks several times, during the scene.
Gia grabbed his hands, placing them on her tits again. She sat up, grinding, moaning on her son.
Gerald couldn't say anything. He just held her tits while she worked.
A few minutes later, Gia nearing the end of the first sex scene with Gerald, pretended she was climaxing on him.
"Yes!" she cried out and collapsed on Gerald, kissing him and moaning, leaving him on the verge of cumming from the tip of his cock banging against her ass.
"I love you. I loved you the second I saw you," Gia said. She remembered Gerald was Eric and added, "out there on the basketball court."
"Do you love me?" she asked.
"Uh huh," Gerald nodded, patting his nude mother's back.
Gia took a depth breath, moaned again, turning to face the camera, lying in Gerald's arms.
"Cut," the director quietly said, tossing them a couple towels. She got off Gerald, not saying a word and wrapped it around her. She stood by the window, as the director reviewed some notes. Gerald sat on the bed, covering up his erection.
Gia assumed they'd have to do it several more times because of Gerald. The director surprised her.
"That was perfect, you guys. Really great stuff. I could feel Eric's fear of the situation. Next time," he turned to Gerald. "Eric will be a little more hands on as their affair progresses. Alright? Great work, see you two in the morning."
Gia quickly left the set, heading to change. Gerald calmed himself down and slowly did the same.
They couldn't look at each other at home, both of them headed to bed, not saying a word, Gerald somehow willing his erection away. He was not looking forward to the next day.
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Another long day followed. Gerald was moved from set pieces and locations, one of those was an oral sex simulation in a car. Gerald leaned his head back, his mother's head bobbing up and down in his lap. He didn't have an erection, since there was no actual contact and it was for only 15 seconds. Gia just moved her head up and down in his lap; Gerald did his best to pretend he felt something.
Their second sex scene was that evening again. The director told Gia to be on the bottom and let Gerald's character make her his.
"Gerald, I know you're new, but don't worry. Gia will pull your pants down again and there will be a couple seconds shot of your butt. They'll be no shots of your privates. Got it?" The director said.
Gerald said he understood. He and his mom took their position in another bedroom, this one representing Karen and her husband's.
"So you're going to kiss, undress, Gerald will get on top. Remember to ask about Karen's husband," the director said. "Ready? Action."
Gia pulled Gerald into the bedroom, kissing him frantically. She leaned against the tall bedpost, Gerald's hands on her waist.
"Wait, wait," Gerald whispered. "Um, Karen," he nearly forgot his mother's character's name. "Your husband?"
"He'll be back tomorrow. You're mine tonight. Now unzip me," Gia turned around, Gerald unzipped her dress. She pulled it off and gyrated her bare ass against Gerald's crotch.
His mouth dropped open, he watched his mother grind against him, waking his cock up.
Gia turned around, kissing him again, helping him remove his shirt. Gia placed his hands on her ass. They turned around a few times, arriving at the side of the bed. The camera showed Gia's legs and upper body. Gerald was blocking its view of her pussy.
"Well?" she asked, Gerald getting nervous about undressing. "I'm waiting."
He undid his belt and quickly undressed for her, the camera capturing a couple seconds of her naked butt before focusing on Gia's face. She watched her son climb on top of her, her legs wrapping around him. His erection firmly pressed into her lower abdomen. Gerald reached down and moved it so it faced downward. He had to hump her and didn't want his cock rubbing against her soft flesh - causing him to cum all over her. That's an embarrassment he never wanted to experience. It'd make this entire ordeal even worse.
Gerald propped himself up on his hands, his mother's hand traveling over his arms, shoulders, chest, while he moved his body up and down hers.
"I love you," Gia caressed his faced as he moved his body across hers.
"I, I love you too," he closed his lips, nearly making an "m" sound, saying "mom." Gerald went to his elbows, closer to her face, and said her character's name of Karen.
They kissed more and more, the bed shaking slightly. Gerald had trouble concentrating. His cock wasn't in danger of being stimulated, but he could feel something against his lower stomach. It was his mother's trimmed tuft of pubic hair.
He didn't know how long he needed to go. Luckily his mother brought the scene to a close. Staring in his face, she whispered, "Cum for me. Cum inside me."
Gerald thought she looked so beautiful telling him that, he had trouble focusing. "P-pregnant?"
Gia grabbed his head, causing him to stop his humping motions. "I'm on birth control for you. When the time is right, when I leave my husband, then we can focus on creating a family."
Gerald nodded, they kissed passionately again. "Fill me up," Gia whispered.
Gerald pretended he was inside her and went through the humping motions harder and harder. He listened to his mother moan, their eyes fixated on one another. Her moans powered his own; he did his best to imitate hers. When her eyes closed for a second before resuming their gaze into his, Gerald decided to bring the scene home.
He stopped moving, pretending to be filling her with semen. He buried his head against her neck, looking away from the camera. Gia held him against her naked body. The scene ended a few seconds later.
"Amazing work. Very intense," the director said, handing them towels again. Gerald covered himself, Gia doing the same, heading to the dressing room.
She flung the towel off after arriving, looking down to her blood-engorged clit. She was so wet. Gia rubbed her temples, pacing around a bit, trying to calm herself down.
Since they drove separately, Gerald arrived home sooner. He took a cold shower and avoided his mother - too embarrassed about all of this. He was getting more and more afraid. He was wishing more and more he never watched clips of her and talked to her about them.
Gia was in her shower later that evening, also avoiding Gerald. Thoughts of him penetrating her in real life, wondering what it'd be like, wondering if his face would look like it did that night in the scene if he was really ejaculating.
She dried off, didn't bother putting on pajamas, and thought about finishing this film and moving on. She held a pillow against her, wondering when they wrapped up shooting, if things would ever be the same between her and her son again.
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The next day Gerald was sitting naked on a wooden chair. It was on a kitchen set. His erection was tucked uncomfortably under his thigh. He held his legs together, hoping it wouldn't pop out. Mainly because there was a woman sitting on him, straddling him. She was naked and avoiding eye contact - his mother.
An assistant poured warm water on them, practically drenching them. It was to make them appear sweaty, as I they had been fucking all day.
The scene was to start in the middle of Gia's orgasm. "Here," was the first word she said to her son in a few days when she guided his hands to her waist to assist her with bouncing.
"Alright, I'm going to say 'action', you two will start. Go at it for a bit. We'll do close-ups of your breasts Gia. Then after Gerald plays with them, you'll order him to take you to the bedroom where he'll get behind you. We'll cut at that point, adjust the lighting then resume. Gia feel free to use a little foul language, alright? Your husband is away, you are with this young stud."
Gia looked at Gerald, her hands on his shoulders. "Can you?" she looked to her breasts.
"I think so," Gerald stared at them, mesmerized by them - his mother watched him and waited for the director.
"Three, two, one, action!" he called.
"Ah fuck! Shit! Yes!" Gia startled Gerald by squatting up and down, screaming out. "Yes! I love your dick! Fuck me!" she grabbed Gerald, kissing him, then continued squatting up and down, pretending to ride his cock.
He didn't do anything other than hold her waist and watch her tits jiggle. Gia cried out more, pretending to cum, throwing her arms around Gerald. "Oh yessss, fuck!"
A few seconds passed, Gia sat up, grabbed Gerald's head and pushed his mouth to one of her breasts, "Come on, baby," she whispered.
Her nipple raking across his lips, Gerald quickly grabbed her breast and sucked on it as hard as he could. Gia threw her head back, moaning, while Gerald's hand squeezed the other one. The camera was right next to them, getting a close-up of Gerald sucking her nipples.
"Bed," Gia ordered a few seconds later. Gerald stood, the camera behind him, following as he carried his straddling mother to her character's bed.
Gerald slammed her on the bed, crawling on top, kissing her, the camera getting a close up of their tongues meeting. Gerald or Gia didn't notice or care. Gia broke the kiss, "Fuck me from behind."
She was on all fours, Gerald pretending to guide his cock into her. His erection was outside of her pussy. Gerald watched her butt bang against him. "Fuck me!" Gia ordered.
He nodded and went through the motions with the camera circling around the bed.
"Cut!" the director said, mother and son stayed in awkward doggy-style position. The lighting was adjusted so it looked like daylight faded. Gia lowered her head.
"Almost done, we're almost done. I'll get paid, I'll pay for his college. The movie will be done, he and I can go back to normal," she opened her eyes seeing her body before her, upside down from her viewpoint. She saw her breasts dangling and something else, beyond them, something resting against her stomach.
"Oh no, no," she thought. "That's him. That's my Gerald," she closed her eyes, looking away from his erect cock. She looked again, her heart racing, watching his cock twitch. "Gerald," she mouthed, licking her lips.
"Ok, ready? Lighting is good. I'm just going to spray you two with some more water," the director said. "Karen has been cheating all day, working up a real good sweat."
He sprayed Gerald next, "You're doing great. Both of you. Go ahead and finish on the count of ten in your head. Gia you'd turn around, Gerald you fall on top."
Gia imagined his cock inside her when the director said action. She imagined Gerald's cock, not the character of Eric, inside her, cumming.
The camera went by her face, she gripped the sheets, closed her eyes and moaned again. Gerald's cock banged against her tummy and clit. Gia nearly cried at what she and her son were doing, but also at how incredibly intimate the real thing might be with him.
Gerald let out a moan he hoped sounded sexy. He went still, pretending he was ejaculating. After a few seconds, his mother rolled to her back, held out her arms and held her son, rubbing his shoulders, back, kissing his head. Gerald loved the feeling of her breast against his face.
The scene ended with a view from above of the characters Karen and Eric, played by a mom and son, wet, tired, and exhausted after lovemaking.
That night at home, Gerald tried to talk to his mother. She held up her hand, still unable to look at him, and shook her head. She retreated to her room to do her best to resist masturbating to thoughts of Gerald and her actually having real sex.
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It was Friday. Gia and Gerald's fourth sex scene was getting set up. Gerald's character was to perform oral sex on Gia's. She would return the favor. They would be naked, in bed, with morning sunlight shining through a window onto them. Having arrived to the studio just before dawn to capture the morning light coming through the window at the perfect time, Gia and Gerald were fairly tired. They sat next to one another, still not speaking.
"Listen," Gia broke the silence. "Just move your head around down there. Make it look like you're, you know."
"Yeah. I know. Will do."
Gerald watched his mother disrobe and lay on the bed. He stood before her naked body, admiringly while the director told him to count to 30, move his head around some, and let his hands roam her body. Gerald was half-way paying attention; he was staring at her body.
Gerald broke protocol when the director said "action." He climbed on top of his mother, naked, kissing her mouth, her neck, sending shivers down her spine. She whimpered as he kissed his way down her body, over her breasts, kissing the nipples, down her tummy, trailing his tongue across it, finally arriving between her legs. The camera was positioned so it couldn't see what Gerald was doing, just that his head was in her crotch.
Her pussy was right in front of him. He ran his nose over her trimmed pubic hair, smelling her, while his hands traveled over her stomach and breasts. Gerald looked up to his mother's eyes, listening to her erratic breathing.
"Do it," she whispered, nodding at him. "Please."
Gerald gave a soft smile, eyes back to her pussy, opened his mouth and drove his tongue as far as he could inside her.
"Ohhh," Gia arched her back, moaning, not acting, at the feeling of Gerald's tongue in her. She grabbed her own breasts, and closed her eyes. "Yesss."
Gerald licked all around inside her, he licked outside too, around her clit and lips. He didn't care who she was, he only knew he loved her and wanted to make her cum.
She gripped his hair, holding his head in place, her legs trapping him too. It was only supposed to be 30 seconds of simulated pussy eating, but it ended up lasting more than a minute of real-life pussy eating. The director had no idea, through Gia's moans of pleasure, that her son had his tongue buried in her.
"Cut," he finally said, throwing them towels. "Ok, that went on a little too long."
Gerald came up for air, wiping his mouth clean. "Sorry," he said covering up. He glanced at his mother, she was still breathing heavily, trying to calm herself down.
A few minutes later, Gerald was on his back, covered by a towel, getting ready for his turn. He wondered if his mother would be even angrier at him now.
The camera was positioned diagonally facing him, so Gia's back, butt, and head would hide his crotch.
She climbed on the bed, into position, they removed the towel. They stared into one another's eyes, Gerald's erection on display. He gave her a look as if to say "sorry." His mother's look was one of pure determination.
"Action!" the director called out.
Gia immediately grabbed Gerald's dick by its base and started sucking it. He tasted delicious to her. She didn't care if they heard sucking and slurping sounds, she wanted to suck his cock dry.
"Oh geez," Gerald whimpered, throwing his head back. He watched her suck his cock, his face wincing with pleasure she was giving him. Up and down her head bobbed on him, not simulating oral sex, but performing real-life incredible fellatio on him.
He moaned again, grabbing a handful of her long air, watching this woman work his cock. Jacking and sucking it, not breaking eye contact, begging for him to cum.
"Cut! Ok, great, we got enough from this scene. One more to do!" the director said.
Gia slowly removed Gerald's cock from her mouth, looked her son over, and mouthed "I'm sorry." She grabbed a towel, throwing it over her shoulder, not bothering to cover up as she walked down the hall to a dressing room.
"Damn," Gerald whispered, lying back on the pillow after covering himself.
***
The evening was a repeat, mom and son avoiding each other. The next morning Gia left early for a half-day of shooting. Gerald wasn't scheduled in until Monday. It would his final long day of shooting. His mom didn't seem to care that he'd miss a day of school.
Gia had to shoot the final sex scene with Paul. In it, her character, Karen, was to have sex with her husband while thinking of her secret lover, Eric. Gia was instructed to make the orgasm be really loud and intense, since Karen would be thinking of the man she truly loved - her son's character, Eric.
Gia straddled Paul on the bed. He was making small talk, silly comments, but Gia's mind was elsewhere. They squirted water on her and Paul; got her hair wet, making it look as though Karen and her husband had been having sex for a long time.
Gia rested her hands on Paul's chest. The camera set to follow them. The director called action and the scene began.
Gia was moaning, her hands slowly traveling down Paul's chest and stomach, resting at his lower abdomen.
"You're incredible tonight, honey," Paul, as the husband, recited his line. Gia bit her bottom lip and nodded. She closed her eyes and kept going.
The scene called for Karen to have sex with her husband, all while thinking of her teenage lover, Eric. She would have a huge orgasm, picturing herself and Eric having sex. The actress portraying Karen, Gia, was not following direction. She wasn't Karen then; she was playing herself on top of Paul. Gia wasn't thinking of the fictional character of Eric, she was thinking of the accidental actor who portrayed him - her son, Gerald.
Her eyes closed tight, licking her lips, she ground her clit hard into Paul's stomach. It happened all the time, but in those sex scenes, neither of them were horny. They were remembering lines, if they had them. They were remembering what to count to in their head before moving to another position. They were remembering where the camera would be so they would know where they needed to position themselves. As Gia gyrated her hips, grinding her clit against Paul, she didn't think about any of that. The only thing in her head was her son. She pictured undressing for him, climbing on top of him, sliding his cock inside her and riding him until she herself came. She was practically dripping pussy juices on her co-star, Paul.



Then it happened, nearly a minute into grinding against Paul, she felt a real orgasm come over her.
"Ahh!" her body tensed up, her stomach muscles tightened. She nearly doubled over on Paul. "G-G-Ge-" she nearly said her son's name through clenched teeth. She cried out again collapsing on a slightly confused Paul.
"Cut!" The director threw a towel her. He spoke to his assistant in private.
"Uh, Gia? You ok?" Paul asked the out-of-breath woman, rubbing her back.
She took a deep breath, sitting up, grabbing the towel and climbing off Paul, leaving a wet spot on his stomach. Gia headed toward the dressing room, still naked. Paul wrapped a towel around his waist and followed her.
"Gia, are you alright?" he asked.
She sat down on nearby chair, running her fingers through her wet hair. "I, I don't even know."
"Hey, I know this has been rough. This entire experience of, let's face it, a softcore porno. I know Howard said it wasn't porn what we are doing, but it's softcore. It's difficult and intense, but don't be afraid of what you have with Gerald."
"What?"
"I heard about the previous scene with him. The director heard you, you know, blowing him."
Gia rubbed her temples. "Yeah. I figured they would. The slurping and sucking sounds. So stupid of me."
"No, it's fine. Look a lot of people meet on movie sets and fall in love. This movie is a softcore porn one, where it's very sexually charged."
Gia couldn't admit to Paul, Howard, or anyone there that Gerald was her son. She sat there, naked, listening to him.
"You know, maybe you and that lucky, young guy should come out with my wife and I tonight. She'd see you with Gerald and maybe not be so jealous of me," Paul chuckled. "We can go to dinner."
"No," Gia immediately said. She didn't want to be in a situation where conversations about Gerald and his life could occur. She didn't want people to figure out they were parent and child.
"I mean, I don't know. Sorry," Gia added.
"Think about it. We can go do something else, doesn't have to be dinner."
Gia thought for a moment about her and Gerald out somewhere, holding hands, being romantic, acting like a couple. She smiled softly.
"Give me a call later. I'm going to get dressed and head home. Maybe the four of us could have a nice Saturday out. You and Gerald could be away from work. It'd be nice," Paul suggested.
He walked to his bag, removed his towel and rummaged for a pair of boxers. Gia agreed with him; it'd be great to go out with her son. The only problem is that she hadn't had a real conversation with him in several days - ever since he joined the cast of "Adulterous Obsession."
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That entire day Gerald was at home watching uploaded sex scenes, on SexSceneLover's page, of his mother. He was jacking off, edging himself, resting, and going at it again.
In her first scene with Paul, Gerald would pause the clip right as the camera zoomed in on her breasts, with the fire roaring behind her. Gerald nearly ejaculated, watching that still image. He pressed play and kept watching over and over.
When Gia arrived home, Gerald closed out of his web browser and shut his laptop down. He lay on his bed, avoiding her as they had been for the past several days. He had no idea what would become of them after this movie was finished. Thoughts of her eyes on his eyes, with his cock in her mouth made that very same cock sore with desire for her - his mother.
Gia showered, put on a tiny, silvery dress, no underwear or bra, and then softly knocked on her son's door.
Gerald opened it, then looked away, "Hey."
"Hi. Paul invited us out with him and his wife tonight."
"Us?" Gerald said, pretending to organize his sock drawer.
"Yes. He doesn't know we're mom and son. I told him maybe. I thought it could be fun, you and I hanging out, outside of work."
"We could've hung out here."
"Gerald, please," Gia paused. "I know. But it's so weird at work, with you there, and then back here, I just wanted to be away from the situation. I couldn't deal with it. Maybe we could try to be,"
"Be what?" Gerald turned around to face her.
Gia shrugged, "Close. Like, you know, have some drinks, talk. At least I'd drink."
"It could be a date?"
"I suppose. I don't know. This is so crazy."
"Mom, just," Gerald thought about it. "Let's just go with it, then. I'll change."
She waited for him at the door. Several minutes later, Gerald arrived in khakis and a tucked in shirt. Gia attempted a smile, held his arm, and followed him to the car. They were mostly quiet on the way there.
At the bar/dance club, that allowed 18 and over to be admitted, Gia introduced Gerald to Paul's wife. Paul and Gerald nodded, shaking hands. They chatted a bit about Gerald's goals, acting or college. Gerald was careful not to talk about his family.
They sat at a table, Gia ordered drinks for herself, talking more and more, acting more and more friendly as she consumed more alcohol. Gerald noticed her hand on his thigh under the table as she casually talked to Paul and his wife.
The married couple left to dance, leaving Gia and Gerald alone for a bit.
"Mom - " Gerald said, feeling comfortable enough to refer to her by her title.
"Shhh," she pushed her index finger to his lips. "We aren't talking about what's been happening this week," she slurred. "You and I are here, we're having a nice night. I love you."
"I love you too."
"Good," Gia smiled, grabbing his face, pulling him in for a hard kiss.
"Um, what are you - "
"Having fun," his intoxicated mother said, kissing him again, slithering her tongue into his mouth.
Gerald went with it, loving every second. He wondered if she was too drunk do anything more than kissing.
"We're not talking about the other day, we're not talking about you and me filming sex scenes together, we're not talking at all," Gia kissed Gerald again, her hand finding and rubbing his thigh a moment later.
"In fact, we're leaving," she said.
"We are?" Gerald watched her grab her purse, pushing him out of the booth. She made her way to Paul and his wife, saying goodnight. She returned, grabbed Gerald's hand, gave him the keys and they left.
"We're going to cross the line, baby," she slurred in the passenger seat, reaching over to rub his thigh. She fiddled with his zipper.
"Mom, what are you doing?"
"Shut up and drive," Gia said, reaching into his pants, finding his erection. "Mmm, there you are."
Gerald glanced down, "Oh geez." He watched her jack his cock before a car horn made him pay attention to the road.
When they arrived home, Gia tried to open her door, but had trouble in her drunken state. Gerald met her on the passenger side, helping her out of the car. He was met by more kissing, Gia pushing him against the car. She pulled her dress up, revealing her bare ass, and then guided Gerald's hands there.
"You, you aren't wearing underwear?" he nervously asked.
His mother took a step back, pulling her dress up over her head, revealing her nude body there in the driveway. "I'm not wearing anything underneath."
Gerald was in shock, staring over her body.
"Take me to your bed," she said, placing her hand on his shoulder. He nodded and extended his arm. He walked the naked woman across the front yard, to the front door, and unlocked it.
Gia attacked him once more with a flurry of kisses. He was pulled into the home, his mother's mouth on his, knocking a small lamp over, pushed against the wall, his shirt nearly torn off. They made their way to his room, Gia pushing him on the bed, climbing on top of him, pulling his shirt open. She slid her breasts down his bare torso, arriving to his pants. She fished his cock out, grabbed it by the base, and sucked away on it, moaning at its taste. Her fingers found her clit and rubbed it furiously as she sucked Gerald's dick.
She watched Gerald watch her, the state of shock mixed with pleasure on his face. Gia was going to do what she couldn't do during their last sex scene - suck his cock dry.
"M-Mom," Gerald said. She was covering his cock in drool, licking it off, sucking the tip as hard as she could. Her cheeks were indented, and his room echoed in sounds of her moaning.
"I'm, I'm - "
"Cum," Gia ordered him, rubbing herself, approaching her own orgasm. She stared into his eyes, waiting for his cock to fill her mouth.
Gerald moaned, throwing his head back, having a real orgasm, not a fake one, in front of his mother. His cock erupted in her mouth, filling it to the brim. In that same moment, Gia had a real orgasm in front of her son. Her fast-working fingers bringing about her own climax while Gerald's cock filled her mouth with cum. She moaned, sound waves bouncing off his tip, making Gerald tingle all over.
Gia was done. She swallowed several loads of his cum, rubbing her clit, through her orgasm. She sat up on her knees, looking at her son, breathing heavily, eyes to the ceiling. She wiped his semen from her lips and chin, then quickly hopped off his bed.
"Mom?" Gerald asked, watching her storm out of his room.
She was crying as she slammed her door. Gia sat on the edge of her bed. "Why couldn't I tell them he's my son?" She thought about the money, it would help pay for college. If she could simply finish her contract, she would be done with this and get back into fitness modeling. She cried herself to sleep, feeling as though ruining her relationship with Gerald wasn't worth it.
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Gia rose early the next day, Sunday, gathered her dress from the driveway and went for a run. She got a call to come into the studio for a meeting around noon.
Gerald didn't see or hear her leave. It took him a long time to get to sleep so he slept late the next day.
Gia arrived with Paul and a few others. Howard was in his office on the phone. "Ok, listen, we've screwed up."
"What?" Paul asked.
"This whole project of ours. 'Adulterous Obsession.' We've spent way too much money on it. This goes for actor fees, set designs, all that. We will be able to finish this and pay you what you are getting, but afterward, when your contracts are up for renewal, there may not be as much money involved," Howard explained.
Gia nodded, she didn't care, she simply wanted out.
"We got several other pictures in development, so that'll help with getting our investment back. But once we get those wrapped up we're going to change things a bit. Gia, you and I will talk about an idea for you. Paul, that's all I have. You can go back to work, you have plenty of roles in the pipeline."
Paul took his leave; he was already working that day filming a small part in another movie.
"Gia," Howard closed the door. "They tell me you are on fire for this movie. I mean, burning up the sets. That's how hot they are telling me you are. You and this Gerald kid are knocking it out of the park with your scenes together. But you, you are the real star. You've never been better."
Howard sat across from her, sliding a few scripts her way. Gia read the titles. "The Sex Therapist," "Tribal Lust," "Three Women," "A Wife's Girlfriend," and "An Erotic Roadtrip" were a few of the titles.
"More erotic movies, or just plain softcore porn?" Gia asked. "Or are these full-blown hardcore porn?"
"All erotic movies, you could call them softcore if you like," Howard answered. "We are learning from our mistakes on this one. The money won't be as good, budgets will be lower, but we can film them quickly and sell them quickly. You'll end up making more, via mass production. It'll even out. Plus, you'll be working more, having more fun. I heard about you and Gerald in that one scene."
"Oh, um, that was - "
"Incredibly hot? I wished the camera caught a glimpse of it. It's fine. Listen, you can be our queen, our flagship actress in this new direction we're taking. It could help you break out into bigger movies. Or go the hardcore route if you want. Maybe even pose in Playboy, you aren't that old."
Howard's phone rang, "Think about it, get back to me next week after we wrap up 'Adulterous Obsession.'"
Gia wandered around the studio, visiting various set pieces. She thought about Howard's offer, wondering if taking it would prevent her from continuing down this terrible path with her son. She made her way to one set where filming was in place. She watched from afar, two people in a sex scene, moaning loudly. It was for an erotic space adventure the studio was filming. She watched the man on top, the woman moaning, her legs holding him there. She pictured her and Gerald in that position, except in real-life, in his bedroom.
Gia sat alone in a dressing room, contemplating Howard's offer. After a few moments, the actors from earlier, naked, the woman straddling the man, barged into the room, kissing. They completely ignored Gia, walking by her.
"Fuck me, fuck me," the woman said.
"I wanted this pussy out there on the set," the man said, slamming her against a locker, still not caring Gia was there.
"Well take this pussy and finish what you started," she added, they kept kissing, Gia quietly leaving.
On her way home she wondered if that could be her and Gerald. "No, it's so wrong," she said, pulling into the driveway. "Me and someone else though? I could have a lot of fun like that actress did."
She entered her home, Gerald was cleaning the kitchen for her. "Hey," she said standing at the kitchen's entrance.
"Hey," Gerald nodded to her.
"Sorry about last night."
"It's fine."
"No, it's not. It was horrible. Sick. I'm sorry about all of this. About this movie. Tomorrow is your last day, our last scene. Then after that, things will go back to normal - I hope. No more kissing, no more drunken nights. You'll go to college and we'll go on as normal, mom and son," Gia said, not completely believing her own words.
"I see," Gerald turned away from her, cleaning the countertop. She could tell he didn't want things to be back to normal. He waited for her to leave him alone and sat at the kitchen table. He knew she was right; all of this was wrong.
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The next day, Gia was wearing a tiny red bikini, standing in front of a bed looking at other bikini options.
Paul came up behind her, held her by the waist, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts, while he kissed her neck.
"These all look great," he said.
"Thank you, I thought you might like them. I think I'll wear the pink one," Gia said.
"Good idea. We got time for a quickie?" Paul asked.
Gia turned around, removed the tiny bikini top and kissed him. "Absolutely."
"And cut!" the director said. "Awesome. Ok next let's move out to the pool area."
Paul followed the director, leaving Gia to quickly change into the even tinier pink bikini. The final few scenes, hopefully to be completed that day, consisted of Gia's character, Karen inviting her lover to a pool party under the guise he was a coworker's son. At the pool party Karen and Eric would sneak away, running to the nearby beach, swimming out a bit and have sex up against some rocks. Gerald was already in place for the scene, he was supposed to be chatting with another attendant, while shots of him ogling Gia would be filmed.
Mom and son traded looks throughout the hour or so of filming around the pool. He watched her dive in, emerging wet and glistening.
The character of Karen's husband was to grill hamburgers, momentarily turning his back on his wife. Karen was to jump out of the water, grab her secret lover, Eric, and together they would sneak away to the beach for sex.
Gerald glanced at his mother, while they waded in the ocean water after filming a shot of them running together, holding hands, toward the ocean. The cameraman was already there, holding his camera above the water. He was to film Gia and Gerald's final sex scene. It would consist of Gia, topless, straddling Gerald while he held her up in the water. Gia was to reach under the water and pretend to guide his cock inside her. All this would be captured above the water.
"Alright, I'm gonna just say action. The pansy director didn't want to get in the water," joked the cameraman, wading in stomach deep water. "I'll film a bit. Just improvise, we can edit everything later."
Gia climbed on Gerald, her legs wrapped around his waist under the surface. "Last one," Gia whispered.
"Yep," Gerald agreed.
Their eyes remained fixated on one another while Gia removed her tiny bikini top. Gerald watched her splash some water on her breasts.
"Ok, countdown from three. Just have fun with these two characters, improvise a bit," the cameraman played temporary director. Gia and Gerald nodded.
"Three, two, one, action!" he started filming. Gia and Gerald were motionless, silently staring into one another's eyes.
"I love you," Gerald told his mother - not the character of Karen.
"I love you too," she nearly cried, thinking of all they've done in the past week.
"You're so beautiful," he caressed his mother's face, saltwater droplets streaming down her cheek.
Gia was at a loss, she kept herself from crying. "Kiss me," she managed to get out.
Gerald did just that, pulling her to him, his mouth on hers. His hand cupped and squeezed a breast next.
"Everything we've done and been through," Gerald said, not speaking as Eric. "It was meant to be. All of it. I know it's wrong, but it's meant to be."
Gia wiped a tear, "I agree. It's been so wrong, but nothing has felt more perfect."
It was the most dialogue Gerald had in a scene and he made it up, speaking from the heart, speaking to Gia his mother - not the character of Karen.
They kissed again. Gerald spoke one last time, "I want this, I want us to be together forever."
"We will. We will," Gia paused a moment, thinking in the context of the movie's plot, her improvised dialog would work.
"Get inside me," Gia said. She remembered to reach under the surface of the water and pretend to guide his cock into her. She did something else though.
She removed her tiny bikini bottoms.
She tossed them aside, the cameraman thinking nothing of it, other than Gia making the scene hotter. She reached under the surface once more.
Staring into her son's face, she clawed at his swim trunks under the water. Gerald figured out what she was doing and he reached below to assist her.
Gia whimpered, her lips shaking as she stroked his cock under the water. "Yes," Gerald whispered.
Her pussy lips parted, the tip of his cock pushing them apart, driving itself into her. Gia bit her bottom lip, and closed her eyes, feeling Gerald's shaft slowly penetrate her, deeper and deeper, all the way inside her.
"Oh fuck, yes," Gia whispered, nearly cumming right then and there. This was real, no pretending, no acting for a scene in an erotic thriller.
Gerald held and kissed his mother for several seconds. "You feel so good," he said, holding her face, kissing her.
"So do you. I love you," she told her son. The cameraman having no idea his cock was embedded into her.
Gerald grabbed her ass and she rested her hands on his shoulders. Eyes on one another, they began having real sex.
Their forehead's touching, Gia gyrated her hips, banging her clit against Gerald. A few seconds later, he gave her several thrusts. His didn't sync up with his mom's grinding, so he paused, watching, feeling her grind against him.
Gia caressed his face and whispered, "Fuck me." Gerald took that as an opportunity to thrust happily away, bouncing her up and down on his dick, holding her up by her ass.
"Yes, that's it. That's it," Gia moaned, water splashing about in the calm sea, as her son took her.
He kissed and licked at her neck while grabbing a breast. Gia reached behind her with one hand, hanging on the rock, while the other hand gripped the back of Gerald's head. An orgasm was building. The first one she had on camera was with Paul, but he wasn't penetrating her, and she was thinking of Gerald. This second orgasm to be filmed was having real sex with her co-star - her son, Gerald.



Gia clinched her teeth, her lips parting, appearing as though she was going to make a "g" sound, saying her son's name. She moaned loudly instead, throwing her arms around him, shaking in his arms. He stopped thrusting, his senses returning, with his cock still inside her. He wondered if this was enough for the scene.
They held each other; Gia's head on the other side of Gerald's, away from the camera, resting on his shoulder. She said his name, whispering it into his ear, over and over. Gerald closed his eyes, holding his mother up in the water.
"Ok, great, I think this will work. That's all I need here," the cameraman said, turning off the camera, making his way back to the beach.
"We're, uh, we're going to chat a bit about something," Gia called out to him. "We'll catch up in a few minutes."
"Alright, see you two later. Amazing work," he said, turning to leave mom and son alone at the rock.
"Finish what we started," Gia ordered her son. "Over there, behind the rock."
Gerald understood what she was telling him, slowly making his way to the other side of the large rock so no one on the beach could see what they were about to do.
Gia lay on the other side of the rock, on a large flat area, out of the ocean water. Gerald fell on top of her, kissing, his cock finding entry once more inside of her. She locked her feet around his ass, keeping him there, where he belonged. He thrust into her over and over, working toward his own orgasm and thus, filling her with his seed. On that nice, sunny day, on a rock out in the ocean, close to the beach, mother and son mated.
"Ah, Mom!" Gerald winced with pleasure, his cock reaching the entrance of her womb, deep inside her.
"Yes Gerald! Give me everything," his mother cried, holding him, waiting.
Several more hard thrusts and Gerald exploded inside her. He rose to his hands, arched his back, and filled her pussy with his cum.
Gia watched him climax, rubbing her hands up and down his chest. He collapsed on her. Gia kissed his head, running her fingers down his back.
They heard seagulls above them, a soft breeze caressed their wet bodies; they rested for several minutes.
Gerald slid off her, wading through the water. He found his swim trunks floating nearby and put them on. He found the top and bottom of Gia's bikini. He tossed them to his mother. She put them on and together, they walked to the beach where the rest of the crew was. Lunch was served; they sat next to one another, eating sandwiches. Gerald was dismissed for the day after being thanked for his work. Gia had a meeting with Howard, when she arrived at the studio. He talked to her about the next small role they had for her before her contract ran out. It was a sexy assassin, in a non-erotic movie, and would be a couple days of shooting. Howard also reminded her of his desire for her to be their main actress for the studio's erotic movies. Gia smiled and told him she was still thinking about it.
After their meeting, she grabbed her bag, changing in a dressing room, and drove home.
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Gerald sat in his room, collecting his thoughts. His cock was still tingling. They had sex, real sex, on camera.
He didn't know what would happen. He expected his mom to get home, ignore him, and then have a serious conversation with him about the ramifications of their actions.
When she arrived, Gerald stayed in his room, fearing the worst. Gia headed straight for the shower. When she finished she towel dried her hair and body, and left her room, not bothering to put clothes on. She knocked on Gerald's door.
"Come in," he said. He was shocked to see his nude mother enter. "Mom?"
"Hi," she walked around his room, looking out the window. "I don't want to talk about it, Gerald. I don't want to talk at all. The only thing I want to do is make love to you. I'm guessing you feel the same," she said, her back to him.
Gerald rose out of bed, walking to his nude mother, sliding his arms around her. He kissed her shoulder while holding her breasts. "I want it more than anything."
Gia turned around on in arms, "Then do it. Take me to bed."
Gerald led her to his bed, she went to her back, opened her legs, and he went in. He slid his shorts and boxers down, threw off his shirt, guided his cock in and fucked her. It was just like earlier in the day, on the large, flat rock. His bed banged against the wall, his mother's face filled with lust and passion.
She stopped him, sat up, pushed him back and straddled him, kissing him.
They rolled around on the bed, onto the floor. He picked her up, turned around and slapped her ass, before taking her from behind.
Eventually they spilled out into the hallway. Gerald was pinning her against the wall while fucking her.
Picture frames were knocked down; another lamp was too. They went at it like animals, finally arriving at Gia's bed where Gerald slammed her down and climbed on top of her once again.
"This is your bed now," his mother told him.
"Every night?"
"Every night."
Gerald smiled and continued making love to her.
They playfully recreated every sex scene they had in the movie, substituting real penetration instead of pretending - all except their final scene in the movie.
They fed each other dinner, afterward, Gia bending over the dining room table, offering her pussy for her son's dessert.
They were in their bed, Gia on top, riding him, grinding against him, cumming on him. Gerald loved watching her run her hands through her long, dark hair, keeping her eyes on his in a sexy stare down.
They fucked until they were sore, tired and covered with not sprayed on water, but real sweat.
The next morning, Gia's back was to Gerald. They were in the shower; he was getting ready to go to back to school. He lathered up her back with soap, watching it trail down to her ass. His cock was firmly planted into her pussy from behind. He loved listening to the noises she made. Her sexy, soulful moans echoing in the shower. It reminded him of the sex scene with Paul in the shower, where she played his wife trying to conceive his child in "The First Year."
He pushed his cock in and out, her pussy fitting around him. "Will we do this tonight?"
"Of course," his mother looked over his shoulder. "Please try to concentrate at school. I'll be here when you get home, naked, and waiting."
"I'll do my best, it'll be hard though," Gerald chuckled.
His friends at school wouldn't and couldn't know about the insane, life-changing Spring Break he had.
***
Gia didn't have to be at work until Friday. She had a small role in another movie that would take a couple days to shoot, wrapping up Sunday night.
She played an assassin that was unable to kill her target - a man she slept with, and was then drugged, allowing him to escape.
The small sex scene wasn't with Paul, but another actor. Paul was working that day, but on another movie.
The camera captured them kissing, removing clothes, a brief shot of Gia's butt, his hands covering her breasts, and a close up of their faces as they pretended to climax. That was it, other than a few lines of dialog, and a small choreographed fight scene.
After the filming of the sex scene, Gia threw the towel around her shoulder, not bothering to cover up, and headed to the dressing room. Someone had just started up the small shower in the bathroom.
"Hi," Gia startled Paul.
"Whoa, hey. Didn't hear you come in," Paul said, glancing at her naked body.
"May I?" Gia asked.
"Uh, sure, I guess," Paul moved over, allowing Gia to enter. She rinsed herself off, grabbed Paul's body wash and lathered his chest up instead of herself. He grinned, watching her.
"Thought anymore about Howard's offer?" Paul asked.
"How'd you know about it?"
"Word travels fast around here. Just like you really blowing Gerald that day," Paul answered.
"I see. Well, I haven't thought much about Howard's offer," Gia rubbed Paul's chest and stomach with soap.
"A softcore sex scene queen. Think of all the hot scenes you could do. So much fun," Paul smiled.
"Oh yeah? Sounds like you want me to do this."
"Well, it's up to you. But it could be a good move for you, maybe even the company. The pay per film would be lower, but you'd be making so many."
"Yeah," Gia washed his shoulders.
"Plus you had a lot of steamy scenes with Gerald. You'd be a natural. All your scenes are steamy," Paul put a hand on her waist. "Do you miss working with him?"
"Nah," Gia answered.
"Really? I thought you two had some great chemistry."
"We do yeah, but he and I are together now. So I don't miss him since we're, you know, a couple."
"Heh, I see. Well congratulations."
Gia stopped washing him. "I already know my answer for Howard."
"You do?"
"It's been great working with you the last two or so years," she smiled and lathered up her own body, rubbing soap over her breasts, tummy, pussy, ass. She rinsed off and stared blankly at Paul's cock. It was the first time she ever saw it directly.
"Nice dick," Gia said. "Tell your wife I said hello," Gia reached around and slapped Paul's ass.
***
"Got a sec?" Gia knocked on the side of Howard's door.
"Gia! Yes, please come in. Great dress by the way," Howard directed her to sit.
"I'll cut right to it," she said, slightly imitating Howard. "Not interested. I'm not going to be able to be part of the erotic, or softcore, films this studio is making soon. In fact, when my contract is up, I think I'm going to move on."
"Gia, this is sad news, I'm sorry to hear this. Can we change your mind?"
"No," she stood, removed her dress, and tossed it at Howard. Wearing only her high heel shoes, she blew him a goodbye kiss, and left his office.
Traipsing naked through the hallway toward the exit, a few people whistling, Gia smiled, knowing what was waiting for her on the other side of the door.
Gerald smiled, standing by their car, waiting to pick up his mother. She emerged nude from the door, sashayed over to him, grabbing him, kissing him. "Take me home and take me to bed," she ordered.
"Yes ma'am," Gerald obeyed. She sucked his cock the entire way home.
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Gerald graduated high school several weeks later. His mother couldn't wait to provide congratulations sex until they got home. They had sex, the windows steamed up, in the parking lot of his high school. He could hear several students laughing or pointing out the rocking car as they walked by. None of them knew who the hot older woman was. A thought occurred to Gerald.
"Oh shit!" Gia cried out on top of Gerald, her tits bouncing as she rode him, later that day. "I love it, I love you," she said, as the orgasm subsided.
"Mom," Gerald held her naked body against his. "There's something I need to confess."
"Oh?" she rose to her elbow, a concerned look on her face.
"My friend never saw or found your movies," Gerald said.
"No surprise there, hardly anyone has."
"No, I mean, I told you a friend found them. Saw your sex scenes. Picked on me about it," Gerald reminded her while casually rubbing her ass, his fingers dipping in between her butt cheeks, rubbing her asshole.
"Um, yeah, I think I remember that. We talked about it a few months ago. I invited you to the movie set, then it led to this."
"Right. Well, there was no friend. I lied. I found video clips of your sex scenes, by accident. But I chose to watch them. It made me curious about your work. I'm sorry I lied," Gerald admitted.
Gia was quiet for a moment. "Mom?" Gerald asked.
"If you hadn't seen them, you'd never be curious about my work, I'd have never suggested you hang out at the studio, you'd never accidently get pulled into 'Adulterous Obsession,' we'd never film sex scenes together, we'd never end up having real sex. Then this, this love we have, would've never been uncovered. So don't worry about it," Gia smiled and kissed his lips. "But don't lie to your mother again. Or else I'll punish you. Maybe tie you up, whip you."
"Ha, I might like that," Gerald smiled, pulling her in for another kiss, and then rolling on top of her.
***
When Gia's contract ended that summer, she and Gerald moved away from LA, into a nice neighborhood on the east coast. Their home was a few minute walk from the Atlantic Ocean.
They were in bed, naked, holding one another after a long day tanning, playing, and fucking. They were watching a movie. It was a movie both of them acted in - Gia's copy of "Adulterous Obsession." Their favorite scene was the sex scene in the water that captured the two of them having real sex for the first time.
The last scene of the movie was playing. Gia's character, Karen, was dragging the unconscious body of the private investigator Karen's husband hired to follow her. She pulled him into the living room, next to a bloody and lifeless husband, played by Paul. She poured gasoline all around and on their bodies. She poured a trail of it to the front door, then tossed the can inside the home. She lit it on fire and ran.
The house exploded a few seconds later. The movie ended with Karen and her lover, Eric, in her car speeding away. Gia recited the line, "Now we'll be together forever." The credits rolled.
"Damn!" Gia said, rolling on top of her son. "That is one crazy bitch!"
"Yep, she sure is," Gerald grabbed her breasts.
"Can you go again? Or are you tired? It has been a long day," Gia said.
"I can go once more," Gerald said.
"Great," Gia rolled off of him, went to all fours, and wiggled her ass at him.
In that same moment, on the west coast, three hours behind Gia and Gerald, user SexSceneLover was beating his meat at his computer, watching a sex scene featuring Pamela Anderson in a low-budget movie she did in the 90s. He was waiting for a video file, a sex scene featuring Gia and himself in "Adulterous Obsession" to upload to the porn site he posted to. Paul received his copy and got to work extracting various sex scenes to upload.
Paul's phone rang; it was his wife. "Hey. Yeah. Just looking for my shoes," he lied. "I'll be leaving in a few minutes. Ok, great, see you there."
He put his phone down and checked the progress of the file upload. It was done. Paul grinned, while jerking off to the thumbnail image of Gia that he used for the video clip.
***
"Ok, this should be it," Gerald said, sitting his phone against wall on top of a table. He had the perfect view of his mother's naked body, on all fours. "Ready?"
"I am," Gia answered.
"Ok, one, two, three, action!" Gerald tapped the record button.
"Get over here and fuck me you little bitch!" Gia recited her line.
"That's no way to talk to your son," Gerald came into view.
"Oh yeah? Well ever since your father left me last month, I've been in a bad mood. Now fuck me!"
Gerald slapped her hips, guided his cock in and thrust as hard as he could. "Geez Mom, your pussy is so loose. How many men have you been with?"
Gia looked over her shoulder, playing along, "I've had three a day for a month - around 90."
"Wow, you're a huge slut," Gerald said, pumping his hips against her. He pulled his cock out, slapped her ass with it, then slid it back in. "Whore."
"I'm your whore. The best dick I've ever had was right under my nose." Gia added a line, "Now show me you're the man of the house."
"Wait, Mom, hold up," Gerald pulled out and stopped the footage. "You just called me a little bitch, then man of the house? Doesn't make sense," Gerald said.
"Whatever, I thought it sounded cool."
"How about we just have sex, no lines or stories," Gerald suggested.
"Good idea. Hit record and get back over here."
Gerald did just that, his phone recording him kneeling behind Gia, still on all fours and licking all over her ass. He pried her butt cheeks apart and licked all over her asshole. He re-entered her, his camera phone, recording real sex, real incest between Gia and Gerald.
After her climax, she pushed Gerald away, went to her back, held her tits together, and Gerald sprayed her with semen. She rubbed it into her breasts, licking a few droplets that landed on her lips.
Later in the shower, they were kissing and talking. "You going to upload our special videos to that porn site?"
"No way, Mom. Those are for you and me - just us to enjoy. Real sex scenes," Gerald answered.
"Maybe, just maybe," Gia leaned in close, licking his ear. "I want you to."
"Really?"
"You said yourself, none of your friends from high school know I'm your mother. I'm done with acting, so I don't care if it's uploaded. I have no acting career it could hamper. All I'm doing is a few modeling jobs, personal training, and sex with you."
"If you want me to, I will."
Gia nodded and kissed her son in the shower.
Later, Gerald created an account on the popular porn site. His username was "GiaAndGerald."
The footage from his phone was grainy and not high definition, but it was real and incredible.
"I love you," Gerald guided his mother to her back in their new home.
"I love you too," she smiled at him. The kissed, their tongues swirling around one another's.
As Gia guided her son to his back and climbed on top of him, guiding his cock inside her to ride all night, their first of many sex videos finished uploading to the website.
The end.
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Chapter 1
She was almost there, so very close. A few more seconds and she would explode with pleasure. Cindy was in the hospital giving birth to her son. The 18-year-old felt her muscles contract and tighten, her spine tingling, and warm waves, burning hot, coursing through her body.
"Come on, Cindy! You can do it!" her mother, by her side, cheered her on. Cindy's mother had no idea her daughter was about to experience her very first orgasm.
"Yes!" Cindy cried out, feeling her baby descend further down. "I'm, I'm cu - "
Cindy went quiet, gritting her teeth, pushing, welcoming the orgasm that was so very close to washing over her. She kept quiet, embarrassed, not wanting her mother to know what was happening.
The lights were bright, the nurse was encouraging her as well, not to give birth, but to cum. "A little more and he's out!" a nurse cheered.
This was it; she was going to fall off the edge. Never having an orgasm in her short life with her boyfriend, she was about to have one giving birth.
Cindy gasped in bed, arching her back, waking up in a cold sweat. She was dreaming of her son's birth again. It was the last and only time she had an orgasm - nearly 15 years ago.
Cindy, sleeping nude, sat up in bed, running her hands through her long, dark hair. She sighed and shook her head; she wrapped a bathrobe around her body and exited her room.
She peeped in on her sleeping son, Collin, down the hall. He was fine. So was she. Cindy was used to the dreams, always waking up before she climaxed.
Heading back to her room, she checked her phone. Four in the morning. She had to wake up in one hour. Sighing again, she removed her robe and decided to shower.
"Come on, please! Please!" steam enveloped Cindy in her shower. She was furiously rubbing her clit. She leaned against the wall, her hand traveling up her washboard stomach, over a breast, tweaking a nipple. Nothing.
Nothing worked. She slid three fingers in and out of her pussy, she felt nothing. She used body wash and rubbed her clit as fast as she could, still nothing.
Cindy gave up.
Exiting the shower, she glanced at her muscular, toned frame in the mirror. She thought about dating again. Cindy had spells of dating sessions over the years, after her divorce from Collin's father. There was sex here and there but nothing brought her close to an orgasm.
Her own fairly large collection of sex toys, dildos, anal toys, and vibrators brought her no relief - wasted money.
She got ready for her shift, putting her hair up in a bun, putting on her bullet-proof vest, her uniform, her belt and gear. Cindy got into her patrol car, starting another day as a police officer in Los Angeles.
After a long, boring day, filled with a few traffic stops, paperwork- the only event of interest was dealing with a domestic dispute call at a troubled, young, actress' house in Beverly Hills - Cindy changed at the station and went to the gym.
Cindy worked on her legs that day. Switching from various machines, she thought about the actress. She had heard of her, but never watched any movies. "Poor girl. Probably a drug addict too."
Working at the smith machine, doing squats, she thought of her son. She needed to call him, remind him to warm up leftovers.
"Got it?" Cindy asked Collin on the phone a few minutes later.
"Yeah, Mom, I'll eat that. No worries," Collin said.
"Good. I love you," She said.
"Love you too, Mom," Collin cheerily replied.
"I'll be here a little longer, then I'll come home."
She ended their phone call and got back to work, briefly entertaining the idea of trying out a new core exercise, hoping to elicit a "coregasm" she read about. Cindy shrugged, assuming that wouldn't work either.
Finishing up her set, she heard a familiar voice, "Hi there."
"Bea, hey," Cindy said, removing a few large weights from the machine. Bea was several inches shorter than the six foot tall Cindy. She was fairly busty, had a thick mane of dyed, bright red hair, a nice tan, and a warm, infectious smile.
"How are you?" She hugged Cindy.
"I'm alright."
"You don't seem alright. Are you still coming over Thursday?" Bea asked, ending the hug. "In fact you've seemed very sad lately. Too many bad guys. Diana?"
Cindy chuckled; she couldn't help but smile back at her friend. Bea called Cindy 'Diana', telling her a couple years ago that she reminded her of Wonder Woman - whose real name is Diana. Cindy thought it was cute, somewhat agreeing with Bea. She had dark hair, blue eyes, a muscular frame, and was tall - like Wonder Woman from the comics.
"Alright, Thursday, come over, we'll chat and you can tell me what's bothering you. Ok?" Bea said.
Cindy nodded, "Sure. But promise not to laugh or poke fun at me."
"I promise!" Bea's smile faded, she placed her hand on Cindy's forearm, squeezing it gently. "You can tell me anything. You know that, right?"
"I know. I trust you," Cindy said. Bea hugged her friend again, causing Cindy to chuckle.
"Alright, I gotta get home to Collin. He's supposed to warm up some leftovers," Cindy said, grabbing her bag and towel.
Bea, not quite as muscular as Cindy, put only one, small weight on the smith machine, smiling and waved goodbye to Cindy.

Chapter 2
Bea hopped on her couch, sitting next to Cindy. "Alright, spill it. What's bothering you?"
Cindy chuckled, "It's quite silly."
"No, if it's bothering you, get it off your chest and maybe you'll feel better."
"Fine," Cindy said, reaching for her glass of wine.
Bea crossed her legs, adjusting her pajama pants and waited.
Cindy sighed, looking to her wine.
Bea placed her hand on Cindy's thigh, near her knee, "Hey, I'm here. We're buds, remember?"
"Yeah," Cindy nodded, took a deep breath and blurted it out. "I haven't had an orgasm since Collin was born."
Bea gasped, covering her mouth. Cindy winced, watching her reaction.
"Holy shit, I'm sorry," Bea grabbed Cindy's hand.
"It's fine, Bea. Sort of."
"But he'll be 15 next month!"
"I know."
"And you haven't had one since. So you had one during child birth?"
"Yep."
"I've read about that. It's a real phenomenon," Bea mentioned.
"Yep."
"I'm so sorry!" Bea hugged her friend, causing Cindy to nearly spill her wine.
"It's fine, I'm fine, just a little down," Cindy pushed her off.
"Is that why you divorced?"
"No, not entirely. It was part of the reason, but not the only one."
"You've dated since then, though. Nothing there?"
"Not very frequent and um, not enough - "
"Sex? Maybe if you had it more often that would change," Bea suggested.
"No. I did all the time with my ex. I never felt anything. And yes, before you ask, I have toys. They don't help either," Cindy said.
"Oh Diana!" Bea hugged her friend again, tighter this time. "I feel so bad for you!"
"Bea," Cindy was chuckling. "It's fine. I could have far worse problems. I have my wonderful son, I'm healthy otherwise."
"You have a great friend too," Bea ended the hug.
"Yes, that's right. You."
"Hmm, let me think. Let me think. You're going to have to stop talking so much while I figure this out," Bea joked.
Cindy felt better already after telling someone of her issue.
The two friends watched TV, downing their wine.
After a couple hours, Cindy sat up, stretching her arms. "I need to head home. I have a later shift on Friday, but I want to catch up on sleep."
"Women," Bea said.
"Huh?"
"Girls, ladies, have you ever tried one?"
"Tried one?"
"Do you want me to spell it out? Have you ever been with a woman?" Bea asked.
"Oh. That. Um, no," Cindy shook her head.
"Well?"
"Well, what? Are you suggesting I try a woman out?"
"Yes!" Bea beamed.
"No, that's silly. I'm not a lesbian. I'm not into that."
"It's just a thought. Maybe, just maybe, you don't need a man's touch. Perhaps a woman is what you need," Bea suggested.
Cindy stood to take her leave. "I don't think so. But thanks anyway."
Bea shrugged and followed her to the door. "When you get home maybe you could look at some girl-on-girl porn or something."
"You're too funny," Cindy said.
"Alright, fine. Just trying to help."
*****
At home that evening, Cindy tossed and turned. She got up, putting on her robe in case Collin woke up, and walked around the kitchen.
"I'm not going to do that," Cindy thought, recalling Bea's suggestion to try a woman.
Back in her room, lying outside the covers, staring blankly at the ceiling fan above her, Cindy moved her hand down her tummy to her clit, rubbing it casually. She pictured kissing a woman, she winced, and shook her head. Next she imagined one eating her out, "No."
Cindy exhaled deeply, rolled over, and eventually went to sleep.
The next night, Friday, Cindy got home later than usual, skipping the gym. Collin left a note, saying he was playing video games at a friend's house - the parents had picked him up.
Cindy immediately undressed and started another fruitless masturbation session. She knew it was hopeless, but it had been months since she was home alone. Maybe, just maybe, she could make herself cum.
Rolling onto the couch in the living room, she rubbed her clit; she grabbed a pillow, grinding against it. Nothing worked, as predicted.
Cindy gave up, crossing her arms in frustration. "Girl-on-girl porn," Bea's words from the night before rang in her head.
"This is so stupid," Cindy got up, shaking her head. She found her laptop on the floor on top of some papers and books in her bedroom. It hadn't been opened in weeks.
"I'll just take a look, no big deal," she said, sitting on her bed, leaning back against pillow.
Like all porn, it was easy to find.
Her eyes widened when she saw the thumbnails for some of the videos. Clicking a random one, it was a scene with a girl going down on another.
"Ohhhhh!" the girl cried out when Cindy pressed play, startling her. She remembered she was home alone, no need to mute the laptop.
She listened to the girl moan and wail, "Yep, that's a real vagina. Nothing fake there."
Cindy looked closer, "Wow, her tongue is really in there." She shook her head, closed the video and found another.
"Oh! Fuck me! Yes!" Two girls were on top of a pool table, their legs intertwined, grinding up and down.
Cindy cleared her throat, "Hmm, alright. Rubbing against each other. Makes sense, I guess."
She chose another video. Two women were in the shower, lathering each other up. One was squeezing the other's breasts, and then started sucking on them.
"This isn't doing it for me," Cindy said, closing that video. She found another one. The thumbnail looked like a still from an actual movie in the theater, not porn. She clicked and played it.
It was two clothed women, kissing, moaning softly. One looked to be in her 30s, like Cindy, the other, probably 10 years younger. There was no music, just the sounds of their kisses. "Sorry," one apologized.
"Don't," the older woman whispered, running her hand through the other's hair. "I knew this would happen."
"Yeah," the younger woman nodded. "I love you."
"I love you too," said the other. Cindy watched intently as they kissed again, making their way to the door, opening it and practically falling in.
The scene jumped to them in bed, one on top of the other, naked and kissing. It wasn't shown, but the woman on top's arm was presumably at the other woman's crotch, her hand moving back and forth out of view of the camera. She was moaning, their eyes focused on one another.
"Yes, yes," the younger woman on the bottom whimpered. The character was cumming. Cindy couldn't look away.
"Wow," she mouthed. The actress turned to face the camera, music started up, transitioning into the next scene of the movie. The video stopped; the face of the actress on the screen, Cindy recognized her. She saw her earlier in the week. Cindy was at her house in Beverly Hills breaking up a fight with her boyfriend.
She looked at the title of the video. Same name.
Cindy rolled her eyes. She closed her laptop, sitting it back in the corner.

Chapter 3
"Hi there," Bea said, arriving at the gym, not long after Cindy arrived. "Have a good weekend?"
"Not really."
"Aww, sorry. Mine was good. Too bad you had to work, we could've hung out at the new art gallery I found," Bea said.
Cindy shrugged, sitting a dumbbell down.
"Have you been, you know, looking at um, 'educational material?'" Bea grinned.
Cindy picked up on what she was saying, "Yeah, I saw a couple clips. Nothing major. It didn't do it for me." It was a half-truth; the video from the movie with the actress had an effect on her. Something about the sensual kissing, and love, albeit scripted for the movie, seemed sweet.
"Well," Bea, said sitting next to Cindy. "The next step is going out on a date. I know a wonderful Latina from - "
"Oh no. I don't think so," Cindy held her hands up.
"Hey now, be nice. Hear me out," Bea pouted.
"She's tall like you, black hair, and brown skin. I don't think she's a lesbian, but she likes everyone," Bea said.
"Whatever."
"No, not whatever. All I'm asking is that you go to dinner. It'd be a blind date. Just meet and talk, two people, enjoying a meal together," Bea said.
"Bea."
"Please? I'll arrange everything. No crazy sex, no expectations, other than food."
"I don't even know who would pay for the meal!"
"Don't worry about it," Bea said. "I'll tell her that you aren't sure, that you're just wanting to try out a date."
Cindy looked to her right, away from Bea.
"Please?"
She thought a moment, taking a deep breath, "Fine."
"Great!" Bea hugged her again.
*****
"I'm going to dinner with a friend, sweetie. I'll be back later," Cindy told Collin. She kissed the top of his head.
"K," he replied, not looking away from his video game.
Cindy checked herself in the mirror by the door on her way out. Her long hair was down; she was wearing a black dress Bea picked out. She shrugged and left.
Her name was Suelyn. She was born in Venezuela, moving to America when she was a teenager. She had an accent, but wasn't difficult to understand.
She was also tall, an inch shorter than Cindy. Her hair was very thick and black. She was wearing a tight, short, white dress, that exposed a little of her midriff. Like Cindy, she was very fit. Long toned legs and a great butt. She wasn't as muscular though.
Cindy was nervous. She wasn't expecting someone as pretty. The conversation was more one-sided, with Suelyn asking general questions about Cindy's background, her life, and so on. Suelyn thought it was impressive that Cindy was a police officer.
Cindy did the same, learning Suelyn was in her late 20s and did part-time modeling.
"That's, um, that's no surprise there. You're very lovely," Cindy awkwardly stated.
"Thank you. So are you, Cindy," was Suelyn's reply.
"So um, you are here, and are a, I mean, you're into," Cindy stammered.
Suelyn laughed, "Cindy, relax. Yes I'm here to have a nice evening out with a beautiful woman. Bea was right."
"About what?"
"You being beautiful!"
"Oh, uh, right. Heh, thanks."
"Sometimes it's just better. Women are sweeter, smell better, prettier," Suelyn laughed.
"Yeah," Cindy gulped.
The waitress brought the check; Cindy quickly reached for it, flashing a quick smile at Suelyn. She had no idea if she should pay, but instinctually did. The truth was that she was scared and wanted to go home.
"Walk me to my car?" Suelyn asked when the two women stepped outside.
"Sure."
Cindy flinched when Suelyn slid her arm around hers. They traded smiles and walked toward Suelyn's car.
"Would you like to come to my apartment? It's not far," Suelyn asked.
"Oh, uh, that's ok. I need to get home soon, I have a long day tomorrow."
"Are you sure?" Suelyn said, stepping close to Cindy, her arms gliding around her shoulder. Cindy was almost shaking with nerves.
"Yeah, I need to go home."
"Pity," Suelyn frowned, stepping away from Cindy. Suelyn turned around, her back toward Cindy and hiked up her dress, revealing her shapely ass.
"Dessert?" Suelyn asked, looking over her shoulder at Cindy.
"Um, uh, no, I, I have to go. Sorry!" Cindy stared at Suelyn's butt, slowly backing away.
Suelyn nodded, pulling her dress down. "Take care then. Perhaps I'll see you again sometime. Thank you for dinner."
"Yep! Take care!" Cindy smiled, turned around and rushed to her car.

Chapter 4
"Aww, I'm so sorry, Cindy," Bea sympathized with her on the phone. Bea was shaving her legs in a bubble bath.
"Don't worry about it," Cindy was driving home after her shift.
"I know! We can try again," Bea said.
"No I don't think that's needed. I'm not a lesbian."
"Well that's fine, but maybe you could benefit from someone different, in a different environment. Instead of a formal dinner somewhere, maybe someplace more fun."
"Bea, let's drop it. Please?"
"No, humor me. One more chance. I know the perfect person! She sweet, loveable, easy to talk to, loves to have fun and won't get all seductive on you like Suelyn."
Cindy couldn't believe she was listening to Bea. "Who?"
"My sister!"
*****
"Hi, come in," Cindy motioned for Bella, Bea's taller, blonde sister to enter.
It was a Saturday night, the following week; Cindy had a horrible day at work. The young, crazy actress called the cops again. Cindy broke up a fight between the starlet and her boyfriend. Worse than not pressing charges against him, she cussed Cindy and another officer out, slamming the front door of her mansion in their face.
Bella was wearing regular clothes, not a tight cocktail dress, her long hair flowing over her shoulders. She gave Cindy a big hug.
"Thanks so much for hanging out with me tonight! It's been a while since I've seen you," she beamed at Cindy. Her personality was similar to Bea's. Perhaps the evening would turn out great. Cindy didn't know if that meant kissing or more, but she felt more at ease around Bella.
She was a few years younger than Bea and Cindy, but loved video games, movies, and going out. Bella was shocked at how much Collin had grown since she saw him a few years back. Cindy watched them converse a little.
"Maybe tonight will be better," she thought.
"Ok, your mom and I are going to hang out. I'll see you later!" Bella told Collin.
Collin nodded and the two women left.
Bella talked the whole time, which Cindy liked. Bella was very pretty, like Bea. They went to a burger joint, rode around Hollywood Boulevard, with Bella gabbing on and on the entire way. Cindy listened, laughing at her jokes.
"I could do this, yes, this is better," Cindy thought.
Bella told her about a music festival in a park near the Griffin Observatory. Cindy drove them there. This is where things turned bad.
Bella and Cindy sat on a towel Bella brought. They listened to music, Cindy felt at ease that is until Bella started drinking.
She bought several drinks, Cindy politely declining; reminding Bella she was the designated driver. At first it was no big deal. Then Bella kept drinking.
She started dancing to the band. Other people were too, so it wasn't a huge deal. More drinks flowed down Bella's throat, more dancing, and now flirting.
Cindy looked around, feeling uncomfortable; she saw a few people smoking joints. Her police instincts kicked in. She was off duty, so the best thing for her to do was simply leave.



Bella was stumbling about, luckily giving Cindy a reason to suggest they go home.
"Good idea!" Bella said. Cindy had to help her walk to the car.
She couldn't let Bella drive home in her condition. But Cindy didn't want her staying at her house either. She didn't want Bella to wake Collin or make him feel weird being around a drunk. Cindy took Bella home instead.
"Thank you, sssssso much, Cindy!" Bella slurred, holding Cindy's hand. "We have to do this again," she struggled to say.
"Sure."
Cindy walked Bella to her apartment door, watching her fumbling with the keys. She dropped them, laughed, picked them up and tried again, finally finding the right one.
"There we go!" Bella said, opening her door.
"Ok great. I'm going to head back - "
"Get in here!" Bella pulled Cindy in, slamming her against the wall, trying to kiss her.
Cindy moved away, avoiding a tongue. "Fine, hard to get!" Bella said, stepping back, throwing her shirt off, tearing her bra off, and revealing her bare breasts.
"Uh," Cindy looked at Bella's tits jiggling as she came at her again.
"Kiss me! You big sexy lady!"
"Bella, you're drunk," Cindy held her at bay.
"So? I want to make ssssweet, sweet love to you!"
"We can't, alright?"
"Awwww," Bella pouted.
"Let me help you to bed, then I need to go."
"Stay!"
"I can't," Cindy grabbed Bella's arm, pulling the drunk to bed. She's handled a few drunks in her day. She sat Bella on the bed.
"I'm leaving. Rest up, drink water, you'll be better tomorrow."
Bella started crying. "I'm so ssst-stupid! I ruined our night!"
"No, it's fine, you just drank too much," Cindy lied.
"I'm just an idiot!" Bella flopped onto her bed, still topless, crying into her pillow.
"I'll check on you tomorrow."
Bella sniffed a couple times, "O-Ok."
Cindy managed to stifle a laugh, pulling the covers up over Bella. "Sleep well."
She heard more sniffing as she left Bella's bedroom.
Sitting in her car before driving off, Cindy rolled her eyes, "Wow."

Chapter 5
In her patrol car the next afternoon, Cindy got a text from Bella.
"Hey, it's Bella. I'm so sorry about last night. You are a wonderful woman. If I hadn't gotten so drunk we could've had a better night. Sorry I ruined it."
Cindy texted her back, accepting the apology, saying there was no hard feelings.
That night after her shift, she went to the gym. Bea was there, looking apologetic. Bella must've confessed to her sister about what she did.
"Hey," Bea hugged Cindy.
"Hey."
They ended the hug and sat on a bench in the women's locker room. Cindy adjusted her sneakers.
"I'm sorry," Bea said.
"Don't be. You tried to help me date women and see if that'd go anywhere. Possibly to a lesbian experience in which I'd have the first orgasm since Collin was born. It didn't work out. I'm ok with that."
Bea rested her head on Cindy's shoulder. "Ok. I tried."
Cindy rested her head on top of Bea's.
Bea sat up, "Valentine's Day is in a couple weeks"
"I think I'll pass on going out with more of your friends."
"I didn't mean that. I was thinking we could go out. Just to dinner. There's a new restaurant I want to try. That's all."
Cindy thought nothing of it and shrugged. "Sure."
"Great! What are we working on today? Our booties again?" Bea asked, following Cindy out of the locker room.
*****
"Fuck you!" the actress, slapped her boyfriend on Valentine's Day night. He was attempting to drive their car to another drug dealer, not their main one - a man named Shaun.
"Calm your ass down. I told you Shaun isn't in town this week," he snapped at her. "This guy will have what you want."
"No he won't! Shaun is the only one who deals the heroine I like!" she yelled back at him in the car.
"You're gonna have to calm down. I'm trying to drive. Stupid bitch." He muttered under his breath.
Cindy and Bea were at a new nice restaurant. They were laughing at a story Cindy told about Collin when he was younger.
"See this is nice. Isn't it, Diana?" Bea joked. "Just two friends hanging out. Enjoying good food and good company."
"Yes, I'm having a great time," Cindy said. Bea reached across the table, placing her hand on Cindy's. Cindy thought nothing of it, caressing Bea's hand with her thumb.
"Get off me!" the actress' boyfriend yelled, she was attacking him again while he was trying to drive.
He swerved, barely missing an old man walking a dog.
"Call Shaun now!" she demanded, scratching her already bleeding arm. She was craving heroine.
"Bella told me the dessert was great here," Bea mentioned, looking at the dessert menu.
Cindy did the same, settling on a piece of chocolate fudge cake. When she put her menu down, Bea was smiling at her. Cindy returned one of her own, they held hands again.
"Look out!" the actress yelled. Her boyfriend swerved yet again. "I'm calling Shaun."
"No!" the boyfriend yelled, wrestling with her to grab his cell phone. "He'll be back soon!"
She started hitting him again as he drove. "Don't you know who I am?!?! I could buy and sell you three times over! You piece of shit!"
The boyfriend swerved once more, the young actress slammed against the passenger door, she was met with a backhand of his fist.
She lunged at him again. He had enough. He floored it, driving as fast as he could into a building up ahead.
Bea and Cindy savored their dessert. They decided to share the piece of fudge cake, taking turns driving their spoon into its perfect prepared center.
The wall crashed open behind Cindy, people were screaming. She instinctually leapt toward Bea, grabbing her, rolling her on the ground, landing on top of her. Cindy watched a car, driven by the boyfriend of the troubled actress, fly through the restaurant and its patrons. She watched in horror, holding Bea, as it crashed into the kitchen.
"We have to get out of - " Cindy told Bea. It was too late. There was an explosion. Gasoline mixing with a wood-fire oven.
Cindy covered Bea as best she could, debris blasting out of the kitchen, landing all around then. Bea was screaming, crying, holding on to Cindy.
The initial blasts ended and the fire spread. People were running out, tripping, falling. Cindy looked at Bea, seeing tears stream down her face. "I'm getting you out of here."
Cindy squatted, holding her friend, and lifted her up. Cindy carried Bea out, occasionally ducking, and stepping over burning debris.
People were running out of the hole in the wall left by the car, Cindy followed them. A fire truck was on the way. She set Bea down and stood, watching the restaurant go up in flames from across the street.
"Cindy," Bea was crying.
Cindy held her against her body, her hands in her red hair, "Shhh, It's ok. We're alright."
*****
They were silent on the way back to Bea's, holding hands while Cindy drove. The paramedics checked them over, seeing they were fine.
At Bea's door, she hugged Cindy again. "Will you stay with me? I don't feel like being alone."
"Let me go home, check on Collin and shower. I'll come back ok?" Cindy answered.
"Ok. I'll shower too; maybe we can watch a movie."
At home Cindy told Collin what happened, hugging him tightly. "Mom! Ouch," he joked.
"Sorry," Cindy kissed his cheek. "I'm going to shower, then go back to Bea's. I think she's really shook up."
"Yeah. I don't blame her. Glad you're ok, Mom," Collin said.
After her shower, Cindy put on some pajama pants and a tank top. She drove back to Bea's, finding her wearing a similar outfit. They hugged again, and made their way to the living room. Bea didn't put on a movie; she instead snuggled up to Cindy.
Cindy put her arm around Bea, closing her eyes, enjoying the warmth of her friend next to her.
A couple hours passed, Cindy drifted off the sleep, holding Bea. Bea stirred a little later, nudging Cindy awake, whispering "Let's go to bed."
Holding hands they made their way to Bea's bedroom. Cindy sat on the side of the bed running her hands through her hair, trying to make sense of the horrible event, while Bea was in the bathroom.
Her eyes to the carpet, she saw Bea's bare feet appear. Cindy's eyes slowly travelled up Bea's nude body to see her softly smiling down at her.

Chapter 6
Cindy's eyes widened, mouth hung open. "Bea?"
"Shh," she said. "You're my best friend. You saved me tonight."
"I know, but, but - "
"You're a cop, you were there, you did what you had to do."
Cindy gulped, looking over Bea's large breasts, flat tummy.
Bea ran her hand through Cindy's hair, "Don't be afraid."
Cindy nodded, looking up at her. Bea smiled, leaned down, grabbing the bottom of Cindy's t-shirt, pulling it up. Cindy took a deep breath and went with it, her arms in the air raised above her head.
Bea dropped the t-shirt and slowly straddled Cindy. She stared in her face, caressing it lovingly. One final, sweet smile and Bea kissed her. Her full lips barely pressing into Cindy's.
Cindy closed her eyes, the kiss sending shivers down her spine. It was so soft, sweet, and sensual. She kissed back, Bea moaning softly.
Their tongues met at the same time, ever so slightly touching one another, lapping at their lips. Cindy's hands went to Bea's nude body, gliding over her thighs, her hips, and her waist.
Their kissing intensified; their mouths now fully open, enclosed on the other. Cindy felt Bea's tongue travel around the inside her of her mouth, Cindy did the same, imitating what she was experiencing. Bea moaned into Cindy's mouth when Cindy gently squeezed Bea's ass.
Bea broke the kiss, out of breath, hot breath on Cindy's face. "Let me thank you, let me love you."
Cindy nodded, Bea pushing her back on the mattress. Bea pulled Cindy's pajama shorts and underwear off. Cindy watched her toss them over her shoulder and lay back on the bed. Bea climbed on top, straddling Cindy, kissing her passionately once more.
"You're beautiful," Bea broke the kiss, kissing at Cindy's neck now. When Bea's mouth covered Cindy's nipple, Cindy couldn't help but arch her back and moan.
Bea suckled hard on Cindy, moving to the next breast after several minutes. She eventually made her way down, kissing each of Cindy's six pack abs, licking over her tummy, licking in her belly button. Cindy had goose bumps.
Bea went to the floor, kissing all over Cindy's inner thighs. "This is it, it could happen," Cindy thought.
Bea's tongued plunged into Cindy's pussy, swirling all around. Cindy arched her back, grabbing her own breasts and moaning.
"Will it? Will I cum?" she wondered in her head.
Bea was so skilled, so good, and so hungry. She lapped at Cindy's pussy juices, sucking her clit, pulling her outer lips playfully with her mouth.
"Bea! Bea!" Cindy cried out.
Bea jumped on top of Cindy, her tongue in Cindy's mouth once again. Cindy tasted herself. She sat up, still kissing Bea.
She rolled to her side, taking Bea with her. Cindy returned the favor, sucking on Bea's large breasts, kissing her way down Bea's body, arriving at her pussy. It was Cindy's turn to experience worshiping a woman's body.
She dove her tongue in just like Bea did to her, tasting the nectar, Cindy's hands roaming over Bea's breasts as she devoured her.
"Ahh! Cindy!" Bea cried out. "I'm, I'm cumming!" It didn't take long.
Cindy grinned while sucking Bea's clit, watching her friend shake, and spasm. Bea rolled over to her tummy.
Cindy grabbed Bea's hips and brought her ass to her mouth. Cindy's tongue licked at Bea's puckered hole, causing Bea to cry out and squirm.
Finally Bea collapsed, out of breath, Cindy kissing her way up her back.
"We're not done," Bea said, rolling over, kissing frantically at Cindy.
Cindy, rubbing Bea's clit, broke the kiss. "I know. We're just getting started."
*****
Three hours later, both women dripping with sweat, were connected. Their legs wrapped around each other, their pussies grinding, mashing together.
"Cindy!" Bea threw her head back, her hips rolling, her pussy sliding against Cindy's.
"Come on!" Cindy grit her teeth, urging Bea to climax again. Cindy kissed all over Bea's feet at the other end of the bed, watching Bea's sweaty body convulse once more.
They were scissoring, the bed shaking with each impact, as their bodies went up and down over and over. "Ah fuck!" Bea cried out.
Bea climaxed again, her pussy contracting. Bea screamed with pleasure and her pussy exploded juices all over Cindy. Cindy's mouth hung open as she watched her friend's nectar land on her stomach, breasts, and face.
"Wow," Cindy whispered. Bea was a quivering mess.
Cindy backed away, Bea's legs going limp. She climbed on top of Bea, looking into her pleasure contorted face, and kissed her. Sweat dripped from Cindy to Bea. They kissed, savoring their tastes.
Her tongue coiling back into her mouth, Cindy sat up, bringing Bea with her. She sat on the bed then laid down, Bea whimpering and moaning in her arms.
When Cindy caught her breath, she looked to Bea - she was out cold. Cindy kissed Bea's head, holding her closely, the sweat on their bodies beginning to evaporate. Sleep found Cindy moments later.
*****
It was morning, Cindy was dressed in her pajamas, her hair still a mess, looking in on a naked, sleeping Bea. The thought of seeing her again, making love again, feeling Bea cum in her arms. Cindy smiled, thinking of bringing toys into the bedroom. She imagined herself with a strap-on, Bea on all fours, while Cindy took her from behind. She shook her head and sighed.
"See you later," she whispered.
At her home, not far from Bea's, Cindy stood in the door way of her son's bedroom. Images from her dreams flashed in her mind.
The nurses, her mother, cheering her on, telling her to push. The sensation of the birth canal expanding, her muscles tightening. She was so close; so close to pushing him out and cumming at the same time.
Cindy shook the memory from her head.
She closed his door, letting him sleep a little longer. Giving birth to Collin was the last time Cindy had an orgasm - nearly 15 years ago.
The end.

***************************************
Cindy's next story, and the final Policewomen story will be posted February 21st. She'll continue her journey to have an orgasm in another category!
***************************************
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-1-
Ronnie sat alone in his apartment, naked, jacking off. He wasn't horny, he was angry. Thoughts of the countless white women he and his brother have had coursed through his mind. In the past year or so, things changed. The amount of women throwing themselves at him decreased; these women seemed to prefer someone else.
Ever since he moved to Charleston, he noticed more and more strange occurrences. All the women that lived near him, who he saw regularly on the beach, didn't notice him much. They were hanging around younger, not as buff, and not as gigantically muscular as Ronnie, men - their sons.
He was confused at first when he was turned down at a club. He thought it was odd, but kept trying. Woman after woman politely declined, instead opting to dance with another guy. Ronnie saw the resemblance; he figured it out.
Sitting there jacking off, pleasuring himself for the first time in years, Ronnie thought about the near constant stream of sex he had daily. He thought about the last woman he had sex with - Stephanie.
It was several weeks ago. The blonde was walking with another woman and her son along the beach. Ronnie watched her hug the woman and kiss her son goodbye. They departed and Stephanie continued her walk alone.
Ronnie couldn't remember what he said to her. Something about the weather, something about her bikini, maybe he introduced himself at that first meeting. He couldn't recall. He remembered that evening though. They went to dinner then went to bed. Ronnie struggled not to cum, he struggled to maintain his stamina for the night - it'd been quite a while since he had pussy. Not knowing when or if he'd get any again, he barely managed to successfully fuck her all night long.
Sucking on her tits, as his orgasm subsided; Stephanie thanked him and stated she had to go. She informed Ronnie her son would be home soon from a short, out-of-town trip. She didn't say she was her son's lover, but the way she said it, made Ronnie realize she was using him just like she'd use a dildo as a masturbation technique. This woman wasn't becoming addicted to him, she wasn't going to leave anyone for him; she wasn't going to show up the next night begging for his black cock like so many women before. She was already devoted and addicted to someone - her son.
Ronnie nodded and watched her leave. It wasn't the nail in the coffin. The death of his brother was.
His brother Rodney was experiencing a similar phenomenon in Miami - his stable of women was drying up, moving away, showing no real interest in him.
Rodney and Ronnie were teammates. They worked together obtaining and fucking as many women as possible. When they both lived in Miami, their apartments were filled with interchangeable women. That, too, decreased. Rodney died in a car wreck attempting to abduct one of the women he enjoyed most.
Ronnie continued masturbating, thinking of his plans. He looked to his left seeing several newly ordered Tasers, still in their box. He was going to do this right. There'd be no mistakes, no car wrecks. He would look for women and take them from their sons.
*******
In Tampa, Cindy lost count of how many punches to the kickboxing bag she did. When her left arm tired, she switched to her right, punching until exhaustion. Next were her legs. First the left then right, kicking over and over until she couldn't stand.
"Cindy," her kickboxing instructor interrupted her, over an hour after class ended. "Go home," he looked upward at the near six-foot-tall brunette.
"Don't feel like it," She kept kicking.
"Please. I'm afraid you won't have any legs to kick with at my next class," he joked. "Is everything ok? You've been staying late for a few months now."
"Fine. Just need to relieve stress," Cindy told a half truth.
Her instructor shrugged and greeted a few students for the next class. A few moments later, Cindy stopped her kicks, caught her breath, grabbed her bag, and left.
On the way home, after a long day on her patrol route, then her kickboxing class, Cindy thought about how good a shower would feel. Afterward, she'd begin her near nightly masturbation ritual. She would choose from her vast collection of anal beads, dildos, and vibrators - all varying sizes from small to massive.
Arriving home, she peeped in on her 18-year-old son. Collin waved and nodded to his mother. Cindy smiled and headed to her shower.
She felt Collin was integral to an issue she was having. In the shower, she rinsed off and lathered up her tired muscles, moaning slightly when she held her breasts, running her thumb over her erect nipples.
Cindy rubbed her clit thinking of the last orgasm she had - 18 years ago.
It was a rare, but possible, phenomena; having an orgasm during childbirth. Cindy moaned a little louder thinking about it in the hot shower. She was pushing her baby out, her mother and nurses cheering her on. She felt something building, tingling, and burning, possibly due to her vagina being stretched out. She didn't know or care; she simply recalled how good it felt, approaching two decades ago.
She gave birth, crying of joy and pleasure, her body radiating orgasmic waves after she delivered Collin. It was her first and last orgasm.
Her marriage fell apart, psychiatrists didn't help, and doctors didn't help as nothing physically wrong with her was found.
The moment passed in the shower. Cindy's thoughts returned to her upcoming month. She rinsed her hair thinking of her and Collin traveling to Charleston, South Carolina for two reasons. One was a family reunion she agreed to go to. She hardly ever saw those cousins, rarely ever sending cards or visiting during the holidays, but something inside her made her say "sure, why not," when invited to the reunion. She put in her time off request at the precinct and looked forward to this trip - not to see her relatives, but to see her second reason.
Several minutes later, Cindy was on the phone with her second reason.
"Rub that pussy," her best friend, Bea, ordered. "Think of me licking it, eating it. Come on!"
"Mmm, yeah," Cindy moaned into the phone.
"I can't wait to see you, when you get here," The fiery redhead, Bea said, having just moved to the same area as Cindy's relatives. "I can't wait to worship your body."
"Mmm," Cindy rubbed her clit faster. It felt great, but she knew how this would end - no orgasms.
Bea was helpful, or tried to be. A few years ago she suggested Cindy try sex with women, hoping an orgasm would come from it. Bea offered herself to her friend. Sadly, that didn't work either. Since then, they've been roommates, moved across the country together, having daily sex up until Bea moved to Charleston earlier in the year. Bea tried everything, new toys, new techniques, suggesting all types of people to experiment with. Nothing and no one cased Cindy to climax.
"Anything?" Bea asked.
"Nope," Cindy stopped playing with herself.
"Diana, I'm so sorry," Bea said, using her nickname with Cindy. Bea once told Cindy she reminded her of Wonder Woman in general appearance - Diana being the superhero's first name.
"It's fine, Bea. This is how it is. I'm not designed to have an orgasm," Cindy said, sadness of that fact washing over her.
"Have you met anyone down there?"
"No. Stopped dating, stopped trying, when you moved up there. I just do these phone sex calls with you, because well, you're my friend."
"What do you think about when you masturbate?" Bea asked.
"I think about the one orgasm I had. Try to remember how it felt, what it was like. It ends up with me recalling giving birth to Collin," Cindy said.
There was a pause on the other line; Cindy heard Bea's muffled voice, talking to someone in the room. There was giggling, Cindy assumed it was Bea's sister.
"What about Collin?" Bea asked.
"What about him?"
"Well, his birth caused you to climax. What if you had sex with him? Maybe you would climax again," Bea blurted out quickly before Cindy could interrupt or say no.
"Really? That's your next suggestion?" Cindy rolled her eyes.
"Think about it. You had one giving birth to him, maybe it's not just his birth that's key, maybe he himself is the key."
"Bea, that's - "
"Dumb I know. I'm just thinking outside the box. Technically his birth gave you an orgasm; maybe that was a sign that he is the only one that could."
"That's illegal, crazy - "
"Just think about it. I need to go. Can't wait to see you later this month," Bea said.
"Fine," Cindy humored her. They ended their call.
In Bea's bedroom, she smiled at her naked sister, Bella. "I told her. Maybe she'll try it," Bea said.
"Good," Bella said. She climbed on top of Bea, kissing her passionately. Bea rolled over on top of her, their thighs resting against one another's pussies - almost nightly sisterly incest would ensue.
Cindy picked a large dildo to use. Normally she'd ride it, using it for a few hours, but Bea's suggestion caused her to pause before pushing the fat tip inside her. She sighed, actually entertaining the idea of sex with Collin.
"No," she rolled over, hugging the dildo like a teddy bear. As she drifted off to sleep, an image of Collin, shirtless flashed in her head. She heard herself let out an orgasmic cry. She shook herself and sat up in bed. She rubbed her eyes and left her bedroom, tiptoeing naked to Collin's room.
"She's crazy," Cindy thought, referring to Bea. She opened his door, peeping in on her sleeping son. "I could never hurt you like that."
Cindy, on her way back to her bedroom, couldn't help but think Bea might be on to something - something wrong and perverse, but something indeed. Maybe not only was Collin's birth key, but he himself was.
She licked all over the dildo, ready to shove it inside her, but stopped. "What if - no!" she tossed the dildo away.
Restless, light sleep eventually found Cindy. Bea's suggestion echoed in her mind.
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The next day Cindy responded to a domestic disturbance call at a trailer park. She followed protocol and called for backup, waiting patiently for it to arrive. It happened to be the Captain of the precinct. When he arrived, they nodded to one another and walked toward the trailer in question.
"We ain't hurtin' nobody!" a large, overweight woman, wearing only a nightgown yelled at Cindy a few minutes later.
When she answered the door, it was easy for the officers to smell the smoke of marijuana. They asked if they could enter the home, a short, small man only wearing boxers told his wife to "let them in, we ain't got nothing to hide."
As they entered, Cindy saw him frantically attempt to hide his marijuana bags.
Cindy pointed it out and an argument followed. The Captain handcuffed the woman. Her little husband charged at Cindy. She squatted, caught, and then slammed him to his back, knocking the air out of him.
"You be careful with him!" his huge wife yelled. Cindy cuffed him and helped him to his feet.
"This is the privacy of our home! So what if we smoke some! We're mindin' our own business, we ain't hurtin' anyone!" she continued to yell all the way to the Captain's patrol car.
She broke free of his grip and ran off, Cindy was close enough to extend her foot and trip the large piece of trailer park trash. "Oops," Cindy grinned, receiving a thank you from her Captain.
*******
That night Cindy pulled a large dildo out of her, once again thinking of her last orgasm during Collin's birth. She was on the phone with Bea who just came off an orgasm herself. Cindy waited for Bea to catch her breath.
"Whew, that was good. Thank you," Bea said.
"Sure," Cindy licked the tip of the dildo of her pussy juices and tossed it.
"Aww, I'm sorry," Bea apologized. "Have you thought anymore of my newest suggestion?"
"No. I mean, yes, I have. And no, I'm not committing incest."
"Big D, can't you think about it more?"
"Big D?"
"Yeah, Diana. You're large," Bea giggled on the other end.
"You're silly. Insane too," Cindy stroked another dildo sticking on top of the bedside table with its suction cup base.
"I know it's not normal, but it'd be consensual. You two wouldn't be hurting anyone," Bea said. Cindy's eyes widened, words from the redneck at the trailer park call that day rang in her ears.
"You know? It'd be in private, just you and him, enjoying it. A victimless crime," Bea continued.
"Like pot."
"Huh?"
"We arrested a couple today. They were smoking pot in their trailer. The wife said something similar about smoking."
"Right. See? They weren't hurting anyone, just enjoying themselves. Shame it's illegal in your state still," Bea said.
"Yeah."
"But you and Collin wouldn't be hurting anyone either."
"It'd be psychological pain. We'd be hurting each other that way - guilt, shame over what we did."
"Not unless you talk to him first, tell him your situation, ask if he can help. Who knows? He may be interested. If not, well, at least you tried," Bea encouraged her friend.
They ended their call a few moments later, Cindy cutting Bea off, thanking her, telling her she needs sleep. Cindy rolled over, once again holding a huge dildo like a teddy bear. She wondered about Collin's openness to incest. She assumed he'd be sickened by it. Moving to her back, Cindy couldn't help but think that she herself wouldn't be sickened by it. It'd be wrong, horrible, trashy, but she wouldn't be grossed out by him.
After their call, Bea entered the shower, joining her sister, grabbing and squeezing a breast.
"Any luck?" Bella asked.
"Nope. It'll take time I suppose."
"Maybe when they come up here for that family reunion, things will happen," Bella said.
"Maybe. They'll be staying with us though."
"Mmm," Bella deeply kissed her sister. "Can't wait to get her in bed with us again."
"One-on-one sessions, first. Remember? I wished I could make her cum."
"Maybe her son will," Bella said. The two sisters kissed, steam from the shower enveloping them.
*******
Ronnie unlocked and slid open a large door to an abandoned warehouse. He was able to make a deal with the property owners, lying about his intentions for renovating it for them to sell. He was surprised he pulled it off. He'd been eyeing the building for a while, driving by it, peeking in some of the office windows that weren't boarded up. The warehouse itself was just outside of town, not far from creeks and marshlands.
He tugged at his black dick, walking around the complex, taking note of its insides. He walked up a steel staircase to the second floor. Ronnie surmised warehouse managers sat up there, overlooking the facility, long, long ago.
There was a large hole in the roof. Ronnie could see where rain poured in. There was water damage on the floor of the second story overlook. He could see floor boards rotting away. Ronnie looked up through a hole in the ceiling next, fluffy, white clouds visible against the blue sky. He saw a bird's nest near the hole situated on a beam.
He whipped his cock out and casually stroked himself, thinking of his plans. He decided to bring the women to this second floor overlook area. The office is where their cages would be. Ronnie thought about setting up a simple table in the middle of the overlook. This would be where he would rape them. Standing against the railing, looking over the empty warehouse, Ronnie decided when he was done, this would be where he would hang them, one-by-one, with his belt.
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The next night, Cindy's bed was slamming against the wall. She was riding the biggest dildo she owned. "Come on!" she closed her eyes, grit her teeth, fucking the dildo as hard as she could.
She didn't care if she woke Collin. "Come on!" she thought of an orgasm traveling through her body. Nothing happened.
Cindy went to her back, grabbing the base of the dildo, plunging it in and out of her "Come on!" She thought of Collin being born, the pleasure radiating through her. Nothing happened.
That led to single thought. Collin on top of her; his cock plunging in and out of her instead of the dildo. Cindy's eye's shot open, she stopped fucking herself. For a split second she thought she felt something - something incredible brought on by thoughts of her son.
"No," she whispered, pulling the dildo out, tossing it aside. Her hands traveled up her stomach, over her breasts, tweaking her nipples. She thought of Collin again, sucking her tits then kissing her.
"No!" she shook the image from her head and climbed under the covers, angry at herself.
*******
"Well?" Bea asked on the phone the next night. "How are things progressing? You'll be here soon for your family reunion. Think you and Collin will be a couple by then?"
"Ha! A couple? First it was just sleeping with him, now you're suggesting we'd be a couple?" Cindy laughed, sitting up naked in bed.
"Well, yeah. I mean why wouldn't you be? He's your son and you'd be crossing that line with him. I don't see how it could be a one-time thing. If I had to guess, he's the key to making you cum again, therefore, you'll be his woman."
"Bea," Cindy shook her head on the other end of the call.
"Just imagine him inside you, making you climax so very good, then he says he loves you, and then - "
"That's enough. I need to go. We'll talk later."
"Wait! I've failed you two times. Both of my suggestions for things to try have failed. This is my third and final suggestion. I feel that if you and Collin become lovers, not just mom and son, you will have an orgasm every time you two make love. He gave you one when he was born."
There was a long pause on Cindy's end. "Alright, like I said, that's enough. I need to go. Talk to you later."
"Yes. And we'll see you soon," Bea hung up.
"That sounded good," a naked Bella entered the room, after stepping out of the shower, crawling onto the bed. "But you and I aren't a couple."
"You and I aren't mom and son. We're sisters who have sex with one another. Now shut up and give me that pussy, bitch," Bea said.
"Ooh, so rude," Bella grinned, turning around, getting into a 69-position with Bea.
Cindy paced back and forth in her room. This entire idea from Bea had been swimming in her mind since she brought it up. "What if it was consensual? No one would know. No one would be hurt. What if we eased into it slowly? We could get used to one another sexually before going all the way. What if Bea is right? What if Collin gives me an orgasm from sex for the first time?"
Cindy sat on the edge of her bed, "What if we became lovers? No. This is stupid. I'm desperate, that's all."
She paced around a bit more. "I could at least tell him of my problem. See what he says."
*******
Cindy went a couple days without calling Bea. She texted her friend a simple "can't talk. thinking."
Collin noticed his mom seemed distracted. On her day off Cindy didn't go to the gym. She cleaned the house, appearing to keep herself busy.
She was busy at the kitchen sink scrubbing dishes frantically later in the day when Collin approached. Cindy heard a soft "hey" followed by a gentle hand on her shoulder.
"Oh, hi," Cindy glanced over her shoulder to her son, a couple inches shorter than her.
"Mom, you ok? You've been really busy on your day off," Collin asked.
"I'm fine," Cindy lied, not turning to face her son.
"Alright, well, I don't have anything going on tonight. If you want to hang out, I'll be around," Collin offered.



Guilt overcame her for being short with him. She turned around, "Collin."
"Hmm?"
Cindy rushed to him, pulling him in for a hard hug. "Sorry. Yes I'd love that."
Collin nodded up at his mother, smiling softly. "No worries."
Cindy played with his hair, touched his cheek, thinking how great of a son he's been. She stopped, assuming Bea's suggestion was messing with her mind.
"There's something I need to talk to you about. Something about me," Cindy said.
"Something wrong?" Collin asked with a look of concern on his face.
"Sort of. Nothing major or life threatening. Frustrating if anything," Cindy smiled.
"Oh. Uh, well, sure, you can talk to me about whatever you want."
"Ok, let's heat up some leftovers. We'll chat after dinner."
*******
Ronnie purchased several dog crates designed for large breeds. He reasoned an adult woman would fit in them. It'd be cramped and horribly uncomfortable. He didn't care. He would tie their wrists together so they couldn't let themselves out.
The dog crates were lining the back wall of the run-down office on the second floor. Ronnie positioned a table several feet away from the door, directly under the large hole in the roof. He'd have his fun with them there, reminding them of what they are missing out on, what he can offer them.
Ronnie inspected the weak area in the floor, lightly stepping on it, observing how easy it gave away. He made sure to avoid the area, lest he wanted to fall through to the first floor.
His sick little area, where he would take mothers and keep them, hurt them, hang them, then bury them was turning out quite nicely.
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"So, you wanted to talk to me about something?" Collin said, watching his mother sit next to him on the couch, tucking her feet under her.
"Yes."
"Ok," he waited. "Well?"
"Um, I'll be right back," Cindy headed to the kitchen, searching for any booze they had. She found some vodka Bea left a few months ago. Cindy opened and poured herself a shot. Downing it quickly, she poured another shot, then finally a third.
"That should do it," She wiped her mouth, rejoining Collin on the couch.
"Something wrong?" he asked.
"I want, or need, to talk to you about something I've been going through my whole life. Only a couple doctors and Bea and Bella know about it."
"Mom, are you sure nothing is wrong."
"It's ok. It's nothing life threatening, nothing serious, it's just," Cindy paused. "Somewhat sad."
"Mom," Collin placed his hand on hers.
"You're sweet, it's ok though," Cindy patted his hand. She thought for a moment before proceeding.
"We're both adults now. You're eighteen, you know how the birds and the bees work. The issue I've had my entire life pertains to that."
"Oh, I see," Collin nodded. "Hmm. Ok."
"Again, it's nothing life-threatening. But," Cindy cleared her throat. "I'm unable to, I haven't had, um, an orgasm. I'm unable to have one. You know what an - "
"Yes, yes I do, Mom," Collin held up his hand. "I know what one is."
"Anyway, I don't have them. You're not an idiot. You know when Bea and Bella lived with us before they moved to Charleston, you know they shared a bed with me."
"It's fine, I know. No need to go into details. If you're a lesbian, it's fine, really," Collin said.
"No, no I'm not. I mean, I don't think I am. What I'm getting at is, I was trying different things. I've talk to doctors, nothing is physically wrong with me. I even met briefly with a shrink. I didn't like it, so I stopped. And, well, Bea and I became intimate, hoping that would do it. Nothing worked," Cindy explained.
"Well, I don't know what to tell you. I'm sorry about your issues with that stuff though."
"It's fine. I wanted to let you know that while I can't have one, I have had one. Only one. The only orgasm I've ever had was a little over eighteen years ago."
Collin cleared his throat, slightly uncomfortable with this conversation. "That's a long time. I'm really sorry to hear that."
"It was when I gave birth to you."
Collin's eyes widened. "Um, wow. Ok."
"It's rare, but apparently it's been known to happen - women having an orgasm during childbirth. Bea has been trying to help me, offering suggestions, things like that. She even," Cindy gave a fake laugh. "She even said you were the cause of the orgasm and maybe you'd be the only person to give me one now."
"What did she mean?"
"It's dumb. She was joking that you and I could, uh, know you, and well, I'd have an orgasm if we uh - "
"Did it?"
"Right. Heh, did it."
"Oh," Collin looked away nodding his head.
"She suggested that you and I have sex. That you were the key in giving me an orgasm. I think she was drunk or something," Cindy tried to make it sound like Bea wasn't serious, even though she was.
"Yeah, that's crazy," Collin said, still not looking at his mom.
"I know. Real crazy."
He glanced at her then looked away again, "Yeah."
"She wanted me to think about it. I can't believe it, but I actually did. I guess that's what'll happen after eighteen years of not having an orgasm - maybe I'd try anything."
"You mean, you'd actually want to do that with me?"
Cindy shrugged. "I don't know. It's wrong and crazy."
"Yep."
"Would you help out? I mean, would you be willing to even think about doing that with me?" Cindy asked.
"No. No way," Collin glanced at her. "I don't know," he shrugged.
Cindy nodded, her eyes lowered. "Alright. I just wanted to talk to you about it. In case you ever see me in a bad mood or acting strange or frantic, you'll know what's mostly likely on my mind."
"Yeah, thanks for letting me know. I think."
Cindy smiled, patted her son's leg and headed to the kitchen. She grabbed the bottle of vodka and went to her bedroom.
An hour later, after several large chugs of vodka, Cindy stood in front of her bathroom mirror in a matching black bra and thong. She smiled at herself and retrieved a pillowcase. She left her room and headed to Collin's.
She knocked on the door a couple times. Collin opened it seeing a tall, muscular woman with a pillowcase over her head.
"Well?" Cindy asked. "If I cover my face, would it make it easier?"
Collin laughed and pulled the pillowcase off her head.
"I figured if I was wearing it, you couldn't see my face and it'd be easier for you."
"Mom, your face is just fine. It looks great," he glanced at her body. "All of you looks great. You could pass for Wonder Woman - just like Bea says."
"Thank you. Maybe we could just hang out. Watch a movie or something," Cindy suggested, extending her arm.
"Sure," Collin took it and walked with her downstairs.
They ate ice cream, Cindy still in her underwear, sitting against her son. After the movie ended, empty cartons of ice cream next to them, Collin spoke up.
"You know, you do look great. I was serious," he said.
"Collin," Cindy smiled, touching his face. "That means a lot coming from you. Thank you."
He put his arm around her, kissing her head. "I'm sorry you have trouble in that particular department."
"I'm just glad I've had you in my life all these years. You've been wonderful," Cindy said.
"Wished I could help, but you know, it's - "
"Weird. I know. I wouldn't force it on you," Cindy said.
"I mean, do you want me to?"
Cindy sat up, her hand resting on his thigh. "Do I want us to do that? Have sex? I don't know," Cindy shrugged. "I honestly don't know, even if it meant I'd have an orgasm."
He smiled, unsure of what to say. He held her for a few more minutes. Collin turned off the TV, extended his hand, and they headed to their bedrooms.
"I love you, Collin," Cindy was hugging him at her door. "Thank you for listening to me."
"It's fine, Mom. I love you too," they ended their hug, Cindy kissing on the cheek.
"Goodnight," She entered her room, Collin looking at her ass.
Cindy hooked her thumbs in her thong to pull it down, removing it, when she saw Collin watching her. She stopped, smiling at him.
"Sorry," he blushed. "Goodnight."
*******
The next day Cindy was kicking the bag over and over again. This time it wasn't out of anger and pent up frustration, but out of hopefulness, determination, and overall happiness. She felt like a weight had been lifted by telling Collin of her orgasm problem. His reaction of not being thoroughly grossed out by Bea's suggestion, plus the look he gave her when they said goodnight, made Cindy think her son might actually entertain the idea of incest. Her own thoughts toward it, while still feeling it was wrong and sick, viewed it more as a potential solution - a treatment for her issue.
That day in Charleston, Ronnie was busy studying, watching the women on the beach near his home. As he suspected they were with their sons. He saw a group of brunettes, in their bikinis, with younger men, playing volleyball, playing in the ocean, or sitting with each other. He heard a few of the guys call out "mom" here and there while addressing them. He saw an older brunette handing out sandwiches, in a motherly fashion, to younger guys. They all had dark hair; he presumed they were her nephews. He didn't know for sure, but he watched them all afternoon.
He watched where they headed when they left the beach. Ronnie took note of the neighborhood, deciding to drive around inside it that night.
-5-
"Does this hurt?" Cindy asked, sitting on top of Collin, rubbing his back the next night.
"Nah, Mom, feels fine," he answered.
Cindy continued massaging his shoulders and back. "You looking forward to our Charleston trip later this month? I know it'll be nice to see Bea and Bella."
"Yeah, I guess."
"Our family too. It's been many years since I've seen them. I was kinda of shocked they reached out to me to invite us to this reunion. I'm more than looking forward to seeing Bea and Bella though."
"Yeah, we're closer with them I guess," Collin closed his eyes, enjoying his mother's massage.
"Oh by the way, I don't have ulterior motives for giving you this massage."
"Huh?"
Cindy leaned down, whispering in his ear, "I'm not trying to seduce you."
"Oh, right. No, I know you aren't. Just being nice to me," He said.
"You got it. Have you thought more about what I said though?" Cindy asked, hopping off Collin, letting him sit up.
"Sorta," he shrugged.
"Yeah? What would happen? How would it happen?"
"Uh, are you talking birds and bee's stuff?" Collin asked.
"No, no," Cindy laughed. "I mean us getting to that point of crossing the line. Having intercourse."
"Um, well, I supposed we'd have to date?"
"Date? Sure, why not. What else? We'd have to look at each other and think of one another not as parent and child. I guess flirting would be involved."
"That too. I don't know, maybe some kind of romantic evening to see if it'd be too weird," Collin added.
"Right. That's one option. Or we could be more affectionate with each other. Maybe some kisses here and there," She jabbed at his side.
"Ha, right."
"It's a lot to think about. Doing something like that, or working toward it."
"Did you ever figure out why you don't have a, you know, orgasm?" Collin lowered his voice.
"No. There's something wrong up here," Cindy pointed to her head. "The doctors have examined me and run tests. They have found nothing wrong with my parts down there. Everything works normally, nothing unusual. So it must be something in my head. When I gave birth to you, maybe I was so overjoyed to see you, my mind allowed me to have one. Or maybe when you came out, you pressed against me in there in a certain way that caused it to happen."
"Whoa," Collin held up his hand.
"Sorry, too much graphic info," Cindy grinned.
"If we did it. What would it be like afterward?" Collin asked.
"If we had sex? Well, I suppose," Cindy took a deep breath. "It's so wrong and bizarre. I'd be afraid you'd hate me or I'd hate myself. I'd be afraid our relationship would be forever ruined."
"I could never hate you, Mom."
"I could never hate you. But I could hate myself for doing it - incest with you."
"I wouldn't want you to feel that way."
"Me neither. How would you feel if you and I had sex? Would you feel angry at yourself or weird?" Cindy asked.
"I guess it depends. I guess if we work toward it. It'd be 100% consensual."
"Of course."
"I think you're a beautiful woman. If I didn't see you as my mother, maybe it wouldn't be too weird. I'd be helping this older woman out with this problem she has - or at least trying to help."
"I'm sure you'd do just fine," Cindy smiled. "Part of me thinks, if we did it, we wouldn't experience horrible, negative feelings afterward."
"Yeah, I kinda feel the same way," Collin extended his arm, holding her against him.
"So, does this mean you are thinking about it?"
Collin laughed, "You aren't gross. I'll say that much."
"Well, at least that's something," Cindy chuckled, hugging him tightly.
*******
Ronnie was at the club the next night, watching the same group of brunette moms. They were all dressed up, dancing, drinking, enjoying a girl's night out. He was able to deduce, by eavesdropping on their conversation from a nearby table, that they were sisters. They were chattering on and on, mentioning various male names. One of them said "my son," "your son," and so on, followed by talk of sex acts. One of them shushed another, telling her to keep her voice down. They bickered a bit, one of them was drunk, stating no one was paying attention or listening to her. She was wrong, Ronnie picked up on most of their conversation, pretending to be playing on his phone in the booth behind theirs.
He heard them mention a family reunion and a cousin named Cindy. One of them asked about Cindy's son. Ronnie nodded.
When they all left a little later, Ronnie followed. He managed to stay back, in his car, long enough to park near their neighborhood. He was in a parking lot about a quarter mile away. He got out and walked.
In the bushes, with binoculars, Ronnie spied on the mothers. He shook his head, disgusted that they didn't even close the blinds. Each house he spied on he watched them walk through the house, not a care in the world, undressing as they made their way to a bedroom. The big, beautiful houses lit up one-by-one, mothers entering their bedroom, to take care of their sons all night.
He could see a few couples fucking, a mother on top, riding and bouncing on a dick. Ronnie snuck through the dark alleys between the beach homes. He heard muffled cries of pleasure coming from the inside. Ronnie was able to see into one's backyard pool area. One of the women, the one who was drunk and talking loudly about her son, was on all fours in the shallow end of the pool. She was getting fucked from behind by, Ronnie assumed, the son she was talking about. He watched the woman climax, anger building inside him. It wouldn't be long before he would take these mothers from their sons and show them what they were missing. He tugged at his dick and headed back to his car.
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"Am I too heavy?" Cindy asked the next night, in her pajama shorts and tank top, straddling Collin on the couch.
"Nah, you're good."
"Do you have any questions for me?"
"About your condition?"
"Anything really. The 'condition' or maybe what I've done to try to fix it or this whole incest idea Bea suggested."
"Bea. So you and her?"
"Don't be silly, Collin. You know she slept in my bed when she and Bella lived with us. That woman," Cindy shook her head. "She tried to help me every single night. All night."
"Ok, ok, I get it."
"Bella too. Both them, they," Cindy thought about all those nights Bea and Bella worshiped her body, each sucking a breast, kissing down to her pussy. "They tried to help me. Nothing we did worked. No toys worked either."
"You have toys?"
"Sex toys, yes. I have a large collection of them. You know what a dildo is right?"
"Ha! Yes, Mom, I know. Vibrator?"
"I have a couple of those too. Battery operated. Again, Collin, nothing worked," Cindy's eyes lowered, her hand running over Collin's shirt-covered chest. "I can't tell you how many times - " she stopped.
"What? How many times you what?"
Cindy looked him directly in his eyes. "How many times I masturbated."
"Really?"
"I do it almost every night, Collin. I know it's pointless. I know it won't work, but in the back of my mind I think that someday it might. I even thought about what Bea suggested - me and you - and believe it or not I actually briefly thought of you while doing it. I stopped myself. Felt weird."
Collin's mouth hung open. "O-ok."
"Sorry, too much info again, right?"
"Uh no. I guess I didn't realize you were that desperate to uh, you know."
"To orgasm?" she looked into his eyes again. "To cum?"
"Yeah, that."
"You can use the slang term if you want. It's just me."
"Alright," Collin rubbed the back of his neck.
"I've all but given up. Stopped dating, only play with myself with my fingers or my toys. I'll have phone sex with Bea to humor her, but that's about it."
Collin nodded, processing everything.
"Anyway, it's late. Let's go to bed. Walk me to my room," his mother smiled, getting off him, extending her hand.
Collin complied, silently walking his mom to her bedroom door again. Cindy hugged him, kissing his cheek. "It was nice spending more time with you."
"Yeah it was."
"Collin? Can I try something?"
"Like what?"
"Don't worry, nothing too scary."
"Uh ok, sure."
"Close your eyes. Don't worry," Cindy said. Collin did as was told. Cindy paused a moment, looking to her son, a couple inches shorter than her. She took a deep breath and slowly kissed his lips. She closed her eyes, letting her lips stick to his. She felt her spine tingle then ended the kiss.
"There," she smiled. "Wasn't so bad, was it?"
Collin's eyes fluttered open. "No, Mom. Wasn't bad at all."
She bit her bottom lip, "I swear I'm not trying to seduce you."
"No, I know, Mom. It was great. Very nice."
"Alright, I'll see you tomorrow, sweetie."
After closing her bedroom door, Cindy stripped naked, grabbed her phone and called Bea.
Bea and Bella were covered in sweat, having rubbed pussies, scissoring for a few hours. Bea collapsed, out-of-breath, and answered the phone.
"You busy? Sounds like it," Cindy said.
"Oh, not busy, had to run to catch the phone," Bea lied. "What's up?"
"Just wanted to let you know things are getting interesting with Collin."
"Oh? Is he into the incest idea too?"
"Not sure. If so, it's not 100%, but it could be getting there. I can't believe I'm actually thinking you're onto something with your idea."
"See? I've failed you twice, third time's the charm!"
"Right," Cindy rolled her eyes. "Anyway, we'll be up soon for that reunion. Who knows what'll happen before then."
"Ok," Bea smiled. "You have a good night. I have a special friend over."
"Ah, I see. I should've known. Goodnight," Cindy laughed, ending the call.
"She still doesn't know about us?" Bella asked.
"Nah. All those three ways we had, she never suspected anything. But when she arrives here, my sweet sis, we will show her our little secret in person," Bea grinned.
-7-
It was the night before Cindy and Collin's drive up to South Carolina from Florida. In her tank top and panties, she was lying on Collin's chest in his bed.
"Do you think I'm too tall?" she asked her son.
"Of course not. You mean for sex?"
"In general, really."
"I don't think you're too tall. Wished I was taller."
"I think you're perfect the way you are."
"Thanks. But you're a little biased though."
"Maybe, maybe not," Cindy rose to her elbow, caressing his face.
"So I'd just move in with you? We'd share a bed?" Collin asked.
Cindy smiled. "Ah that. Yes. If we became lovers, Collin, you'd definitely be in my bed every night."



"Sounds scary," he joked.
"Oh it would be. I have quite a sexual appetite. I don't have orgasms from it, but I still want it. Weird how that works."
"Yeah."
"I'd be worried that you wouldn't be able to get married or be a father. Part of me thinks if we had sex and became lovers, that you'd miss out on normal stuff," Cindy said.
"I'd be more scared that I WOULDN'T want that. What if you wanted to remarry?"
"I'd be afraid that once we cross that line I wouldn't want those normal things either," Cindy admitted.
"I don't know of any mom and son couples. I don't know how it works," Collin said.
"Then I guess we'd simply have to be together forever," Cindy smiled. She rolled on her back, "Kiss me."
"Huh?"
"I kissed you the other night. I'd like you to try kissing me. On the lips. See how it feels from your end," Cindy closed her eyes. "Come on. Don't be shy. It's just me."
"Heh, yeah," Collin gave her a quick peck on the lips.
"Collin! You can do better than that. Pretend I'm a woman you love and you have taken your lady to bed," his mother said.
Collin shrugged.
"I'm your lady," his mother said. "You've taken me to bed. Please kiss me."
Collin took a deep breath, looking to her lips, her closed eyes, then down to her chest, watching it go up and down with each breath. He gulped, closed his eyes and moved toward her lips.
Cindy felt her spine tingle again. His lips pressed softly against hers. She touched his face and increased the pressure. She pulled him in, their lips pressed firmly against one another's now. They were forgetting to breathe out of their noses.
"See?" Cindy broke the kiss, holding Collin against her face, his mouth breathing into hers. "See, we can kiss like this, right?"
"Mmhmm," Collin agreed, kissing her again, drawing in air through his nose this time.
The kisses came one right after another. Before Cindy knew it, tongues were involved; lapping against one another and licking lips.
Collin placed a hand on her tummy, continuing to kiss her. His hand slid under her tank top, resting on her abs. Cindy moaned, grabbing his head with both hands, thoroughly making out with him.
Collin rubbed her tummy. Cindy quickly pulled her shirt up then pushed his hand. "You can do it, if you want," she whispered.
Collin resumed kissing her, sliding his hand further north. His fingers touched part of her breast; his mother moaned into his mouth.
"Do it," she urged him.
Collin's hand covered a breast, squeezing softly, feeling the erect nipple against his palm. "Yes," Cindy broke the kiss, gasping for air.
Collin kissed at her neck next. Cindy turned her head to the side, her body tingling all over, as Collin massaged a breast. She wondered if Bea was right all along. Collin is who was needed to make her cum.
She stopped him, rolling on top of him, flinging her shirt off and lowered her tits to his face. Collin's hands roamed over her back, while he licked, kissed, and sucked her breasts.
"Oh, Collin, yes," she whispered. Cindy felt something, something other than an erection against her panties. She felt like she could lose herself with him. She felt like she could give her body to Collin every day.
She slid down his body, her breasts coming out of his mouth, and kissed him harder than before. Cindy felt like he could easily make her cum. She thought about why and how when her cell phone ringing shook her back to reality.
It rang several times before Cindy broke the kiss, annoyingly grabbing her phone. It was a cousin from Charleston, the one that invited her to the reunion.
"Hi, yes. Looking forward to it," Cindy sat on the edge of Collin's bed on her phone. "Huh uh. Sounds great. We'll leave around 3am. Yeah I'm up early everyday anyway, so it's fine."
Cindy stood, picking up her tank top, flinging it over her shoulder, "Alright, wonderful. See you and everyone else then."
She ended the call, standing in Collin's doorway. "Sorry about all that before the phone call. Got carried away. We're leaving really early tomorrow; I better get some sleep."
Collin nodded, watching his topless mother leave his room. He lay down, his heart racing, trying to make sense of what just happened.
Arriving to her room, Cindy kicked off her panties and climbed into bed. "Bea is right. Collin is the answer."
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Collin slept almost half the way there the following morning. As Cindy drove from their Tampa home, thinking about the events from the previous night, she'd glance at him and smile.
Past Jacksonville, they stopped for breakfast. They were quiet as they ate. Cindy could tell Collin felt awkward. She didn't and acted as though nothing happened.
"So, tell me, how experienced are you?" Cindy asked, ten minutes into the drive after breakfast.
"Not very."
"What does that mean? Collin, are you a virgin? Have you played around?" his mother asked.
"I'm not a virgin," Collin replied, not really wanting to go into it.
"I really enjoyed last night," Cindy said, changing the subject to the two of them. "I thought it was really sweet and loving. I think we were headed to crossing a line. Had I not got that phone call, we might have."
"Yeah."
"You don't have to feel shy around me. You can relax."
"Alright," Collin kept looking out the passenger side window.
"I don't care if you aren't experienced. That is, if we took it that far. If we had sex."
Collin remained quiet.
"Did you enjoy last night? Our little session?"
Collin nodded.
"Do you think you'd want to do it again?"
He nodded once more.
Cindy smiled, driving along. "Well, if you want we can see how far it goes. Chances are though, I'll be having a lot of sex on this trip."
"Huh?" Collin looked over to his mother.
"Bea and Bella. Unless of course you wanted to play with me instead."
"Oh, right," Collin returned watching the trees zoom by on the interstate. "Maybe."
"Let me know. No pressure."
*******
Two bikini-clad women, one a short, dyed-red hair, and the other a taller blonde, greeted Cindy and Collin.
They led them inside after many hugs and kisses. They unpacked, each had their own rooms in Bea's new home then they sat and chatted a bit.
Bella emerged dressed and pulled Collin off the couch. "We're going to the store. We need stuff for dinner tonight."
"Alright," Collin smiled, following Bella.
The second the door closed, Bea lunged at Cindy straddling her, kissing her, ripping off her own bikini top. They said nothing, Cindy standing, taking the smaller woman to bed. She slammed her down, tore off her clothes, aligned her pussy up with Bea's and went at it as hard as she could. Bea was cumming in seconds.
Cindy sat on the bed, Bea straddling her, and sucked on Bea's tits. "I missed you too," Cindy said, popping a nipple out of her mouth.
Bella and Collin arrived an hour later from the store. Bella sent a text to let them know they were there, Bea's phone buzzing on the bedside table, signaling them to keep it down some.
Bella and Collin changed into bathing suits after putting the groceries away. They played volleyball in the pool, Bella occasionally hearing a muffled cry of pleasure coming from her sister.
Bea emerged an hour later in her bikini. She jumped into the pool, swimming to her sister. "You're turn," she grinned. Collin watched Bella get out of the pool, removing her top before she walked into the house.
"Wanna go to the beach?" Bea asked.
"Sure," Collin answered.
Bella's muffled cries were heard next as Bea and Collin walked out of the fence, making their way to the beach.
"We love your mother, we really do," Bea said, riding around on Collin's back in the water. "We've been trying to help her."
"I know. She told me about her problem."
"Bella and I are going to talk more about it with her tonight. There's something we need to tell her that may help."
"Help?"
Bea climbed off his back, swimming to his front, wrapping her legs around him in the water. "Help her see how common and how wonderful incest is."
Collin was confused.
"I think you are what she needs in every way. I think you and her will have a wonderful life together."
Collin slowly nodded.
They played in the ocean a little longer, before heading back to Bea's house.
Bella and Cindy were sweaty and tired. Bella was lying in her arm, kissing Cindy's nearest breast. "Can't wait for the two of us to fuck you tonight."
"Should be fun," Cindy said, wiping her forehead.
"There's something we need to talk to you about," Bella added. "Something I think you'll like."
"Heh, alright."
Bella and Cindy showered, joining Bea and Collin in the kitchen preparing dinner. Cindy hugged her son from behind, kissing his cheek.
They ate dinner together, chatted about Bea and Bella's lovely new home, talked about how friendly the neighborhood is. Bea didn't live far from the family reunion Cindy and Collin were attending the next day.
After walking on the beach, watching the sunset, they headed back to the house. Bea and Bella retired leaving Cindy and Collin on the couch.
Collin fell asleep in her arms. She held him on the couch, savoring his warmth. After an hour or so, Cindy starting to fade, she walked Collin to bed before she herself fell asleep.
After tucking him in, she undressed in his room. She gathered her shirt and shorts, tossing her thong onto Collin's pillow.
Bea and Bella were still awake, naked, waiting for her. "We'll be quiet," Bea said, approaching Cindy, guiding her to their bed, covering her in kisses.
Cindy moaned, arms extended, lying on her back, the two women worshiping her body. They licked and kissed over every muscle. They worked their way up, each taking a breast to their mouths. Cindy felt no urge to climax, but loved the attention from her friends.
"Cindy," Bea spoke up. "I bet you're wondering why I suggested incest."
"A little."
The sisters smiled at one another, their lips touching, which led to mouths opening, and tongues invading. Cindy watched them kiss, fondle, caress one another. Finally, they 69'd, Cindy's pussy dripping wet while watching them.
The sisters locked their legs around each other. They did their best to be quiet, all while forgetting Cindy was there, watching them.
They kissed each other during their orgasms in attempt to muffle their moans of pleasure.
"How long?" Cindy asked.
Bella kissed along Cindy's neck, whispering in her ear, "A few years."
"We've done a good job of keeping it secret from everyone," Bea added.
The three women shared a passionate kiss. "Are you two lovers? A couple?" Cindy asked.
"No," Bea answered. "Bella has her friends, I have mine, but this is how we show love to each other - through sex."
"Makes sense now. Why you suggested Collin and I do this."
"Yes, but you are his mom. I suspected a mother and son would want to be a couple - I don't see how they couldn't be. It'd be far more intimate. Unless of course, you planned it out. He or you would go on to get married, only having sex when you can and won't get caught."
"Or you could move in here," Bella blurted out.
"Ha, yes, there's that too," Bea added.
Cindy unwrapped her arm around Bella, grabbing and squeezing Bea's breast, bringing it to her mouth. "Maybe."
*******
That night, Ronnie dug shallow graves outside of his rundown warehouse. He dug ten graves, the dirt piled next to each one. He had no idea how many mothers he'd be able to abduct. He was assuming at least five.
The next day he would go hunting. Most of it would consist of more watching and following. But he would bring his Tasers, his SUV would be cleaned out, making enough room for their bodies. He was unable to purchase a gun in a timely fashion, so a baseball bat was brought along in case the Tasers malfunctioned or broke.
Ronnie removed his shirt, wiping sweat from his massive, muscular body. He tugged his at his dick again, thinking about fucking these women all night - his psychosis fully setting in.
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It was such a strange event. Cindy didn't know what to make of her family at the reunion. Some of them, cousins, she hadn't seen in years. There was something very odd about them though. Collin picked up on it too.
There were no husbands. There were no men over the age of thirty. Early to mid-20s seemed to be the oldest age range, eighteen being the youngest. The women, all brunettes, all shorter than Cindy, were in their late 30s up to mid-40s. However, they all looked fabulous. No gray hair, barely any noticeable wrinkles. Their bodies were in incredible shape. They didn't compare to the Wonder Woman-like physique of Cindy, but they certainly had fitness model or stripper bodies.
Everyone seemed too happy too. While she hadn't seen many of them in years, they hugged her and Collin, pulling them in with the group like it'd been only days since they last saw their best friend - Cindy. She was confused by it, smiling awkwardly, her and Collin hugging them back, not sure what to think. The males approached Collin, a couple of them had to re-introduce themselves to him; it'd been since he was a toddler since he saw a couple of them.
Things got interesting later on. Cindy, always observant, apparently not enough to see Bea and Bella were lovers, noticed the mothers and sons behaved differently. It was subtle; a hand placement here, a caress there, a hug or peck on the cheek or lips. She noticed one of the mother's sitting next to her son, her hand on his thigh, his arm around her after dinner. "They're like couples," Cindy thought. She glanced at Collin. Their eyes met, he looked away.
The way they talked to her, asking her questions about Collin and her plans, it made Cindy feel as though they were expecting her and Collin to be more than mom and son. One son was holding his mom from behind, while she and Cindy talked. He kissed her head and left to grab a soda.
Cindy saw one of the mothers flirt with Collin. She had to hide a laugh, seeing his unease at an older woman sitting on his lap asking about college plans while playing with his hair. He didn't know where to put his hands on his cousin. So he sat on them.
"Well you look incredible," one of the older sons complimented Cindy later on nearing the end of their conversation. "I've been trying to get Mom in the gym more often. But you; wow. Gorgeous."
His mother joined his side. "Of course she's gorgeous too," the son hugged her, quickly kissing her lips.
Cindy blushed, seeing him glance over her body. It was mildly inappropriate, but given the type of relatives she apparently had, she didn't mind as much.
They invited Cindy to go out with them that evening - women only. Collin suggested she'd have fun. In truth, he felt awkward, so did Cindy. They were surrounded by mothers and sons who were obviously romantically involved. They were the odd couple out. Time apart to process it was what they needed.
Cindy brought a dress just in case. A cousin picked her up, and she left Collin alone with her friends Bea and Bella.
"Soooo?" Bea said, sitting next to Collin on the couch. "How are things with your mom?"
"Uh, fine."
"We saw the way you looked at her, or barely looked at her, when she left. I'm guessing all the mommies at the reunion have very special relationships with their sons."
"How did you know that they - I mean, maybe, that's the way it seemed."
"Everyone here does it," Bella said. "Including us."
"Huh?"
The sisters traded looks, stood, and undressed. Collin's mouth hung open as they started kissing passionately.
*******
Ronnie watched the group of women, one of them he never saw before, sit and drink in the loud night club. He had it all planned out. He'd take them one-by-one, two at a time if possible, pilling them up in his SUV, parked near the rear entrance. He watched the tallest one, Cindy, thinking that he might have trouble with her.
He waited and waited, his luck finally paying off. He nabbed two of them at once. They got too close to him. Ronnie wrapped his huge arms around them, pulling them out of the back door, his hands over their mouths. He punched them, then throwing them in the back of his SUV.
Ronnie watched four that remained, grow curious, calling their missing cousins on the phone. One of them went outside, Ronnie followed. He took her from behind, his hand over her mouth, knocked her out and tossed her in the back.
He waited and used his Taser on the fourth and fifth woman when they came outside together. Ronnie snuck back in via the back door and found the sixth and final woman, sitting alone, wondering if her cousin was ok. They told her they'd be right back.
"Care to dance?" Ronnie smiled, extending his hand to Cindy.
"No thanks," she answered.
"You sure?"
"I'm sure."
Ronnie tugged at his dick through his shorts. "Aww, come on."
"There's nothing you have that will do me any good," Cindy glanced to his crotch, grabbed her purse and left.
Ronnie sneered and followed.
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Cindy fell to her knees, in an alley outside the club, feeling her body overtaken by electricity. She shook, her eyes rolled into the back of her head, she drooled. The only thought on her mind was Collin.
Ronnie was confused. She didn't convulse and flail about like the others. He made the mistake of letting go of the trigger to inspect her. Cindy sprung up, her hand to Ronnie's throat, squeezing it as hard as she could. He gasped for air, staring into the face of a wild animal; an animal he injured. He fired a second Taser, shocking her again.
She released her grip around his throat and fell to her knees once more. She blacked out and convulsed on the ground, unconscious. Ronnie coughed and rubbed his throat, trying to get air back into his lungs.
"Ah shit," he caught his breath.
He checked his surroundings, bent down, and scooped Cindy up.
"Damn, you're heavy," he placed her in the pile of women in the back of his SUV.
Cindy woke up an hour later, her ankles and wrists bound and tied. She was in a rundown office; the only light source was moonlight shining down from a hole in the roof on the other side of the office window.
Cindy counted six large dog crates. Four of them had women, her cousins, crammed into them. Their wrists and ankles tied like Cindy's. There was an empty one that Cindy guessed she couldn't fit in. Another was empty too. Its inhabitant was rushed into the room by Ronnie, naked, beaten, crying. He threw Cindy's cousin into the empty crate, then move toward Cindy.
"Good, you're awake," Ronnie grunted seeing Cindy back away, standing against the wall. Ronnie put her cousin back in her crate and moved toward Cindy, his big nut sack dangling below his rod.
He backhanded Cindy across her face, cutting her lip. He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her out of the room.
"You fought back. I'm going to be extra hard on you," Ronnie turned her around, pushing her down on the table.
Cindy said nothing, she didn't scream, she remained expressionless, taking in her surroundings.
She observed a small desk in the corner. She could make out parts of the desk falling off, rotting away. She saw a dark clump next to it - Ronnie's clothes. The moonlight shining down assisted her with seeing rope next to his clothing, and something on the desk. It was small and rectangular. She wondered if it was a tool of some sort for cutting rope. Cindy quickly thought of a plan. She wanted to get over to the desk somehow to get the tool, maybe use it to free the others. Cindy needed to be untied first.
Ronnie bent her over the table, then moved to retrieve the tool. He unfolded it, confirming Cindy's suspicions it was a knife. Ronnie cut the rope around Cindy's ankles, parted her legs, and prepared to rape her.
Cindy quickly, kicked Ronnie in the gut, sending him back. She kicked again, this time in his chest. One final kick to his abdomen sent him to the floor. She turned around, grabbed the knife and ran.



She had seconds to cut the rope around her wrists. Cindy hid in the dark, behind an empty desk and cut as best she could without seeing the rope. She peeped around the corner, watching the hulking man come to his feet, holding his side, and look for her.
A few final slices and the rope was loose enough to where Cindy could pull a hand free. Cindy reached his clothes, feeling around in the darkened corner for something. She found a remaining Taser in his pants.
"There you are! Let's get you back over here," Ronnie heard her and made his way to her in the corner.
Cindy shot the Taser, but only half of the two barbs hit him. It landed in his shoulder, causing him to go to his knees. Cindy made her way to the office, her finger on the trigger, holding it down, only delivering half the electrical dosage.
She let go, rushing into the room, opening dog crates, cutting rope as fast as she could. Cindy used the knife to free her cousins just in time for them to ambush Ronnie. He was stunned from the Taser, but not completely paralyzed or unconscious.
The pile of women was pummeling, beating Ronnie, cussing him out. Cindy pulled each of them off him, kicking him, screaming at him, one-by-one. He was left with a bloody nose and a busted lip.
"Go! Get help!" Cindy ordered.
"You have to come with us!"
"Find help; get home to your sons. I'll handle him," Cindy squeezed her cousin's shoulder. "They love and need their moms, just like you love and need them."
She turned to Ronnie. He was getting up, wincing in pain.
"Go!" she yelled over her shoulders. "It's my turn."
Ronnie threw a punch, Cindy ducked and jabbed in his ribs. Ronnie threw another, Cindy did the same. On the third punch Cindy caught his fist with her hand. She reared back with her free hand as hard as she could and rammed her fist into Ronnie's ribs. She heard a crack.
The next sound Cindy heard was Ronnie bellowing in pain, then gasping for air, from his broken ribs. He was on his knee, clutching his side.
Cindy stood, expressionless watching Ronnie crawl away - a big, hulking man, seemingly taken out by a punch. She smirked and walked toward him. Ronnie took a deep breath, gathering as much air as the pain would allow, and quickly punched Cindy in the gut, taking her off guard.
She doubled over, cursing herself for not seeing his attack coming. She didn't have time to see Ronnie's next attack either. Gathering all the air in his lungs, sending oxygen to his muscles, he squatted, grabbed Cindy and tossed her over his huge shoulders.
She landed directly on the worn down, damaged area of the floor. All 150 pounds of muscle of the six-foot-tall woman crashed through it and fell to the first floor near the entrance of the warehouse. Ronnie looked through the hole, barely able to make out her body in fetal position.
He fell to his knees once more, in agony. "I'm going bury that bitch."
Ronnie, struggling to breath, limped down the steel stairs. He grabbed his shovel, then a hand full of Cindy's hair. "Bury this bitch," he could barely whisper. He dragged her cut up and bruised, unconscious body out into the mud, toward the graves he dug earlier.
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Bea and Bella were on either side of Collin, naked, sharing ice cream, taking a break from their incestuous show. They occasionally fed him a bite.
"Hey, uh, it's getting kind late. Shouldn't Mom be back by now?" he asked.
"It's ok," Bella patted Collin's thigh. "They are probably having a great time."
"Yeah, maybe a little drinking, dancing, who knows. I'm sure she's fine," Bea added.
In that exact moment, Ronnie was pushing a mixture of dirt and mud from the pile next to the grave onto to Cindy's body. He managed to cover her feet, legs, stomach, chest with a layer; her feet and legs covered the most. He covered half her face and had to stop. The pain in his ribs was too much. Ronnie went to his knees, the rain pouring down on him, and focusing on breathing. He was exhausted but his anger would drive him to complete his task and get away.
Someone else's anger was driving them. Cindy's eyes opened in the grave. They darted around, figuring out where she was. She saw Ronnie, his back to her, struggling, clutching his side. Cindy pulled her arm out of the heavy dirt and mud, brushing it first away from her face, spitting some out of her mouth. She sat up in the grave, dirt falling off her shoulders and breasts. With her other arm free now, she pushed and moved her legs, allowing herself to rise. Standing in the grave, ignoring the pain in her head, she stared at Ronnie.
He was mumbling to himself, coughing, spitting up blood. Cindy turned around and climbed out of the grave. She walked around it toward Ronnie. He caught movement in his peripheral vision, turning to face her.
"No!" he reached for the shovel, swinging it at Cindy. She caught the weak swing with her right hand and yanked the shovel away from him. She head-butted Ronnie in the face, causing him stumble and fall backward.
This was the point at which her rage truly consumed her. She could've walked away, waiting for the police to arrive. Instead, she thought of this man's plan to take her and others away from their sons. She didn't think about incest, or Collin possibly causing her to cum - she only thought about him being the person she loved most, and Ronnie was going to take her from him.
She circled him, planning her next move, the rain causing blood and mud to drip from her.
"Get up," She ordered. Ronnie shook his head, backing away.
"I said get up!" Cindy pulled him to his feet.
"Just, just let me go," Ronnie pleaded. "You've won."
"No I haven't. Not yet!" Cindy kicked his knee in as hard as she could, causing it to invert. Ronnie roared in pain, falling to the ground. Cindy circled him again.
He held his arm up, begging her to stop. Cindy reached down, grabbing his left arm, flipping him on to his stomach, and pulling his arm behind him. She pulled his huge arm as hard as she could. "Break!" she ordered.
"Break!" she grit her teeth and pulled his hand back toward his shoulder blade and beyond. Finally, she heard a snap and a pop, followed by gasping for air. She released her grip and continued circling Ronnie.
She watched him pull himself along the mud with his working arm, inching along toward the shovel; as if he could do anything now.
Cindy lunged at him, mounting him and proceeded to slam her fists repeatedly into his face. She was like some sort of cage fighter, except there was no referee to pull her off him.
His nose broke, his cheeks and lips were cut, teeth were knocked out, his eyes cut, and swollen shut.
When Cindy's knuckles seared with pain, she squatted over Ronnie, and hammered the sides of her fists onto his face, throat, and chest over and over. She was like a chimpanzee that turned on their trainer. Except there was no zoo employee to take her down.
When her hands became too sore, Cindy stood, and proceeded to stomp her heels into Ronnie's body as hard as she could. She heard more ribs crack. She saw him vomit more blood and the contents of his intestines. His body was a broken pile of mush. She stood over his face, now totally unrecognizable, and brought her knee up as high as she could. She slammed her foot down onto his face with all her might. Cindy pulled her heel out of what remained of his face. Her and his blood covered it, mixed with some of his teeth.
Cindy looked to his lifeless body, his chest still, and felt the rage subside. Thunder and lightning crackled in the distance. Cindy caught her breath. "Fuck you."
She went to her knees, and then rolled to her back in the mud, exhausted. She heard sirens in the distance. Cindy never shot anyone while on duty, never Tazered anyone, never had to use her baton, but that night in the rain, she killed a man with her bare hands.
The sirens grew louder and louder with each second. She closed her eyes thinking of Collin. She'd see him soon.
A moment later she was surrounded by EMTs. Her cousin broke through. "Ma'am you'll need to stay back," they pulled her away from Cindy.
"We told them everything, all about what he did here," her cousin said while being pulled away. Cindy nodded and sat up. She pushed the EMTs away and stood. They draped a towel over her body.
"Ma'am we need to check you over," one of them said.
Cindy didn't reply, instead walking toward a police officer. "I need to see to my son," she demanded.
"Ma'am we need a statement from you. We need to corroborate your story with theirs," he said.
"I understand that and I will cooperate. But I need to see my son. We aren't staying far from here. We're near the beach, a few miles away. All I need is fifteen minutes. Let me shower and check on him. You can drive me there and wait for me."
"Ma'am I don't - "
"I'm an officer too. In Tampa Bay, formerly LAPD. I've never been a victim until today. Please, drive me to my son. Fifteen minutes. I'll be in and out," Cindy said, the officer trying his best not to glance at her naked body.
The officer looked around, looking to the other abducted women. "Alright. All their statements have been given. They all said you stayed behind so they could get help. I'll take you to your son, go ahead check on him, get cleaned up and come back out to my car. Fifteen minutes."
"Thank you," Cindy said.
She sat naked in the back of his car, warming herself with the EMT-provided towels.
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"Ah yes! Yes!" Bea and Bella were in the middle of the living room floor, scissoring in front of Collin. His mouth open as he watched the sisters fuck.
"Mmm," Bea pounced on Bella, kissing her. They rolled around on the floor for Collin. Their kissed ended and they sat next to him, naked, kissing his cheeks.
"Good huh?" Bea asked.
"Wow," he whispered.
"I love her pussy. I love your mom's too," Bea said.
"Are you nice and hard?" Bella asked.
"Uh," Collin glanced to his crotch.
"Want to suck his cock with me?" Bella asked.
"Bella, no. Let's let his mom do that," Bea said.
"Awww," Bella frowned.
"It's tempting, but Cindy should first, not us. Maybe we can after they get it on."
"Sure," Bella shrugged. "I could use a dip in the pool," Bella spoke up. "Want to skinny dip with us?"
"Uh, no thanks, I'm going to wait for Mom to get here."
"What a sweetie," Bella kissed his cheek and hopped off the couch.
"Two women, sisters, naked and wanting you to go skinny dipping. You'd rather wait for your mother," Bea said. "I think that's wonderful."
She joined Bella, grabbing her hand, heading out back for a dip in the pool.
Collin sighed, trying to calm his erection. His balls hurt from the incestuous show Bea and Bella performed for him. He wondered where his mom was.
A few moments later, his concern was relieved. A tall, naked, fit woman, her hair damp, her skin muddy and bloody, practically burst through the front door. "My room. Five minutes," she glared.
He gulped watching her nude body quickly move by him. Cindy went straight to her shower, washing off dirt and blood. She only had fifteen minutes to check on Collin. The officer waiting in the driveway would come to the door when time was up.
Cindy took ten minutes to wash herself. It was fine - she only needed five minutes with Collin. She found him waiting on the bed when she exited the shower and bathroom, soaking wet, not bothering to dry off.
"Mom, are you - " Collin stood to greet her. He was interrupted by her mouth on his.
"Undress," she said, after a passionate kiss, pulling his shirt off.
"Mom, wait," he squirmed.
"No. No waiting. I only have a few minutes to show you how much I love you," Cindy said, flinging his shirt over her shoulder. She helped him jerk his shorts off, not bothering with any foreplay.
She pushed Collin on the bed before he could step out of his shorts and boxers. Cindy mounted him, squatting over him, looking to his face. She didn't think about using her son to cum. The only thing she thought of was how much she loved him and how horrible it would've been if they were separated forever - like what Ronnie intended to do.
"Collin," Cindy grabbed the base of his erect dick, holding it to the entrance of its soon-to-be home. "I love you."
With that she impaled herself on his cock, coming down on him with all her body weight, sending his cock as deep as it could go. Cindy nearly passed out.
She saw her son looking at her, a look of shock mixed with pleasure on his face. Cindy was trembling, heart racing, having trouble breathing.
"Y-yes," she struggled to whisper. She felt light building inside her.
She lifted off her son, and impaled herself again. "Yes," she said a little louder.
Once more she squatted up and came down on his cock. "Yes!" she cried out, the light inside her growing more and more, spreading to every part of her body, radiating warmth and pleasure.
"Yes!" she screamed out. She was cumming.
She squatted a couple more times, her entire body felt tingly. Her pussy contracted and trembled. Cindy looked into her son's face, unable to breathe or speak.
It grew and grew. The pulsing, throbbing feeling, like magma pushing out of a volcano. Her orgasm erupted.
"C, Co," she gasped for air, euphoria setting in.
"Ahhh!" She arched her back, pleasure flowing in every vein, the feeling of light pouring out of her body.
With one final loud, soulful moan, Cindy ejaculated, squirting and spraying her juices all over Collin.
She collapsed on top of him, shaking, out-of-breath, her body feeling like jelly.
It was so quick. Cindy climaxed so quickly with him, just like she did the second she birthed him all those years ago.
Collin gulped, the feeling was amazing, and he almost came from it, but he somehow, miraculously didn't.
"Wow," he breathed. His mother let out another long moan.
A few minutes passed, Cindy knew their time was up - at least for a few hours. She was kissing him, lying on top of Collin, the police officer banging on the front door. "I have to go," she said in between kisses. "I love you so much."
Collin sat up, bringing her with him, still kissing. "I love you too."
"I don't know if I can stand. Or walk."
"Mom, I'll help," he said. Cindy rolled off him, his cock popped out of her.
He wobbled over to her suitcase, picking out a random top and shorts, having trouble standing as well.
"Here," he tossed her the clothes.
"Mmm, I can't. I can't," Cindy moaned, rubbing herself all over.
Cindy grabbed her shorts, pulling them up to her waist. He sat his mother up; she kissed at his stomach and chest while he assisted with putting her shirt on.
"When I get back, you're mine. I need you in me," Cindy said. Collin nodded, pulling her to her feet. They kissed once more, Cindy holding him tight.
He grabbed some shorts and a T-shirt, and then helped her walk out. He propped her against the front door, making out while the cop waiting patiently. The doorbell rang, he knocked again.
"Go, I'll be here for you when you get back," Collin said.
"Can't wait."
She opened the door, looking over her shoulder, smiling at her lover. She blew her son a kiss, and grabbed the cop's arm. He gave her a look and walked her to the back of his car.
The EMT's checked her over once more; her cuts were minor, not needing stitches. Before her orgasm with Collin, her entire body was in pain from her fall and subsequent fight with Ronnie. An hour after the effects of climaxing for the first time in over eighteen years had worn off, the pain started to return. Her hands hurt the most, but they would bruise up and heal. She also had signs of a minor concussion.
Cindy gave her story to the police; it was the same as the others, only slightly different.
Cindy stayed behind so they could find help. She fought Ronnie, after initially injuring him; he got the upper hand. She woke up in a grave with dirt on her. Adrenaline took over and they fought once more. She beat him to death. That was all the police needed to know. She left out one detail of how good it felt hearing his bones crack or seeing his face turn into an unrecognizable mess.
Several witnesses at the club were interviewed too, noting Ronnie's suspicious behavior.
She thanked the officer for letting her check on Collin. She uncharacteristically gave him a hug. He cleared his throat and awkwardly patted her back. Cindy was in the best mood she's ever been in.
When Cindy was dropped off by the officer, she opened the front door, Bella and Bea were kissing on the couch; she smiled at them and headed to bed.
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"Mom," Collin, in boxers and a t-shirt, sat up in bed. "Everything ok?"
"Perfect. How about you?"
"I'm good."
Cindy sat next to him, grabbing his hand. "I mean about earlier. About us having sex."
"Right. It was, it was - "
"Incredible?"
"Yeah. Incredible. Kinda quick though."
"Collin, sweetie, do you think you and I could continue doing that? Only if you want to of course."
Collin looked her over, his eyes landing on her smile, "I think we could."
"Wonderful. I'm going to shower again. I feel like I still have dried mud somewhere on me," Cindy giggled. I'll be right out. We'll take it real slow this time."
Collin nodded.
"We can explore each other's bodies."
"Yes," he nodded once more.
"Great," Cindy kissed his cheek and made her way to the bathroom. She undressed without closing the door. Collin watched her lather up behind the clear shower door.
"Wow," his whispered, watching her hands trail over her fit body and large breasts.
Cindy dried off this time. There was no urgency to check on her son, to show him how much she loved him or to cum - she was simply there for him.
Collin looked her up and down. She played with his hair, standing before him.
"Are you in pain?" he asked. "You have some cuts and bruises."
"A concussion too. But I'll be fine. Feel free to kiss my wounds if you want - or kiss wherever you want."
"I don't know where to start."
"Bea and Bella like to kiss on these," Cindy cupped her breasts. "Then work their way down. But you do whatever you want. I have a feeling, since you're all I need I won't be having sex with them as much. At some point I may toss you to those wolves - but I want you all to myself for a while."
Collin sat staring at her body.
"Here," Cindy reached for his hands, placing them on her tummy. "Relax, explore. We didn't get a chance earlier; I was pressed for time. I really needed you though. I still do."
Cindy moved his hands up her toned midsection to her breasts. "There we go," she smiled watching Collin gently squeeze them.
"We're moving here," Cindy said.
"We are?" Collin glanced to her face, still massaging her breasts.
"Yep. We'll live here with them for a while. Maybe even stay with our relatives some. Since they are all like this," Cindy gestured to herself and Collin.
She felt her body tingle when Collin rubbed her nipples. He licked his lips as he did. "Go ahead. Suck them," Cindy placed her hand behind his head, arching her back.
When his mouth made contact with her breasts, nursing from them, sucking and licking the nipple, Cindy nearly climaxed there. Her eyes fluttered, her neck arched, she moaned, "He's better than everyone at that."
"Hmm?" Collin asked, taking a nipple out of his mouth.
"I said you're better than everyone that has sucked them."
"But I'm not doing anything. Am I? Just licking and sucking."
"I know," Cindy smiled. "Get naked, please."
Cindy went to her back. Collin, now nude, started with her feet, kissing and licking them. He worked his way up her legs, kissing her inner thighs.
"It's yours," Cindy said, spreading her legs, revealing her pussy. "Eat it as long as you want. If I squirt again, don't be afraid."



Collin wasn't afraid. He happily dove in, licking and eating out her pussy. Cindy orgasmed several times in that many minutes. Each time she sprayed her juices all over her son's face. Collin laughed, his face drenched and dripping.
He licked his way over her tummy, breasts, neck, finding her mouth. She loved the taste of herself on his tongue.
On top of her, with one purpose, to fill her with his seed, Collin entered her. Cindy came within seconds again, Collin a little later. When he ejaculated, his cock pumping her full of cum, she climaxed too. Both of them together, staring into one another's eyes, their cries of pleasure heard throughout the house.
Collin rested. They said nothing, only kissed tenderly. When Collin was ready to go again, he got behind Cindy, licking all over her ass, fingering her from behind, giving her another orgasm.
He paused when he entered her, running his hands all over her back. Cindy looked over her shoulder at him, another orgasm on the way. She didn't see the solution to her problem, she didn't see the one man that could make her cum, she saw the one man she loved more than any person in the world.
Her younger, wonderful man smiled at her and bent over to kiss along her back.
He went to one knee, grabbed her hips and mated with a near constant climaxing woman - his mother.
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The slept well into the afternoon the next day.
When they woke up, there was a note, written by Bea, saying they were at the beach and breakfast was in the refrigerator to warm up.
They made love in the shower, dried off afterward and finally put some clothes on. Bea and Bella were home by then, walking around naked.
Cindy and Collin held hands, walking into the living room.
"Well?" Bea asked. "I take it those orgasms we were listening to all night weren't faked, right?"
Cindy smiled, blushed, and kissed Collin on the cheek.
"We're going to hang out with some of the family down the street. Probably have dinner there," Collin said. Cindy squeezed his hand. They left two, naked, sisters smiling at the happy couple.
This time Cindy and Collin behaved just like all the other mom and son couples that lived there. Cindy's hand rested on Collin's thigh, with his arm around her, just like her cousins did with their sons.
Everyone was fine. There were minor injuries but none required hospital stays.
After dinner, Cindy led Collin behind the house to suck his cock. She was on her knees, slobbering all over his dick, when a cousin walked in on her.
"Oops, I'm sorry! Carry on," she said, leaving them be.
After Collin's eyes fluttered, his cock shooting its load down Cindy's throat. She stood, wiped her mouth and thanked her son.
One cousin drank too much, got naked and jumped into the swimming pool. Her son followed suit. Soon the other mothers were stripping down and jumping in. Their sons, some reluctant, joined too.
Cindy removed her top, flung her bra off, and stood, extending her hand. "Want to?"
"Oh, no that's fine, I'm good," Collin looked behind her, seeing the family, people that neither he nor his mother knew too well, playing, laughing, kissing.
"We'll get to know them better. They're family after all," Cindy stepped out of her shorts and thong. Collin watched her dive into the pool.
One of the other sons found her when she emerged from the below the surface. He tickled her sides, then playfully cupped her breasts. Cindy spun around and hopped into his arms.
He swam to the pool's edge, squeezing and sucking on Cindy's tits.
"Uh oh, Collin, better come rescue your mom," he called over his shoulder. "I might not give her back!"
Cindy waved to Collin to enter the pool. He laughed, unable to resist her, stripped and jumped in.
"Here you go," the other son said, handing Cindy over to Collin, his own mother finding him.
"Pretend It's just you and me in here," Cindy straddled him. Collin held her up and they began kissing - just like the other couples.
The pool died down, there was no more playing and splashing. The only sound heard was kissing, moaning, and mothers cumming on their sons. Cindy guided Collin inside her, officially joining the orgy.
"I think we're going to love living here," Cindy said before kissing him passionately.
"I think so too, Mom," Collin ended the kiss. Cindy and son gazed lovingly into each other's eyes.
The end.
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Denise and Henry, mom and son, crashed through their bedroom kissing like crazed honeymooners. They attempted to spend a couple hours at the beach, playing in the ocean, but their lust for one another was too powerful.
Denise wanted to have sex at the beach; Henry preferred somewhere less public. Denise rolled her eyes at her son, grabbed his hand and led him to their home a few hundred yards away.
Her bikini top fell off, her bottoms torn off, Henry's swim trunk removed, all while still kissing -- their mouths joined just like their bodies would be in a moment.
They kissed their way to the large window. It had no curtains or blinds, making for excellent lighting. In the evening the sun shone directly in while setting. Their entire huge home had windows like that. The kitchen, bedrooms and living areas all with large wall-to-wall windows. Denise loved it. She walked around naked most of the time, in fact all the women in the neighborhood did. Perhaps it was a side effect of being in an incestuous, loving, relationship. Their taboo urges and desires were freed and so the clothing came off too.
Henry turned his mother around and slammed her against the window. Her big tits mashing against it, just like they've mashed against Henry's chest over the course of nearly two years of love-making.
Henry guided himself into her, pumping his hips, slapping against her ass.
"Oh look the -- " Denise spoke.
Henry pushed hard against the side of her head, a finger going into her mouth as he slapped her ass.
A second later he looked up, movement from next door, catching his eye. He saw the sight his mom saw before being interrupted by a finger. "The new neighbors," he finished her observation.
"And she's a redhead. Nice," Henry said still fucking away at Denise. She rolled her eyes and sucked on his finger.
They watched the woman move boxes. A younger man with similar hair, joined her, assisting her with the larger ones.
"Mmm," Denise moaned. "Must be, ah, her s-son. Ah shit, baby," she said. Henry slapped her ass again.
They watched the new neighbors for a bit. Henry paying attention to the mother more than her son. She was fairly lithe. Her breasts, from what he could tell at his distance, weren't as huge as Denise's. She seemed around the same height as his mother. Henry guessed 5'4" or 5'5". Again, at their distance he wasn't sure. She had nice legs; short cargo shorts showing them off. The shorts, the tank top, nice body, long red hair -- Henry liked what he saw.
In Denise's head, she was watching the woman's son. The only thing on her mind was if he and his mom were lovers like she and Henry were. She envisioned the two redheads getting it on, maybe joining her and Henry in a fourway. "Ahh yes, baby," Denise was close to climaxing.
"Oh I know who that is," Henry stopped thrusting into her. "That's Janet's sister."
"Huh? What? Don't stop, doofus," Denise said over her shoulder.
"Yeah, Janet told me her she was able to convince her younger sis to move into The Haven. That must be her," Henry stood next to his annoyed mother, both of them not caring if the new neighbors happen to look over and see them standing there, naked.
"When did you talk to Janet?" Denise asked.
"The other week, you had me drop off that recipe."
"Oh right, yeah."
"We talked for a long while."
"Oh really?" Denise put her hands on her hips, pretending to be angry.
"Yep. Janet and Harvey," Henry answered, referring to Janet's husband. "I mean, I did get a thank you blow job out of it. Probably would've gotten more but she and Harvey had dinner plans."
"Ha. Well at least she knows how to thank a son," Denise directed Henry's attention to her, pulling him down for a kiss. "We mothers love all the sons in this place."
"Mmhmm," Henry scooped her up and took her to bed.
"You're my favorite of course," she smiled, eyes closed, savoring Henry's kisses along her neck.
"I should be. You gave birth to me. You're my favorite mom."
Denise wrapped her legs around him, Henry guided his cock into its home and the couple continued with another near-constant lovemaking session.
***********
"Thanks," Jennifer said to her son, Alex, when he took a large box out of the moving truck.
"Yep."
The 42-year-old wiped sweat from her forehead on the unseasonably hot October day, taking in her new surroundings. The houses on each side of the street were all the same in this neighborhood. Huge, modern looking beach homes, three stories if the bottom garage area was counted. They were covered in windows. They were gorgeous.
Every single backyard had the exact same layout, based on what Jennifer's older sister, Janet explained. There was a nice, big heated pool, with a Jacuzzi in the corner. There were grills, tables, chairs, and no grass to mow. There was a five-and-a-half-foot tall fence separating each backyard. Palm trees dotted the area, not every back yard having one, but the layout with the pool and hot tub was all the same.
"So you figure out which room you want?" Jennifer asked her son upon entering their new home.
"I was thinking of that office area over there. I could make it a bedroom," Alex answered.
"Or keep it an office. You could do your online classes there," Jennifer raised an eyebrow.
"Or both," Alex countered.
"Sure," Jennifer shrugged. She was slightly annoyed with her son. He couldn't make up his mind regarding a major at college. When he finished his freshmen year, he informed his mother he wasn't going back; he didn't like college. Arguments ensued, a compromise was found -- Alex would enroll in the college's online program. He wouldn't have to be there in person, but would be able to knock out some classes here and there while figuring out what he wants to do. He reluctantly agreed.
Jennifer wandered around the huge home, still in awe she was able to move in. She went from room to room, thinking her sister Janet was out of her mind. The house was already paid for. Jennifer blew her off initially, thinking Janet was getting conned or trying to con her. Janet's husband, Harvey, stepped in, informing Jennifer there was no con, this was real and legit -- every single house in The Haven neighborhood was already bought and paid for. The only costs to its residents were the utility bills, groceries, and so on -- no mortgage or rent payments.
Jennifer was looking for a change in scenery anyway. She's a photographer, mainly for magazines. Some were fashion, most were lifestyle; all subjects were humans. She wanted to do something different. Scenery, nature, even wildlife was something that appealed to her. Living at the beach, in a subtropical environment, might provide her with new photo opportunities for coastal wildlife and sunsets.
"I guess I'll take this room," she sighed, looking at the spacious empty master bedroom. Standing in the door way, she had a perfect view of the house next door, its backyard, and beyond toward the ocean.
"Needs some blinds or something," she thought.
Her phone rang, it was Janet.
"Hi there," Janet said. She was naked, sitting on her son, Mason's lap.
"Hey. Just getting moved in."
"Great! So tonight, you, Alex, me and Mason are going to dinner," Janet said.
"Sure."
"I know this wonderful beachside restaurant. Mason and I will walk over to get you two later."
"Sounds fine."
"Are you ok?"
"Just getting used to this huge house," Jennifer answered.
"Well, I think you will in due time. You'll learn this neighborhood is wonderful," Janet kissed her son's head. He blushed, patting her bare back.
"Ok, text me when you're on the way, we'll be ready," Jennifer said.
"Wear something nice," Janet added before ending the call, tossing her phone aside. "There. Our night is set. You and me go on a double-date with them, then you take me to bed all night long," Janet flipped her long, dark red dyed hair over her shoulder, hitting Mason's face with it when she got off his lap.
"Dad, are you sure about this? I mean she's your wife and all," Mason looked over this his father. "It's amazing, but still."
He was flipping through stations on the TV. "Yep. Don't worry about me tonight. When your sister gets off work, she and I will be out in that hot tub having a grand old time."
"This is crazy," Mason was still adjusting to his new life in The Haven.
"Uh hello?" Janet peeped around the corner. "Shower?" she motioned him to follow her.
Mason glanced at his dad. "Better get in the shower with her. She doesn't like to wait. Lather up her little butthole with soap, stick a finger in there, she likes that."
"Holy shit," Mason thought, getting off the couch, joining his mother.
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"You two look incredible," Janet complimented a confused Jennifer and Alex. Janet and Mason sat across from them, Mason's arm around his mother, her hand under the table, out of view, rubbing his hard-on.
"Uh thanks," Jennifer said. She was wearing a simple flowery dress, nothing compared to the sexy black number Janet was wearing. Alex wasn't paying attention, instead, dipping breadsticks into sauce.
"Sorry we didn't help much today. Mason was a little busy," Janet squeezed his erection a little harder.
"Um right, yeah, sorry," Mason blushed.
"It's fine. So what brings you out here, Mason? Just visiting?" his Aunt Jennifer asked.
"Well it started off as a visit. Mom flew me out here from California, insisting I visit her and Dad in their new home. That week-long visit has spanned into three."
"I see. So are you looking to live here now? Maybe getting out there, finding your own place?" Jennifer glanced at Alex, subtlety sending a message for him to do the same upon finishing college.
"Well, I'm not so sure anymore," Mason looked to his smiling mother. She patted his cock. "I really like living with them."
"So sweet," Janet leaned against him after kissing his cheek. Jennifer thought the exchange was odd. In fact, the entire night was odd.
After dinner, they walked along the beach a bit. Jennifer saw the two of them hold hands, like a couple would. She chalked it up to Mason being away for so long. Alex, on the other hand, was several feet away from his mother. Jennifer shrugged and they continued their walk.
At the end of the night out, Janet gave Alex an unusually long hug, grabbed Mason's arm and left Jennifer's new home.
Jennifer thought for a brief moment of asking Alex to join her in the living room or out back to look at stars, but decided against it. They weren't as close as Janet and Mason apparently were. Alex was already in his room, the door shut, anyway.
She retired to her own room. She kept the lights off, as she still hadn't bought blinds or curtains. Jennifer slipped out of her dress, removed her bra and rummaged for pajamas in her low lit room when something caught the corner of her eye. It was movement.
Jennifer tossed the t-shirt on the bed and moved to her window.
"What the hell?" her eyes widened. She could see into the kitchen of the house next door. It was low lit, perhaps one lamp on, out-of-sight, but she could easily make out a brunette squatting up and down, riding a cock. The man was sitting on a chair; her ass bouncing, his hands on her waist.
Mouth agape, she watched the woman ride the guy for a long time. Jennifer could see a sheen of sweat on her back and ass, light reflecting off it. Jennifer found herself getting damp.
The woman hopped off the man, grabbed his hand, pulling him off the chair. "Wow," Jennifer said, now having a full view of her entire body.
"Big ones," she noted of the woman's breasts. Jennifer watched the couple move through the kitchen, taking the stairs to the second floor.
"Ok, well then," she resumed fishing for pajama shorts. She was distracted again by light coming on in the house next door.
It was a bedroom light this time. Jennifer was able to look directly into their bedroom. She saw the woman crawl into the bed, the man smile, watching her. Jennifer focused on his impressive cock, becoming wetter in the process.
He climbed on top of her, pulling her legs up, kissing her feet and ankles while he fucked her.
"Yep. I'm watching," Jennifer decided, quickly stepping out of her panties, sitting on the edge of her bed. Seconds later, she was furiously masturbating to the couple next door.
They went on and on. Doggy style, reverse cowgirl, standing up, everything. Jennifer couldn't look away if she tried. The couple looked so incredible, so beautiful.
A couple hours later, Jennifer came down off another self-imposed orgasm. "Oh shit," she whispered, lying on the bed. She sat up; the couple was still going at it like animals.
Directly below Jennifer, in Alex's makeshift bedroom/office, he just blew his load, masturbating to the exact same show. His view wasn't as good as his mother's above him, but he had binoculars to aid him. After he ejaculated, he rolled over, exhaustion from a long day settling in and went to sleep.
Jennifer drifted off too. She woke up several hours later and grabbed her phone. It was almost 3 am. She rubbed her eyes; light from the neighbor's room was still shining onto her bed. She sat up and saw them, still having sex, sitting in the bed, holding one another. She rolled her eyes, got out of bed and used her bathroom.
She glanced one more time before rolling over, away from the light. The couple moved to their side, spooning while fucking.
"Ugh, that's one downside. These houses are so close together," Jennifer thought when she rolled over. "Getting curtains tomorrow."
***********
"He-Henry," Denise's lips quivered as her son kissed the back of her neck. They'd been going at it so long, she was getting sleepy.
"Cum in me," she whispered, signaling to her son that she was exhausted. Henry obeyed his mother, filling her to the brim with his seed.
He held her, kissing along her shoulder and neck, resting. "You meet the new neighbors yet?"
"Mmm, tomorrow," Denise replied.
Henry sat up, rubbing his eyes, yawning. He turned the bedroom light off, and climbed back into bed.
"Night, Mom," he extended his arm, Denise curling up into it, kissing his chest.
"Night, Baby."
Another night ended in their routine of sex until exhaustion.
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The next day was more unpacking. Janet and Mason joined to help them, but ended up playing in Jennifer's pool. She unpacked dishes, putting them away, watching her sister and nephew play together.
She sighed, "Some help they are."
After putting the last dish away, Jennifer looked to her pool again. Janet and son were holding one another, talking about something, smiling as they floated along. Jennifer couldn't help but watch them -- they looked so close.
"Whoa," she mouthed, when Janet kissed Mason slowly on the lips. It was almost inappropriate; however, Jennifer thought it was more sweet and tender if anything.
She glanced over her shoulder at Alex, moving furniture. Jennifer walked by him to retrieve another box. He nodded his head, barely making eye contact, saying nothing.
*********** Later, Janet, Mason, and Jennifer were relaxing in Jennifer's Jacuzzi.
"Isn't she sexy, Mason?" Janet asked her son, referring to her sister, sitting on his lap again.
Mason blushed, "You look great. Been awhile since I've seen you. Everyone really."
"Thank you," Jennifer took a sip of her wine. "You two seem very close."
"We sure are. It's wonderful! A long absence makes the heart grow fonder perhaps," Janet kissed his head. "I'm so glad he's here with me now."
"Yeah," Jennifer said. Someone wasn't there with her. Alex declined to join them, opting to go to bed early.
She took another swig of wine. "Does Harvey mind his son spending so much time with his momma?"
"Oh he doesn't mind. He understands," Janet answered. "Wished Alex could've joined us."
"Yeah, well, he said he was tired."
"Poor guy."
"I don't know what his deal is. I had to beg him to take online courses."
"I'm sure he's fine. Clear communication is key. As a mother you have to tell him what you want, but at the same time find out what he wants as well."
"I guess."
"Speaking of which," Janet stood, adjusting her tiny bikini bottom. "I want to go to bed. Come."
Mason took her hand; Jennifer cocked her head, thinking the exchange was odd.
"We'll see you tomorrow," Janet and Mason held hands, leaving Jennifer alone.
She downed the rest of her glass and headed inside after drying off. In the shower, a few moments later, Jennifer felt slight envy overcome her. Janet and Mason seemed so close, so intimate. It was weird, but Jennifer couldn't help but wish she and Alex were that close.
In that same moment, a few houses away, Janet and Mason arrived. "I want you back here tonight, Mason," Janet said, guiding his hands to her ass. "As deep as you can go."
"Mom, I -- "
"You hear that?" Janet asked, the sounds of her daughter climaxing on Harvey echoing through the house. "We're all like that here. Every one of us."
"Aunt Jen and Alex aren't."
"Not yet. But they will be in a matter of time. It took me two weeks to seduce you, to show this kind of love. Now that we're like this, you don't want to leave," Janet smiled.
Mason smiled, moving behind his mother in the living room. He knelt behind her, pulling her bikini bottoms down. He grabbed and kissed all over her ass.
"I don't want to leave. I want to get in here tonight," he planted a tender kiss on her butt.
"Then it's yours," Janet bent over the couch for him.
***********
"You gotta be kidding me," Jennifer exited her huge bathroom, towel drying her hair. The neighbor's light was on. She could see into their room with ease. They were, once again, going at it like lust-driven animals.
"Fuck it," she threw the towel down and started rubbing her clit. Moments later she moaned in her room, her fingers sliding in and out of her wet cunt while watching the guy next door take his woman and own her.
She managed to keep up with them, masturbating to their display well after midnight.
"So hot, so hot," she licked her fingers clean, tasting herself, the woman in the house next door, on top of her man.
Alex was downstairs, binoculars to his eyes, seeing her big tits bounce as she rode the guy. He was jacking off, nearing his own climax, after hours of edging.
He threw his head back, moaned, and came all over himself. "Oh man, wow," he whispered.
Jennifer rolled over in her room; she never made it to the store to get curtains or blinds.
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Jennifer never purchased blinds or curtains. The next 10 nights consisted of Jennifer, and unbeknownst to her, Alex, masturbating to their neighbor's pornographic show.
Jennifer also spent more time with Janet and Mason. Every time they hugged, or held hands, or gave each other quick kisses a twinge of sadness pulled at her heart. Deep down, she wanted her and Alex to be close like that.
She felt guilt, knowing that she could've been a better mother and not constantly travel for photoshoots.
Janet kept telling her to talk to Alex, tell him what she wants. Jennifer finally took the advice.
"Can I come in?" Jennifer knocked on his door.
"Sure," Alex opened it.
"Hey."
"Hey."
"Listen, I was thinking instead of me or us spending time with Janet and Mason tonight, you and I could just hang out together."
"What for?"
"Well, I'd like to talk about -- "



"Ugh," Alex shook his head.
"No. Not about college, not about anything like that. Just you, how you're doing, all that. I'm going to fix supper and we can walk on the beach. Ok?"
"Alright. That's fine," Alex agreed.
"I'll call you when dinner is ready."
Jennifer called someone else right after talking to her son. Janet was on top of Mason, sweaty, cumming, when her phone rang.
Mason grabbed it, watching his mother climax. "Hello?"
"Mason, hi," Jennifer said.
"Hey, what's up?"
"Just wanted to let you and your mom know I'm hanging out with Alex tonight."
"Ok great," Mason said. "I guess Mom and I will just stay in then."
"Stay in," Janet said, referring to Mason's cock, while running her hands all over her own body in a post-orgasmic trance
"Great, I'll see you two later," Jennifer ended the call, satisfied with her new outlook to be closer and more communicative with Alex. Perhaps her son simply needed someone to talk to.
***********
"You been sleeping ok?" Jennifer asked Alex as they walked along the beach at as the sun was setting.
"Yeah I guess."
"A new place can take a while to get used to. I've been having trouble sleeping," Jennifer told a half-truth. Her lack of sleep was voluntary; she chose to stay up most of the night, watching and masturbating to the couple next door.
"I'm glad we came here though. I've seen some interesting shots out here. Plus, some around town, buildings and things like that."
"Mmhmm," Alex nodded, halfway paying attention.
"That's a nice sight," Jennifer stopped walking, pointing the sunset.
"Yeah it is."
"I should've brought my camera."
Mother and son watched the sun descend behind the horizon, setting for the day.
"Alex," She turned to face him.
He winced. "Here it comes," he thought. "A lecture."
"I want you to be happy," Jennifer touched his face, making him look at her. "College or no college, I want you safe and happy."
"Mom, I'm fine," Alex said.
"Just know that I love you, more than anything. I kinda want us to be close again, like we were when you were little. Your Aunt Janet and Mason are close," Jennifer giggled. "Really close."
"Heh, yeah," Alex said, the tension easing up a bit.
"So don't worry about what I think of you, don't worry about college right now. If it's not for you, then it's not for you. I should've been more supportive and listened more, and not push you so hard."
"I understand," Alex said.
Jennifer hugged her son on the beach at dusk. "Let's head home. I think there's some ice cream in the freezer."
Jennifer instinctively grabbed his hand, just like Jason and Mason did. She caressed Alex's thumb with her own, the two trading a smile as they walked back home.
***********
Denise was sucking Henry's cock in their bedroom. They were discussing plans, in between her orgasms, about the upcoming neighborhood Halloween party.
"Wonder Woman and Superman, again?" Henry asked.
"You bet," Denise said. She resumed sucking his cock; he moved her brown hair behind her ears.
"Still haven't said hello to Janet's sis?"
"Nope. Been busy having sex with you."
"I've been busy letting you," Henry joked. "I guess if we see them at the party we can then."
"Mmhmm," his mother agreed, her mouth full of cock.
"That's it, that's it, suck that dick, bitch," Henry said.
"Hey, that was not very nice," Denise fussed at him. "I liked it," she grinned before deep throating him.
***********
Jennifer and her son were on the couch. She was sipping on wine. She offered a few sips to Alex.
"We need to be like this more often," she said.
"You mean drink that wine? It's kinda nasty."
"No, silly, you and me spending time together."
"I think that'd be fine, Mom."
"Good," she tousled his hair.
"Sorry," Alex said.
"For what?"
"I should've been more up-front with you too. I didn't like that school, I felt foolish for wanting to quit. I thought you'd be angry with me."
"Oh, Alex, it's ok. I should've been a better shoulder for you to lean on."
Jennifer nuzzled his neck, finishing her wine. Alex put his arm around her. She couldn't help but smile, thinking how nice it was, and how lucky Janet was to have this closeness all the time -- or so it seemed.
"I think I'll head to bed," Jennifer said, sitting up, placing the wine glass on the table.
"Yeah, me too; kinda tired."
They had a long embrace at his bedroom door. She kissed his cheek, "I'll see you tomorrow. Maybe we can explore some. This time I'll bring my camera."
"Sounds great Mom."
The smile remained on her face, halfway up the stairs, when she remembered the nightly neighbor sex show. Jennifer started stripping when she reached the top of the stairs.
Alex was in his room, naked, binoculars in hand, watching the couple next door fuck.
His mother wasn't far behind, upstairs, fingering herself, watching the two lovers give everything to one another. "So beautiful," Jennifer whimpered before another orgasm hit her.
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The next morning, Janet was straddling Mason, his cock in balls deep, feeding him breakfast. Jennifer called to once again decline plans for the beach that day. Janet didn't mind, she understood. They ended the call and Janet took Mason back to bed after breakfast.
"Whoa! You alright?" Alex exclaimed, coming to his mother's aid.
Jennifer was attempting to wade out into a nearby marsh to get a photo of a Great Blue Heron. She slipped and fell into the mud. Luckily, she used her body to break her fall, saving her camera from getting muddy.
She handed her camera to Alex. He set it down and extended his hand. Jennifer felt like being playful, pulling Alex into the dark mud with her.
"Aw come on!" he cried out. Jennifer tackled him, flinging mud on him.
"We can mud wrestle," she joked.
"Sure," Alex slammed her down. They rolled around in the mud for a bit, coming to a stop with Jennifer on top of Alex.
"Uh, Mom, I think you're missing something," Alex pointed out.
"Oh shit," she cupped her breasts, her bikini top having fallen off in their wrestling.
"Don't worry. I can't really see anything. The mud is pretty thick," Alex said, looking around for her top.
Jennifer paused, straddling her son; she removed her hands from her breasts. "Alex," he looked at her. "You sure?"
"Um, yeah," he chuckled, barely able to make out her nipples.
Jennifer walked around in the mud, topless, looking for her bikini top. She found it a few minutes later, slowly putting it back on.
They held hands and swam out into the creek, washing the mud off. "Well, that was fun," she said, resting her arms around Alex's shoulders. "We should probably get out of here. A shark could swim up here and get us."
"Ha, I doubt that," Alex said, moving the two of them toward land.
He stood and walked out of the marsh, his mom pulled his pants down, exposing his untanned ass. "Hey!" he quickly pulled them up.
Jennifer smiled; she liked her and Alex being closer like this.
When they arrived back to their home, there was a flyer stuck the mailbox. "A Halloween party," Jennifer said. "I want you and I to go."
"Do I have to?"
"Yes, please, I'd like that. I'll think of a costume for us."
"Ugh, fine," Alex said, walking by her, toward the front door. Jennifer playfully kicked at his butt.
They had dinner with Janet and Mason a couple more times before the party. Alex imitated Mason's behavior, putting his arm around his mother. Jennifer did the same, sitting close, resting her hand on Alex's leg. What Jennifer didn't know was that her sister was rubbing and squeezing Mason's erection under the table.
When they walked on the beach this time, both couples were holding hands. Jennifer felt so much peace now. She and Alex were much more like Janet and Mason.
Jennifer kissed Alex goodnight, telling him to sleep well. "I'm making breakfast tomorrow, so no cereal."
"Sounds great, Mom," Alex smiled.
Jennifer couldn't wipe the smile off her face if she tried. She was naked by the time she reached her bedroom door -- hours of masturbation and voyeurism lie ahead of her.
"Yes, that's it," Alex watched the couple next door getting it on in their kitchen. He stood at his window, binoculars to his eyes, cock getting harder and harder each second.
***********
"Are we going to the Halloween thing?" Mason asked after slapping Janet's ass, while taking her from behind.
"Mmhmm, already got our costumes. A priest and a slutty nun," Janet said, on her knees, guiding Mason's hands to her breasts.
"Is Dad going?"
"Not sure. He spends a lot of time at the new strip club."
"I see," Mason recalled going there with his mother. It was the night they first had sex. There were drinks, lap dances, blowjobs, which led to Janet and Mason sleeping with each other that night. She stood before him, undressed, and confessed her goal of bringing him to her new home -- to make love to him.
"I may take Jennifer there. I'll show her many wonderful things, but I'm not sure when. She and Alex aren't lovers like all the other families are -- at least not yet."
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"Whoa!" Alex exclaimed, also wearing a sailor costume that wasn't sexy. "Um, yeah."
"Too revealing? This is what arrived, I thought it'd look better than this."
"No, I mean, yeah it's a little revealing. But It's fine," Alex said.
"Ok, as long as you aren't bothered by it."
"Nah, it's ok."
The house they walked to was completely packed full of people. Jennifer noticed no older men, and the women were all in the range of late 30s to early 50s.
She found Janet wearing a sexy nun costume. "Wow, you look like a total whore," Jennifer said.
"So do you!" Janet hugged her sister.
"Hey, there's something weird about this," Jennifer shouted over the loud music.
"What?"
"I said this is weird. Where are all the older men?"
"Oh! This is mom and son only," Janet informed her. "That should've been on the flyer. Maybe they forgot to mention it. Oh well!"
Jennifer watched Janet move through the crowd. Janet found, hugged, and kissed Mason on the cheek. Mason was talking to someone. Janet moved out of the way to reveal a brunette in a Wonder Woman costume. Jennifer immediately blushed, recognizing the woman as her neighbor -- someone she'd been watching have sex every night since they moved in.
Jennifer couldn't hear the conversation on account of the music, but she saw Janet pointing to Mason and the woman's chest. Mason nodded, smiling awkwardly. The woman laughed, arched her back, and Mason grabbed a breast.
"What the hell?" Jennifer watched Janet and the woman laugh. The woman made eye contact with Jennifer.
"Alex," Jennifer turned around, he wasn't there. She looked for him, weaving through the crowd, finally laying eyes on him and another woman. She was older than Janet, another mother. The woman was touching his arm. Alex leaned in close, his hands behind his back and listened to whatever the woman said.
Jennifer was able to read his lips a bit. Alex nodded and said "yes ma'am." Jennifer watched the woman give him a quick hug and waved bye.
"Alex," she smiled, taking a step closer. Jennifer was stopped by a tap on her shoulder. She turned around, blushing once more, seeing her neighbor.
"Hi!" the woman leaned in close. "I'm Denise, your next door neighbor," she extended her hand.
"Hi. Jennifer," Jennifer shook it, embarrassed and slightly ashamed for watching Denise and her man have sex.
"I would've come over to introduce myself shortly after you moved in, but I was so busy, I just kept forgetting!" Denise explained, leaning in close so Jennifer could hear.
"Busy having sex," Jennifer thought. "Oh, it's fine, really," she said.
"Henry!" Denise called out. A younger man in a cheap Superman costume joined Denise. Jennifer recognized his face, from what she could tell from her bedroom vantage point.
"Henry, this is Jennifer our new neighbor. Jennifer, this is Henry, my son."
Jennifer's stomach flinched, almost like she was punched in the gut. She inhaled sharply, holding her breath. "Uh, um, what?"
"My son," Denise said again.
"Um," Jennifer was at a loss for words. "He's, he's your son?"
"Yep. I got pregnant in my teens so I'm not too much older than him," Denise playfully whacked her tall son across the chest.
"I, I see, well, um, ok. Nice to meet you. I need to find my own son. Excuse me," Jennifer pushed past them, in the opposite direction of Alex. She moved through the people, mothers and sons, finally reaching the back door. She stepped outside to the pool area.
"Holy shit! What the hell?" she sat down on the steps, running her fingers through her hair. She had no words, only shame and confusion. She masturbated to those two since they moved in. She had no idea they were related, much less a mom and son.
She did her best to fight back tears. She felt betrayed. Jennifer thought their love-making, their sex with one another, was so beautiful. She had no idea it was incest. She admitted to herself it was her own fault for spying on them. She stood and headed back inside. On her way in, she saw two people kissing by the pool -- and older woman and, she presumed, her son.
When she found Alex, Denise and her son Henry were talking with him. He had an expression on his face as though he'd seen a ghost. His saw his mother approach and gave an awkward wave.
"Hi, Alex, we need to leave," Jennifer said.
"Aww so soon?" Denise asked.
"Yes, my stomach, something isn't sitting well," Jennifer told a half-truth.
"Ok, sure," Alex said. He gave Denise and Henry a nod and left.
They said nothing on their walk back home, they didn't hold hands either. Both couldn't admit to the other what they'd been pleasuring themselves to. Both felt embarrassed at the fact what they've been witnessing each night -- the incredible, beautiful lovemaking -- was a mother and son.
They quietly headed to their respective rooms where they stayed the remainder of the night. - Jennifer tossed and turned, unable to sleep. She punched a pillow in anger. There was no light shining through from Denise and Henry's bedroom. She assumed they were still at the Halloween party. Images of them fucking ran through her mind. Jennifer saw Henry sucking Denise's tits, Denise's head thrown back in pleasure. She saw Henry kissing all over his mother's back while taking her from behind. She saw Denise bouncing up and down on her son, shaking the bed.
She saw the light come on from their bedroom. Denise and Henry were home from the party.
"Don't, please don't," she begged herself not to sit up and look. "Resist it," she fought the urge to watch them.
She tried to sleep, rolling to her side, facing away from the window. The light wouldn't go off, it stayed on.
She sat up and angrily turned to their window. Denise was naked, running around her room, laughing, Henry chasing after her. He caught her and slammed her on the bed, climbing on top of her.
Jennifer watched them have sex again, her own pussy practically dripping when she saw Denise's facial expression -- one of pure ecstasy.
Jennifer couldn't hold out any longer, she slid her fingers into her panties, rubbing her clit while watching them. When Denise came again, so did Jennifer.
She watched them talk, wondering what about. Denise slapped him, he pouted, Denise slapped him again. It reminded Jennifer of a lioness playing with her lion. Henry dove into her neck, kissing and licking. Jennifer watched him sit up, taking Denise with him. He stood and threw her over his shoulder. She watched Denise slap at Henry's ass as they left the bedroom, turning the light out.
"It's over," Jennifer thought. She was wrong.
Another light source got her attention. It was their back yard. She could see into it, but only half of the pool area. She saw Henry, his mom on his shoulder, run and jump into the warmed pool water. She saw them splash and playing. Then swim away, out of sight. She took a deep breath, sitting on the edge of her bed in the dark room. She felt uneasy, she wanted to watch more. She decided to sneak into her own back yard and peep over the fence.
As Jennifer approached the back door, via the kitchen, she discovered someone else had the same idea. Just beyond the door, standing at the fence, she saw Alex, illuminated by Denise and Henry's back porch light.
He was watching them. Jennifer moved away from the door, sitting in a chair, rubbing her temples. The reality that both she and her son have been watching Denise and Henry have sex sunk in. She had no idea what it meant and was afraid to think about it. She went to bed, leaving Alex to jack off outside.
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"Janet. What the hell kind of neighborhood is this?" Jennifer asked Janet on the phone the next day.
"Excuse me?"
"You heard me. Our next door neighbors -- "
"Denise and Henry."
"Yes, them. They're fucking each other. I've seen it. You and Mason, I've seen you two act like a romantic couple. That party last night, mom and son only? They're all with each other, aren't they? Why the hell did you and Harvey invite me to move here? Huh?"
Janet sighed on the other end. She looked over to her naked son, watching him flip through channels on the TV in the bedroom.
"Ok. It's time we talk," Janet said. "I'll pick you up later. There's something I need to show you."
***********
The brand new strip club was packed with people. It was beachfront, a few miles from The Haven.
Jennifer didn't ask why she was there; she was going along for the ride. She and Janet sat in a booth in the corner. Janet ordered drinks and they sat quietly for a while.
"Jennifer, do you see that young brunette over there? She has a very ample backside," Janet asked.
"Yeah, so?"
"The guy she's giving a lap dance to, that's her brother. Her mom, she's a little older than me I think, we were talking the other week. She told me that her daughter's butt has been attached to her son's dick since he arrived a few months ago. She was joking with me, saying she didn't know how the poor girl could walk after all the anal sex they've had."
Jennifer blinked rapidly, watching the woman's ass glide over her brother's crotch, rising up to cover his face. The girl stood, blowing him a kiss, as she made her way off stage.
"Over there, see that old fart?" Janet said, pointing to her husband, Harvey. "Watch."
Jennifer watched a tall, short-haired, blonde, crawl out onto the stage, directly toward Harvey. Her big tits swayed as she crawled seductively toward him. She got in his lap, straddling him, playfully knocking his face with her breasts. Harvey grabbed her waist, holding her still, motor boating them.
"He loves his daughter. He comes here every day she's here, watches her, supports her," Janet said. "Every single woman that dances here, most of them, have never stripped professionally before. Most of these people here in the crowd, you'd probably recognized some from last night. I'd say the majority of customers are residents of The Haven and come here to see their mom, sister, daughter, aunt, whoever strip and be sexy up there. Sure we have regular non-Haven customers. They don't and will never know about the familial relations that go on here. Do you know how I know so much about this place?"
"You come here a lot too?"
"It's because I'm a part-owner."
"Really?"
"Myself and a few other moms got together and talked about setting up a strip club for us. For fun. We used the reserved money the creator of The Haven set aside, and opened it up."
"Janet, I -- "
"The reason I asked you to move here, is because I was hoping the entire family could be here together, loving each other. If you and Alex never became lovers, that's fine, you don't have to. No one is forcing it."



"Geez, Janet," Jennifer ran her hand through her long, red locks.
"Think about this for a minute: if you could live in a place where you could love who you want, how you want, no one would judge, criticize, or condemn you, you would, wouldn't you?"
"Yes, but Janet, this is incest, this is -- "
"Wrong, sick, taboo, I know. That's what the outside world thinks. But look at them," Janet pointed to Harvey and her daughter. "Look at Mason and me. Look at Denise and Henry. There's so much real love there."
"It's wrong."
"If you have those desires, those urges, to be that intimate with the person you love most, the person you'd die for -- your son -- even if they were wrong, wouldn't you at least consider it? Especially if you lived in a place where you wouldn't be judged or condemned, but free? That's another reason these women with no experience dance up there. That's another reason most of the people in The Haven are practically nudists -- its freeing. They can be free and love without fear. It could be their son, sibling, parent, whoever."
Jennifer didn't respond, she stared blankly at the stage. Her niece finished up with Harvey and headed backstage. Deep in Jennifer's heart she knew Janet had a point. She wondered if it was human nature to do or try something, knowing there'd be no consequences. With incest, there could be mental or emotional damage, but, Jennifer wondered, what if it was consensual?
She watched people again. This time, Janet getting up, hugging her daughter. Harvey came over, hugging them both. Jennifer watched the sister from earlier, sitting next to her brother, his arm around, kissing her tenderly. She thought of Denise and Henry, then of herself, how happy she was those few days she and Alex reconnected. If they were like Denise and Henry, that happiness would be amplified tenfold.
"Alex was watching them too," she thought, Janet taking her seat.
"I've been watching them, Denise and Henry, that's how I know about them," Jennifer told Janet. "I didn't know their names until last night, they introduced themselves to us. I've been watching them from my bedroom have sex every night since we moved here. I had no idea the most passionate, amazing sex, I'd ever witness was between a mom and son."
"Right, see?"
"Alex has been watching them too. I caught him last night, looking over the fence into their pool area."
"Maybe he feels the same way. I've been telling you since you two got here to communicate more with him," Janet reminded her. "Ask him about it."
"How long have you and Mason been like that?"
Janet smiled, "Not long. We're just getting started. It took about two weeks for him and I to cross that line. I took him here and danced for him. That led to many wonderful things."
"Do you two do it every day?"
"Yep."
"So does Harvey and she?" Jennifer nodded to the father/daughter couple talking at the bar.
"They do."
"This doesn't affect your marriage?"
"Not yet. We're open, we love each other, and we love our kids."
Jennifer took a deep breath.
"Talk to Alex, see what he thinks about your neighbors," Janet advised.
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Jennifer sat in her dark bedroom later that night, debating on whether to get blinds or not. If she did, she couldn't watch them. If she didn't, she could. She wondered if that meant she accepted it, enjoyed it, and maybe even wanted it for herself.
She wasn't masturbating. She simply sat there constantly watching them, sipping wine. When Denise and Henry finally stopped, Jennifer almost immediately fell asleep.
She, like her neighbors, slept late, waking up around 11 am. Alex did the same.
"Hey, I'm going to a nature reserve, take some pics," Jennifer said, grabbing her gear.
"Ok cool," Alex replied, not looking at her, fixing a bowl of cereal.
Jennifer was away from him, her neighbors, and her sister all day. Janet's words and all she'd witnessed since moving to The Haven weighed heavily on her mind.
That night, after avoiding everyone for most of the day, Jennifer brought herself several orgasms to Denise and Henry. "I want it, what they have," she admitted before falling asleep.
The next day she approached Alex. "We need to talk, let's go for another walk after dinner, watch the sunset."
"Everything ok?"
"I want to talk to you about living here, if you like it, your thoughts on it, alright?"
"Sure."
***********
After a light dinner, mom and son walked along the beach, the sun setting in the distance.
"Alex," Jennifer grabbed his hand, stopping their walk. "I know you've been watching the neighbors."
"What?" his hand jerked away.
"I know you've been watching them have sex."
Embarrassed, he struggled to speak "I don't -- "
"I have too. Every night. I watch them have sex every night. I know they are mom and son. We both learned that at the Halloween party the other night. I still watched them, I still," Jennifer paused. "I still masturbated to them."
Alex blushed, looking toward the setting sun.
"I know you watched them since then too. After learning they're related. Alex," she reached for his hand again. "Incest is normal here in this neighborhood. The Haven. After watching our neighbors, I can't help but think what it'd be like to be that close to my son -- to you."
"Mom, I'm not sure. I mean, I don't know if that's a good idea."
"Have you thought about it, too?"
Alex gulped, "Some yes. They seem so normal."
"I know. Janet and your cousin are like them. I've learned that all the residents of The Haven are."
"Really?"
"It makes me wonder if we're surrounded by it, it's accepted here, what if you and I considered it."
"Are you serious? I don't know. Just because it's accepted doesn't mean it's a good idea," Alex said.
"True. But look at Denise and Henry, and Janet and Mason. Look how happy they are. It's insane, watching our neighbors go at it like that. So much love there."
"No one would know. Except maybe our family. Sounds like they all do it anyway," Alex said.
"Right."
"I mean, you wouldn't be hurting me. I'd agree to it. IF I agreed to it, that is."
"Yeah. Maybe we could think about it more?"
"Good idea."
Jennifer grabbed his hand and they walked back to their home.
***********
Hours passed. After giving Alex a slow goodnight kiss on the corner of his mouth, Jennifer headed up stairs to her room.
Alex was alone in his, watching the neighbors go at it. Henry was really giving it to her. Denise was pinned against the wall, the window, thrown onto the bed. She'd jump in Henry's arms, taking him down to the mattress. Alex was close to cumming several times. He stopped each time to break. He wondered if his mother was seeing their show too. She was and was nearly ready to explode.
Alex was jacking off, beating his meat to Denise riding Henry. He stopped, sighing heavily, rubbing his neck and head. "They're crazy," he thought. He looked to his throbbing erection, his entire cock seemingly tingling. His door opened.
He gasped, his mother entering his room. Alex quickly covered his crotch with a pillow. Jennifer was naked. She said nothing, moving slowly over to him.
"Mom? Uh, I was just -- "
She placed her index finger on his lips, silencing him. He calmed down. Jennifer removed the pillow, tossing it aside.
Alex's breathing picked up, he wasn't sure what was going on. A deep, passionate kiss from his mother told him everything he needed to know.
"Are we really going to do this?" he whispered.
"Yes," she said at a normal volume. Jennifer pushed him to the bed, straddled him, kissing him again. "I love you."
They kissed again, his hands finding her waist. She grabbed the base of his cock, sliding it inside her.
"Alex," she whimpered. "Yes," she nearly cried, feeling his length go in all the way.
He looked at his mother, light from Denise and Henry's bedroom streaming in on his room. Alex ran his hands over her breasts, her tummy, and her neck, bringing her in for another kiss.
"When in Rome?" she giggled.
"Yeah," He smiled at her. "I love you too, by-the-way."
"Good, now show me."
Alex stood and climbed on the bed, on his knees, his mother's legs wrapped around him. She grabbed the back of his head, hanging on, while he bounced her.
"Alex!" Jennifer moaned. "So good, so perfect."
Staring into one another's matching blue eyes, breathing heavily in each other's face, they made love. Alex kept bouncing her, thrusting upwards into her; Jennifer moaning, calling out his name each time.
"We're doing it!" she exclaimed before an orgasm overtook her.
"I can't go as long as him," Alex said, referring to Henry.
"Don't care!" his mother cried out.
"Oh yeah!" he said, feeling her clamp down on his dick.
"Ohh, Alex! Yes! I'm, I'm cumming!" she clawed at his neck and shoulders, her back arching, Alex sucking her tits while she came. "Ahhh, Alex!"
He was shaking, nearing his own release. Alex guided her to her back, his arms tired. "Oh wow," he whispered, propping himself up on his elbows, thrusting hard against her.
He grunted with each hard impact as he mated with her. "Yes! Come on!" he said.
"Cum! That's it!" his mother urged him.
"Ahhhh!" Alex thrust one, hard, final time, his cock erupting inside her, filling her with sperm. "Mom!"
He rolled off her, she followed, kissing his neck, shoulders, chest, rubbing his tummy. "Mmm, so glad we did that," she said.
"You don't feel guilty?"
"Nope! Feels natural."
"Whew, it was amazing. Sorry it wasn't long," Alex said.
"I have a feeling we'll be getting plenty of practice," Jennifer kissed him.
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Mom and son woke up earlier than usual the next morning. They got a decent night's sleep. Mainly because they didn't stay up most of the night masturbating to something they wanted.
They were spooning, Alex waking her up by kissing along her side. He caressed her shoulders, sides, following up his soft touches with kisses. He kissed down to her hip. Jennifer stirred, rolled to her back and smiled at her son.
Alex kissed along her tummy next, heading southbound. Jennifer responded by opening her legs for him. Alex kissed and licked along her inner thigh. He lapped at her pussy lips, nuzzled her clit, running his nose across her trimmed bush.
"Mmmm, yes," his mother moaning, when Alex licked inside her pussy. "Yes, baby."
His hand trailed over her tummy, her breasts; his fingers caressing her face as he ate her out.
"This, this is how I want to be woken up each morning," Jennifer said before sucking on his index finger.
"Good idea," Alex said, moving upward, aligning cock to her pussy as he kissed along her neck.
"We should've done this for your eighteenth birthday. What a present that would've been."
"Mmhmm," Alex half paid attention, busy licking her neck, while sliding his cock slowly in and out of her.
"Maybe, just maybe, all moms could do this," She droned on. "At least once."
Alex went to his knees, gripping her waist with one hand, the other rubbing her tummy.
"But, but you and I," Jennifer held his hand, while he slowly pumped his hips against her. "We'll do this every day. Like your aunt and cousin, our neighbors."
"Good idea," Alex said again. "Ugh, you feel great."
"So do you!" she arched her back, her cries of morning lovemaking, echoing in his room.
Alex, on top of her, watching her face contort with pleasure, fucked her hard and deeply. "No regrets."
"Yes," Jennifer said, Alex stopped thrusting. "I regret not being around like I should've, not listening to you, being stubborn about your college. And I regret being afraid of us crossing this line. I had nothing to fear."
"We can be like everyone else here now. We don't have to be afraid," Alex said.
"We're free," his mother added. "Now fuck me. Give me everything!"
He went hard on her, as hard as he could without completely emptying his balls into her. He loved hearing her moan and say his name. He loved hearing the bed bang against the wall.
Both mom and son were exposed to incest by watching Denise and Henry each night. They saw how magical it was for them. Now here Jennifer was, underneath her son, cumming on his cock. The burning waves of pleasure passing through her body subsided as she placed her hand on his chest.
A little later, Jennifer hummed to herself as she fixed breakfast. She was naked, having no desire to dress. Alex was in his boxers sitting at the table.
"Are you going to be naked like me?"
"What if someone comes to the door?"
Jennifer chuckled, placing eggs on his plate.
They had sex in the shower next, before their double-date with Janet and Mason. They went to the same restaurant they went to their first night there. This time was different. Alex had his arm around his mother, just like Mason had his around Janet. The two sisters were chatting about random things, all while Jennifer squeezed and rubbed Alex's erection under the table -- just like Janet was going to Mason.
They walked together, holding hands, like two couples.
That night, neither of them watched Denise and Henry have sex. They instead went to Jennifer's room, Alex moving in, turned a lamp on and made love.
Jennifer was on top, smiling at Alex. He laughed at her, his hands rubbing all over her body. She lowered herself, kissing him, Alex squeezing her ass. He sat up, his mother offering him a breast to suck.
"Mmm, I love it," she purred, Alex sucking a nipple.
Jennifer ground herself against him, the two lovers kissing, caressing, fondling continuously. Alex held her in his arms when she climaxed.
Jennifer was giggling.
"What's so funny?" Alex asked.
"I don't know!" Jennifer replied.
Alex guided her to all fours, moving behind her, running his hands over her back into her long, red hair.
"I love it," she said, when Alex guided himself into her.
He pulled her up to his chest, holding her there by her hair and his other hand around her waist. He gave her hard, slow thrusts from his pelvis, touching bottom.
"Good?" he asked.
"Uh huh. Anything you do is good," Jennifer said, her tits bouncing with each impact.
They eventually moved again, Alex sitting against propped up pillows. His mother was on top of him, lovingly kissing and licking at his mouth.
Their foreheads touched, as she rode him. He loved her hot breath on his face she orgasmed.
"Oh man," Alex said.
"You ok?"
"Yeah, just give me a second," he wrapped his arms around her, squeezing her tightly. His cock so close to erupting.
"Want some water?"
"Sure," he stared at her ass when she walked away.
When she returned, she handed him a bottle, sitting on him once again -- his cock back inside her. He took a couple swigs and placed the bottle on the table.
"Ready?" he asked.
"You know it!"
Mom and son got to work, bouncing, grinding, thrusting, and working toward a mutual orgasm. When they achieved it, Alex filling her with cum, they couldn't look away from one another. They had to watch each other cum.
When the orgasms passed, Jennifer pulled him in for a slow kiss. "So good, so wonderful."
"Whew, sure is," Alex grabbed the water, sharing it with his mother.
"Alex, what did you think when you found out Denise and Henry were mom and son?"
"She introduced herself, then him. I thought I heard wrong. Then I felt bad because I've been spying on them. But at the same time, I couldn't deny what I was watching was really, really hot. I mean look at her."
"Heh, look at him!" Jennifer said.
"Anyway, I thought maybe it wouldn't be so bad to try it, because they seemed to have a wonderful relationship. Then Janet and Mason are like that. I was blown away by how good they get along. I couldn't help but think we could be like them," Alex shrugged. "Maybe."
"I think we are like them," Jennifer wiped his forehead. "This feels so right. Janet was telling me here, incest is accepted. I think I had a hard time realizing that. But deep down I knew, if we did this, we'd be just fine."
"Yep," Alex kissed his mother, guiding her to her back.
Alex rested up, then he and his mother went at it again. Exhaustion was setting in. Both were sweaty and raw from nightlong sex.
"KY Jelly. I'll get some from the store tomorrow," Jennifer said, sliding off Alex's cock after another orgasm.
"Cum for me once more?" she asked, signaling she was sleepy.
"Ok," he replied.
"Ooh, I know, I can suck it from you," Jennifer giggled again, licking down his body to his cock. She sucked and slurped all over it -- Alex wouldn't last long. He filled her mouth with cum, Jennifer swallowing all of it.
"There we go, thank you," she wiped her mouth. She turned off the lamp and crawled into bed, kissing his chest, his arm wrapping around her.
"I think you look better than her," Alex said in the darkened room, no light from next door shining in.
"Who? Denise?"
"Yep. You're probably the hottest woman I know."
"You know what? I think you look better than Henry. You're the 'hottest' person man I know."
Mom and son smiled, holding each other tightly, as sleep overtook them.
Jennifer now knew exactly what kind of place The Haven is.
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It was New Year's Eve a couple months later. Denise was sitting in a chair in her and Henry's dark bedroom. She was enjoying her wine, naked as usual. Henry appeared with popcorn, sitting in the chair next to her. Denise rolled her eyes at his boxer shorts.
"Henry, why?"
"What if someone comes to the door? Geez," he offered her the bowl. "Has the show started yet?
"Not yet, they're still eating dinner."
A few minutes later, Denise piped up, "Ah here we go."
The watched Jennifer push food away and crawl on the table, going to her back. Alex stood in front of her, pulling her panties off after he removed his shirt. With her assistance, he removed and flung her dress off next.
"Looks like he's enjoying some dessert," Henry noted, watching Alex bend forward, kissing all over his mother's stomach. She spread her legs for him, offering her pussy for him to feast upon.
"Mmm, looks fun," Denise munched on popcorn.
"She has a nice little body," Henry munched on his own handful, Denise swatted his arm.
Jennifer slid off the table, going to her knees, lathering up Alex's cock with her mouth. Denise and Henry watched her stand, kissing Alex, after she covered his cock in saliva.
Alex sat his mom on the table, entering her while standing. He made love to her, feeding her bits of nearby food as he did. Denise was touching herself, watching Jennifer eat from and lick her son's hand, while he fucked her. His thrusts were so slow and methodical, yet so powerful and deep.
Jennifer grabbed her glass of wine, gulping it down. Alex picked her up, moving away from the table, toward the stairs.
"Oh, looks like they're heading upstairs," Denise said, watching them go out of sight.
"Maybe. We can't see their stairs from here."
Alex set her down at the steps, Jennifer turned around, arching her back, grabbing the banister. Alex entered her from behind, driving his cock in hard.
"Ah fuck!" his mother cried out. He was in so deep, his powerful thrusts, pushing her up the stairs. When they finally arrived at the top, Alex picked her up and took her to their bedroom. She turned a lamp on and he tossed her on the bed.
"They're back," Denise patted Henry's head. He was on his knees in front of her, eating her pussy, while waiting for the couple to reappear.
He took his seat, grabbed more popcorn and continued watching.
Alex was in some sort of crab-like position next. His mother was on top, riding him, while he flung her practically off his cock and body with each thrust. "Oh, yes!" she cried out so loud it was a surprise Denise and Henry couldn't hear them.
"Wow look at that! We haven't done that position," Denise said.



They watched the couple fuck for several more minutes, Denise casually rubbing her clit.
The clock struck midnight, a New Year beginning.
"Aww," Denise said, when fireworks exploded in the distance. Jennifer and Alex making love in the foreground.
"So very beautiful," she said. "The fireworks, New Year's, a happy couple next door."
"Yeah, it's nice."
Denise couldn't take it anymore. "Ok, you and me, let's go," she hopped on Henry's lap.
He grabbed a tit to suck on, stood, and took his woman to bed.
"Leave the light off," Denise said. "Don't want to distract them. Not that we could at the way they're going at it."
"You got it, Mom," Henry said.
He slid his cock in, she wrapped her legs around his body, and like Jennifer and Alex next door, along with all the other mothers and sons in The Haven, they rang in the New Year right.
The end.



        