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Chapter 1
'Can you believe she's wearing that???'
The note slid onto my desk, scrawled in the margin of a map of 1600s Asia. I looked over at Katie Perkins, my best friend and the note's author, and back to the note's subject. Alicia Smith was sitting three rows in front of us, her miniskirt so short we could practically tell what underwear she was wearing. I looked back at Katie, who raised her eyebrows like she usually did when we were sharing a private joke. Katie liked to predict the skankiness of Alicia's outfits, and today she was on the mark.
'Good guess,' I scribbled back. 'Maybe it helps her grades?' The map slid back to Katie's desk. We were paired up, working on our history project. Our teacher, Mr. Andrews, was once again hung over, so he had us pair up and work 'as quietly as possible.' This let Katie and me write as many notes as we wanted. In other classes, we had to be more clandestine.
'Grades, not so much,' Katie replied on the note. 'Guys staring, definitely.'
'Jealous? That doesn't seem like you...' I wrote back. She looked at me and rolled her eyes.
'THAT kind of attention, I don't need. Thanks, dick.'
Katie took her map back, and started to work quietly. I had clearly touched a nerve. I took my own map, scrawling a poorly executed attempt at apology and flattery. She read it, rolled her eyes again, and replied on the corner of my map.
'You are clueless about girls, Jimmy, so I'll let it pass this time.'
By the end of our lesson, we had finished out work and spent the last ten minutes passing more notes about other topics. When the bell rang, Alicia Smith stood up, to the silent appreciation of every guy in class, and attempted to straighten her skirt. As she tugged it lower, she exposed more of her waist and a hint of ass crack. I turned, dreamy-eyed, to find Katie's eyebrows furrowed at me.
"Really?" she said, exasperated.
"Katie, I'm an eighteen-year-old virgin. You put a half-dressed girl in front of me, it's like putting a ham sandwich in front of a starving man," I said defensively as we filed out of the room.
"I just thought someone who claims to be as smart as you do would be less shallow." There wasn't a hint of anger or hurt in her voice, but I could tell I was in hot water. Twelve years of friendship and Katie was in many ways still a mystery to me. I could tell, however, when she was pissed; that, at least, I could detect.
"You know that I wouldn't be that shallow," I said, trying to get her to smile. Katie looked at me reproachfully with her light blue eyes. We paused in the hallway, the crowd going around us, looking pissed that we stopped and blocked the way.
"Come on, Katie-Just because I took a look doesn't mean I'd want to date a moron like that. It's just my inner primate reacting."
"Fine," she said coolly. I couldn't see why she was mad. Katie and I were both single, and so it didn't seem like I should have to defend myself. But before I could continue, she spoke.
"Are you still coming over tonight for dinner? Your mom has some big announcement, right?" She pushed her long, black hair behind her ear, tossing the other side of her hair behind her back.
"Yeah, I'm coming. I still don't know what she's up to. You never know with our moms." Our moms were friends, and when Katie and I were introduced in kindergarten, they were ecstatic that we took to each other as well as we did. So Katie was not only my best friend, but also I saw her most nights of the week; whether we were studying or hanging out trying to play guitar. Over the years we had started finishing each other's sentences and knew everything about the other. She punched me on the arm, her usual goodbye, and walked off to her last class of the day. It was the only class we didn't share, and it always felt like an odd parting as she headed to AP French and I headed to AP Spanish. A minute later I took my seat near the back of the room. Our Spanish teacher, Señor Reynolds, also had us work in groups. We were preparing a skit about buying a car-in Spanish, of course. I was working with two of my other friends, Denny and Harry. Denny was the drummer in my non-existent band with Katie. She and I played guitar-poorly. We were lacking a bass player, and also songwriting talent.
"Holy crap, did you guys see Alicia Smith today?" Harry asked. Denny nodded, grinning. I just nodded. They both paused, setting their pens down and looking at me seriously for a moment.
"What, you didn't like the skirt?" Harry asked. "Or did Katie give you shit again?"
"Why would Katie give me shit?" I asked, a little too defensively. Sensing the truth behind my words, they pounced.
"Hmm, good question, Jim," Denny said. "Maybe it's because every time I hang out with you two, and you see some girl walk by, she gives you shit about it."
"Totally, Jimbo," Harry nodded wisely.
"You two are full of shit, you know that," I said. "Besides, Katie is my best friend, she just doesn't want to see me act like a tool, like you two," I said with a smirk.
"Laugh if you want, dude," Harry said. "I'm just saying that if I had a best friend like Katie, and she pouted every time I looked at another girl, I'd..." he trailed off, breaking into Spanish as Señor Reynolds walked by.
"Cuando por la coche?" he asked in Spanish. Señor Reynolds nodded in approval as Denny replied, "Como coche quierres, señor?" When our teacher was out of earshot, Denny added. "Harry is right, Jim."
"About what," I asked, getting annoyed as we started the same circular conversation I had been having them with for four years.
"I'd be all over Katie if I had the chance. No offense, no offense!" he chortled as I shot him a look. "I'm just saying-and don't get all protective of her again-but Katie's pretty hot. Shit she's drop dead beautiful, and if I even suspected I had a chance I'd be on that ass in a second. I mean, she's smart and all, which is cool, but she has an amazing body. Remember last year at your birthday party? That bathing suit she wore?"
"Yeah that was amazing. I still dream about that," Harry chimed in.
"I mean she has that amazing ass and...well, I could go on but I'm going to get overexcited. Bottom line, she's hot, and she probably likes you. If it were me, I'd be all over her. Am I right, Harry?"
"In a heartbeat, Jim," Harry said seriously. "Why don't you just ask her on a date? You two hang out by yourselves so much anyway, what would be the difference? I mean, you might actually get some."
"Nah, not Katie," Denny said. "She's too virtuous. You might at least get to touch her tits, but that's it."
"Alright, knock it off," I said in a tone that ended the conversation. "I'm not asking her on a date. We're friends, that's it. And no more talking about her like she's a piece of meat."
"You mean like Alicia Smith?" Harry asked, breaking into laughter.
"Excelente!" Harry said. "Cuando por el coche azul?" he said as Sr. Reynolds walked by again. As the subject changed to the buying and selling of cars in Spanish, I couldn't help but think about what Denny and Harry said, and about Katie, and about what it would be like to...
"Jim, pay attention!" Harry said, shutting his book loudly. I snapped out of my reverie. Class was ending, and everyone was getting up except me. Harry chortled and Denny gave me a "he's hopeless" look as they said goodbye. "Have fun with Katie tonight," Harry said, and Denny made a rude gesture indicating he hoped I'd get some as they left me to pack up by myself.
Katie and her family didn't come over until seven o'clock. By that time, I was already finished with homework and was trying to figure out a song on my guitar. I was in the middle of playing when I heard a knock and then Katie slipped into my room.
"I don't think it's a seventh chord," she said, picking up an electric guitar and showing me what how she thought the song should go."
"Thanks, Katie," I said. She beamed at me, then her face took a more serious look.
"About today," she began. "I wanted to..." but I finished her sentence for her.
"It's no big deal, Katie."
"No it is. You shouldn't have been ogling Alicia but I shouldn't have overreacted. After all, we're friends..." her voice trailed off and she looked away for a moment before continuing. "So how are Denny and Harry?"
"Same as always. You know, they drooled over Alicia..."
"Typical," she said.
"And they talked about all the things they'd do to you if you were their girlfriend. The usual."
"Figures," she said, still avoiding eye contact with me. "At least someone notices."
"Plenty of people notice you, you're beautiful," I said. She looked at me but her eyes pierced into me. I flinched and tried to change the subject.
"Anyway, any idea what your mom is up to?" I said.
"I have no idea, still. And, for the record, I wasn't apologizing earlier. I was just going to say that I think you shouldn't objectify women like that."
"How about objectifying them by mocking their skanky clothes?" I asked in as non-confrontational a voice as I could muster.
"That's different. We're mocking, not turning them into sexual trinkets."
"Sexual Trinkets. That, Katie dear, is an awesome song name. Let me write it down," I said. She busted out laughing, almost letting the guitar slip out off her lap as she covered her face with one hand, giggling.
"That is a good name. Okay, okay," she said, panting for breath, "I'll drop it."
"Well, I'll just say that my eyes mean no intent as far as girls like Alicia go. Besides, you're much prettier than she is." As I said this she looked at me quizzically, her eyebrows arched.
"Oh, really? You finally noticed?" she said sarcastically. She was sitting very close to me, I could almost feel the warmth of her body. Her shorts were very short and showed a lot of her toned legs. They were so short that they almost revealed the gently curve of her ass, and I looked her up and down and realized how much I'd like to do some of the things Denny and Harry had mentioned in Spanish class. I leaned toward her slightly, not sure of what to say, but Katie suddenly straightened up, her eyes narrowed to slits.
"Let's get back to this song," she said, but before she could start playing again, there was another knock on my door. In walked our parents, the four of them looking as upper-middle class as they could get.
"Hey kids!" our moms chimed. Katie rolled her eyes covertly. "We've got some good news. Next week is Spring break, and we're all heading to Cedar Bay for the week! No phones, no work, no school, just sun and fun!" her mom said, sounding like a travel agent. Our parents all beamed at us. Our moms, having been friends for years, always tried to vacation together, so this was nothing unusual. Our dads grinned as they imaged uninterrupted golfing and our moms imagined uninterrupted shopping in all of the quaint shops.
"What do you think?" My dad asked.
"Sounds, great," Katie said, sounding deflated. I couldn't figure out why the idea had appealed to her so horribly. I wasn't thrilled about a fun-filled weekend with our parents, but Katie looked like a girl heading to the gallows.
"Everything alright?" I asked her when our parents headed out the door to say goodbye. Katie set the guitar down, stretching her arms and yawning. Her shirt rode up a bit, exposing her firm midriff. Her tits, while not as ridiculously large as some of the girls at school, where still very nice and I was getting an erection while looking at them. This was a continuing problem-the only problem-with my friendship with Katie. The guys were right that she was incredibly hot. I had noticed this when we were fourteen, and had been hiding erections when I was around her since. She finished her stretch, and turned to look at me.
"I'm fine," she said. "Just, a week with the family, how much fun will that be?"
"Hey, I'll be there!" I said defensively. "I think it will be fun."
"You won't mind being seen with me? Because I don't want to sit on the beach and stare at girls."
"Katie, I promise I'll only stare at you. Um, what I meant was..." I began, but she giggled.
"Stop there, before you ruin it," she said, still giggling. "I've gotta go, come here," she said, moving in for a goodnight hug. She hugged me close so that our bodies pressed together, and I was acutely aware that I was still erect. I don't know if Katie felt it or not, but I was embarrassed enough to blush.
"See you tomorrow, Jimmy," she said, and walked out the door. She turned just before she left my line of sight, and smiled, her blue eyes sparkling.
The following day passed as any usual school day would, although Katie was more talkative than usual. Since Katie loved to talk, it was not lost on anyone that she was very excited. That evening she and I attended a church youth group activity. We always paired up, much to the snarky delight of our friends in the youth group. Tonight we were split into pairs, with one person holding a Styrofoam cup of water.
"Okay, everyone," our youth director called out. "They idea is to negotiate. One of you will pick up the cup of water, the other will try and convince you to give it to them. If you spill the water, you lose. You'll need to share with the group what you did to get your cup of water, so don't cheat. And no bribing with actual money, folks," she added as she surveyed us.
"There is no way you are getting this cup," Katie said playfully. She held it up level with her face, taunting me with it. I made to grab it but she backed away.
"You're going to spill it and then we'll lose. And we've never lost one of these stupid games," she added. We knew each other so well that our inside language let us use code words to get around most word games, and we worked so well together that every team game was a cinch. Pitting us against each other was a new tactic, and I suspected that we might lose this time. Katie was grinning, waiting for me to say something.
"May I have the cup, please?" I asked, knowing it wouldn't work. She shook her head, stepping close to me. Around us, people were trying to cajole their partners into relinquishing their cup.
"I could say something embarrassing about you out loud," I said casually, checking my watch.
"You could, but I could say something equally embarrassing, and I'd still have the cup. Like the time you got an erec-"
"Okay, okay!" I said quickly, and she laughed, almost spilling the water. She was referring to the time I had an erection at the movies, and at the end, when I stood up, it was obvious to Katie and anyone else nearby. She had teased me, saying I had a crush on the actress on screen, but really it was because Katie had lifted the armrest between us and was snuggled up against me. Even though we were best friends, I couldn't keep my physical reactions at bay, much to her amusement. Katie had never threatened to tell anyone that story before, and I was surprised by her boldness. Around us people were getting no further than me.
"Well, if you want to win this, then you can just give me the cup," I said. "Then we'd be finished."
"A very compelling argument, Jimmy, but I don't think so," she said, looking mischievous. "Try again."
"Okay," said, stepping closer. We were standing much closer than anyone else, only inches apart. "There's no way you're going to just give it to me to win this?" I asked. She shook her head. "But you want to win, right?" This time she nodded, cocking her head to one side and smiling.
And I have no idea why, but I reached my hand around her waist, pulled her close to me, and kissed her on the lips. It was just a quick one, but it was something I had never done before. Her eyes opened wide and she let go of the cup, which I caught in my hand. Several people around us noticed and stopped talking, staring at us both.
"Well, we have our winners, although I will remind you that this is a church youth group," our youth coordinator declared as she walked over to us. I was grinning, Katie stood there in shock, her mouth open as if to say something, but she didn't move. It was only after youth group wrapped up, and she was driving me home, that she brought it up.
"Jimmy," she said quietly. Her face was somber, reflective. "What was that about? The kiss."
"Well, I admit it was a flash of inspiration," I said, trying to sound calm, but wondering if I had pissed her off or not. "You did, after all, want to win. And, you wouldn't just hand it over to me."
"And you thought kissing me would distract me." She said quietly, her eyes glued to the road.
"Katie, I'm sorry if I upset you, I wasn't trying to. I just thought..." but I didn't know what I thought, and I could tell Katie was upset. "I mean, it's not like I wanted to. Well, no, I mean I did want to, I've always wanted to..." and I trailed off, realizing what I just said and how much of my inner desires had just escaped into the car and the space between us.
"You've always wanted to kiss me?" she said, still not looking at me. Her voice wavered. She broke her gaze on the road to look at me for a split second before slowing down to pull into my driveway. "Well, you better get going," she said as she pulled to a stop in my driveway.
"Katie, I..." I began, but she cut me off.
"I'll see you tomorrow, okay?" she said quietly, still not looking at me directly. I started to get out of the car, but she leaned forward, pulling me toward her. Our lips met for a split second before she pulled away, looking awkward.
"See you tomorrow," she said, and this time did not try and pull me back in as I got out of the car-as confused as she must have been-and headed inside.
Chapter 2
We left the next day later for our vacation. It was Saturday. My mom and dad drove ahead, and Katie and I were sitting in the back seat of her parents' car. When we went on trips with both of our families, they had long ago let us ride together rather than listen to use talk on the phone. Katie sat with her feet curled up on the seat, reading a magazine and occasionally looking over at me and smiling. We were almost there, and Katie's mood toward the trip had improved after her initial reaction. She reached up absentmindedly, playing with a lock of her jet-black hair as she read. And that's when I saw it; her bracelet.
Katie and I went to a church that was moderate in their views, but really promoted abstinence. Katie had, years ago, attended a youth camp for girls that talked about sexual education. When she came back, she told me she was going to forgo sex until she met her future husband. I had shelved the information under "irrelevant" at the time. Now, when I was truly starting to appreciate Katie as a blossoming young woman, I was reminded that, like Harry and Denny said, nothing was going to happen.
"What're you staring at, Jimmy?" she asked, looking up from her magazine.
"Oh, nothing," I said. She smiled and slid over toward me until she was sitting next to me, leaning on me. It was her favorite way to sit, with her legs curled up and leaning on me. It was how she watched every movie with me, much to the delight of my teasing friends. I couldn't help but notice how soft her skin felt next to me.
"Come on," she whispered, "you've been in space for days. What gives?"
"Just excited about the trip," I said quickly.
"Mmmm, me too," she said quietly.
"Why the change of heart? I thought you were going to be bored out of your mind," I said in a whisper.
"No, you're right. You're here, I'm bound to have fun. Besides," she added, "have you seen the place we're staying? It's a bed a breakfast. We've got a whole floor to ourselves, and it's on the beach."
We sat like that for the rest of the trip, my body taking notice of her proximity. After a while she nodded off to sleep, and as I looked down I noticed her knit shirt was partly open. I could just see a hint of cleavage, which made my shiver with excitement. While Katie's ass and legs commanded most of my sexual attention, I appreciated her pert breasts as well, and my body was reacting instinctively. Although I had always appreciated Katie's physical appearance, our long-standing friendship muted many of the normal teenage desires other girls stirred in me. I always thought she was beautiful, but also felt that she was off limits, in a way. How had I gone on so long under-appreciating her?



'Because,' said a small voice in my head, 'you're an idiot.'
We arrived thirty minutes later in Cedar Bay. It was hot and sunny, and the salt in the air made everyone smile a little more. Katie's description of the bed and breakfast was accurate, except for one thing.
"Three bedrooms?" Katie's mom said as we stood in the lobby. "We asked for the floor with four bedrooms."
"I know, ma'am," said the young girl working the lobby, probably the owner's daughter. "But we had some rowdy college kids stay last week, and we're still fixing the mess they made. This is all we have left. I can try and help you find another place, but I can't promise anything with it being Spring break and all."
"It's not a big deal," Katie said to her mother. "Jim and I can share a room, it says this one has two twin beds." I was about to open my mouth and say something, but Katie stepped on my foot gently. "We won't have to try and find another place. Besides, this view is perfect," she said, gesturing to the beach rolling behind the french doors.
"I don't know, Katie, honey," her dad began. He was trying, it seemed, to not offend my parents or say anything about me. Her father had always liked me. In fact, when either of our parents were gone out of town, we stayed at the other house, but never in the same room. This seemed to stretch her father's limit of comfort.
"Katie's right," her mother said. "We can trust these two, can't we?" Everyone nodded, and in five minutes, we were hauling our bags up to the second floor.
"Thanks for stopping them from spending five hours searching for another hotel," I said, lugging my bag up the stairs.
"No problem. Besides, this will be more fun, anyway," she said, then quickly added, "I mean, we're right on the beach, you can't get any better than that." She set her bag down on one of the twin beds and stepped out onto the balcony. Just then, my father stepped into the room, waving to Katie outside and coming over to me and talking in a low voice so Katie couldn't hear.
"Listen, kiddo," he said-I hated when he called me that-"your mom and I are going out on a limb, here, letting you and Katie share a room. I want you on your best behavior."
"Don't worry, dad," I said. He smiled, looking out at Katie again, then added, "We've been friends with the Perkins's for years, and we trust you two, but still..." he trailed off.
"Dad, trust me," I said, "We're just friends." He looked at me skeptically, then patted me on the shoulder and left the room.
"What was that about?" Katie asked when she returned from the balcony. The wind had swept her hair back; she looked radiant, like I had never seen her before.
"Just the 'don't do anything' speech."
"I got that, too, when I was unloading the trunk," she said with a smirk. "Oh well, a week of depravity out the window," she said, gesturing nonchalantly out the open french doors. She then rummaged through her bag on the bed, pulling out a swimsuit and marching toward the bathroom connected to our room. When she emerged a few minutes later, I was stunned. I had seen Katie in a bathing suit hundreds of times, but it felt like I was seeing her for the first time. She wore a bikini that showed off her flat stomach. I looked her, my mouth open, taking in the sight of her. Her long, black hair fell in curtains down her shoulders. She had a few freckles on her face, which made her blue eyes sparkle even more. I was slowly getting an erection as I noticed her breasts, which were rarely on display like this. They were small but firm, matching the athletic tone of the rest of her body. Her bikini bottom, while not r-rated, showed a good deal of skin.
My best friend happened to be one of the hottest girls on earth, and we were sharing a room. The nature of the situation took hold and I stared at her in silence for a moment.
"Well?" she said, looking at me with raised eyebrows.
"Wh...what?" I asked, lost in my own thoughts. She rolled her eyes and sighed.
"I'm going for a swim," she announced, and left the room. I watched as her as swayed left and right as she walked. Her firm, round ass with the dimples on her lower back—it had always been a source of interest for me. I tried to push all of the depraved thoughts I was having out of my head. She was, after all, my best friend. I changed into my own bathing suit with difficulty (since I was sporting an erection). Five minutes later, I joined her on the beach. She was already in the water, and waved at me. As I approached the water, something else occurred to me, something Harry had said two days ago.
'...if I had a best friend like Katie, and she pouted every time I looked at another girl...'
Was Harry right? Harry, who knew about as much about girls as I did, which was close to zero? And if he was right, then several other things I failed to notice at first made a lot of sense. When I was about waist deep in the cool water she swam to meet me.
"Sorry I took so long," I said. "How long have you been waiting?"
She looked at her watch and frowned. "Aw, crap," she said, dangling her wrist in the air. "I forgot that this one isn't waterproof. Oh well." She looked at the useless watch one last time, then swam closer to me.
"Isn't this great?" she asked, splashing me to get me wet. I took a deep breath, sinking into the water and going under. When I emerged, she was right next to me, her hair slicked back from the water, droplets of seawater on her eyelashes.
"Katie," I said, aware that there were other people near us in the water. We bobbed up and down in the surf as I said as quietly as I could. "You shouldn't get down on yourself. You look totally amazing. Really."
"Thanks, Jimmy," she said. She had called me Jimmy since we were five, and was the only one I let call me that. "Took you long enough to notice," she said.
"I just can't believe I never noticed before," I said. The words came out and I knew I had said the wrong thing.
"Never, really? It took this bathing suit to make you realize that I was, indeed a girl."
"I spoke too quickly," I said, "I meant that, you know, you're my best friend, Katie. I would never ogle you like that. Of course I notice, but I've tried to keep in mind you're my best friend. I mean, I try not to stare, but I won't tell you I haven't noticed..."
"I've said it before, Jimmy, you're pretty thick for a nerd," she said.
"What's your deal? I mean, you're getting mad at me for acting like a normal teenager. What did I do to piss you off?" I asked a little too harshly.
"Never mind," she muttered. But I was confused by her mood. I caught her gently by the hand as she tried to swim away.
"Katie," I said quietly. "Come on, what's wrong?" She knew by the tone of my voice that I was really concerned. She sighed, then pointed to a top-heavy blond walking down the beach.
"See that girl?" she asked. "What do you think of her? The truth."
"Ok, the truth. She's attractive. I mean, just from a superficial glance."
"Is that all guys care about?" she asked.
"No. Well, some do, I guess. Harry and Denny do, anyway." She laughed, and I kept going. "But I'm not so easily influenced."
"So you're telling me that you would date some total hag, because she had a great personality?" Katie asked, her eyes boring into mine.
"That's not fair. I mean, I really want a girlfriend who's more than a barbie doll. I want someone smart, and funny. And, I admit it, cute."
"Someone like Alicia Smith?" Katie asked.
"No, someone smart AND cute. Someone like you." I said the words and then realized two things. First, I meant them. Second, I stood a good chance of having freaked her out. She didn't say anything for a few seconds, looking at me with her sparkling eyes, boring into my brain to try and figure out what I was saying to her.
"Am I to assume..." she began, but I interrupted her.
"Katie, when are you going to realize that you're really beautiful?"
"I've always assumed you didn't think so, that you only saw me as your friend since kindergarten," she said.
"Maybe that's why I've never said anything. What if I freaked you out and then we weren't best friends anymore?" I said.
She opened her mouth, as if to say something, then closed it and said nothing for another few seconds. "Come with me," she finally said, and led me by the hand out of the water. We passed the sunbathers, and waved to our sunbathing parents as we trudged up the wooden stairs to the bed and breakfast. She led me up the balcony stairs and straight into our shared room. She shut the door, a look of determination in her eyes I had never seen before.
"Explain what you meant by 'someone like me.'" she said in a quiet voice.
"Katie, I wasn't trying to creep you out-" I began, but she interrupted me.
"Just explain," she said, her voice still small.
"Okay, okay. I just meant that, you know, if you were interested, and I were-well, no I mean I am interested...but not if it were to ruin our relationship...but, I mean..." and I trailed off, because I just realized Katie was walking toward me. She put a finger to my lips and gestured for me to sit down. I sat on a chair, my damp bathing suit uncomfortable against my skin.
"You mean it?" she said quietly.
"Did you understand what I was saying?" I asked. She raised her eyebrows and countered "don't talk so much, Jimmy." She then stepped back from me, and did the last thing I expected her to do. She reached behind her back and unhooked her bikini top, exposing her breasts. She stood there for a second, just breathing and looking at me. Her breasts were magnificent, and were everything I imagined them to be. I took a deep breath. I had never seen a real woman like this, and I was instantly erect, my wet bathing suit even more uncomfortable. She stood, her hands on her hips, looking at me.
"Katie-" I began, not sure what I was going to actually say.
"I've been trying to get you to notice me for years," she said. "I've tried everything short of making a pass at you while I've watched you drool over dumb girls." She paused, her hands on her waist. "Well, what do you think? The truth."
I swallowed, my eyes darting between her eyes and her breasts. Then, without thinking, I said "I think you are the most beautiful girl I've ever met."
She smiled, walking toward me, "I'm also the smartest." I nodded, and she continued to walk toward me, saying "why has it taken you this long to notice.?" She stepped closer, and then, slowly, sat on my lap. Her body was surprisingly light as she rested on my lap, her bare breasts inches from me, her wet hair dripping onto my lap. She kissed me gently, and took my hand in hers. She then surprised me again, and placed my hand gently on one of her exposed breasts. And suddenly, without warning, I climaxed. The stimulation of her topless form, combined with the subtle pressure of her sitting on my lap, had taken over my body and put it into autopilot. Her eyes widened briefly as she felt my penis pulse under my bathing suit, flooding it. Surely she felt it, because she was sitting right on it as it happened. When I stopped climaxing, she looked at me quizzically. I blushed, embarrassed by my reaction, but she giggled and beamed at me.
"Well, at least some parts of you notice me," she said. She started to giggle, her breasts bouncing, her body warmer than ever. I laughed too.
"This is embarrassing," I said, not meeting her eyes. The first half-naked girl I see and I have an orgasm in my pants. She laughed again, but in a sweet way. Then she did another unexpected thing, and leaned in and kissed me on the lips briefly, then slid her tongue into my mouth. My hand was still on her breast, and I was aware of the mess oozing in my pants. She then stood up, reaching down for her bikini top and putting it back on.
"Don't worry about it," she said. "I'm flattered, really." She then looked around, realizing as I was that this would be a bad situation for our parents to stumble in on.
"I'm going swimming," she said. "You may want to clean up." She smiled at me, then turned to talk out the doors back to the beach. As she was almost out the door, I blurted out "wait, Katie..."
She paused, looking over her shoulder at me. "Let's keep this to ourselves, Jimmy. In the mean time, you should probably take a shower or something. You look cute when you're flustered, but our parents might suspect something if they saw you right now."
By the time I finished showering and was in some dry clothes, Katie had returned from the beach. She was sitting on her bed as I emerged from the bathroom, reading a book. She was wearing a pretty sundress that was knee-length. My mind returned to the sight of her bare breasts. Even in a sundress, she was stunningly pretty. She smiled at me as I entered the room.
"Hi," she said, beaming and putting down her book. "All set?"
"Set?" I asked, my mind still registering how pretty she was, and how I had missed the pertness of her nose and the line of her neck. She smiled again, then stood up.
"Come on," she said. "We're meeting our parents at six for dinner. We have time to walk around the town. Let's go." With that she took my hand and we walked out of the room. The town was on a small island, with few cars and narrow streets designed for walking. We exited the hotel, and she let go of my hand. As we walked, we said little, occasionally pointing out someone dressed like an idiot or something else she found amusing. People watching was one of our favorite hobbies, and I was relieved to partake in it with her. With our brief kiss, and my hand on her breast, I didn't know what was what anymore. How long had she liked me? And why didn't I realize it? Katie was, as Harry and Denny had said hundreds of times, very sexy, but also very smart. I guess that somehow I expected someone as cute as Katie to be dumb. Or not interested in me. I was still amazed that she had waited this long for me to realize it. She could have had another guy. But did she wait for me? Did I have her? I looked over at her, and she flashed me another grin and blushed.
"Katie," I said suddenly, stopping in front of a vintage clothing store. "About before..." I began.
"A little forward, I know," she said, blushing again.
"No, it's not that," I said. "I mean, what..." I couldn't finish my sentence. We had been friends forever, and now for some reason my tongue was tied.
"I don't know," she said, looking puzzled, too. "I mean, I wanted to get your attention, but I didn't really intend for that to happen."
My heart sank. Was she referring to my accidental climax, or the whole thing? She read my facial expression and added "I mean, physically, you know?" I brightened my mood suddenly, then took her hand and led her into a vintage clothing store. We looked among the racks of moldy clothes for a few minutes before I added.
"Katie, look. I'm sorry I've been too thick to notice you," I said quietly.
"You have been, she said calmly. "It took me taking my top off to convince you I was a real girl."
"That was a bit extreme, though, wasn't it?" I asked with a laugh. She laughed too, punching me in the arm.
"My one moment of impetuousness, combined with years of you not noticing me. I spent my adolescence wondering if you'd notice."
"Katie," I began, but she put a finger to my lips.
"Jimmy, I'm a girl," she said.
"I know, but" I said, but she cut me off again.
"And you're a boy. And we've been together for years. When are you going to stop thinking and do something?"
I don't know what made me do it, but I put one arm around her waist and pulled her close, so our bodies were touching, and kissed her on the lips. She relaxed in my arm, kissing me back. Suddenly, the shop keeper cleared her throat, clearly not amused by our display of affection.
"Come on," she said, "let's get some ice cream." We walked down the street, and she took my hand in hers.
"Katie, can I ask you something?" I asked tentatively.
"You're cute when you're unsure of yourself," she said. "And, yes, fire away."
"What's happening right now?"
"Do I really need to articulate it? You know, you're pretty smart, except when it comes to girls," She kissed me briefly, pressing herself against me. "Makes sense now?"
I nodded, dumbstruck.
"But don't let our parents know, or you'll be out on the hotel couch in a flash. Anything else?" she asked, looking at me and grinning.
"Can we still be friends at the same time?" I asked. This was the real question on my mind.
"Of course. You're still my best friend," she said, kissing me again quickly after making sure no one was around on the street.
"And, about the flashing thing?" I asked.
"I'm sorry about leading you on like that. You know I'm not ready for...for that." she said quietly.
"No, I know," I said. "And I'm fine with waiting. What I wanted to know was, would you ever let me see them again?"
"See what?" she asked, playfully.
"Your breasts," I said as quietly as possible. She giggled, punching me on the arm again.
"I was expecting 'boobs' or 'tits' or something like that. Ah, Jimmy, your vocabulary is so much better than the other boys. It's one of the things I like about you," she said, putting her arm around my waist and squeezing. My mind was in a whir. Katie, my best friend and amazingly hot girl, was actually interested in me. I had seen her breasts-and climaxed in my pants because of it. I was still reeling from all of this new information when she added, "maybe, if you're good." She then smiled devilishly as we walked on.
By the time we got to the ice cream shop a cloud had rolled by and a small shower broke out. Typical of any Florida day, the light rain lasted about an hour. We bade our time by sitting in the ice cream shop, telling jokes and talking about our band, which we both agreed needed an overhaul.
"Neither of us can play that well," she said in defeat, "it's time to give it up and retool our music," she said. She was drumming her fingers on the table, prodding her sundae with her spoon with the other hand. I was thinking about Katie's views on premarital sex. I was a typical sex-obsessed eighteen year old, and my new girlfriend would not be having any sex for a while. I was wondering if this would be a long-term problem for me, when I remember that I had already had a more intense sexual experience with my pants on that I had ever had before. The thought cheered me up. Katie was just starting to ask me what I was smiling about when our moms came into the ice cream shop, their shopping bags over their heads to protect from the waning drizzle.
"Hey you two," my mom said. Katie moved a few inches away from me without missing a beat. Her eyes were on our parents, but her expression was impossible to read. Our moms ordered and joined us, immediately derailing our conversation. Katie was her usual self at least, which was a relief. By the time we finished, our moms were still gabbing and eating their dessert. Katie stood up, smoothing out her sundress and addressing them both.
"Well, I was thinking about checking out the used bookstore before heading back to the hotel. The sun's out, and everything will be pretty dry soon. Are we will meeting for dinner at six?" she asked, not looking at me. Our moms nodded in agreement, and she turned and started to walk out of the shop when I stood up, announced I was going to go, too, and said goodbye to our moms. We met in the street, walking together but not daring to hold hands.
"Nice move," I said. She smiled, bumping into me once on purpose.
"You too," she said. "I knew you'd pick up on it."
"What now, Katie?" I asked, surveying the busy street.
"The bookstore. I did want to check it out, actually," she said. We wound our way through small shops and finally made it to the used bookstore. It was a two-story victorian house someone converted with endless bookshelves. It was a maze of books, and after saying good afternoon to the owner we were quickly lost in the stacks. The shop had books on every subject, some of them very old. Katie pulled an old cookbook off of the shelf and flipped through its contents. I found one nearby on cold war journalism, then quickly put it back. We moved toward the back of the store, taking an hour or so to flip though books as we went. After exhausting the first floor, we headed to the front again. The shop owner barely acknowledged us as we ascended the staircase to the second floor. The book stacks were crammed a little closer together on the second floor, and a whole new range of subjects were marked by fading signs.



"This place is amazing," Katie said as she slipped between two narrow bookcases. "I mean, look at these old maps, I could spend days in here."
"We've got a week," I said, "we actually could." We moved to another bookshelf, looking at books about gardening (boring) and another shelf containing books about cars (also boring). The sun was starting to march across the western sky, and long shadows filled the second floor of the book store.
"So what were you smirking about, before our moms came into the ice cream place?" Katie asked as she slipped a book back into its place on the shelf. "You looked like you had an idea of some kind. Perhaps you'd like to share?" She stepped closer to me, so that there was less than an inch between us. I was about eight inches taller than her, so her head was upturned to mine; her eyes sparkled in the sunlight.
"Nothing," I said. She playfully stood on her toes to reach my eyes directly.
"Hmm, I don't buy it," she said in a whisper. She turned, reaching up for a book behind me. I stared at her ass as she stretched, and realized I was getting aroused again. I tried to will myself dormant, to avoid another spontaneous climax. It would be harder to conceal out in public. "Ooooh, look at this one," she said, pulling a medium sized book down and opening it. My eyes widened. It was a book about photography, but the subject matter was bikini-clad women from the 1960s.
"I love these old-style bathing suits," she said, turning pages as she propped the book against the bookshelf. "Look at this one," she said, pointing to a long-hair brunette with curvy hips and enormous breasts. Katie and I had looked at her dad's playboys and things like that before, joking around. It seemed different now that Katie was my girlfriend. I wasn't sure if I was supposed to say anything, when she suddenly prodded me gently and said "lost, Jimmy? I was asking you what you thought. Or do you prefer this one?"
Katie flipped a few pages and found a blond with very large breasts, sporting the smallest bikini I had seen. I tried to keep my expression neutral, and she laughed.
"Come on, your honest opinion," she chided.
"Katie," I began, but she giggled, snapping the book shut and setting it on the bookshelf next to her.
"Admit it," she said, "you're just like every other guy out there. The bigger the chest, the better." I couldn't tell if she was mad or not. I looked at her, her face set it determination, just as it was when she took off her top. And that was when it hit me; it was then that I finally made the connection with the hurt look on her face from class a few days ago.
"Katie," I said tentatively. "If you're worried about...about your breasts. You don't need to think twice about it. I mean, they are amazing."
She blushed, then laughed quietly. "You're just saying that," she said with a sheepish grin.
"No. They are amazing, trust me. Besides, I don't go for the huge breasts thing."
"A butt man, huh?" she said playfully. "How do I compare?"
"Isn't it obvious," I said, thinking of my unannounced climax from earlier in the day.
"No," she said, laughing.
"Katie, all I can say is that you are perfect. You have the perfect body, the best smile. But it's more than that. You're perfect for me. We've been friends for so long, it took looking past that to realize that you are it."
Katie stepped up on her tip toes and kissed me. I pulled her closer to me, so that our bodies were pressed together. I was aroused as much as I had been that morning, and I was worried about losing it again, but I kissed her anyway. She kissed me back, her arms wrapping around my neck. We fell backward a bit, her back landing gently on the bookshelf, supporting her. Katie pressed herself closer, lifting her leg and pressing herself even closer to me. I ran one hand up her exposed thigh, savoring its smoothness. She slipped her tongue into my mouth as my hand moved all the way along her leg and had now cupped her ass. I squeezed it gently, our tongues exploring each other, when I realized she was slowly pressing herself against my thigh. Her right leg was raised and almost wrapped around me, and I felt her muscles contract as she pressed herself against me again and again. I was on fire, expecting to climax in my pants again at any minute, trying to keep control as my other hand slowly traced up her stomach. I was an inch from her breast, my hand on her ass pulling her closer to me each time she pressed against me. I was about to place my hand on her breast when we both heard an "ahem," behind us.
In a split second we had disentangled from each other. Katie took a step away from me and smoothed out her dress. Her face was flush and small beads of sweat were forming on her neck. I was as erect as I ever had been, on the verge of losing it. We looked at the store owner, who had just come up the stairs and caught us.
"I thought you two were up to no good," she said sullenly. Katie picked up the book, muttered a low "sorry" to the woman, then proceeded downstairs. I followed Katie, and the owner followed me, giving both of us reproachful looks. When we reached the cash register, Katie set the book down and said "I'd like to buy this, ma'am."
The woman frowned at her. Clearly, she was debating the book sale, or the satisfaction of throwing us out for making out in the bookshelves. Money seemed to win the debate, and she grudgingly took Katie's money and put the book in a small bag for us. On the way out, Katie turned and said "we love your store, by the way." When we got a few stores down the street, we both burst into laughter.
"I thought we were toast," I said, grinning. I could still feel blood rushing through my ears. Katie looked flush, too. She ran her fingers through her hair, looking around the street.
"Well, now what do we do?" she asked. Our physical arousal was still evident, although probably only to me and Katie. I blushed, she grinned. Then, without speaking, we started walking down the road toward the hotel. The sun was getting low in the sky, it's shape and size distorted in the evening air. We walked a few blocks toward the hotel. We were supposed to meet our parents for dinner. Neither Katie nor I spoke for a while, until we got close to the hotel.
"That, back there in the book store, was awesome, Jimmy," she said with a smile. I grinned back, both of us blushing.
Dinner was awkward, to say the least. Katie and I sat on opposite sides of the table, omitting the fun parts of our day as we relayed our exploration of the island to our parents. Our dads had gone boating, and were planning on taking our moms as well. Katie expertly got us out of it. Our parents were thrilled, as always, that we were willing to entertain ourselves. I spent the entire dinner thinking about Katie, and about how she felt in my arms. I realized that I was getting an erection again, and looked up from my plate to see Katie smiling devilishly at me, raising her eyebrows for a second before asking her dad a question about their boat trip. I wanted nothing more that to kiss her again, to hold her in my arms, but instead we were pretending like nothing had happened. I was fine with this, because I suspected our parents would not be so keen to leave us unsupervised once they figured out we were now much more than best friends.
"How smart am I, getting us out of that boring boating trip? Like I want to watch my dad fish," she said when we were back in our room. I was sitting on my bed, already in my pajamas. Katie had just emerged from the bathroom, wearing a tank top and pajama bottoms. She was brushing her hair as she walked over to her bed. "And now, we have the whole day to ourselves tomorrow," she said as she sat down next to me. It was late, and our parents were already in bed, and Katie was sitting very, very close to me. She nudged closer, grinning. I wasn't sure what to do. Sure, we had made out twice that day. Sure, she had taken off her top, causing me to climax in my pants. But, as far as I knew, Katie was committed to maintaining her virginity as long as possible. Still, I thought, there were plenty of things we could do. And with that, I leaned in to kiss her, resting my hand on her thigh. Katie leaned forward, almost pushing me back with the force of her kiss. My hands found her waist, and I pulled her toward me gently.
Katie stood up, making sure the door was shut, then straddled my leg. Her warm thighs were on either side of me, and she bent down to kiss me as I half-sat, half-laid on the bed. My hands quickly found her ass, gently holding her while she started to rock back and forth along my leg. It only took a few seconds for me to register that Katie was grinding herself against my leg like she had at the book store. Now that she was sitting on my thigh, she had complete control of the rhythm, and was steadily rocking, grinding against me. I sat up more, pressing myself closer to her, one hand finding her left breast and gently squeezing her areola. She gasped, almost inaudibly, as she rocked against me faster, now almost gliding against me as she started to shudder against my thigh, and Katie had an orgasm. She was quiet through it, but threw her head back, grinding even harder as her whole body shook. She kept grinding, arching her back a second time as she climaxed again. Her body hung limp for a moment as she took shallow breaths, her eyes locked on mine. And then, without warning, she straightened up, looking at me with a fiery look in her eyes, and repositioned herself slightly. She pressed her knee, gently, slowly, against my erect penis. She pressed it there, watching my facial expressions, as she slowly rode my thigh again. This time she rode deliberately, reaching a third orgasm as she gently pressed, repeatedly, against my penis. She reached a fourth orgasm, falling forward a little bit, and pressed her knee against me one last time as I climaxed in my pants again. My erect penis pulsed against her knee as I ejaculated, my pants quickly filling with hot semen. She smiled, her hair tussled and beads of sweat forming on her neck.
Katie said up, and laughed quietly before leaning in to kiss me once more. She stood up, surveying the wet mess that used to be my pajama pants.
"You better clean up, Jimmy," she said. She smiled, and shooed me toward the bathroom. I stripped off my clothes, cleaning my still-tender penis with care. I couldn't believe the intensity of my orgasm-so much better than with my hand!-or how easily she herself climaxed. I had always heard that it took girls forever to have an orgasm, but Katie was proof that the myth wasn't true. When I emerged from the bathroom with a new set of pajama bottoms, the lights were off and only the moonlight shone through the window. My heart sank, as I wanted to kiss Katie goodnight, until I realized she was in my bed, not hers.
"Come here," she said sweetly, making room for me. It was a cramped single bed, but we managed to snuggle close to make room for each other.
Chapter 3
It was only when the sun pierced my eyelids that I realized Katie was still in my bed. "Shit," she muttered, waking with me. She leapt out of my bed and into hers. I watched in amazement as her perfectly toned butt flexed as she rocketed into her bed. Her timing was perfect, as a few seconds later my mom knocked on the door, coming to wake us.
"Wake up, you two," my mom chimed as she entered the room, Katie's mom right behind her. "We're taking off early for the boat, so you're on your own for breakfast and lunch."
"We'll be back around four o'clock," Katie's mom said. "I trust you two can find some things to do while we're gone?"
"Oh, yeah," Katie said, stretching slowly. "We've got more window shopping to do, and we'll probably hit the beach."
"Great, we've left some money for you two to grab some breakfast and lunch. Have a good time, you two," My mom said, leaving the room. Katie waited a few moments before looking at me and grinning. She stood up, walking over to the french doors that led out to the balcony. She opened them both, stepping out and watching the surf. I lay in bed, watching her. She turned to look at me, and started to grin and blush again. She stepped back into our room, letting the warm ocean breeze fill the room behind her. She hooked her thumbs into her waistband, nonchalantly tugging her pajama bottoms lower, exposing more skin. I sat, transfixed, my erection throbbing in my pajama pants. Katie picked up the phone and ordered breakfast, then turned to look at me.
"Are you going to sit in bed all day?" she asked with a small laugh.
"I can't get up," I said. It was true. Standing up would reveal my erection, which was threatening to form a tent in my pajama pants as it was.
"Ah," she said, surveying me. "You know, you do that all the time, it's hard not to notice. It's too bad," she said, and peeled off her tank top. She wasn't wearing a bra underneath; once again I was treated to the sight of her bare breasts. Every part of my body took notice of the display, and my face was flush within seconds. She hooked her thumbs in her waistband, nudging her waistband even lower. It was clear she wasn't wearing any underwear, because each movement of her hands exposed skin and nothing else.
"Come on," she said, "stand up." She did a little spin. Then, with her back to me, she peeled off her pajama bottoms so that they fell by her knees. Her exquisite ass was so perfect and round that I wanted to climax in my pants right then. Deep dimples ran down the small of her back, and I realized that this was a view I could never tire of. She began to turn around. My eyes widened as she turned around to face me. Katie kept a neat triangle of black pubic hair, unlike most of the pictures of girls that I had seen online. I had to admit, I liked the bush. It wasn't out of control, and it was very sexy. She stood there, with her hands on her hips, and laughed.
"Well," she said. I grinned, blushing even more, and stood up. I figured it was only fair to share. I took off my shirt, then awkwardly stepped out of my pants and boxers. It was a difficult operation, but when I finally stood up I because very self conscious of my penis. It was erect, pulsing gently, and an angry shade of red. I was embarrassed. Would it be the right size? Like every other boy I had measured myself from every possible angle, but Katie's mental measure was what was going to make or break me.
"I've never seen one before," she said, staring at my penis. I was staring too, dumbstruck. She stepped forward, kissing me. As I kissed her back she moved closer, until my penis poked her in the stomach.
"Oh," she said, surprised. "I forgot," she added. I blushed even more, but she kissed me again, pressing her body against mine. I cupped her ass gently. Were we actually going to do it? I didn't know. Katie seemed to be calling all the shots, and the shots so far had been very agreeable. She pressed against me even more. The sound of the waves flooded the room. Katie started to rub against my leg, and at the same time slid her hand down my chest.
"You know I want to wait, right?" she said in a small voice. I nodded. "But still," she said, "that doesn't mean we can't have some fun." Her hand slid further down and wrapped around my penis. I gasped, and she giggled, stroking me gently. I had stroked myself hundreds or thousands of times, but the feeling of Katie's hand was unlike any of my own sessions. Katie's move had given me an idea. I took one hand off her ass and slid it over her labia, feeling her wetness. She gasped, and her movements became uneven as I stroked her labia. I was so close to orgasm, that any second I was going to. Katie seemed close too, her breathing ragged and her heart racing. One or two more strokes, I could feel pressure building.
And then we heard a knock at the door.
"Crap," Katie said, letting go of me. The pressure was almost painful, but also pleasurable. She too looked flush, sweat running down her stomach. She took several deep breaths, calming herself down before throwing on a robe.
"I'll be right back, can you set us up at the balcony table?" she said sweetly before disappearing. When she returned, she was carrying a tray laden with food. I wasn't sure if we were going to pick up where we left off, but she set the food on the table and beckoned me over. I pulled my pajama pants on with difficulty before joining her.
"Don't look so disappointed," she said. "I mean, if you think about it, you've gotten to see a naked girl, and she put her hands on you. Not bad, in my book. Besides, we've got a whole day to ourselves." She looked at my face, studying my mood, then smiled. She took a piece of toast and bit into it. She looked at me as she chewed, then when she swallowed, she added, "what do you want to do?"
"I don't know," I said, trying not to sulk. What I really wanted was to finish what we had started. She frowned slightly, clearing thinking of the best thing to say. She took a sip of her orange juice, then set it down, before speaking.
"Jimmy, I don't want this relationship to be nothing but a string of groping. We've been friends forever, and I don't want to ruin that. Now, just because we were interrupted by the breakfast delivery, doesn't mean the fun is over. But," she added, stopping me before I said anything, "I also like the spontaneity. So why don't we head out today and see what the day has in store for us."
"You're right, I didn't mean to sulk. Let's go down to the beach, then grab some lunch. My dad said there's a neat place down the beach that has tables right on the sand," I said.
"I like that plan," she said. "Besides, even though we might be banned from that bookstore doesn't mean there aren't more hiding places on this island."
I grinned, taking a bite out of my breakfast. My appetite had returned.
A short while later we were walking down the beach holding hands. I was trying to keep my erection upright so it didn't poke outward. Katie wore a small black bikini that I had never seen before. As we walked we people watched and laughed, deeming the water too cold to swim that early in the day. We walked for about half and hour before testing the water again. We braved it, taking our time getting in. There were a lot of people in the water, and we swam a little bit away from the crowd. When we were far enough away, Katie swam close to me and kissed me. We were soon tangled in a wet embrace, the gentle waves buffeting us in the water. My erection was pressed right against her labia, our swimsuits the only thing keeping us apart. We pressed against each other, each of us panting. I had my hands cupped on her ass, and quickly slid my hands under her bikini bottom, cupping her bare butt. She panted, pressing against me. We were both close again, when we heard a woman's voice nearby.
"Do you two mind? There are kids swimming on this beach." It was a woman in her forties or fifties, eyeing us with disdain. We broke apart, blushing and grinning. We made our way out of the water, each of us embarrassed and annoyed.
"I was so close," she muttered, "if that old lady hadn't opened her mouth."
"What now," I asked. "We could always head back to our hotel; no pressure, of course."
"That's one option, but I have another one," she said with a grin, and took my hand. We kept walking, back to our hotel. We reached the room, and she quickly stripped off her bikini. I took off my clothes, and began to pull her toward me, when she resisted gently.
"No, get dressed. I have an idea. Trust me, it will be worth it," she said. She put some jeans and a tank top, and I pulled on some jeans and a t-shirt, and minutes later we were out strolling the streets. We passed the same bookstore from before, and she grinned sheepishly at the owner, who was standing outside of the store and glaring at us. We walked a bit further, holding hands and knowing our parents were on a boat somewhere. Katie led me into the vintage clothing store we saw earlier. Like the bookstore, it was a converted house that was full of racks of old clothes. It was empty, except for a college-age student type who ran the register. She was reading a gossip magazine and didn't even look up when we walked in.



"Come here," Katie whispered, and led me through the clothing racks. The racks in the back were taller, and obscured us completely. She stepped close to me, kissing me. I kissed her back, and she immediately wrapped her leg around me and began to rub against me as she had before. I kissed her fiercely, my hand running up her bare thigh. She was breathing hard, and very quickly had an orgasm. I guessed she was climaxing by the way her breathing changed and she melted against me. She continue to grind against me until she came a second time. She then paused, catching her breath, and looked around the rack to see the student still reading.
"I'd better not press our luck," she said. I took that, with hidden disappointment, to mean we had to stop, but instead she kissed me again, then unzipped my jeans.
"Tell me when you're close," she said, and reached a soft hand down my pants, finding my erect member and stroking it. I was in heaven, and held her tightly as she stroked me, until at last I felt my whole body tense up.
"Katie," I said in a whisper, and she took it as her cue. She suddenly, without warning, dropped to her knees and put her lips to the head of my penis as I started to ejaculate. My knees trembled, and I grabbed some clothing to keep from collapsing as I came inside her mouth. She kept only the tip inside her mouth, forming a seal and catching all of my semen in her mouth. When I finished, she stood up quickly, and I stuffed myself back into my jeans. She smiled, then said "Well, that was new."
So she swallowed, I thought.
"Come on," she said, "I think that will tide us both over for a while." She brushed her hair back with one hand and wiped her lips with the other. I followed her as she walked to the front of the store, pausing to examine something on a rack. I was too dazed to even register what she was looking at. It wasn't a blowjob, but she had stroked me and let me come in her mouth. In all my years of knowing Katie, I had never expected her to do something like that. It almost made me wonder if she'd done it before; it was an unsettling thought.
It was so unsettling that a minute later, when she had purchased whatever it was she found and we were back outside, I asked "Katie, have you...have you done that before?"
"Jimmy, you know very well I haven't. You are the first boy I've even kissed. I was just, I don't know, I just figured that you were going to make a mess. After all the interruptions today I figured it would be a big one. Either a mess in your pants or on those clothes. It seemed like the best thing to do with the evidence."
"It was," I said in a dreamlike tone. She giggled, then kissed me while other tourists gawked.
We met out parents that night for dinner, this time at a rooftop restaurant that overlooked the water. The sun was setting, and our parents were exhausted from a long day of boating. Katie and I sat next to each other as close as we could without being obvious. A few times Katie reached under the table and squeezed my hand, and once her leg rubbed up against mine. She was enjoying distracting me, and often waited until someone asked me a question before doing something like that.
After dinner I stepped out without Katie to run a small errand. When I returned, she was sitting on the bed, still in her dress, reading a book. She looked up and beamed at me.
"Where've you been?" she asked playfully.
"Nowhere," I said, and embraced her as she stood up and stepped toward me. We kissed deeply, then she paused.
"Our parents are down the hall," she whispered between kisses. We could hear them talking in the kitchen, wrapping up their plans for tomorrow, which thankfully omitted us again.
"I don't care," I panted, my hands reaching up and gently massaging her breasts. She moaned, then slid the straps off her sundress and let it slide down, giving me access. I pushed her bra down, exposing the tops of her breasts. She gasped as I leaned forward and kissed one. One of her hands wrapped around the back of my neck and pushed me close as my tongue pressed against her nipple. Her other hand slid up her dress, where she began to rub herself as I pressed her erect nipple against the roof of my mouth with my tongue. I switched to her other breast as my hand took over rubbing the nipple that had just exited my mouth, and I heard Katie's breath rattle as she came. She was rubbing furiously, but also pressed me closer to her breasts as she stifled a cry. I was suddenly aware of how our parents were no longer talking in the kitchen, but just as I started to panic Katie came a second time, her body shivering as she did, and then she released me.
Katie pulled her bra and dress up just as there was a knock on the door and a second later her mother popped her head in the room. We were standing together, maybe an inch apart, but at least Katie was fully dressed again. We stepped apart from each other, but Katie's face was flush and I tried my best to hide my erection, which was unfortunately sticking out. I sat down awkwardly on the bed and Katie stood in front of me. Katie's mom eyed us quizzically for a second before speaking.
"Am I interrupting anything?" she asked, giving a closer look. Katie blushed even redder and I shifted nervously.
"Um, no mom," Katie said quickly. Katie's mom watched us for another second before adding.
"Well, we're off on another boating trip tomorrow. I take it you two will want to stay on the island."
"Yeah, I think so," Katie said. I decided that saying anything, bringing attention to myself, would be a bad idea.
"You'll be on your own again," she said, then added. "Alone."
This last word hung in the air, as if she was testing us.
"Sounds great," Katie said in as nonchalant a tone as she could muster.
"Okay then," her mom said, still eyeing us as she shut the door.
"Shit," I whispered.
"She knows something is up," Katie said. "I know that look."
Katie sat on her bed, her cheeks still red. She looked at me, her eyes narrowed.
"I wonder if they'll make us have separate rooms," she said.
"I don't know, but until they do, we should be more careful."
"It was worth the risk, though," Katie said, patting her thigh contentedly.
A half hour later we were in our pajamas, ready for bed. I didn't dare make a move of any kind, for fear of getting caught. But as Katie sat on her own bed, she turned and asked me, "By the way, where did you go earlier?"
I had forgotten about my errand. "Oh, I meant to tell you before we got..."
"...interrupted?" Katie said with a smile. I turned, reaching on my bed for the small bag I had thrown there when I first returned, and handed it to Katie. She took it, puzzled, and opened it to find a small leather box.
"What is it?" she asked.
"Just open it," I said. "I wanted to get you something nice, and I saw this early this afternoon."
She opened the box to find a Mickey mouse watch. I had seen it in one of the antique shops, and I knew she liked them.
"It's not waterproof," I added as she realized what made me get it for her, "so you can't take it swimming like the last one." Katie laughed, and slipped it on.
"I love it," she said, admiring her wrist. "That was really sweet."
"Well, I saw it and I thought you needed a new one..." I began, but she cut me off.
"I'd like to repay you," Katie said.
"Katie, it's a present," I said, but she shook her head and stood up, switching off the light as she stepped over the my bed.
"No, I mean repay you for earlier." She then bent over to kiss me, and gently pushed me back against the bed. She then tugged gently on my pajama bottoms, sliding them down until my erection was exposed. I was not sure what she was going to do, but then she turned, sliding her own pajama bottoms down to reveal her ass. She wore tiny cotton underwear, not too slutty but still hot.
"Follow my lead," she whispered, then lowered herself until she was sitting on my penis, her ass cheeks on either side of it so I was nestled right against her. I had never seen her like this before. While I longed to glimpse her completely naked, I was entranced by the sight of her firm, round ass sitting on my erection.
"I hope this is okay," she said, slowly sliding so that my penis rubbed up and down her ass. "I'm not ready to..." she began.
"No, this is perfect," I gasped as she rocked back and forth, straddling me and gripping me with her ass. I put my hands on her ass to guide her movement, and she responded by rubbing herself as she rubbed against me.
"Oh god," she whispered, and I knew she was coming. She gasped and I grabbed her ass, pushing against her as my penis slid in and out of her ass cheeks, until I felt myself ready to orgasm. She sensed it, and pushed down hard, so that the head of my penis popped out of her cheeks and I splattered semen all over my stomach. She looked over her shoulder at me, her sexy body shining in the moonlight, and stood up. She stepped over to her bed and slid into the covers.
"I don't want them checking on us at night," she explained. "Goodnight, Jimmy."
Chapter 4
I woke up the next morning a sticky mess, but was surprised to see Katie's bed empty. After fumbling for my glasses, I found a note on the bedside table that read 'On beach, parents gone already.' It was nine o'clock, my explosive orgasm from the night before had worn me out. I pulled my bathing suit on and grabbed some toast Katie had left on the balcony before heading down the steps toward the water. Few people were swimming, as the water wasn't warm enough yet. I scanned the beach for Katie, but didn't see her. I took the last bite of toast as I stepped onto the sand, still looking for her. It was another half-minute or so before I did; and when I did, my jaw dropped. Katie was wearing a two-piece that was clearly vintage, from the 1960s. It must have been what she had grabbed on her way out of the vintage clothing store the day before. It fit her perfectly, her toned body and hips accentuated by the style of the bikini. I wasn't the only one noticing, either. Most of the guys on the beach had their eyes on Katie as she walked up to me, wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me fiercely.
"Wow," was all I could say, and she laughed, twirling once on the spot.
"You like the suit, I take it?" she said, laughing again.
"Yes," I said feebly, my eyes glued to her.
"Well, it's your present," she said. Her hair was up, her natural curls accentuated since they weren't weighed down. She looked like a goddess to me, the smooth line of her neck drawing my eyes downward. I struggled to concentrate on her, there was so much to take in.
"Come on," she said, leading me by the hand. "Let's go for a walk."
"About last night," she said, her eyes scanning the beach as we walked. "That was close."
"I know, I thought our parents might have walked in a second sooner, and we'd be in trouble."
"Not that," she said, blushing. "The other thing. It was close to, you know, actually doing it."
"Oh," I said, not sure if she meant that to be a good thing or a bad thing.
"Well, I mean it was fun, and you certainly enjoyed it," she added with a wink. "I just want to be careful. I mean, I was an impulse away from, well you know. I know you weren't trying to, but I...I wanted to. Really, really bad. But, I don't think it's a good idea yet. I mean, I'm on the pill, and I know neither of us have been with anyone else, so it would have been safe. But I feel like going completely into it would change things. But at the same time, we're doing practically everything else, and I don't know what's right and what's not and..."
I cut her off with a gentle squeeze of her hand. She looked grateful; she was confused and it showed in the plaintive look she gave me.
"Katie, it's okay," I said. "I am on board, really. I know it's confusing. If you want to back it down, even by a lot, I am fine. We could just kiss and hold hands. Really, don't give me that skeptical look. I'm serious! I mean, it's amazing and wonderful and I love you, but I don't want to jeopardize anything. I can wait as long as it takes."
"What about what we've been doing? Do you think it will ruin things?" she asked.
"No," I said, "but if you do, then I'm fine backing down."
"No, I don't want that. I just didn't want you to feel like I'm stringing you along."
"Katie, I'd never think that," I said, and she smiled and kissed me. "Now, about the other close call, I still can't believe that we almost got caught."
"I know," she said with a grin, "it was fun, wasn't it?" She raised her eyebrows quizzically at me. Suddenly inspired, I led her up the side street away from the beach. We took the shorter path to our hotel, because I knew our parents would be back around lunch time, and I didn't want to spoil the opportunity. We were heading up the stairs to our room in 20 minutes, both of us giddy; she with the excitement of the unknown, I with anticipation. I shut the door and pulled her to me. She leapt into me, straddling me and almost knocking me over. With difficulty I stumbled toward her bed. The sheets were white linen, soft and glowing in the sunlight. We fell onto the bed gently, laughing and kissing. With little difficulty I stripped off my bathing suit, my erection bobbing in the air. Katie sat up, peeling off her bikini top, then laid back and lifted her ass so I could take off the bottom.
She looked at me, a fire in her eyes, waiting to see what my grand idea was. I laid next to her, but instead of facing her I was inverted into a sixty-nine position. She grinned, and moved closer, taking my erect penis in my hand and stroking it gently. She lifted one of her legs, giving me free access to the curls of pubic hair and her vagina. I ran a finger up and down her labia, parting them gently, taking in the sights as she stroked me, occasionally licking me. I moved closer, until I was able to gently lick her labia and small clitoris. She sighed as I explored her with my tongue, my fingers stroking her labia. She was already wet but within minutes she was panting and close to her first orgasm. She took her time with me, playfully licking me and putting me in her mouth for a second, all the while keeping a strong pressure on me with her hand.
I felt Katie starting to cum, her whole body starting to tense up. I moved a finger to the entrance of her vagina, feeling her warmth and wetness as she started to cum. As she did, I felt her vagina contract over and over in short spasms. As I licked her more, I gently pushed into her, using the movements of her contract vagina as a guide. I was careful, waiting for her to stop me if it hurt. She offered no resistance, and indeed seemed to push against me, and before I knew it my finger was inside her. I could feel her vaginal walls tighten around me as I continued to lick her. I withdrew a little bit and she whimpered, my penis now in her mouth. She started to suck me with greater intensity and I pushed into her slowly again, this time with two fingers.
Again, it was slow going, but she started to orgasm and I slowly worked into her until I was slowly penetrating her with my fingers while I licked her. She came again, this time I could feel her vagina clamping down on my fingers, and she took me out of her mouth to sigh, all the while stroking me faster. When her orgasm faded, I started to lick her again but she moved away, making my fingers come out of her. They were sticky with her own lubrication, and I tasted them tentatively as she turned her attention to my penis, which she was now sucking and stroking at the same time. And within a minute I felt my whole body tense up and I started to spasm with orgasm. She kept me in her mouth, swallowing my semen as I emptied myself into her. When she was sure I was finished she let me out of her mouth, and sat up to face me. She was grinning, her face flush, her shoulders relaxed. The sunlight streaming through the window illuminated her freckled face, and I looked up at her in wonder, realizing how lucky I was.
"Well, we won't get to do that too often when we get back home," she said, wiping her lips on her arm. "But we'll try and sneak it in when we can. She looked down at her pubic hair, now completely wet, and tenderly touched her labia, examining them.
"I thought it would hurt more," she said to herself. "I had read that everyone's different, but I had expected it to hurt the first time something went inside me. I mean, in a sexual way. Not that I'm complaining," she added. blushing, then laid down to face me this time. We faced each other for a while, saying nothing, until Katie finally spoke. "Well, now what?"
"Maybe we should get ready for our parents," I said. "Race you to the shower?"
"Nah, let's take one together. We won't get to when we leave, not easily anyway."
Our shower was full of groping but nothing beyond that. We didn't dare lose track of time and get caught in a situation we could not explain away. Later that afternoon, while our parents were relaxing in their rooms, Katie and I had walked down to the local ice cream shop to get away. We were walking back, each of us nibbling away at our ice cream, when Katie finally said something I truly feared she would say.
"We have to tell them, you know," she said, her eyes locked ahead of her on the road. It was the same, determined look she had when I had kissed her unexpectedly the week before. We were leaving tomorrow, heading back home, and our vacation and our shared room were going to come to an end soon.
"Everything?" I asked in mock surprise. She punched me lightly on the arm, laughing.
"Just the G-rated version. I don't know how to break it to them, and I don't know what will happen afterward."
"We'll figure out. With our two brains, I'm sure we'll think of something."
It turned out that we didn't have time to put our considerable brain power to work. When we got to the hotel no one was there. Expecting our parents any minute, we sat on the couch on the main porch, watching the high tide recede.
"It's beautiful here," Katie whispered, nudging closer. I put an arm around her shoulder, and she put a hand on my knee. In a split second we were kissing, the roar of the waves were the soundtrack. My hand found its way to her stomach, and I was about to move north toward her breasts when the crashing of the waves was interrupted by a light "ahem."
Katie and I disentangled and jumped off the couch. We were both panting from surprise when my eyes focused after a second or two to find our moms standing behind the couch, their arms folded.
"Having a good time?" Katie's mom asked, her eyebrows furrowed.
"Mom!" Katie exclaimed.
"Katie," my mom said softly, hoping to avoid an altercation. I was too, and I wasn't sure what was about to happen, when suddenly a plan hit me, and I lightly stepped on Katie's foot to let her know.
"I'm sorry," I said sheepishly, looking at Katie, then our mom's.
"I'd like you to explain," Katie's mom said, "just what you two think you were doing.
"Oh, god," Katie said, sitting on the couch, her face in her hands. I knew she wasn't crying, but I still thought it was a nice touch.
"This is embarrassing," I said, then added "I can't believe our first kiss turned out this embarrassing." Katie looked up, her eyes red but not crying. She was remarkably quick, because she stood up next to me and addressed our moms.
"I'm sorry, mom, I'm sorry, Mrs. Cooper, it just happened." She looked mortified. Our moms, however, looked suddenly worse for the wear. They, in their act of discovery, had ruined our first kiss-or so they thought, anyway. They both looked strained. Clearly, there was a conflict going on in each of their heads.
"Well," Katie's mom said at last, "I have to admit that I always hoped you two would find each other."



"We all did, for years now," my mom added.
"But, still," Katie's mom said. "This changes things."
"Oh, Lisa," my mom said, "they just kissed. And for the first time! And what did we do? We barged in and ruined the moment."
Both of our moms started laughing now. They hugged and laughed, seemingly unaware that we were still on the porch. Deep laughs that soon brought them to tears. Katie and I exchanged a quick look as our moms composed themselves.
"I assume that I can still trust you two," Katie's mom said, wiping tears of laughter from her eyes.
"Yes," we said in unison. We stepped closer, and held hands. The intimate gesture was not lost on our moms, who both welled up with tears again. This time, I suspected, tears of joy and relief.
"When did this happen?" my mom asked.
"Just now," we both said. Then Katie added. "It just sort of materialized. I think, deep down, we always knew. And I'm so happy, mom. I can't believe it." Again, our moms looked like they might burst into tears, and instead they both hugged each other.
"Well, your fathers might not be too keen to let you two stay in the same room," my mom said. I looked surprised; they were okay with it. They really thought of us as responsible, trustworthy teenagers. I exchanged a look with Katie, and she winked at me.
Dinner that night was an extraordinary celebration. Apparently the "will they, won't they?" discussion had been going on for years between our parents. Several hours later, as Katie and I were brushing out teeth, and one of our parents had popped into our room for the eighth or ninth time, Katie leaned over to me and whispered.
"I can't believe they let us stay in this room, still," she said, her toothbrush sticking out of her mouth. She looked impossibly cute like that.
"I know, I actually feel a little bit guilty."
"Well, we'll have to play it extra safe," Katie said. "But still, I bet you won't feel so guilty the next time you put your fingers someplace special." She then finished up and headed into the bedroom. I followed her, and her dad stuck his head in the door to say good night. Katie kissed me lightly on the cheek and got into her bed, and I got into mine, and her dad, satisfied, shut the door after beaming at both of us.
Neither of us dared anything that night, afraid that our parents might check on us. The next morning we loaded the cars enjoying breakfast together before leaving. As Katie and I loaded the last few things into the cars, she spoke quietly, so as not to be overheard.
"I guess your friends' stupid betting pool is over," she said with a sigh. "Still, it will be nice to have a boyfriend, especially one as nice as you."
"And good looking," I added with a chuckle. Katie laughed and kissed me quickly on the lips. "I'm looking forward to going back, too. I mean, I am going to promoted to alpha male of the smart kids, because I've got a hot girlfriend. Still, though. I'm going to miss this place."
"Me too, but we can always visit, Jimmy. Now, come on, we've got a few minutes before our parents realize where we are." And she stepped forward, kissing me fiercely, pressing herself so close to me that I could feel her heart beat, and she could feel my erect penis stirring against her.
"I love you, Katie," I said between kisses.
"I love you, too," she said, and pressed herself against me.
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'Knock it off,' the note read. Katie slid the note over to my desk as our physics teacher was writing something on the board. I had been absentmindedly playing with her hair as she sat in front of me, only half-heartedly paying attention to class. She turned around and smiled at me, betraying her attempt to admonish me. I smiled back, then made a pointed effort to take notes. Her shorts were very short and a good bit of her lower back was exposed to me as I leaned forward in my chair. Her cute back dimples drew me in, as usual. I had always found Katie to be a positive distraction in class, but since we started dating two months beforehand, it was impossible to focus. Luckily I was good at school and the daydreaming did not affect my grades. Katie was wearing a tank top in an effort to fight the oppressive heat outside. I stared at her bare shoulders, already aroused at the thought that, just the day before, I had seen the rest of her naked. It was exciting each time I saw her, clothed or not. Our explorations of each other, while much more covert these days, made our already close relationship even more intimate. I felt like I knew every part of her, that I could make a mental map of her if I wanted to. I was lost in the curve of her shoulder when she suddenly turned around.
"Class is over, Jimmy, didn't you hear the bell?"
"Katie, there's this really cute girl who sits in front of me, and it's all I can do to keep focused. Maybe I should move across the room."
"Maybe you should ask that cute girl out. Oh, I forgot, that's not your style. You like to sit back and wait for girls to make the first move?"
"Very funny, Katie. Are you going to give me grief about that forever."
"Probably," she said with a sigh. She took my hand as I slung my backpack over my shoulder. "Now, come on, we'll be late for class."
I spent the rest of the day distracted in class, dreaming about Katie, until we ended up at Katie's house after school. We were supposed to be working on a term paper together. I was at her computer, jotting down an outline, while Katie casually looked out the window.
"Are you going to help me?" I asked, trying not to sound impatient. She smiled, then looked back to the window. I kept typing, watching her furtively. Her shorts were shorter than she used to wear before we started dating, and her demeanor had changed as well, at least when we were alone. She was twirling her hair absentmindedly, a sure sign something was on her mind. "What's up, Katie?" I asked, hitting the period at the end of the sentence a little to hard.
"What, oh, sorry," she said, snapping back to the present. "I was just thinking about helping you. No, really, don't give me a look like that, I was, really. It's just that I don't think you need help with our paper. I think you need a little different help." With that she unzipped her shorts, exposing her underwear underneath and grinning. I was determined to show her I wasn't so horny that I would drop our homework and pounce, which was exactly what I wanted to do.
"Not in the mood? I don't buy it," she said. She pulled at the collar of her shirt playfully, walking toward me with a grin on her face. "I bet you are," she said in a sing-song voice. "I saw you looking at me in class. In fact, I bet you wouldn't mind if I just took off this shirt altogether. Now, are you sure I can't help you?" She tugged at her shorts waist and underwear simultaneously, exposing just the top half inch of her short, black pubic hair. I had been hard all day just by sitting next to her, and now I was so aroused my jeans were cramping my erection.
"I mean, you look so tense, sitting there making an outline of the historical significance of Gibraltar, you could use a break." She stood there in her bra, tugging her jeans and underwear a little lower, showing more. "And my mom won't be home for at least an hour..."
I didn't let her finish the sentence. I stood up, sweeping her in my arms. She melted into me, and we were fiercely kissing each other as she fumbled to unzip my jeans. She did, and I wiggled out of them as she giggled, taking her shorts off. "Isn't this better than homework?" she said.
"Maybe," I said, trying to sound nonchalant, but she didn't buy it.
"Come here," she said, stepping close to me as she peeled off her bra. We embraced, my erection leaving a smear of pre-cum on her stomach as we pressed together. She hopped up onto me, so that I was supporting her weight, and I pressed her back against the wall. The sun was streaming in, and if her parents came home early we would be busted. Katie and I were going to wait, we had said, but that didn't keep us from exploring every other possible way to get each other off. She slowly ground her wet vagina against me, panting as she left a wet trail against my thigh. I was dry humping her as well, but she came first, crying out so loudly that I almost panicked and dropped her. She shuddered as she climaxed, but kept the rhythm going, determined to reach a second orgasm quickly. I let her dictate the pace and movements, and soon she was coming again, panting through a powerful orgasm. When it finished, she clung closely to me, apparently exhausted by the effort. I picked her up more, placing my hands around her firm, round ass as she wrapped her legs around me, and carried her over to her bed. As we moved across the room the head of my penis nudged her labia, and even the entrance to her vaginal canal. While the temptation was intense, I resisted the urge to enter her; I didn't want to do anything she wasn't ready to do.
I set her down on the bed, but she immediately sprang up, pressing her body against me. She kissed me once and then slowly sank to her knees, until she was kneeling with her face an inch away from my erection. She smiled, then with her eyes locked on mine took me into her mouth. She had done this many times before, but each time reminded me of the first time, where she sank to her knees and swallowed my semen in a shop. She had now wrapped a hand around the shaft of my penis, providing added pressure and friction as she took me into her mouth. I suddenly felt a pressure building inside me and started breathing harder. She moaned, taking me into her mouth as I came. My knees buckled and I thought I might pass out from ecstasy, but when I finished she stood up, smiling as she swallowed.
"Well, now I think we can work on this paper without distraction, don't you think, Jimmy?"
Chapter 2
Three days later Katie and I were at the public library, looking for more books about our paper topic. We always got paired together for assignments, which has its drawbacks when it came to actually getting work done. While I was always up for a little public groping, Katie's sex drive was almost unstoppable. I wondered how much she had waited for me to come around to realize my feelings for her, and how liberated she seemed now. It was for that reason that, as I sat on the floor between two huge shelves, Katie was tugging at her sundress.
"Come on, you know you want to see them, admit it."
"I do, that's not the problem, Katie. I'd like to keep us from getting banned from the public library, that's all. I mean, don't get me wrong, there is no bigger fan of your breasts than me, but part of my mind is on the librarian who keeps passing by these shelves."
"Does the other part of your mind remember last weekend?"
How could I forget. It was the first time I had fucked her between her breasts. We we supposed to be cleaning my pool, but we ended up fooling around, and as she lay on a pool deck chair I fucked her breasts, finally climaxing all over her chest. Our parents returned shortly after I finished, and if Katie had not jumped into to pool to wash herself off we would have been caught.
"How about just a peek, to stimulate your interest?". She then tugged at the elastic fabric, revealing her bare breasts for a second before covering them. "Hmm?"
I just grinned, causing her to blush. Then, as if nothing had happened, she continued with our previous conversation.
"I am so excited about our trip to DC. Mom and Dad have been talking about it for weeks."
"I know, I am excited we're going."
"It's too bad that we can't share a room, like last time, although mom said that she'd consider it."
"Are you sure they aren't just kidding around. Letting us share a room, it seems...I don't know, like bad parenting on their part."
"Oh, I think they're serious. They trust us. I mean, I still sleep over all the time."
"But not in my room. Now we're both in sleeping bags in the living room, same as your place."
"But that's never stopped us, has it, Jimmy? Now, come on, let's check these books out and head home, I'm so wet I can hardly wait to get you alone," she said. With that we stood up, and, before leaving, she looked over both shoulders. Seeing that we were alone, she kissed me and pressed herself against me. Decided to surprise her, spinning her around so that she was pressed against a bookshelf, her ass sticking out at me. She looked over her shoulder at me as I quickly lifted her sundress, revealing her pink underwear. she nodded feebly, almost in a trance, and I pushed aside her underwear and slowly inserted two fingers into her wet vagina.
She moaned as I penetrated her, my other hand reaching forward to rub her clitoris rapidly. We had to hurry, because any second and we would be caught. The danger seemed to send Katie over the edge, because her vagina clamped down on my fingers and she reached an intense orgasm. She leaned harder onto the books, panting.
"One more, please," she pleaded. I obliged, quickly sending her over the edge. When she finished, I pulled my fingers out of her and she straightened up to kiss me. as she did (and luckily just after she straightened her dress) the librarian appeared in our aisle, clicking her tongue disapprovingly.
"The library is for research, not for you kids to fool around. Out, before I call your parents or the police."
Katie and I waited until we got into her car to start laughing. We drove away, trying to compose ourselves. It was only a few blocks later that Katie turned serious.
"I supposed you're wondering when you'll get the chance, since I teased you so bad at the library. I don't want to leave you in a state like that," Katie said. She paused, then bit her lip, before adding, "Jimmy, are we doing the right thing? Isn't all of this, I don't know, this stuff, kind of like cheating in a way?"
"Maybe, Katie," I said. She grinned nervously. I could tell she was going through one of her pangs of guilt. Katie was an exceptionally sexual creature, but she was also bound to her notions of virtue. It was true that we were stretching the definitions of virginity and sex to their limits of legality. "I guess in a way, we are. But that's not to say it isn't amazing."
"I know, and I feel excited and terrible about it. I've been thinking about it, and whether or not we've been honest with ourselves. I mean, we're basically having sex. Let's face it, right now, what I want to do more than anything else is give you a blowjob to repay you for fingering me in the library. I mean, when you say it out loud, there's nothing virtuous about it. And it's on my mind because I want to do it, and because I love you."
"Katie, I love you, you know that. I love you more than anything. If you want to stop all of this...stuff, then we'll stop. Completely, we can just kiss and hold hands and I'd be happy to be with you."
"That's just it, Jimmy, I don't want to stop. I think it's time we looked at ourselves and were honest about what we're doing. I think it's time we actually do it."
My jaw dropped. I was prepared for her to change her mind about our sexual activities, not take them to the final act. She smiled nervously, her mind only halfway on the road. I decided a little levity might help ease the tension in the car.
"Well, we can't right now, we're driving."
Katie laughed, causing the car to swerve a little. She regained control of the car and wiped tears out of her eyes as she laughed hard. "I didn't mean right now, or the next time we're alone. I just think it's time to either do it or stop what we've been doing. I mean, I've been in the pill for years, and neither of us has so much as kissed another person. It's safe. We love each other. I think it's time. But, until then," she said as she pulled into my driveway, "I believe my boyfriend needs a blowjob."
Chapter 3
The next day some of our friends joined us at my house to swim. Harry and Denny were there, as well as some girls Katie knew from choir. Since it since mixed company, my parents had to be home, but they were in the kitchen minding their own business. It seemed ironic that they trusted me when Katie and I were alone, but not when we had other people around that kept us from being a tangle of limbs. Katie wasn't there yet, and as we swam Harry and Denny quizzed me. The four girls sat on the pool chairs, sunning themselves.
"Still no action, not even second base?" Denny asked in a hushed voice. "Man, you must be going nuts. I mean, she even gets to sleep over."
"But on the couch," Harry corrected. "Still, it must be tough. I am surprised you put up with it."
"You two have no idea what you're talking about, you know that? Katie and I are happy together, and I don't need you two nosing into my relationship with my girlfriend. All you ever talked about before I started dating her was why I wasn't dating her. And now you still can't stop talking about it. Look, why don't you two nerds talk to the cute girls Katie invited?". Of course, neither one made a move, but my goal was to shut them up anyway. Whether they were going to work up the nerve or not, Katie arrived a minute later, putting any chances they had with the girls-albeit infinitesimal-on hold. Katie emerged from the kitchen doors, wearing her vintage bikini she bought when we first started dating.
My friends stared unabashedly, and her friends looked at her in shock and envy. She was certainly built for the suit, and it's cut accentuated her body like nothing else could. She smiled at me as her friends asked her about her swimsuit, while I overheard Denny mutter "lucky bastard" in my direction. I exited the pool and walked over to her. Her friends were admiring the suit and asking where she bought it. I walked up and she paused the question and answer session to kiss me deeply. We separated and as I walked into the house to get refreshments she saw me staring at her back dimples and winked.
"Hey, Jim," my dad said as I stepped inside. "Katie looks nice today, don't you think?"
"She looks nice every day," I said. My mom nodded in approval, then helped me load a tray with sandwiches and drinks.
"What are you guys planning for tonight?" my mom asked. "Make sure you're not out late, we've got a plane to catch tomorrow."
"We won't, mom, don't worry."
"We never worry about you and Katie, dear," my mom said. "We are happy you two found each other. In fact, your dad and I have been talking, and we wanted to tell you that we trust you and Katie will always do the right thing. You know, when it comes to sex..."
She whispered the last line and blushed. My dad grimaced. As uncomfortable as they were, I was more so. I didn't want another sex talk from my mom and dad, especially while my girlfriend and friends were out back by the pool. My dad seemed to anticipate this, and quickly chimed in to break the awkward silence.
"Don't worry, Jim, we're not going to rehash our birds and bees talk again. What your mom and I want you to know is that we understand you're young and that you and Katie are in love, and we're fine with that. Just understand that as long as you use the proper precautions, well, I guess we're trying to say that we are okay with that."
I was blushing now. "Precautions?"
"We're not blind, Jim," my mom said kindly. "I've seen how you two look at each other. Your father and I were young once, we understand. I guess you could say the cat is out of the bag."
"Katie's parents realize it, too. There are inevitable instincts that two young people in love will have to deal with. Now, we don't want to keep you from Katie and your friends, but we want you to know that we know, and we understand."
"Okay, I am totally confused now," I said, and they laughed.
"What your mom is trying to say is that we know things will happen, physically, between you two, if they haven't already. And we know that when the time comes, you will take the appropriate precautions, like birth control. And keeping your mouth shut to your friends about it. What you think is just telling them a secret will be a school wide rumor. Understand?"
"Yes," I said, wanting to be clear. "I understand perfectly."
"Good, because I don't want to worry about you two on our trip, should anything happen, physically, that is. We want you to know we trust you, you know, do...um, to do the right thing."
"Got it, Dad. And thanks for the talk, really. It was great. Awkward, but great.". My parents laughed and looked at me with the same look I used to get as a little kid when I would get straight As on my reported card for the first few times (the novelty had long worn off). I picked up the tray and walked outside, my head swimming. Katie met me at the door, a look of concern in her face.
"You were in there a while, she said. "Everything okay?"
"Yeah, but I'll have to tell you later," I said, beaming at our guests as I served them lunch.
Our friends left a few hours after lunch. I was sitting in the living room, waiting for Katie to finish her shower. My parents were heading out to do last minute errands before we left for DC. As they left, my dad looked at me appraisingly and nodded, before shutting the door behind him. A few minutes later Katie came downstairs wearing a t-shirt and a pair of very short light blue running shorts. She knew I was a fan of how she looked in them. They were tiny on her and framed her toned ass exquisitely. She bounded down the stairs and stopped at the bottom, looking at me quizzically as I set down the magazine I was reading.
"Your bathing suit was a hit, I think the guys and the girls were both interested, although for different reasons."
"I don't care what anyone else thinks, I wore it for you. I like the way you look at me."
"Well, I like to look at you, so that works out well."
"So what did your parents want this afternoon? You were in there for a while, I was wondering if maybe my bathing suit had caused a stir." Katie walked over to me and sat on my lap, kissing me.
"I got a sex talk."
"Like the one you got in fifth grade. About erections and vaginas and babies?" she asked, grinding against me a little.
"No, nothing like that. It was awkward, though, probably even more so. They suspect we're up to something." Katie stopped her subtle grinding, but I kept talking. "And, oddly enough, they are cool with it."
"Jimmy, did I hear correctly that your parents think we are having sex?"
"They either think we are, or think we're going to. Your parents have talked with my parents about it, too."
"I can't believe they left us alone together, then," she said. She was sitting side-saddle on my lap, and had resumed her almost imperceptible grinding against my lap.
"That was the weird part. They are cool with, as long as we're careful."
"They are cool with it?" she asked.
"As long as we're careful," I repeated. My hand was on her thigh, slowly traveling closer to her running shorts. I knew she wasn't wearing anything underneath them, and as my hand traveled up her smooth thigh I could feel my own arousal press against her.
"Careful?" she whispered as my hand reached the point where her inner thigh was covered by her shorts. I brushed them gently aside, feeling her damp pubic hair.



"Birth control, I explained. And they said we should never tell our friends anything, otherwise rumors will start flying.". As I said this my hand brushed her labia, feeling how wet she was. She spread her legs wider, and I brushed two fingers against the entrance to her vagina, feeling how tight and hot it was. I pushed gently against her, entering her half an inch.
"It's a good thing I'm on the pill," she said as I penetrated her further. She sighed as I wrapped my other hand around her, feeling her round ass and grinding against her. Katie panted, moaning as I rubbed her clit and fingered her. It was exhilarating to be with her, and as I felt her vagina contract around my fingers I was overcome by how amazing she was on all levels. I was overcome with emotion and forgot about grinding my erection upward into her as she climaxed. I kept fingering her, feeling her body tense up a second time, then a third, until she was actually crying, resting her body against me.
With her fourth orgasm she stood up, letting my fingers slide out of her. She knelt in front of me, pulling down my shorts as I lifted up slightly to help her. She pulled my shorts off all the way, then knelt between my legs and started to lick the shaft of my penis, dodging the head intentionally.
Katie kept avoiding the head of my penis, focusing on the rest because she wanted to prolong things. She was, at this point, an expert in how to make me cum, and she knew how to draw things out when she wanted to. She gripped the base tightly while finally taking me all the way into her mouth. She bobbed up and down, moaning slightly as I ran my hands through her hair. I expected her to keep going and swallow when I reached my orgasm, but she stood up, letting go of my red, throbbing penis. I had no idea what she had in mind, but a thought raced through my brain suddenly 'this could be it...
Instead, she straddled me, still wearing her running shorts, and pressed up against me. The running shorts were the only thing keeping the head of my penis out of her wet vagina. She rubbed herself along the length of my erection, my penis parting her labia as she did so. I kissed her breasts through her shirt, reveling in the feeling. We were so close to actually having sex, but even this variation was amazing. I gripped her ass with both hands and pressed her harder against me, and as I did she climaxed again, panting and pressing her chest against me. She kept riding me this way, and I pushed against her one last time and erupted, flooding he narrow space between us with semen.
We had never reached orgasm this close to her vagina before, and even with the shorts between us the thrill amplified my own orgasm. Katie came at the same time, panting and gasping as she rubbed against me, smearing semen all over us. We got up quickly, realizing that within seconds we would ruin my parents' couch, and embraced, kissing each other and laughing.
"Well," she said, surveying the mess on her shorts and on me, "if we hurry we'll have time for a shower before we need to leave for the movies."
Chapter 4
The next day we left for Washington, DC. We were at the airport, waiting through what felt like an hour long ride through security. Our parents were in line in front of us, and I brought up the rear. Katie, like me, had opted for jeans since the airport could be cold in some places. She wore a tank top that showed a bit of her bra strap every so often. Even this slightest hint was enough to pique my interest. I was randomly selected to have my bags searched. I was escorted to a waiting area while they checked my backpack and then patted me down. When I was finished I met up with my family and Katie as they exited the scanners.
"Enjoy the pat down?" Katie whispered in my ear. "Next time I'll volunteer to check you." She kissed me on the cheek and then added "it's a good thing they didn't look in my bag."
I looked at her in surprise but she just raised her eyebrows and started to catch up with our parents. We boarded an hour and a half later, and quickly settled for the flight. Katie and I had each brought a long book to read, with the idea that we would switch when we were finished. It was a smaller plane, with two seats on each side of the aisle. My parents were in the row in front of us, and Katie's mom and dad were across the aisle from us. Katie, being shorter, took the window seat and quickly settled in with her book.
It wasn't until the flight attendant announced that the passengers could use electronics that Katie looked up from her book and scanned her surroundings. She waited until her mom and dad put on their headphones before she stood up and edged past me. As she passed I noticed her jeans were riding a little low on her, and that her underwear was peeking out of her jeans. She always opted for cute cotton ones, not to skimpy but incredibly sexy in an innocent sort of way. She noticed me looking and smiled before stepping out into the aisle. She reached up into the overhead compartment, exposing her midriff. I watched in earnest as she retrieved her coat and then nudged past me to sit down.
"I'm cold," she explained, covering herself a little with her coat. "Mind if I sit a little closer?". She then lifted the armrest separating out seats and sat so we were touching.
"So what is so special in your backpack?" I asked in a quiet voice. The plane noise ensured our conversation was private at almost any volume, but it still seemed prudent to keep our voices down.
"I really can't say right now, but maybe if you're good you'll find out later. By the way, did you get a good look when I was getting my jacket? I saw you staring."
"I did, thank you very much. I always like to sneak a peek at when you've got on underneath. Nice choice today, by the way. I like them."
"You do? I always thought guys like slutty underwear like thongs and French cut things. I feel like I'm still in middle school with these things on."
"No, I like them very, very much. In fact, you could only wear those all day and I'd be happy. It's hot in its own way. Although, to be fair, if you did wear only that all the time, I suspect you'd be out of them more than you would be in them."
She nestled closer to me and said "You know, Jimmy, you are a horn dog. I am a very lucky girl."
"You're one to talk, Katie. I didn't think girls were supposed to have sex on their minds as much as you have, not that I'm complaining."
"I only have it on my mind because it's with you," Katie said, her eyes locked in a dreamy gaze at me. "I mean, right now it's about all I can think about. Maybe like we did last time, in your living room. Pressing against each other until we both come...by the way, we were pretty close a few days ago, weren't we?"
"Yeah, I didn't know where things were going. I am glad where we ended up, but I mean a little shifting here and there and..." I stopped just as Katie moved even closer, leaning against me.
"And you're fine with things as they are?" she asked.
"Yeah, of course I am. With you, and with everything."
"Really? Because I was thinking about maybe I should start wearing makeup or doing something different with my look. You know, something more like the other girls do."
"Don't, as least not for me. I like you the way you are. I love that you don't wear makeup; you're so beautiful that you always look amazing. I love you the way you are."
"You're too sweet, Jimmy," she said. She leaned against me some more, her head resting on my shoulder. Her jacket was now laying across both of our laps, and I felt her right arm stir as she slowly moved her hand across my leg and rested it on my erect penis. I was already straining against the jeans fabric, and her hand pressed against me, making me take a sharp, inward breath.
"What did I find here?" she said. "Hmm, it seems that my best friend is excited about something, Maybe one day he'll figure out how much I like him he'll make a move. Or maybe I should make the first move? Maybe if I give him a gentle squeeze." She then began gently rubbing her hand, running along the length of my penis and also squeezing it. I was breathing very deeply and slowly. If her jacket shifted, her parents were only two feet away from me. She rubbed a little harder, all the while leaning against me. I wanted to touch her back but I couldn't move without exposing what she was up to.
"You know, I used to get so wet when we would sit around doing homework or hanging out. I wanted you to touch me so badly. I would run upstairs when you'd leave and I'd touch myself," she said in a whisper. I realized that she was now also rubbing herself, her left hand tucked underneath her jeans. I was dangerously close to an orgasm, and with a panicked thought I realized that I would not be able to conceal the mess in my pants if I did. I was about to stop her when she climaxed. Her hand stopped moving over my hand and concentrated on herself. She squirmed a little, then, holding her breath for a long time, she slowly shuddered and finished. A second later she withdrew her left hand from her own lap and gave me one last squeeze before taking her right hand away from me."
"I'm sorry I can't finish for you," she said, "but the mess..."
"I know, is's okay," I said.
"Maybe later, if we get a chance," she said. She then leaned against me again, this time her hands above the jacket, her breathing slow and steady and her hand in mine.
It took us an hour to get from the airport to our hotel. We were near the Smithsonian museums, and had endured a hot and humid Metro train to get there. A creepy older man kept staring at Katie as we rode the train, and after a sufficient number of dirty looks from me he turned away and ogled someone else. When we reached the hotel Katie and I hung back while our parents checked in. It was a nice hotel that had been remodeled many times over the years, with a large number of oil pantings adorning the walls. Our parents were at the counter for what seemed like a long time, when Katie leaned in close to whisper in my ear.
"What about that creeper in the Metro, very gross."
"I know, tell me about it," I said. "I'm glad we live in a small city. That way the only creepy pervert is Mr. Walton."
"I know, I hate biology class with him."
We were interrupted by our parents, who had returned from the counter with expressions of satisfaction that seemed a bit extreme for successfully checking into a hotel, albeit a nice one like this. We followed them down the hallway to a bank of elevators, and it was only when we were inside and heading to the fourth floor that we understood their cause for celebration.
"Well, we didn't want to tell you ahead of time, but we reserved three rooms for the week," Katie's mom said quietly. When we both looked at her with puzzled faces she elaborated. "You've both been so trustworthy, and you're both eighteen, we decided to let you two stay in the same room."
"It's a suite, with two bedrooms," my mother added. Our dads both looked on but said nothing. I was not sure if they were on board with the idea, and I couldn't believe this was actually happening. "We want your word that you'll behave and stay in your own bedrooms. If you can agree to the terms the room is yours."
I looked at Katie, who quickly looked over all four of our parents. "Deal," she said, trying not to look too excited. We reached the elevators and stood in the back as our parents packed in with us. I reached behind Katie and squeezed her hand gently. She returned the squeeze and we separated. A few seconds later we were spilling out into the hallway with luggage wheeling behind us. Katie's dad handed us the key card and looked at me for a second before smiling and patting me on the shoulder awkwardly.
"You two might as well get settled, and come to our room in an hour so we can head out to dinner. There's a nice place a few blocks from here," he said, then ushered us in and shut the door behind us.
It took about thirty seconds before Katie jumped into my arms, kissing me as I tried not to fall over from the force of our collision.
"What the hell just happened?" I said, catching my breath.
"Two things, I think. First, I think they have given up and realized that things are 'going to happen' between us. Second, I suspect the major factor, is that they want their own rooms to themselves. Remember our last trip, they didn't seem to complain about a little privacy. Come on, let's look around."
We threw our bags into our separate bedrooms. A small living room and sitting room separated our bedrooms. We had a balcony that overlooked a busy street. Our rooms were identical, and we separated to unpack, but within a minute or two I heard a quiet squeal and was suddenly tackled onto my bed. Katie was on top of me, and as I rolled over she fell next to me in a quiet giggle. We kissed, with our hands quickly exploring each other.
"We can't," she whispered, "we can't do anything right now. We've got to meet them in forty minutes." Still, we kissed and touched, and Katie was growing bolder, until we both sat upright, panting, our faces flush. Katie's jeans were partially unzipped and my erection was throbbing against my jeans, pulsing with excitement.
"Well, this is going to be a fun week," she said. "Do you think they'll check on us?"
"I'm not sure, we'll have to be careful. Although, come to think of it, they did just let us stay in the same suite. I can't predict what they'll do."
"This is pretty nice, isn't it," she said, reclining on the bed. "It's like we're on vacation together, alone. It's like, I don't know, it's like..."
"I know," I said, kissing her. "By the way, what were you going to show me, in your suitcase."
"Oh," she said, giggling, "I don't think I'm going to need it now. But let me show you." She darted out of my bedroom, returning a minute later with a what looked like a pen. "I brought this to keep me busy while we were in separate rooms for a week.
"Is that a pen? Were you planning on writing me notes?"
"This is no ordinary pen, Jimmy. It's a squiggle writer. You know, those pens that vibrate while you write. You got one for me for my thirteenth birthday, remember? It was a cool gift, and well, writing with it was cool, but I soon discovered it had a special capability. Pretty soon I was using it all the time to get off."
"You mean, like a vibrator?"
"That's pretty much what it is. It was pretty popular in middle school, all the girls had one as far as I knew. Of course, I could have gotten a real one by now, but I like this one because you gave it to me. I knew you had no idea what I was doing with it, but still, it was special." She took it and turned it on, sliding it down her unzipped jeans and over her underwear. She started to breathe deeper, writhing slightly on the bed. I moved closer and kissed her, my hand gently massaging her breast as she masturbated with her vibrating pen.
"The first time I used this, I was sitting at my desk at home," she said between kisses. "I was wearing a skirt, and absentmindedly put it down there. When I realized what was happening, I started to shake all over from the intensity of it." She was panting now, and I wanted more than anything to touch her down there myself, but instead I kept kissing and feeling her as she used her pen.
"I think of you, you know, when I do it," she said, panting now. She started to buck her hips in a familiar pattern, and started to climax. She kissed me, pressing her tongue into my mouth, moaning quietly as she shuddered. She kept wiggling the pen around until her orgasm faded, then removed the pen and set it on the bed.
"That," she said, "was fun. Now you know what I do in my free time, when you aren't around. Now, come on, I don't think I'm going to need that again for the week, since I've got you here. But we're going to be late, and I need to freshen up."
By the time we got back from dinner, it was getting late and we had an early day of monument sightseeing the next morning. It was awkward, to say the least, to say goodbye to our parents and then head into our own room. When the door shut behind us Katie clicked the lock, making it official. We were on our own. For some reason, I was nervous. Here was my girlfriend, my best friend for twelve years, who I had known as intimately as anyone could know a person, and yet I was scared.
"Nervous?" she said. I nodded, and she laughed nervously.
"Maybe it would be best if we actually got ready for bed, you know, keep the normal routine. We could even watch a movie on the couch," I said. She agreed, and we both went to our bedrooms to get our stuff. It seemed odd to change separately, since I had seen Katie naked countless times, but it was also exciting. I was already brushing my teeth when she came into the bathroom with her toothbrush and toothpaste. She was wearing flannel pajama pants and a white tank top, her usual bedtime getup. When we had sleepovers at each others house, one of us would invariably sneak to visit the other, and I'd usually finger her and she'd give me a blowjob. It had always worked well and seemed to be the quickest methods, in case we were caught.
She stepped up to the sink next to me and we brushed in silence. When I finished, there was a knock at the door. I left the bathroom and opened it to find our dads, who stepped in to say goodnight. I noticed as they did they also surreptitiously checked that each bedroom had a set of luggage and that Katie and I were indeed dressed appropriately. Satisfied with their inspection, they bade us goodnight and left.
"I wonder if they actually think we're going behave ourselves, or if this is some formality, the last vestiges of parenting us?" Katie wondered aloud as she emerged from the bathroom to find me on the couch. On her way to the couch she stopped by the front door and locked the extra lock. "Just in case, you know, the hotel is robbed or something."
She sat down next to me and I turned on the TV. We had set up one of our iPhones to play through the TV, and Katie called up one of our favorites.
"You know, I am still completely blown away by this," she said. "I never would have imagined our parents would actually let us stay together like this. I wonder if we'll be able to spend the night in each other's rooms when we get back."
"I don't know, maybe this is a 'vacation only' rule," I said, as Katie sank into the couch and cuddled up against me. We watched the movie for a little while, until Katie's hand slowly started moving up my leg, toward my twitching erection.
"Poor Jimmy. You had to sit there on the plane while I fingered myself, and then with the squiggle pen. You must be so pent up."
"No more than I was for years," I said as she gently gripped the shaft through my pajamas. I reached behind her as she leaned forward, cupping her ass in my hands.
"What do you suppose we could do?" she asked, slowly freeing my erection from my pajamas until it stood up in salute to her. I slipped my hand into her pants, feeling her bare ass. She smiled, looking up at me with her bright eyes, and then engulfed my penis in her mouth. She moaned quietly as she leaned forward, bobbing up and down as she sucked me into her mouth. I was able to slowly stroke her labia from behind, and she stuck her ass out a little bit, giving me better access.
Katie continued to suck my penis, her speed picking up a little. I felt her wet labia and finally pushed two fingers slowly inside her. With difficulty, I was able to slowly alternate between penetrating her and rubbing her clit. She moaned, sucking me harder, now wrapping a hand around the shaft of my penis and gripping it as she took me into her mouth. After the entire day of arousal, I was close to orgasm, and tried to concentrate on her to prolong the pleasure. She paused, looking at me and sighing before I felt her vagina contract and her orgasm take over.



"Ohhhh," she hissed, gripping my penis and sighing hard as she climaxed. My swollen penis pressed against her cheek as she lost herself in her orgasm, her body shuddering with pleasure. When she finished, she pulled my hand away and continued to suck my penis, this time increasing the intensity and speed, until I thrust my hips upward and started to ejaculate. After an innumerable number of blowjobs, Katie knew my movements and could anticipate my orgasms. She took me deep into her mouth, letting me flood her with semen. She waited until I was finished, then swallowed. She sat up, grinning, and cuddled against me as we both readjusted our pajamas.
"My poor boyfriend, pent up all day. I promise not to let you go so long in the future."
When the movie ended it was late, and Katie and I shut off the TV and stretched groggily. We walked together to the bedrooms, then paused.
"Your place or mine?" she asked. "I mean, they aren't really going to check on us in the middle of the night, and we have to unlock the door anyway, so..." she said, then trailed off, looking at me expectantly. I took her hand, and led her to what was officially my room. I shut off the lights, but even in the dim light of the streetlights and moon I could see Katie was peeling off her tank top, pajama pants, and underwear. She slipped, completely naked, into my bed. I followed her lead, and seconds later found her under the sheets, both of us naked.
"I like this," she said, nestling close to me, our bodies touching. "I could definitely do this forever." I didn't say anything, and she stirred a little. "Sorry," she added.
"For what?" I asked. We were holding each other close and I was too preoccupied with the naked woman in my arms to register what she was sorry for.
"I didn't mean to pressure you, with the forever thing. I wasn't trying to imply..."
"Katie, you don't have to apologize. I like the idea of forever, where you're concerned. Really."
"Oh, Jimmy, you are amazing. And, I see, interested," she added, as she felt my penis pressing against her stomach, pulsing and erect.
"I am always interested," I said, "and I meant what I said about forever. I love you, Katie."
She kissed me, pressing her body against mine. My hands wrapped around her and held her close, finally reaching her ass and cupping it in both hands, gently squeezing it. We kissed and her hands found my chest, then arms, gripping me tightly. Katie rolled, hoisting herself onto me, so that she was straddling me. Our naked bodies were joined as she sat, her labia parted over the shaft of my penis. A slight change in angle and I would enter her, but she stayed upright, gliding her wet labia over the shaft of my throbbing penis."
"Not yet, Jimmy, but I think you'll like what I have planned," she whispered gleefully, indicating I would not be entering her tonight. She slid along my shaft, rubbing her wet labia all over my penis, lubricating it. I held her ass tightly and pressed up against her as she ground against me, our genitals touching and smashed together. Katie climaxed, rubbing herself against me and panting hard. I was close, but Katie had a second orgasm as soon as the first ended, and as she pressed against me and rubbed I climaxed, too, shooting semen between us.
She continued to grind against me for a third orgasm, finally collapsing against me, panting. She was giggling, too, giddy with delight. Finally, she climbed off of me, her labia and my penis covered in sticky semen. She curled up next to me, spooning into me and pressing against me. I held her close, exhausted, until we both fell asleep.
Chapter 5
We woke the next day, our bodies stuck together. It was a painful separation, as my penis was glued to her lower back, but we separated quickly and winced through the pain. She sat up, her pert breasts heaving, eyeing me as I got up.
"We need to get ready for breakfast, it's six-thirty," she said. "Too bad, I'd like some more time with you."
"Maybe we'll have time later, if you're good," I said. She laughed and winked. I left the room and ruffled her bed sheets, just in case. When I returned, Katie was in the shower. I stepped into the bathroom, peering into the shower to watch her for a second.
"Do you think you can take a shower with me and keep our hands off each other? I don't want to be late and blow our newfound freedom on day one."
"Of course we can't," I said, "you shower first, that way if they stop in I'm waiting innocently for you to finish."
"Good idea. It's too bad, though," she said. "Maybe I'll need to take a shower tonight, when I won't need to meet up with anyone on time."
It turns out our caution was warranted. Our moms checked in on us in twenty minutes to find me in my room reading while Katie showered. Twenty minutes after that we were dressed and in the hotel lobby, setting out on foot to find breakfast and start the day. As usual, my dad was a fanatical planner, and had scheduled a day of visits. Katie and I wandered around on our own for the most part, giving us the chance to sneak kisses here and there, but nothing more than that.
It wasn't until dinner that we even had time to sit next to each other, but even then we were surrounded by parents. Katie had chosen a knit top and a short, ruffled skirt that accentuated her athletic legs. As we sat at the table, she put her hand on my knee a few times and I ran my hand up her leg. At one point she spread her legs a little, letting me touch her inner thighs, but I couldn't do anything more obvious than that right in front of my parents.
We finished dinner exhausted, content with the day and ready to hit the Smithsonian for the next three days. My parents stopped in on us as we brushed our teeth again, and as soon as they were gone Katie clicked shut the lock and bounced into my arms.
"My Mickey Mouse watch tells me we are way overdue to fool around. I mean, we barely got a chance to even kiss," she said, her tongue in my mouth a second later. She wrapped her legs around me and I carried her to her room. It seemed odd to even call it that, but we had decided to rotate beds to given them both the look of being used. We collapsed on the bed together, a tangle of limbs, as I hastily took off my t-shirt. She lay on the bed, wiggling out of her pajamas, but then stopped suddenly, pulling them back up.
"What is it?" I asked. She looked at me for a few seconds, not saying anything.
"Come here," she said, getting off of the bed and leading me to a chair. "Take off your clothes and sit," she said gently. I did as she asked, and she smiled. "I do love the way you look at me, Jimmy." She then twirled slowly once, giving me a good look. She grinned, then slowly pulled her pajama pants down. She kicked them off, then unceremoniously pulled off her t-shirt. She then turned around, sticking her ass out and swaying it a little as she unhooked her bra. I was so aroused I wanted to reach out and pull her close to me, but I resisted, waiting for her. She then took off her bra and turned to me, straddling my lap.
She pressed herself against me, so that only her underwear (Hello Kitty this time) separated us, and gasped as I leaned forward and kissed her breast, gently flicking her small nipples with my tongue. She writhed a little on my lap, and I reached between us and worked my fingers under her waistband. She was slowly grinding against me, and each time she pulled away I worked my hand closer until I was stroking her labia. Katie was panting now, starting to build up to an orgasm, and as I put my free hand on her ass and pressed her nipple between my lips, she climaxed, grinding hard against my hand.
"Oh, god," she said quietly, her body shaking. Katie paused, breathing heavily as her orgasm subsided. She got up off of me, but motioned for me to stay still. She pulled her underwear down, revealing her soft, damp pubic hair, then removed them completely. She straddled me again, and I expected that she would grinding against my shaft, but she lifted herself up, reaching down and gently grabbing my penis, guiding it along her labia downward until it stopped at the entrance of her vagina.
"I'm ready," she panted, looking at me with a determined gaze. We exchanged a look, then she slowly started to sink her body weight onto me. I had penetrated her with one or two fingers for a while, so I knew she wasn't going to feel a great deal of pain or bleed, but still she went slowly. At first she was so tight from her orgasm that the head of my penis barely entered her. She was very wet, though, and she sighed and sank even more, until the head was all the way in.
"You okay, Katie?" I whispered as she stopped moving.
"Uh huh, just being careful," she said. "Is this okay?"
I nodded, and she smiled, sinking a little lower. She raised herself up, until the head of my penis threatened to pop out of her, and then she lowered herself again, this time letting me in further than before. She repeated this motion again, until she sank completely onto me. I was completely inside her, her warmth enveloping me.
As Katie slid down to accept me completely inside her she climaxed again. The tightness of her vagina gripped me so I couldn't move, and I waited until she relaxed before I started moving my hips upward slowly. She responded, raising and lowering herself while grinding backward and forward. We moved slowly, my hand gently massaging her breast. The only sound was our shallow breathing, and the sound of our bodies pressing together gently.
Katie reached another orgasm and the tightness was too much for me. I thrust upward, raising her up a little, and climaxed. She gasped as I filled her with my semen, my whole body tensed up and my penis pulsing with release. I held her close to me as our mutual orgasm subsided, whereupon we started kissing, grinding our bodies as I stayed inside her. I felt myself stirring inside her, growing again, lubricated by our mutual lust. She responded, feeling me grow inside her, grinding her body against me.
I sat up, holding her ass as we ground against each other. I was completely erect now, fucking her with greater intensity than before. I kissed her, and our tongues intertwined. Katie pressed herself closer to me and climaxed yet another time. She was still incredibly tight, especially when she reached an orgasm, but I was able to continue the rhythm. When she finished she stopped me and sat up, finally climbing off of me. A thick trail of semen spilled out of her, and she stepped over to the bed and laid down. I followed, and she spread her legs wide as I knelt between them, guiding my penis back into her. I slid into her slowly, grinding against her with each thrust, until Katie came again and I followed immediately, our two orgasms once again blending into one. I was blind with pleasure, covered in sweat and delirious. When I finished I lay next to her, both of us clinging to each other in the darkness until we fell asleep.
Chapter 6
The alarm clock woke us up the next morning. I stirred, watching as Katie sat up in bed, her nude form silhouetted against the morning sun. She stretched, her breasts heaving with her slow breath, her firm body casting shadows on the bed.
"Good morning," I said groggily, patting her on her thigh, the closest part of her to me.
"It is," she said, taking a deep breath and letting it out slowly. "Well, what did you think? Was it what you thought it was going to be like?"
"Better. Better than anything. I was surprised at first, but it felt so natural, too," I said. She leaned over and kissed me, laying down next to me on the bed. We had little time to get ready, and she looked at her watch for a second before frowning.
"What is it, Katie?"
"One day, we aren't going to have to rush out of each others' bedrooms in the morning. One day we'll be able to stay like this, and see how the morning develops."
"I can already guess how the morning would develop," I said, sliding my hand down her back. She shivered, torn between what we had to do and what we wanted to do. She reached down and started to stroke my already stiff penis, shuddering in delight as I reciprocated and ran my fingers up and down her wet labia.
"You know what I love about you?" I said, now slowly inserting two fingers inside of her, rubbing her clit with my thumb. "Your sense of adventure."
"You know what I love about you?" Katie asked, stroking me faster, already building up to her first orgasm. "The way you touch me, the...ahhhhh." She trailed off, climaxing. She stopped stroking me to enjoy her orgasm, but when she finished she gently pulled my fingers out of her.
"We don't have much time," she said. "Otherwise I'd let you keep doing what you were doing. Now, come on," and with that she moved closer and took me into her mouth, sucking me and sliding her hand up and down my shaft. It only took a few strokes to bring me close, and I ran my hands through her hair and she took me in as far as she could as I climaxed, exploding in her mouth. She caught it all, swallowing it and then sitting up, looking refreshed.
"Well, that should hold us over for an hour or so," she said, laughing.
We spent the majority of the day at the Air and Space Museum. Our parents wanted to see the Natural History Museum, and after a few hours with us they made plans to leave us there for a few more hours and explore on their own. When we were finally alone we stopped holding hands and instead walked around with our arms around each others' waist. It was difficult to move this way, but more fun. Katie was wearing another short skirt, this time occasionally flashing me a little as she bent over the adjust the strap on her sandals.
"So, can you believe that all of these years our pent up attraction is finally out in the open? I mean, I've wanted you for years, and now that I have you, I can't get enough of you." She kissed me on the lips, and we started to move in close before we remembered we were in the Smithsonian, and likely to get kicked out for too much contact.
"I still can't believe I almost let you slip by," I said, holding her close as we looked over some exhibits.
"Why, were you afraid I'd go out with someone else, or did you have your eye on some other girl?"
"Of course I didn't Katie. You are way smarter, and cooler than any other girl I know. Add to that you have a perfect body, and, well I guess I always liked you, you know, but I was too scared to act upon it. I mean, what if I had asked you, like a year or two ago, on a date?"
"You might have earned yourself a blowjob sooner, Jimmy. I'm just saying! Don't give me that shocked look. I think you like my adventurous side."
"I do. You're like some kind of nerd nymphomaniac. Truly one of a kind."
"Thank you," she said, grinning and blushing at the same time. "It's all your fault."
"That, and the squiggle writer," I added.
"Speaking of which," she said, rummaging through her purse. "Guess what I brought with me? I'm saving it for later. I was thinking maybe it might come in handy. After all, it's been hours since you last touched me down there."
"Well, there is a show about planetary probes in the Einstein theater in thirty minutes. If you can behave yourself that long, maybe we could check it out."
And exactly twenty-five minutes later Katie and I were walking into the dimly lit theater along with the rest of the crowd. She looked at me with a devilish grin.
"And how exactly does my boyfriend plan to touch me in this packed theater? I mean, you've successfully attempted it back home, but that theater is a little bit easier to pull off."
"Ah, you'll have to trust me, and also let me sit down first."
"Not very chivalrous of you," she teased. But a few seconds later we were at our seats. She sat down second, and jumped in her seat. She grinned as she realized she was sitting on my hand. Katie readjusted her skirt, and sat back down on my open hand, positioning herself. It was an awkward angle, but she writhed slowly on my hand, letting me penetrate her a little after I shifted her underwear to the side.
"Nice idea, I can't believe we've never tried this before," she whisper, leaning over to kiss me once. She moved slowly, barely rocking back and forth, riding my fingers. She got progressively wetter, until my fingers were soaked. It took her a while to climax, but when she did she sank onto my fingers all the way, her vagina pulsing on them, as she controlled her breathing and let her shoulders and neck relax. When she finished, her vagina twitched, and she started again. She reached orgasm only a few minutes later, again sighing slowly. She leaned over to kiss me again, just as the lights came on.
Katie rose slowly, her legs a little unsteady, and tried to adjust her underwear and skirt. I wiped my fingers on the inside of my jacket, and followed her out of the theater. When we left, she pulled me close and reached up to kiss me, her tongue flitting into my mouth.
"I wish I could do the same for you, sweetheart, it's just that you'd make too much of a mess. I promise I'll make it up to you when we get back to our room."
"You never have to make it up to me, although I will take you up on your offer. I love getting you off, it's fun."
"And you, Jimmy, are amazing."
By the time our parents bade us goodnight that evening, I was so aroused that my penis was swollen and was an angry red hue when I finally stripped off my pajamas. Katie was taking off her clothes, eyeing me with a familiar hunger.
"It's our last night together, at least for a while," she said. "I don't want to go home. I hate being apart."
"I know, but maybe we'll have a new window of freedom open to us. I mean, I can't imagine they've expected us to keep our hands off of each other in this hotel room."
"True, Jimmy. And speaking of which, my poor boyfriend needs some relief, I think. It's too bad you make such a mess every time you come," she said as she crawled across the bed to where I was standing. She touched my penis lightly and a huge stream of pre-ejeculate leaked out. She took my penis in her hand and stroked it. "Think of all of the fun we could have at the library if you didn't."
She then took me into her mouth, sucking me with wild abandon, her hand running along the shaft as she took me into her mouth. A whole day of seeing her in that short skirt, combined with being aroused since I fingered her in the theater, had it's effect. She took me into her mouth one last time and I ejaculated what seemed like an impossibly large amount of semen in her mouth. Most of it came out of her mouth, hanging like thick ropes off of her chin. When I finished she sat up, the think globs of semen dripping off onto her breasts.
"Well, I think I need a shower, care to join me?"
I followed Katie as we raced to the shower. I watched as she set the water temperature, then stepped in. I followed, watching as she lathered up with soap. The soap formed thick streams down her body.
"I didn't think it was possible, Katie, but you're even hotter when you shower."
"Well, come over her and kiss me, then," she said. I obliged, pulling her close as the water rained down on us. She started to grinding against my leg. Katie was so adept at doing this by now that she quickly brought on her first orgasm. She cried out softly as she ground against me, our wet bodies sliding against each other. I cupped her ass and held her close as she kept grinding against me, coming two more times in rapid succession. I finally picked her up gently, and she wrapped her legs around me. We rested with her back to the wall as I slowly penetrated her. She was tight from her recent orgasms but slowly yielded as I pushed into her gently.
"I love you so much," she said as I began fucking her slowly. It was awkward to support her weight and also not fall or drop her, but soon we established a rhythm that worked. Our tongues were intertwined and as I felt her vagina contract more she stopped kissing me to moan softly, coming again. I kept fucking her, the warmth of her body and the water making me feel weightless. She came again, and this time I did too, ejaculating what little semen I had left inside her. When we both finished, I set her down gently, kissing her. We finished our shower, and within minutes we were in bed, in each others arms, asleep.



Chapter 7
I woke to find Katie awake and looking at me. Her eyes were sparkling, and her freckles seemed to glow in the sunlight. She lay on her stomach, her round ass sticking up a little and commanding my attention. She was more beautiful than any girl I had ever seen, and here she was, naked in our bed. I never wanted anything to change.
"What is it?" she asked, noting the change in my expression.
"Hmm? Oh, just thinking. About how perfect this is, about how perfect you are. I was just thinking about us. And the future."
"What about it?" she said, kissing me. My penis was already stirring to life, and she took notice, taking it in her hand while she kissed me, pressing herself against me. I couldn't answer her immediately, because she was kissing me and had plastered her lips against mine. When she broke free she sat up, staddling me, and sinking down onto my penis with a slow, fluid movement.
"So," she said, as she slowly rode me, "what were you thinking about?"
"Do you want to talk about it right now?" I said, somewhat distracted by her riding my penis. She stopped, sinking onto me all the way, but slowly ground against me.
"Well, since you seem incapable of multitasking, I'll sit here and wait," she said, laughing quietly. I paused, feeling her around me, before speaking.
"Well, I can't imagine our lives being any better than they are now. I love you so much. You're my best friend, and I can't imagine life without you."
"Why, you're too sweet, Jimmy," she said, rising up one and sinking back down onto me. I paused, shuddering with pleasure. She made her vagina contract once, giving me a voluntary squeeze. "But you really should say what's on your mind, I don't know how much longer I can wait."
"Well," I said, amused by her impatience, "I was thinking about how we're going to be going to college together next year. And I'd like to share an apartment or house."
"I thought we already agreed on that," she said, slowly starting to ride me.
"Katie..." I said, losing focus of what I was going to say. She sighed, and stopped riding. She grinned, and I continued. "I just want to be with you forever."
She looked at me, her head cocked to the right as if she was solving a puzzle. "What exactly do you mean?" she said quietly.
"I mean, that I want to be with you forever, and all that it means. I'm not proposing or anything, I don't think that would fly with our parents. But I will, when we're a little older. If you can handle that, and all that it means, then I'll be the happiest guy alive."
"Well," she said, leaning forward to kiss me. Her face was an inch from mine as she broke away from my lips. "I'm the happiest girl on the planet, and it's because of you. So, I think I'm going to say 'yes,' and everything that that means."
"Really?" I asked.
"Really, really," she said, pressing her body close to me. She started to ride me again, pressing her lips against mine and grinding against me. She came, and she panted hard and sat up, riding me hard, her breasts bouncing. I gripped her thighs as she came again, and this time I came with her, climaxing inside her as she collapsed onto me. We stayed that way for a long time, my penis finally softening and slipping out of her.
"It sucks that we have to go home today," she said.
"It doesn't matter, because I have you," I said, kissing her.
"And you always will, Jimmy. You always will." And Katie cuddled up against me, our bodies sticky from sweat. "Come on, we've got a little time. Let's slip into the shower one last time before we go home."
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Chapter 1
I started my new job the day after school ended. While most of my friends were lounging around by the pool or hanging out at the movies, my father suggested that I needed to "build some character." Instead of landing a fun job, one that maybe involved a little bit of goofing off, my dad insisted I take a job that will "teach me the value of working for my money." What a jerk. So on the first day of summer vacation before my senior year of high school I was in line at the hardware mega-store, gallons of paint and supplies in my cart, ready to build some character.
My first and only painting job was at my neighbor's. Mrs. Shannon wanted to have most of her interior rooms repainted, a job that guaranteed a month's load of toil. At least it was indoors. As I scanned buckets of paint for the kitchen-her first room to tackle-I smiled to myself. The only bright side of this job, well two bright sides, was Mrs. Shannon and her daughter Amy. Amy was in my year in high school, although we didn't interact much. She was one of the hottest girls in my grade, completely out of my league. Just running into her here and there over the years had caused me to develop a small crush on her. I was excited about the prospect of seeing her a little more often this summer. I was even more excited about seeing her mom, Susan, on a regular basis. Like her daughter, Mrs. Shannon was gorgeous. Unlike Amy, Mrs. Shannon had a mind-blowing rack that made everyone on the street drool when she jogged by. I figured I'd be getting directions from her often enough to keep my mind busy while I painted. Between Amy and her mother, this was going to be a distracting job.
We had agreed that I would start at ten each day. It took longer than I expected to get out of the hardware store, but I made good time heading back home. I had received a text message from Mrs. Shannon that morning telling me to come in when I arrived, no need to knock. I had known the Shannon's forever, although Mr. Shannon had died when I was very young. I did know that they were loaded; most people in my neighborhood were. Hence the need for me to develop some more character. Dad was always worried I'd be spoiled, so he made me earn everything. Not bad parenting, really, but still kind of annoying.
It was five minutes to ten when I parked my car and set the gallons of paint and my rollers. I was about to knock when I remembered Mrs. Shannon gave me a key and had sent a text saying 'just come in when you're ready...no need to knock.' It felt a little weird to have free access to the house, but she wanted me painting even if she was out I guess. I had run into Amy the day before at the store and she actually talked to me for a few minutes, so I was hoping to run into her if she was home, but her car was gone.
I opened the door and announced myself. I heard nothing, so I let myself in. The kitchen was to the right, but I stopped dead when I looked to the left. There, in the middle of their spacious living room, was Mrs. Shannon, asleep on the couch. Not just asleep, but topless. That's right, topless. I stood there, not ten feet away from her, unable to move. Her blonde hair fell about her shoulders, one hand rested on her bare stomach. She wore jeans, and that was it. Her breasts-good god they were even better than I imagined-rose and fell with each breath.
I froze, the hair on my neck standing up as I tried to decide what to do. If she woke up right then I'd be in trouble, I knew that much. I thought I should probably leave quietly and come back later, but then she'd assume I was late and I'd be in trouble. Less trouble for sure, but trouble anyway. Either way I could end up losing my job on the very first day, something I wanted to avoid. I could announce myself again, or step outside and ring the doorbell, even though she explicitly told me not to.
As I stood there thinking of possible actions I was aware of a stirring in my pants. I had fantasized about Mrs. Shannon for years, so to see her topless like this was having a profound impact on me. I found myself running through another series of thoughts, ones involving me and Mrs. Shannon. As I tried to figure out what to do I stared at her massive breasts, her nipples hard from the cool living room. I grinned, thinking of the show I was getting, but also worried that she might wake up any second.
She suddenly stirred slightly and I jumped. She exhaled softly and moved her hand, and then was still. The feelings of excitement and nervousness battled inside me and then I decided that I would never see a woman of this caliber like this again. I set my paint cans down quietly, and cautiously walked closer. I was five or so feet away now. Her flat stomach rose and fell gently. I noted that she probably tanned in the nude, or at least topless, because she had no tanlines. I took as good a look as I could, then quickly took out my phone and snapped a few pictures. Then, just as quietly, I picked up my paint and headed into the kitchen. After all, I didn't want to give the impression that I was late. I banged about, being deliberate in making noise as I set up. I even put my phone on the counter and played music through its external speakers. I figured that if she woke up and asked, I'd say I didn't see her because I had headed straight to the kitchen.
I set up my brushes and rollers. I began edging, because I had painted my own house and had it down to a science. It was after seeing my handiwork that she hired me. And the thousand dollars she was going to pay me was what had gotten me initially interested in the job. Now, after seeing her breasts on display, I would have done it for free. I had run the first coat of edges and had started brushing the corners when something filled me with panic. If Amy came home, and saw her mother topless on the couch, how would I explain myself?
"Nice work, Henry," I heard from behind me. I jumped, almost dropping a paint-laden brush on her tiles. Mrs. Shannon was standing there, now wearing a tight button up shirt. It was white and clearly a size or two too small; I could make out her breasts underneath but tried not to stare.
"Hi," I said, a little jumpier than I should have been. "I came in and wanted to get right to work," I added, a little too quickly.
She nodded with a smile, eyeing my work so far. "I am glad this color looks good on the wall. You never know from the samples."
"Oh, it will dry a little darker. If you want I can change it."
"No, it's fine," she said, looking the room over. "I'm sure it will be fine when it dries. How's it going so far? I see you're not using tape."
"I don't need it," I said. "But if it makes you nervous I can."
"No, no, you're fine," she said, waving a hand. "If you don't mind, I'm going to run some errands. I must have dozed off this morning, and I've got to get some things from the store."
I avoided eye contact and told her I'd be fine on my own. I couldn't let my face betray me as she talked about 'dozing off.' When she returned hours later both coats of paint were dry to the touch and I was just touching a few things up around the room.
"Wow," she said, setting her bags on the table. "You're fast."
"Thanks," I said, "I've got it down pat so I don't waste time. If you see anything I missed let me know and I'll get it in the morning before I start the front hallway. I'm going to do the easy stuff on the first floor before I tackle the bathrooms and the living room. Those vaulted ceilings take a while."
"It looks great," she said. "When I saw what you did at your house I knew you'd do a good job."
"Well, I am done for the day. Is it okay if I leave my brushes and the paint in the garage? If not, I can drag them home, but I figure I can start faster that way."
"Sure, Henry," she said. "But if you aren't too worn out, could you give me a hand with something when you're done?"
I nodded, and hauled my stuff to the garage, setting everything in a corner. When I returned Susan had a box of light bulbs on the counter and a stepladder.
"Even with the stepladder I can't reach the tallest fixtures. Would you mind putting these in for me? I got those new, high efficiency bulbs."
"Sure, Mrs. Shannon," I said, climbing the ladder.
"Call me Susan, Henry," she said. "And you'll need an oven mitt to get the ones that have been on all day."
When I looked down and took the first bulb from her, I almost fell over. Somewhere in the course of the day several buttons of her shirt had come undone. She was nowhere near immodest, but from my vantage point I could see a lot of her cleavage. While I preferred her breasts unfettered by clothing, this view was amazing. I took the bulb, switched out the incandescent, and handed it to her.
"So what are your plans this summer, besides painting my house," she asked casually as I took another bulb. I tried not to stare overtly down her shirt, but I did anyway.
"Oh, I don't know. Maybe catch some movies. I really like catching them on the big screen."
"So does Amy, you should ask her to go sometime."
"Oh, I don't think she'd want to go with me. We aren't friends."
"You've been neighbors your whole lives. Besides, she's a big movie fan."
"I didn't know that," I said.
"You should ask her to join you next time," she said. It was a funny idea, but I was sure Amy did not want to go to the movies in any context with me.
"So what else is on your agenda this break? Hanging out with friends I am sure. Anything else? A major hobby? A girlfriend?"
"My major hobby seems to be house painting these days," I said with a laugh. "Actually I like to paint watercolors as well, believe it not. And I'll probably spend my free time hanging with my friends; I don't have a girlfriend."
"Amy is a homebody," she said, handing me yet another bulb. "I'm surprised she's out as much as she has been today. Has she been home? I mean, she usually has her nose in a book upstairs."
We did this for all twenty lightbulbs in the kitchen and living room, and by the time I was done I was sporting a fierce erection.
"That's it," she said as I climbed down. She still had not put on a bra, and it was hard to concentration on anything else. "Let me pay you extra for helping with the lights."
"You don't have to Mrs. Shannon. I mean, Susan. It's fine, I don't mind."
"Are you sure?" she said. "I don't want to take advantage of your time."
"No, it's no trouble at all, I'm glad to do it."
"Well, you're very sweet for doing it. It's hard to get these kinds of handy things done around here with just me and Amy, so I appreciate it. So I'll see you tomorrow, ten o'clock?"
"Sounds good," I said, turning to head out the door. She put her hand on my arm, stopping me.
"Before you go, I wanted to apologize," she said. She paused, biting her lip, before continuing. "For this morning." She waited for me to say something but I decided to feign ignorance. "For falling asleep on the couch, without a shirt. I had no intention of making you uncomfortable."
"You know, I walked right into the kitchen and got to work," I said, my eyes making contact with hers and not breaking away. "I did announce myself twice, though."
"I can't imagine what you must think," she said. "I'm so embarrassed."
"Really, I didn't even see anything," I said. "Besides, it's not anything I haven't already seen."
She laughed, patting me on the arm. "You remember that, huh?"
It was years ago, I must have been eight or nine. We had gone over to the Shannon's for a cookout and pool party. I had accidentally walked in on Susan as she changed, and for a brief second saw her topless. It was an old memory, a powerful one, that explained my deep desire for her.
"Next time I'll knock louder," I said.
"Well, just remember to come in as you please, you have a key after all. And next time, I'll try to keep my shirt on."
"I won't complain if you don't," I said, then stopped short. I had meant it as a joke, but who was I to say that to her anyway? I was relieved when she started to laugh, her breasts jiggling.
"I but you wouldn't," she said. "I haven't had a compliment like that in years." She then patted me on the arm and walked me to the door.
That night I lay in bed, unable to sleep. I was tired from painting, my arms sore, but my mind raced through the events of the day. I unlocked my phone screen and pulled up my secret camera roll. I had already moved the picture off of my normal camera roll in case anyone decided to snoop. There, on the screen, was Susan lying on the couch. My free hand slipped under the covers and found my erect penis waiting. I slowly stroked myself, eventually turning off the screen and imagining her walking around topless, her breasts swaying with each step. Of her on her knees, my penis thrusting between her breasts, fucking them until I came...
And then I came, cum spurting onto my stomach as I stroked myself furiously. I kept at it until the last of my semen dribbled out. I tensed up my muscles and focused, a trick I had been practicing for the day I might actually get it on with a girl, and kept my erection up. I waited, slowly stroking myself, and imagined her now taking me into her mouth, sucking me slowly as my cum dripped off her breasts. I stoked faster now, knowing it would take longer for the second orgasm. I came after some time, my penis still hard and throbbing, and this time I imagined her fully nude, leading me to her bedroom, where I would fuck her until she cried out pleasure. When I was finally finished, my penis spent and flaccid, I was covered in my own semen. I sighed contentedly, drifting off to sleep with visions of Susan Shannon in my head.
Chapter 2
I didn't know what to expect the next day, but when I arrived Susan was not home. She left a note on the counter letting me know to start as I pleased, and that she would be back that afternoon. I took the time to touch up the kitchen, noticing that the new lighting showed a few places I missed the day before. I had already started working on the front hallway when I heard footsteps coming down the stairs. It was Amy, still groggy and looking like she just woke up.
While Susan had massive breasts and inspiring curves, Amy was trim and athletic, with as ass that commanded my attention when she walked. She was blonde, with shorter hair than her mothers, which she tended to wear in short, high pigtails. It was a sexy hairstyle, but to be honest anything she did was pretty much sexy. In her tank top and running shorts, it was hard not to stare at her.
"Hey, Henry," she said half asleep. She stopped, looking over the hallway. "So you're going to be here half the summer, with all the painting my mom wants."
"Yeah," I said, trying to avoid making eye contact. Amy still made me nervous; she was in a different league than I was.
"Well, I hope it's not weird, for you. You know, working at my house all summer."
"No, it's not weird," I said. I paused, "is it weird for you?" "A little," she said, then quickly added, "not you, I mean. Sorry, that sounded wrong. It's just weird having my neighbor and classmate over here working. It's not like we're hanging out, watching movies or something. It's kind of employer-employee, it's strange."
I needed to salvage this situation. This was the longest conversation I had had with Amy since eighth grade, and it was turning into a business transaction. "Technically I'm working for your mom, so we're cool, you and I," I added lamely.
"At least we'll finally get to get to know each other better. I haven't seen you much since high school started," she said.
I grinned. Amy was being very nice, although she always was very nice. Looking at her now, I realized the barriers to talking to her were probably of my own design and construction.
"Well, I've got to paint this hallway today," I said, "but if you're free tonight, do you want to catch a movie?"
"Is this a date, or as neighbors?" she asked.
I blurted out "neighbors," a little too quickly, making her laugh.
"All right," she said. "It's a date, or whatever you want to call it." She paused, stretching, revealing a few inches of her toned stomach. "I'm going to grab some breakfast, do you want anything?"
"No, I better start before your mom gets back. I don't want to look like a slacker."
"Alright," she said, and trotted off to the kitchen. She returned a few minutes later with a bowl of cereal and sat cross-legged in the hall, out of my way, while I painted.
She ate and we talked, and she stayed afterward, chatting as I worked. She offered to help a few times but, to be honest, I had my technique down and any 'help' would just slow me down. We talked while I painted, and I was surprised by how much we had in common. We were both avid readers, and big movie fans. I had always liked her growing up, but in high school I assumed she was stuck up and ran with the popular kids.
"I don't," she said, when we got to that subject. "I've got my small group of friends, but none of them are the popular kids. I always wondered why you turned snobby."
"Me?" I said, and then realized she was right. My assumptions about her kept me from talking to her, so who was the snob? "I guess I had you figured out wrong."
"Oh, I don't think you'll ever figure me out," she said with a giggle. Just then we heard her mother come in. Amy's mood instantly changed. She looked at me, then her mother, in an odd way. She was nice to her mom but definitely not what I would call warm. As her mother made idle chitchat with me, Amy scurried off, giving us one last glance before she bounded up the stairs.
"It's nice that you're visiting with Amy," Susan said. "And I see it didn't slow you down at all." She stepped closer to me. I was on the ladder, and once again I could see right down her shirt. Her breasts were threatening to push out of her tank top, and I wondered if her choice in shirts was for my benefit.
She had lunch ready for me in a few minutes, and Amy came downstairs to join us. She had a t-shirt and some different running shorts on that were even shorter than the last pair. The two women eyed each other and the conversation seemed strained. I finished and returned to the hall, where Amy sat with me. I was sitting now, doing the bottom of the wall with the edger. Amy sat with her knees up, talking about which movie to see. She seemed much happier when her mom wasn't around and I felt sorry for her; it must not be easy with just one parent around, just the two of them to focus all their energy and attention on.
As we continued to chat I started to sneak covert glances at her legs, which were very toned. As I secretly followed the line of her thigh downward, I had to struggle not to react when I saw up her shorts. She wore nothing underneath, and there I sat, looking at her blonde bushy vagina. It wasn't excessively hairy, to be honest I liked a well-groomed bush, and I had to tear my eyes away from her. But we sat there, talking while I painted, her entire glory on display to me. I could see the bottom of her ass as well, and my penis was throbbing with each heartbeat. I tried to maintain eye contact, but even her beautiful blue eyes weren't enough to keep my brain wandering back.
"Well," she finally said, getting up, "I'm going to go run for a while." Her mother had just entered the room and I wondered if Amy was aware of what I could see. "I'll see you tonight," she said, and left.
"Tonight?" Susan said after Amy had left.
"Oh, we're going to the movies," I said casually, resuming my painting.
"A date?" Susan asked, her eyebrow raised.
"No, just neighbors," I said.
"I see," Susan said cryptically. She left after a few moments but returned as I was finishing up.



"It looks good," she said. "If you don't mind, I'm going to take a nap in the living room." She saw my expression and grinned, adding, "with my shirt on this time."
"Do you usually take a nap topless?" I asked casually. I figured that after yesterday, we could talk about it like adults.
"Usually, unless I have my neighbor over to paint," she added. "To be honest, I don't like to wear a lot of clothing. Amy hates it, but I'm not usually out here when she's home." She paused, touching an area of dried paint before asking "speaking of which, did you really rush past without looking yesterday? Be honest, I won't get mad."
"Um, well, to tell the truth, I may have taken a quick look. But I wasn't trying to be creepy, and I did announce myself twice first."
"I'm not upset. It's normal, male curiosity. So then let me ask you another question that you can feel free to answer honestly. What did you think?"
"Think?" I asked, a little slow to pick up what she meant.
"About my breasts," she said slowly, to make sure I understood. "I'd like your opinion of them."
I paused, and she looked at me expectantly, adding, "your honest appraisal. I'm thirty-eight, I can handle it." Her eyes twinkled like Amy's.
"I don't know," I said. "My memory's fuzzy."
I meant it as a joke, and for a fraction of a second she did nothing, and I was terrified I had offended her. I was about to apologize for my comment when the unexpected happened. Without a word she reached up and tugged her tank top down. It had spaghetti straps and came right down and bunched up on her waist. There, not two feet away from me, were her breasts. I stared and she stared right back at me, waiting.
"There you go, to jog your memory," she said casually, her hands on her hips. I said nothing for a moment, keenly aware that I had to say something.
"Um," I said, buying myself a few seconds. "Whoa."
"Can you be a little more articulate, or should I pull my shirt back on to give you some time?"
"No, wait," I blurted out, causing her to laugh. "Okay, okay. Um, they're amazing. Definitely amazing?"
"The nicest you've seen?" she prompted.
"The only ones I've seen. At least not on the internet. But, yes, the nicest I've seen, real or online."
She smiled. I kept expecting her to pull her up top but she didn't. "Well now that you've seen them, I don't really care if you see them again. Would you like that, for me to go around here topless when Amy's not around?"
I nodded feebly, completely entranced by her breasts, and her offer. Was she serious? How could I possibly paint with those things on display?
As if reading my mind, she said, "I'm going to run upstairs and let you finish up." She then walked down the hall and out of sight. My penis throbbed painfully from all of the stimulation that day, but I managed to finish my work and pack up my things. As I was about to leave Susan came back downstairs, her tank top still pulled down.
"Have fun tonight," she said with a grin. I was about to say goodbye when she took me by the hand and gave me a peck on the cheek. "Thanks for making my day," she said. As I headed out the door, she pulled her top back up, adjusting it as if nothing had happened.
I had just enough time to shower and get dressed before I needed to pick up Amy. I had contemplated jerking off in the shower to relieve the tension but knew I'd be pushing it, time-wise. At a young age I figure out how to cum more than once, and I was too greedy to do it just once. Better to wait and fully enjoy it, I thought.
Amy was walking across my lawn when I exited the house.
"I thought I'd meet you halfway," she said. She had the same shorts and t-shirt on, and my mind immediately returned to the memory of seeing up those shorts earlier. Had she put anything on underneath? She kept glancing over her shoulder toward her house as we walked to my car.
"Everything okay?" I asked.
"Oh, yeah," she said distractedly. "My mom won't let up about me going to the movies with you."
"I thought she was okay with it," I said, a little nervous. I felt a little strange going to the movies with Amy after critiquing her mother's breasts an hour earlier.
"She is. She's just pestering me," Amy explained. "It's not you she has a problem with, it's me. She's just so, so nosy," she finished.
We had picked an adventure movie about the end of the world and sat in the very back. The ads were still cycling before the previews, and Amy turned to face me.
"Okay, Henry, I need you to be honest with me."
I panicked inside, worried she knew about her mother, but she added "is this a date?"
I ran through the possible answers but decided on the truth. "I think I'd like it to be."
"Good," she said simply, and raised the armrest between us, scooting closer to me so our thighs were touching. "Because I was worried you were only interested in me as a neighbor. In fact, I was hoping your feelings were a lot more than neighborly."
I couldn't believe my ears, and then she took one more step and shocked me further. She kissed me on the lips, softly. But when I kissed her back her tongue darted into my mouth and before I knew if the movie was already in full swing. We paused, looking at each other. The theater was half-empty and no one was around us.
"I'm not that interested in the movie anyway," she said, and we started kissing again. My hand found her knee, and she put her hand on mine and slid it halfway up her thigh. We continued to kiss and I slowly, slowly made my way closer to her running shorts, hoping that she had not bothered to change at all since I last saw her. She made soft panting noises whenever our lips broke apart. As my hand traveled further up her thigh I wondered how close I could get. I felt the first contact with the fabric of her shorts and realized I was an inch way from her pussy. She kissed me harder, and bucked her hips forward, and my fingers made contact with her soft pubic hair.
She was soaking wet.
Whatever sequence of events led me to that moment, one thing was perfectly clear to me. Amy was very horny and was more than happy to let me have access to her. As my right hand gently brushed her wet labia my left went behind her back and pulled her close to me. I held her tightly as I continued to stroke her labia, marveling at how slippery she was down there. She panted and kissed me as my fingers gently stroked her labia, traveling slightly north and rubbing her tiny clit. She responded instantly, spreading her legs wider and jutting her hips out. I rubbed her clit slowly, putting firm pressure on it as I made tiny circles on and around it. I had no idea what I was doing. This was by far the most experience I had ever had with a girl, but I took my cues from what made her breathe harder, and the rest seemed to come by instinct. No one else was on our row or in front of us, but the thought that we could be caught any second seemed to heighten the fun for both of us.
"Don't stop," she whispered, "I'm close."
I kept the rhythm and pressure the same, and she kissed me harder, her whole body tensing up. I could feel her back muscles tense her her legs spread wider as she started to buck her hips. Amy was coming.
She squirmed and gasped and thrashed against me but I knew better than to stop or changing anything. I kept rubbing her pussy until she slumped against me. My hand was soaked and I could feel the heat radiating from her.
"Where did you learn to do that?" she asked.
"Right here, just now," I said in a whisper.
"Can you do it again?" she asked.
I answered by resuming rubbing her. This time she threw her right leg over my thighs and I moved my left hand lower and gripped her ass. I had dreamed about her ass for years and here I was, cupping it as I rubbed her out on our first date. It took her much less time to come this time, and I kept rubbing her until she came a third time. She was slumped back in the seat, her eyes glassy and her legs spread wide. The credits started to roll and she sat up, kissing me deeply.
"I don't have time to pay you back," she said sheepishly. "I guess I got a little greedy."
"It's okay," I said, and meant it. "Next time."
"You're on," she said, kissing me.
We had milkshakes at an all night diner, just talking about things. Our hobbies, interests. We had a lot in common, including a complete lack of physical experience.
"Can I tell you something totally embarrassing," she asked. "That was my first kiss. And, well, my first time doing that."
"Me too," I said, blushing.
"I can't imagine what you think of me," she said. "That was pretty forward."
"Um, I think you can imaging what I think," I said with a grin. She laughed, and leaned over to kiss me.
"I think I'm going to enjoy this," she said, kissing me again.
I dropped her off an hour later and headed straight up to my room. I had already kissed her on her front door, our bodies pressed together. I had to leave or else I would have ended up rubbing her off on her doorstep. My parents were already asleep and I couldn't wait any longer to relieve the pressure in my penis. After seeing Amy's pussy that morning, and her mom's breasts, and then rubbing Amy out while we kissed at the movies, I was about to explode. I lay on my bed, both hands stroking my engorged penis as I thought about the feeling of Amy's wet pussy, her firm ass, her lips on mine.
As I stroked myself another vision came to mind, competing with my focus on Amy. It was Susan. Topless, her breasts swaying while she walked. How unlike her daughter and yet how they both preoccupied by thoughts. Images of the two darted in and out of focus until I came, spurting jets of cum up my t-shirt. I kept stroking through that orgasm, once again staying hard as I kept at it, thinking of Amy and Susan until I came again. With each successive orgasm less semen issued forth from my penis, but the sensations of each orgasm intensified. Finally, spent after three climaxes, I drifted off to sleep, my penis flopped against my leg, my shirt streaked with my cum.
Life was definitely getting more interesting.
Chapter 3
I got a text from Amy the next morning. She was going to meet me for lunch, but she had some shopping to do first. I headed over to her house anyway, as I had work to do. It was a little strange walking into my girlfriend's house. It was a little strange to call Amy my girlfriend, but she had introduced me to a friend of hers as her boyfriend at the diner the night before. When I walked in I half expected to find Susan topless, and I was right. There she was, napping on the couch. I knew she didn't work; whatever had happened to Mr. Shannon years ago ended up in a major accidental death lawsuit; the Shannons were set for life. It was small consolation for the loss of her husband, but Susan lived a comfortable life.
She was racked out on the couch, a magazine on her lap. Her breasts spilled onto the couch as she slept on her side. She wore a pleated skirt that was, to my surprise, riding up her thighs. Her bare ass was on display. It wasn't as tight and round as Amy's, but it was very nice. A few blonde pubic hairs and just a hint of her labia stuck out between her thighs. I watched, mesmerized, taking in the sight of her almost naked body, when she suddenly stretched, waking up.
"Oh, Henry," she said, as if she'd been expecting me. She looked at me and then looked herself over, realizing her ass was completely exposed. "Well, that's what I get for sleeping in a skirt," she added.
"I didn't mean to look," I said.
"Oh, you don't have to cover," she said. "It's natural. I guess you've seen a lot of your girlfriend's mom the last few days. She told me this morning," she added. "I'm happy for you two. Although," she said, sitting up and straightening her skirt, "I might be a little envious. After all, you are a handsome young man. But how could I compete for your attention? But I guess I probably have it now."
She then stood up, smoothing out her skirt and going about her business without a shirt on at all. It was definitely having its effect on me, and I found myself constantly fighting an erection in my shorts while I painted. She put a shirt on shortly before Amy came home. Amy gave me a hug and a kiss, and I felt guilty that I had been talking to her half-naked mother all morning. My sense of morality was all over the map, and I was wondering how I could be okay with all of this.
Lunch was tense. I felt guilt over having seen Amy's mom topless. And I felt a strange tension between mother and daughter. Some kind of competitive coldness between them. It was perhaps the most awkward hour of my life, although I had no idea how insignificant those feelings of awkwardness would seem later.
Amy then had to go to trumpet lessons and left, leaving me alone with Susan.
Susan's shirt was off before Amy's car had left the driveway. "There," she said, "much more comfortable." She paused, "unless you feel guilty about Amy?"
Just hearing Amy's name made me feel guilty. She could read it on my face, because she added, "Oh, don't be. It's nothing more than nudity. In some cultures, I could just step outside and swim in the nude. It doesn't mean anything beyond that." Susan then unfastened the button on her skirt and let it fall to the ground. Like Amy she had a neatly-trimmed patch of blonde pubic hair, a perfect triangle. I stood there, stunned.
"You should keep painting," she said, as if nothing happened. I resumed my work while she walked around the house naked. My work suffered, as I had to retouch several areas where I had missed because she walked by. A few hours later she brought me an iced tea, and leaned on the wall where I had yet to start painting.
"This is certainly liberating for me, but I bet not so much for you," she said. "You must be hard as a rock."
I blinked in shock, but she just laughed it off. "I know how it works, you know. I can tell your body is definitely noticing. It's flattering, so don't worry about it. No one has seen me naked in over a decade. I have to say I'm enjoying it."
I said nothing, just drank my iced tea while she talked. It helped hide my nerves.
"In fact, I haven't been with a man in just as long," she said, taking a step toward me. Suddenly she took the drink from my hand and set it on the stepladder. I took a step back but she kept on me. She put her hands on my shoulders and gently led me backward to the living room. I was paralyzed with fear, or excitement, or both.
"I would give just about anything to get fucked right now," she whispered, and pressed herself against me. Her hands cupped my ass and she pressed her breasts hard against my chest. She reached up to kiss me and I tried to move back but she was plastered to me.
"Henry," she said with a whisper, "Amy doesn't need to know. I see how you look at me, don't tell me you don't want to."
"I...I don't," I said, trying to find the words. I knew that my resolve was ebbing by the second. If I hesitated any longer I'd give in. But she wouldn't relent, so what could I do?
I decided the best thing to do was to try and head her off. I took her by the shoulders and spun her around. She grinned as I gently shoved her over the edge of the couch. Her chest lay on the couch, with her ass sticking up in the air. I could see her pussy was wet and swollen, waiting for me.
"Fuck me," she panted, her face half-buried in the couch.
I wanted to. But I couldn't. I couldn't do that to Amy. Even if she never found out. While I lusted for her and her mother, my feelings were for Amy only. So I decided then and there to help Susan Shannon as best as I could. I started rubbing her clit, her pussy already soaking wet. She responded, sticking her ass higher in the air. From behind I gently slid two fingers into her warm pussy. It was wet, warm, and smooth, like nothing I had ever felt. I slowly slid my fingers in and out of her as I vigorously rubbed her clit. She panted, bucking her hips to match my rhythm.
I was fingering my girlfriend's mom.
Susan moaned and panted and I felt her pussy contract as she came. I sped up the motion of both hands, my fingers making sloshing noises in and across her wet pussy. I kept at it until she started to come again right on the tail of her first orgasm. I kept rubbing and fingering her, eventually slipping a third finger inside her. A trail of wet fluid ran down her thigh, and I could feel her vagina clamp hard against my fingers with each orgasm.
"Don't stop!" she exclaimed as she came again. She was panting, her whole body shaking as she climaxed. I kept at it through a fourth orgasm, after which she pulled away. Her pussy was wide and swollen, dripping with her juices as she lay forward on the couch. There was a large wet spot on the leather of the couch where she had ground against it. I marveled at my handiwork; apparently both Shannon women liked getting rubbed off. She rolled over, panting, her legs spread and her face flush.
"Whoa," was all she said for a moment, then she added after a deep breath, "any chance I can get you to fuck me right now?"
"I can't, really I can't. I already shouldn't have done what I did," I said in pleading voice that meant 'don't ask me again because I'm at the end of my resolve.' She nodded, gently running her hands across her body.
"Well, any chance I can get you to do that again?" she asked. I opened my mouth to say something but she stopped me. "You better head home. If you stay any longer I'll start begging you. I think if you can just do what you did when I need it, then I can behave myself." She grinned, and stood up and pecked me on the cheek.
"Amy is a lucky girl," she said, as I walked out the door.
I sat in my room, terrified. I had definitely done something very wrong, and yet very exciting. But my feelings of guilt won out over the excitement. It seemed I'd be spending my summer painting Susan's house and finger-fucking her. The memory of her nude body shuddering through climax after climax had my dick throbbing. I was too preoccupied to eat dinner, and I realized it was suddenly dark when I heard a tap on my window.
Startled, I headed to the balcony. My room had a balcony that faced Amy's room. Between us was a massive oak tree. There, leaning over her balcony, was Amy, a few small twigs in her hand.
"Hey," she whispered. "I thought you'd be here when I got home. What's up?"
"Just hanging out," I said nonchalantly.
"Can I come over?" she asked.
I nodded, and expected her to disappear and head downstairs. I looked at the clock and realized it was midnight. I didn't know if my parents, who were happy to hear that Amy and I were dating, would be too happy to have her ring the doorbell.
Instead of heading downstairs she suddenly climbed out of her window and onto a thick branch of the tree. I looked alarmed but she just grinned. She deftly crossed two more branches and then dropped quietly onto my balcony.
"Well, that was convenient," she said with a grin as she slipped into my bedroom. "I haven't seen your room in a long time," she whispered.
"I know," I whispered back. My parents were asleep down the hall, as was my younger brother.
"So tomorrow my mom wants to have you over for dinner," she said. I couldn't read her expression but I was nervous I'd give something away at the mention of her mom's name. I suddenly felt incredibly guilty for what I had done.
"Amy," I said, but she put a finger to my lips. I wasn't sure what I was going to say, but I had to say something. "Listen, Amy, I need to tell you something."
"Me first," she said. She had a seriousness in her eyes that I had never seen before. "I've been thinking a lot about last night, what happened. I didn't think things would go that far. I'm not like that, you know? It's like I said, I've never so much as kissed someone. And I had never had those kinds of urges before. I don't know, something kind of, kind of unlocked inside me."



She paused, her hand holding mine, and she smiled nervously before continuing, "I guess I am trying to say I hope you don't think I'm some kind of slutty girl."
"I don't think that," I said, gently squeezing her hand.
"Because I really like you," she said. "I mean, I have never thought about letting someone do what I had you do. I would never have flashed you yesterday morning."
"You knew?" I asked in surprise.
"Of course," she said with a quiet laugh. I didn't forget to wear anything under my shorts, it was intentional to see if you'd notice. Saying it out loud, I can't believe I did that."
"I don't think you're slutty," I said. "I can't believe I bring that out in you. To be honest, it's kind of cool. And I really like you, Amy. I mean, after last night I was wondering where we stood, and I was so relieved when you introduced me as your boyfriend."
"I thought that was a nice way to remove any ambiguity," she said with a grin. "I had a crush on you when we were kids," she admitted, "and I was heartbroken when you stopped talking to me. I used to fantasize that you'd call me up on a date."
"I used to fantasize that I'd be able to see a glimpse of you changing through our windows," I said.
She laughed quietly, then said. "If I had known you were trying to see, I'd have left the curtains open," she said. "Maybe from now on I will."
"But I want to tell you something," I said, suddenly feeling an urge to confess.
"Tell me later," she said, leaning in for a kiss. "All this talk about how horny you make me is making me horny." She laughed, and so did I.
My desire to tell her about her mom was slowly losing out to my desire for her. She kissed me, her tongue darting into my mouth, as she pressed herself close to me and we fell back on the bed. Any attempts to tell her what was happening with her mom were gone now, as I ran my hand up under her shirt and over her bare breast.
"Oh, god," she whispered, pressing herself against me. We kissed for a while, and then she sat up, deftly running a hand under the waistband of my shorts.
"I owe you from last night," she said in a heavy voice, and freed my throbbing erection and started to stroke it. I gasped, enjoying the feel of her hand on me. As she stroked me I ran my hand up her thigh, up her shorts, and underneath. Once again I was met immediately by her damp pubic hair.
"Hey," she said in mock protest, "I'm trying to pay you back."
"It's more fun if we do it at the same time," I replied.
She grinned, and spread her legs a little as I started to rub her. I looked into her eyes as she leaned over me slightly, stroking me while I rubbed her clit. Her shorts had a growing wet spot, and I dripped pre-cum all over her hand. She stroked me with both hands while I rubbed her wet pussy. I wanted to insert my free hand inside her but I couldn't from this position.
Amy stroked me faster as my penis leaked more pre-cum. I was getting close to coming, and I tried to keep my focus on her vagina but soon found myself losing my rhythm. I gasped, thrusting my hips upward as I came, my penis spraying jets of cum in the air. She giggled quietly and leaned back from the onslaught of semen. She kept stroking, the smaller spurts of cum covering her hands. As my orgasm subsided she let go and I resumed fingering her clit. She too was close, and was now grinding on the bed as I rubbed her closer and closer to orgasm.
"Oh, Henry," she panted, and started to buck her hips. I rubbed her faster as she came, her body tensing up and shuddering. When it ended she leaned forward and kissed me.
"Is it normal to still be hard? Did I do it right?" she asked, touching my still swollen penis.
"No it isn't normal, but yes you did it right," I said with a grin.
"Does it still work? I mean, right now?"
"It takes longer for me to come, but yes," I said, feeling very satisfied both with my orgasm and her impression of my erection.
"Well, then..." she said, and straddled me in a sixty-nine position. She immediately ran her tongue along the shaft and over the head of my cum-streaked penis. I inhaled sharply as she licked me up and down. Her vagina was inches from my face, and I gently pulled her shorts aside and ran my tongue up and down her labia.
It was hard with her shorts in the way, but running shorts are baggy and I had enough room. She now took me into her mouth and stroked me with one hand, sucking my penis as I tongued her vagina. It was so intimate, being so close to her like this. I gently probed the entrance of her vagina with my finger, sliding it in slowly. I didn't know how much resistance I'd encounter, but she was so wet and it slid in without effort. I slowly pressed inward and upward, toward the upper wall of her vagina, as I licked her. The effect was almost immediate. She started coming again, gently grinding her vagina against my face.
As she came she took me deep into her mouth, her moans vibrating my penis. She kept sucking me as she came once, and then again almost immediately. My face was slick with her juices but I kept licking her, my finger pressing against the inside wall near where my tongue was probing her clit. I felt myself close to coming, and wondered if I should warn her.
Before I could say anything, she lifted herself off of me, my finger slipping out of her with a wet sound. She bent over, concentrating her efforts on my penis as I ran my hand along her thigh.
"I'm close," I whispered, and she intensified her efforts. I felt myself tensing up, and Amy must have, too, because she started to stroke me furiously while sucking, and I came. As usual it was a smaller amount, but Amy swallowed it completely and without hesitation. When she sat up, my penis fell half-limp onto my thigh.
"I thought you might go for a third time," she said, eyeing my still-pulsing member.
"I could if the first two weren't so intense," I said. She smiled, kissing me and snuggling close.
We sat there for some time, talking quietly. I turned off the lights and she held me close.
"I can't believe how intense that was," she said. "That thing you did with your tongue and finger, I'm still tingling from it."
"I can't believe how hot my girlfriend is," I said.
"Really?" she said in a skeptical tone.
"No, really," I said. "I can't believe that would be a surprise to you. You have to know how beautiful you are."
"It's nice to hear you say it, that's for sure," she admitted. "You'd be surprised how much growing up with a mom like mine can erode your self esteem. The way everyone looks at her, like she's some kind of living barbie doll. It's not easy competing with that.
"You don't need to compete with your mom," I said. I was glad that the room was dark. I meant it, but I was worried she'd pick up on my guilt.
"You don't think my mom is pretty?" she asked.
"I didn't say that. But I am saying you're prettier."
"Henry Crommings, you are something else, you know that?" She sat up, kissing me once. "I better go home, otherwise I'll fall asleep here. It's late enough as it is."
I helped her out the window, watching as she snuck back into her room. When she was inside she opened the blinds, switching on her light. I watched as she smiled, waved, and then slowly stripped off her clothes. She stood there, naked, and blew me a kiss before turning off the light. I knew that from now on, the blinds would stay open. I also knew that I needed to tell Mrs. Shannon that I could never touch her again.
Chapter 4
"Susan, I can't," I said.
It was the next day, and I had barely gotten the paint cans from the garage when Susan accosted me. She was already naked, having stripped the second Amy left. She was pressed against me in the living room.
"Henry, just make me come a few times and I'll let you get to work," she said.
"But Amy," I said, trying to resist the effect of Susan's body grinding against me.
"Amy doesn't know," she said in a teasing voice, "and all I'm asking you to do is finger me."
"I can't," I blurted out. She took a step forward and we fell backward on the couch. She was on top of me, kissing me, and I knew I was going to lose any moral battle within minutes. "Please," I said, and she stopped.
Susan sat up next to me, and I propped myself up. She paused, looking at me pensively. "You really care about her, don't you?"
I nodded, and she looked at me without saying a word. "Then I want to apologize for coming on to you. I can't compete with an eighteen-year-old for your attention."
"It's not like that," I said. Man, these women had a real competitive streak with each other. "I care about Amy and I don't want to hurt her. It's not, well, it's not you."
"I shouldn't be walking around here naked," she said. "It's just that, well I hadn't been with a man since Amy's father died. And before that, well let's just say I never went long without being satisfied."
She paused, patting me on the knee, and continued, "you know, before I met Warren, her father, I was a bit of a wild child. It seemed like I was always getting into situations where I ended up naked with some man's cum inside me."
I was surprised by the brazenness of her words, but she continued, lost in her memories. "I lost my virginity,to a much older man. I was eighteen and babysat his kids, and one night when he drove me home he pulled over down a deserted road and I sucked his dick. Well, that wasn't the first time I'd sucked someone off, but certainly never someone so much older. And I remember walking up the driveway to my house, half past midnight, with cum in my hair and my panties soaking wet.
"The next time I babysat for them he took me to his office on the way home and fucked me. I remember him slowly easing into me, coming almost immediately after a few quick thrusts. Things progressed from there and soon he was fucking me in the back of his car whenever he drove me home. I think he started taking his wife out more just to get the chance to fuck me afterwards. They even took me with them on a weeklong trip to the beach, and I'd watch their kids by day and he'd fuck me after his wife and kids fell asleep.
"And I thought it was so cool, so rebellious what I was doing. And I guess it showed in some intangible way. Men seemed to know, subconsciously, that I couldn't get enough. I started fucking my high school biology teacher in my senior year. I had gone to his office for help after a test, and the next thing I knew I was bent over his desk."
Susan's hand absentmindedly wandered to her breast, which she slowly caressed as she spoke. I was enthralled, and aroused, and her recounting of her sex life. Her other hand slowly moved between her legs as she sat next to me on the couch.
"Of course Mr. Simmons, my biology teacher, didn't keep things a secret, and by the end of the year my Math and geography teachers had had their way with me. It always began the same way. Help with homework, and they'd compliment me on how pretty I was. Then maybe a hand on my shoulder, and they'd rub my back until they got their hands down my shirt. Once they got their hands on my tits, I was theirs. I'd suck their dick the first few times, then straddle them and fuck them after a few of these visits. It was around that time that I got my first double-team."
Her hand was now vigorously rubbing her pussy now, and she continued. "It started with my neighbor. He was older, in his fifties, and I had sucked him off a few times because he was a widower and I felt sorry for him. He had the biggest dick I had ever seen, and the first time I saw it I wondered if I'd be able to handle it, so I had him fuck my tits several times before I let him stick it in. And then one day my stepfather caught us, and he was irate. I was worried he'd call the police, when I had actively pursued our neighbor in the first place, so I begged my stepdad to let him suck him, right then and there. We were in my bedroom, and I was naked, and I knew he'd noticed me before. He suspected my loose ways but never said anything, and within a minute his dick was in my mouth. I sucked him and our neighbor, Mr. Collins, fucked me, his big dick filling me completely. They both came inside me that day."
Susan was now grinding on the couch, close to coming. "And after that my stepdad kept a close eye on me, eventually chasing away my teachers, although I still found time for the boys in my grade. But my stepdad fucked me almost every day, in every location imaginable. Once I even fucked him on the floor of his bedroom while my mother was asleep on the bed. Of course she suspected, but she never caught us, even the time he took me from behind at her sister's wedding."
Susan cried, out, arching her back, and came. Her breasts shuddered and she whimpered as her body went limp. She lay back on the couch, her chest heaving.
"But when I met Amy's father my stepdad had passed away a few years before, and I had settled down to one man at a time. But when Warren, Amy's father, passed away, I thought I would be done with sex forever. But I need it, it's been too long," she said.  I stood up, and she looked at me expectantly, and I said, "stick your ass in the air and I'll get you off one last time, but this is it."
She grinned, and got on her knees, sticking her ass in the air and wiggling it slowly. I began fingering her, her pussy already dripping from her last orgasm. Her pussy accepted my fingers readily and she was already close to coming.
"Oh, oh!" she cried out, coming hard, her body shuddering as I fingered her pussy and rubbed her clit. I kept going, keeping the rhythm through her orgasm, until she came a second time. Now she was crying out loudly, moaning, as I rubbed her faster and faster.
Susan came a third time and fell forward on the couch. Her pussy was red and swollen, her labia partially open from arousal. She looked up at me with pleading eyes, "let me suck your dick, just this once." I hesitated, but she asked again, "whip it out and let me suck it. I want your cum on my face, on my tits."
I buckled, and she sat up and unzipped my shorts. They fell to the floor, and she took me into her mouth without ceremony. I fought off any guilty feelings about Amy as her mother sucked me. She cupped her own breasts and she sucked, her moaning driving me wild. Her hair flipped back and forth as she sucked me in an almost violent fashion.
"I'm gonna come," I said suddenly, and she took me out of her mouth and stroked furiously. I erupted with a powerful orgasm, sending jets of hot semen across her face and breasts. I kept coming, and the cum on her face dribbled onto her massive tits until I was completely spent. I was still hard, though, but quickly moved away and pulled up my shorts before she got any ideas. She lay back on the couch, splattered with semen, content and drowsy.
"You'd better get to work," she said lazily.
"You'd better clean up," I said, eyeing her cum-covered body.
She laughed, getting up and walking slowly up the stairs.
Amy arrived an hour later, but even before that I felt guilty. I had made up my mind to tell her the truth. It meant losing my girlfriend and my summer job in one shot, but I couldn't hurt Amy. I was planning on painting her room next, and she had asked to help me with it. We were already taking down pictures and moving furniture from the walls to prep for painting, and Amy could see something was wrong.
"What's on your mind, Henry?" she asked. "Wondering if I'm going to sneak across to your room again?"
"Oh, yeah," I said absentmindedly. "Well, no. I mean, yes, but..."
She put a finger to my lips and kissed me. "What's up? You are a world away."
I took a deep breath, put my hands on her shoulders, and said, "you'd better sit down."
And so I told her. I told her about her mom asleep topless, and then about her mom coming on to me, and then me fingering her, and finally the blowjob. I skipped over her mother's tales of depravity, hoping to spare her a little but of insult. Amy said nothing, just sat on her bed and listened intently until I finished. I was exhausted by my confession, and when I was done she motioned for me to sit down next to her. She leaned in close, and to my surprise, kissed me.
"I know, dummy," she said. I was shocked, and she giggled quietly and kissed me again. "I've known the whole time."
"What?" I said.
"I'm sorry for surprising you, making you sweat it out. Although," she added with a grin, "I was glad to hear you protesting, that you cared enough about me to try and fend her off."
"You heard?" I said.
"Yup. From up here. All those days I left to run errands? I parked down the street and raced back here. You can get to my window from the ground floor, it's just a matter of climbing that tree."
"You spied on us?" I asked, still surprised. "Why?"
"Oh, because I knew my mom, and I knew she'd try something. She's been acting funny lately, coming on to the mail man, things like that. She asked my trumpet teacher if he's single, and then she's been eyeing you for weeks. So I thought I'd check up on her, and sure enough she was at it, trying to seduce you. But I don't blame you," she said.
"You don't?"
"No, because I didn't say anything to stop you even though I knew what she was up to, but more important than that because I know it must be hard to fight off of woman like that coming at you. I mean, if I had tits like that..." she said, and trailed off.
"Amy, you don't think you need to compete, do you?"
"Don't I?" she asked.
"No, of course not!" I said. "You are way better looking than your mom."
She paused, and blushed. "Are you serious?"
"Very," I said. "But it's not just that. I really like you, Amy. I felt horrible, what I did today. I couldn't go on another minute without telling you. I knew you'd dump me over it, but I couldn't lie to you."
"Oh, I'm not dumping you," she said. She laughed at my shocked expression. "Really. I'm not even mad. Like I said, I knew what was happening. I'm just glad you like me better."
"Of course I do!" I said, still surprised she wasn't angry. I paused, then added, "Are you sure you're okay with what happened."
"Sure," she said. "I've been competing with her for years. She'd always try and come on to any guy who ever talked to me. You can't imagine what it's like."
"Well you don't need to worry about me," I said.
"I know," she said, and kissed me.
I was expecting to get dumped that afternoon, and I deserved it. Instead, Amy was okay, and actually glad that she had one-upped her mother. And now, still in Amy's good graces, she was kissing me, pulling me closer. I kissed her back, unsure of how to reciprocate.
Any doubt I had was erased as Amy reached down and pulled off her shirt. She wore no bra, and I marveled at her breasts. Though much smaller than her mothers, they were pert and perfect.
"You look amazing," I said.
Bingo. She grinned, and stood up, slipping out of her shorts. Like previous days she wore nothing underneath, and before I could admire her naked form for too long, she knelt down between my legs and started working my belt buckle.
"Amy..." I said
"Shh," she said back. "Never stop me when I'm determined to do something." She already had my dick in her hand and was stroking it. I gasped as she took it into her mouth, taking me all the way in.
I ran my fingers through her hair, enjoying myself as she sucked me. I realized that her mother was down the hall, but I didn't care if she caught us. Amy continued to suck me, although having come not too long before I knew it would take a while.
Amy stood up, panting slightly, and pulled me into a standing position. My shorts fell to the floor and I kicked them off. She pulled off my short and then embraced, kissing each other.
"I want you inside me, right now," she said. I nodded, and cupped her ass as she jumped up on me. She wrapped her legs around me as the head of my penis pressed against her wet labia. "Henry," she said pleadingly. "Go inside me."



I pushed gently and the head of my penis slipped into her. I slowly lowered her body onto me until she completely enveloped my dick. I had expected some more resistance, I had always read it was hard on a girl the first time. But Amy seemed ready and eager to accept my thrusts as we started to fuck.
Amy bounced on my penis as I held her close, our bodies pressed together. She panted between kisses, close to orgasm. She ground against me and I felt her pussy contract. She was so tight that I had to thrust harder just to maintain my rhythm, and she kissed me hard as she started to come. Her legs wrapped tighter and she ground against me in a rhythmic motion.
"Put your legs up on my shoulder," I said quickly after her orgasm ended. I leaned forward with her in my arms, and the raised her legs up to they pointed straight up, her calves resting on my shoulders. I still held her but now I supported all of her weight by cupping her ass. In this position she was bent in half but I could thrust deep into her, fucking her harder as the momentum of her falling body added to the force of my thrusts.
"Oh god," she whispered as we fucked harder. I was worried the sound of our slapping bodies might be too loud, but soon Amy came again, this time with me close behind her.
"I'm coming," she said.
"Me, too," I panted.
"Inside me," she begged, and I kept thrusting into her as I came. She gasped as my penis pulsed, filling her with my cum. When I finished we slowly fell toward the bed and disentangled from that demanding position. We lay together, naked, my penis spent from coming with two different women that day.
"I have to say, I've been getting wet watching you from upstairs," she admitted.
"Thanks?" I said, unsure of how to respond. She laughed, playing with my hair and kissing me.
"By the way," she said, "I noticed you were still hard after you came on my mom, I'm glad you put it back in your pants and saved some for me."
Suddenly something occurred to me. "What a minute, you've been watching for days, so you've heard everything?"
"Everything my mom said?" she asked. "Of course. I heard every little detail. I knew she was slutty growing up, but I had no idea. I mean, her stepdad? Getting double teamed? Whoa."
"Yeah," I said. I wondered, on some level, just how different the two women really were.
"Well, rest assured she'll try again tomorrow," she said.
"Yeah, about that, what am I supposed to do? I mean, I can say no, but I'm going to be here all the time."
"Who said you have to say no?" she asked, snuggling close to me. Her eyes twinkled, and she continued, "you're my boyfriend, and I don't want you running around with other girls, but I don't feel the same way about my mom."
"You don't?" I asked.
"Nope," she said plainly. "In fact, I'm curious how far you can push things with her."
"But what if I don't want to?" I asked. To be fair, I didn't know what I wanted, but I felt some level of protest was appropriate.
"Then you don't have to. But, as your girlfriend, I solemnly swear not to be angry at you for doing my mom. In fact, since I'll be watching, I had a few ideas."
Chapter 5
And so the next day I began work as usual. Amy said she was out with some friends, although I expected her to be back in her room in a few minutes. We had worked out a plan the night before after she snuck over to my room for some midnight sex. That time I had taken her over the window sill, our bodies bathed in moonlight. Susan was in the kitchen, wearing a skimpy sundress. I was finishing up Amy's room when I heard the rustle of the tree and then saw my girlfriend climb into her window.
"Hello," I said.
"Hi," she said brightly. "Almost done?"
"Just pulling off the tape around your mirror," I said. "Then I'm going downstairs."
"And has she tried anything?" Amy asked.
"No, I told her I needed to finish your room. No doubt she doesn't want me spending too much time up here."
We spoke in whispers, interspersed with quick kisses as I grabbed my supplies to head downstairs.
"Give her hell, Henry," she said in my ear while patting my butt. I grinned, then headed downstairs.
Susan was making me a sandwich, her usual lunch routine. She had insisted on feeding me as part of the job, and I couldn't complain. She glanced over her shoulder but kept working until I pressed up against her, grinding my erect penis into her soft ass. I knew she wore nothing underneath, so I was pressing right into her ass.
"Hmm, finished painting?" she asked. She started to turn around but I gently pressed her forward so she bent over the counter. Without hesitation I lifted up her sundress. I ran my hands over her bare ass, still pressing my erection against her.
"I thought you were feeling guilty?" she said.
"Should I stop?" I asked.
"No, no don't," she sighed, resting against the counter as I felt up her ass. "Did you enjoy coming on my face yesterday? On my tits?"
"I did," I admitted, running my hand up her back under the dress. "Tell me about the first time someone came on your face," I said, now unzipping my shorts slowly.
"Mmm," she said, pausing. "Are you sure you want to know?"
"I know who fucked you the first time, but I know it wasn't the first time someone tried something," I said. "There's no way you escaped everyone's attention until then."
She sighed as I continued to grind against her. "It was my cousin," she said. "He was my age. I had just turned eighteen. It was at a family reunion, and we were off in the woods, just walking, and then we jumped into the river to swim. I had a bra and underwear on, and he had his boxers. When we got out mine had become see-through, and his erection was sticking straight out. We stared at each other, grinning. And, for some reason, we kissed. At first it was awkward, and then we were in a tangle by the river bank, kissing. He slowly worked his way to touching my tits, and it was heaven. I never wanted to stop."
As she spoke I slowly slid into her. She was already wet, her pussy enveloping me. She wasn't as tight as Amy, and I entered her all the way on the first, slow thrust. She paused until I was all the way inside her, then continued to speak as I slowly fucked her.
"And then I had my hands on his dick. I had only seen my stepdads before, but never hard like that. It was so hard and hot, and I stroked him while he felt me up. It didn't take long for him to come...ahhh," she said, her concentration breaking as I started to fuck her harder. She was rubbing her clit as I pressed into her, and I felt her pussy contract as she came. I thrust into her all the way, my hips slapping her ass as she moaned loudly. When her orgasm ended, I pressed all the way up into her and held myself there, waiting for her to continue her story. She regained her composure and spoke slowly, enjoying the feeling of me filling her inside.
"And then he came. The first few shots hit me right in the face, the rest went everywhere else. He was shocked, embarrassed, but I knew from the second that first strand of cum hit me I was hooked. We cleaned up and got dressed, heading back before we were missed."
I started fucking her again, and this time she lost her focus completely as I fucked her harder, making her come quickly as she was already close. When she finished I pulled out of her and she looked disappointed, but I had an idea. I took her by the hand and led her upstairs. We went slowly, giving Amy time to hide, and I led Susan to the bathroom. I turned on the shower and she hugged me close while we waited for the water to heat up.
"How many times did you jerk him off?" I asked.
"The whole weekend. Five or six times, at least. And I found a few of my other cousins, ones who were a little older, who were more than willing to let me. My older cousins, they wanted more than just a handjob."
"So what did you do?" I asked, idly rubbing her pussy. Behind me I could see Amy lurking around the corner, watching. She was naked, and rubbing herself slowly. I wondered how many times she had already come.
"A few of them, I let them fuck my tits, coming all over them. One of them, his name was Bobby, he taught me how to suck his dick. I probably sucked off three of my cousins that weekend, and five or so fucked my tits."
"What about that first cousin, the one from the woods?"
"Dennis? Oh, I let him fuck my tits, too. And I didn't see any of them again, except Dennis. I saw him at his wedding. And I let him fuck me the night before."
The water was ready and I took Susan inside. The shower was all glass and as we got under the water I knelt down and started to lick her pussy. The water streamed over me but her pussy was warm and swollen from getting fucked twice. She ran her hands through my hair as she leaned against the glass wall. It took me little time to slip two fingers inside her while I licked. She moaned and thrust her hips out as I licked her pussy, my tongue probing her clit. Susan was already worked up from the kitchen and didn't take long to come. She pressed against me and bucked her hips as she cried out loudly. I wondered if Amy was coming, too, as I ate out her mother. When Susan stopped coming she turned off the water and pulled me up gently. We stepped out of the shower. She led me to the part of her spacious bathroom that was carpeted, and knelt in front of me.
"Fuck my tits," she said, taking me into her mouth a few times first. I obliged, thrusting between her breasts and she held them together for me. My dick darted between them, and as I fucked her this way I wondered how many times she had taken a man this way, his cum spilling over her body. I imagined her cousins, whispering to each other, sharing notes about this slutty girl who they barely knew, a relative ready to accept their hard dicks and warm semen.
"That's it," she said, "fuck my tits. Come on me, Henry. Cover me in your cum."
I was panting, close. I thrust a few more times and erupted. All of the fucking, and listening to her tales of taking all of those cumshots, it all had a huge effect, as I spewed cum on her face, her tits. I covered her in thick strands of hot cum, and she laughed as I splattered her with it. I stepped back, my dick still hard and throbbing.
"Does it always stay hard?" she asked, kissing it once. Streaks of cum ran down her face, dripping onto her tits. A river formed between them down her stomach, slowly making its way to her wet, blonde bush.
"Almost always," I admitted. She grinned and lay back on the carpet, her tanned legs spread wide. I knelt between her legs, and guided my dick into her pussy. I started to fuck her, the cum on her body running everywhere as I thrust into her. She arched her back, and I was able to thrust all the way into her. She panted hard, her body tensing up.
"Oh!" she cried out, and arched her back more as she came. Her breasts swayed as I fucked her steadily through her orgasm. I then pulled her legs up, and she complied by resting them on my shoulders. Her ass lifted in the air as I essentially folded her in half and kept thrusting. Now I was thrusting hard inside her, burying myself completely with each deep thrust. She moaned, coming, and as her pussy contracted I grinned, looking up at Amy in the hallway. Her mother couldn't see her, but there she was, sitting on the carpet, her legs spread wide, rubbing herself off. Her grin broadened and she reached behind her and produced a red dildo. She slid it inside her pussy and kept rubbing her clit. She fucked herself while I fucked her mother, both women shuddering as they approached an orgasm. She grinned at me and closed her eyes, coming at the same time as Susan.
I kept fucking Susan through several orgasms, until I felt myself close to coming again. I thrust harder into her, our bodies making a loud slapping noise, until I came, emptying what remaining cum-and energy-into her. I leaned back as I came, her legs still up, making her pussy tighter. I pulled out and she brought her legs down as a torrent of cum leaked out of her pussy. She lay there, content and drousy, as I stood up and admired my handiwork. Cum cum on her face and tits was starting to dry, but the cum leaking out of her pussy was running down her ass crack.
"You'd better get back to work, kiddo," she sighed. "You can just shut the door, I don't want Amy to see me accidentally." I leaned down and kissed her breast once, and then shut the door.
I wrapped up my painting for the day and was swimming in their pool with Amy before dinner. Susan had appeared an hour beforehand and had left to pick up some pizzas. As soon as she left Amy wrapped herself around me, kissing me, recounting what happened that day.
"I can't believe it," she said, the shock still on her face. "My mom was a real slut."
"You think so?" I said with a laugh.
"Sucking off her cousins, letting them fuck her tits. Good lord, who else has she done? I mean, I've met some of these people at weddings! That cousin, Bobby, we called him uncle Bob. I mean, she sucked his dick."
"Well, she fucked your boyfriend, this morning," I added.
"True. She's really loose," Amy said, then asked in all seriousness, "is she loose?" I could see that competitive streak in her eyes, so I quickly said, "you are much, much tighter, if you're concerned."
She relaxed, kissing me. "I can't imagine what you think of my family."
"You? Or your mom? Or the whole extended bunch of you?"
"Yes," she said simply.
"Well, your mom and the male members of your family, that's certainly a shock. But it was a turn-on to hear her talk about it."
"I know, me too," Amy admitted.
"But you? You're perfect," I said.
"You're sweet," she said.
"So, can I ask you a question, Amy? About the dildo, had you used that before, because..." I said, but she finished for me.
"Because you didn't hurt me when you went in? If you're doubting if I was a virgin or not, I was telling the truth. But I have used that dildo before, lots of times. In fact, it's a bit of a sore point between me and my mom. And now that I know what she was doing at that age, even before, it makes me even madder."
"What happened?" I asked.
"Oh, I had found it, and it was pretty cool, you know, because at that point I was just using pens or whatever else I could find. But I guess I didn't put it away exactly where I had found it, because my mom figured out I had borrowed it. She was pretty mad, and I was grounded for a month. I thought she was a big hypocrite back then, but now. I mean, I got this big lecture about not being old enough, but I'm eighteen...and by then she had sucked off a whole family reunion. And they were her cousins."
"It's kind of gross," I said.
"And kind of hot," she added. I nodded, and she kissed me. "Are you sure you are okay with what happened today?" "Are you okay with it? I was the one doing all the hard work."
She laughed. "Good point. If you're okay with it, then I'll admit I didn't mind watching and hearing. I must have come ten times. But I prefer the real thing," she added, reaching down and stroking my penis through my bathing suit. I was already hard, and we kissed as she gently stroked me.
"We have a few minutes," she said.
"And I have an idea," I added.
I led her to the edge of the pool, about halfway to the deep end. I could stand here but she needed to hold on to me. I turned her around so she rest her arms on the pool deck. "Put your pussy up against the jet," I said. "Let it hit your clit."
She squirmed, letting the jet rush over her. "I've done this in the bathtub before," she said. "But what about you?" I pushed her bikini aside, angling myself so that I could enter her from behind. She grinned as she looked over her shoulder. I had to enter her slowly, as she was tighter than her mother, and the pool water worked against any lubrication she produced, but after some work the head of my penis was inside her. I pressed her against the pool wall as the jet stimulated her. I slipped further inside her, but her pussy was getting tighter and I had to work slowly. By the time I was all the way inside her, Amy was coming. She panted hard and I put my hand on her breast as the other hand held her up. Her pussy contracted hard and I was unable to move until her orgasm ended.
"We don't have much time, you better start," she said. With effort I pulled halfway out of her, the pool water cooler than her pussy, and thrust upward. She panted, the jet still hitting the front of her pussy, while I pushed into her. We fucked like that, Amy coming two more times, as I fucked her from behind. She was so tight from her orgasms that it didn't take me long to get close, but right before I came we heard the car door out front. Susan was home.
"Quick," Amy said, and moved away from the jet. I was still inside her, but she swam off of me.
"I'm close," I said, and Amy reached down and grabbed my swollen penis. She stroked and I erupted, a cloud of semen issuing from my dick, forming thick strands in the water. She laughed at the sight.
"So much cum," she said, "how do you keep up with us?"
I laughed, and we separated as her mother came out back with some pizzas. Amy hopped out of the pool to get drinks for us. Her mother set the pizzas on the table and elaborately took off her tank top. She had a small bikini on underneath, and within seconds had kicked off her shorts as well. She looked at me with a grin and then stepped into the water. By that point my cloud of cum had dispersed but I had to stifle a grin as she walked into my sperm. Of course I had already left the same sperm on her and in her pussy that day, but it was still fun knowing that she had no idea. I used to masturbate using the pool jet in my own pool, and I always laughed inside as the rest of the family swam around after I was finished.
Amy came out with a tray of drinks. I noticed a bottle of wine and wine glass alongside our sodas. She set the drinks down and called us over. I got out of the pool, following Susan's swaying ass as she went up the steps.
"The water is warm," Susan said.
"Warmer than before," Amy said with a quick glance in my direction. We ate, and Susan had a glass of wine with her pizza. We talked, mostly about little things like upcoming movies. Susan had a second glass of wine, then a third. She got up, stretched, and headed into the pool.
"What are you up to?" I asked Amy quietly.
"Nothing," she said slyly. She got up, too, and walked to the pool. She dove in as I stepped into the warm water. When she surfaced, she squealed, covering her bare breasts. Susan laughed hard, watching her daughter look around for her top. Somehow I had the feeling the lost top was far from accidental.
"Oh, I have had that happen more than once," Susan said, tossing Amy her top. "At least it's not anything Henry hasn't seen before," Amy said. I thought Susan would be mad but she just laughed. Her face was flush, it was clear she was a bit tipsy.
"Aha, so you've fooled around a little, hmm?" Susan said. Amy blushed and I opened my mouth to say something, but Susan ignored me. "Well, as long as you're careful, what can I say to stop you?"
Amy grinned and looked at me. "Well, since you approve, mom, I'll just ditch the top." Amy reached up and flung her wet bikini top onto the pool deck with a satisfying thud. She swam up to me and went behind me, hugging me and pressing her bare breasts against me. They were nowhere near as big as her moms-likely a source of her rivalry with her mom-but they were pert and perfect. Susan eyes us with the same competitive streak Amy often displayed.
"I'm going to get some more wine," she said after a pause. She got up and poured herself a glass drinking it slowly before setting the glass on the table. She walked back to the pool, swimming past us. She looked appraisingly at her topless daughter. "Henry's a lucky man," she said.



"Thanks," I said, and both women laughed. Susan eyed us both, swimming to the steps and sitting down.
"Your newfound freedom is making me jealous," Susan said.
"Mom hates wearing shirts around the house, or anything else," Amy whispered. "But I think you knew that." She then spoke louder, addressing her mother. "Just take it off, mom. Henry's a big boy, it's nothing he hasn't seen already."
Of course Susan thought Amy was referring to her own body, and Susan raised her eyebrows. "I see you two have been busier than I thought. Well, if it won't offend Henry."
"It won't," Amy answered for me.
Susan hesitated, for the sake of appearances, and then reached behind her and untied her bikini top. Like Amy she tossed it onto the deck, and was now topless. She swam closer to us, Amy still hugging me from behind. Their combined semi-nudity was making me hard and aching for release, even though I had just fucked Amy (and her mother earlier in the day).
"How much of my daughter have you seen?" Susan asked as she swam close to us. I knew that she couldn't possibly get mad, as I had seen her own body, and done many things to it. I took Amy's arm and brought her gently around to the front of me. I hugged her close, her breasts pressed against my arm.
"A lot," I answered.
"A lot?" Susan asked quizzically. Her face was even more flush now. Both women's breasts were commanding my attention, and in my lapse of focus Amy pulled at her bikini strings and worked herself free. She was now in my arms, completely naked, her bare ass pressed against my erection.
"Well," Susan said, "Amy you look amazing."
"Thanks, mom," she said. "You're not bad yourself."
"What does Henry think? Can an old woman like me compete with an eighteen year old?"
"You're not old, mom," Amy said. "You're beautiful."
Amy broke away from me and swam up to her mother. Amy ducked under the water and reached down, tugging at the strings of her mother's bikini. She pulled them away, and threw both bikini bottoms on the deck. She hugged her mother when she resurfaced.
The two naked women, hugging innocently, was driving me wild. I could tell the wine was certainly having an effect on Susan, but Amy had only had a diet soda. Amy then swam behind her mother, hugging her from behind.
"Oh," her mother said as Amy wrapped her arms around her mother's waist. "This takes me back."
"To what?" Amy asked, winking at Henry.
"Oh, back when I was your age," she said. "I used to swim nude all the time."
"You do that now, Mom," Amy said.
"Oh, I know," her mom sighed. Her eyes were closed. "But I used to swim with my mom and stepdad naked. Of course my stepdad was hard all the time, but I assumed for the longest time it was for my mom. Often I'd come down to their pool and they'd be showering outside. I joined them there, too, the three of us showering together. In the pool it was one thing, but in the shower we were in close quarters, making it hard for my stepdad. He was always accidentally poking me if I reached over for something or moved in front of him to rinse off."
She opened her eyes, and seemed to remember I was there. "Well, I shouldn't be sharing that with you two," she said.
"Come on, mom, it's fine," Amy said. "Look, we're just swimming together, like you used to. If it makes you more comfortable, maybe Henry can take off his swimsuit, just like when you were our age."
Susan's eyes lingered on me. Of course she had already seen everything, but I noticed Amy's arms hug her mother tighter, gently rubbing her stomach. This seemed to erode her resolve. "If he doesn't mind," she said nonchalantly.
"Sure," I said, "it's fine." I kicked off my bathing suit, my erection bobbing in the water.
"Hmmm," Susan said to herself, and closed her eyes as I swam closer. She put her legs around me, so that Amy and I supported her weight. She reclined, Amy's arms around her waist and her legs wrapped around me.
"The showers," Amy prompted her.
"Oh, yes," Susan said, her mind taking her back. "Well, my mother was a very open woman, but I could see that it distressed her when we all showered, it was a little too close with her husband aroused. At first she'd try and be a buffer between us, but it was awkward, so she tried more drastic measures."
"Like what?" Amy asked. Amy's arms slipped upward on Susan's torso, so that the bottom of Susan's breasts rested on Amy's arms.
"Well I guess I can tell you," she said with a sigh, "but my mom would give my stepdad a handjob. At first she tried to do it on the sly, like in the pool if I wasn't looking, or would be in front of him, jerking him off and shielding me from the sight. But in the shower there was no hiding it. She just frankly said 'I'm going to do this so we can enjoy ourselves without worrying about you bumping into each other.' And she did it. Right there. I watched while she stroked him, his erection turning redder, until he burst.
"And after that first time it was pretty much routine. I'd shower with them all the time, pretty much every day, and first thing mom would give my stepdad a handjob. Then one day she actually dropped to her knees and gave him a blowjob. I had never seen another woman give one, and I watched and touched myself as she did it. As time progressed she got more relaxed about it, and I was able to move closer and closer. It was fun to watch. I could tell mom was really getting into it, because sometimes she'd have a hand on her breasts, or if she thought I wasn't paying attention she'd rub herself. And when she did that her mind was too preoccupied to notice I was getting closer and closer, until the day my stepdad came on me."
She paused, and I noticed her breathing was getting deeper. Amy's arms had slid up more, and she was now pressing her arms against her mother's breasts. Susan sighed, her pussy getting red and swollen with excitement. I wanted to touch it but Amy winked at me. She clearly had a plan, and I was willing to follow her lead.
"He was mortified, really. My mom was upset, not at him or me, but at the situation. But I pointed out it was no big deal. I mean, it was bound to happen, being so close together. Mom relaxed as the water washed it off of me, but after that I was right next to them while she jerked or sucked him off. He'd cum on us both, hitting our stomach or legs or mom's face. This happened for months and months, and I could tell mom was missing out, because he never lasted long enough for her to rub herself off. "And then, one day, mom was jerking off dad and trying to rub herself and I decided to help her out. 'Mom,' I said to her, I want to see what sex is like. She looked shocked but my stepdad was quick and added 'it would be good for her to see to loving people, and besides, honey, you've been so generous to me and you never get to enjoy yourself.' Well, that sealed it for my mom, and she straddled him right there, and fucked him. I was right there, watching them, and when they finished mom kissed me on the cheek and we showered up like nothing had happened."
"What happened after that?" Amy asked. We both knew that by this point in time Susan's stepdad and neighbor were already fucking her, but both had pretended as if nothing had happened for her mother's sake.
"Well, after that they just fucked right away. And I got closer, and closer, until I was pressed against them while they did it. And then one day my stepdad pulled out of my mom and came on me. He rubbed against me while he came. I don't know if I should tell you this," she said suddenly, her eyes open.
"But you were already fucking your stepdad at this point," Amy said. "Remember, you told me last year?"
"Oh, Susan said, relaxing. My eyes widened but Amy just smiled at me as her mother closed her eyes. Amy was now holding her mother's breasts in her hands, massaging them gently.
"So your stepdad rubbed against you and came, and what did your mom do?" Amy asked. I noticed she avoided calling her 'grandma' as it probably would ruin the moment.
"Well, mom wasn't mad. I thought she would be. I guess my stepdad, he just sort of forgot who he was with, because he was already fucking me regularly when mom wasn't around. He started to apologize but my mom just reached over and kissed me. Not like a daughter. She rubbed against me, his cum smearing on both of us, and she reached down and rubbed her pussy while she kissed me. And my stepdad rubbed mine, and then both of ours, as he fingered us both to an orgasm."
Amy was now rubbing her mom's nipples and nodded to me. I gently started to rub her pussy with my hand. My penis was pressed against Susan's ass and she squeezed it in her ass cheeks while I rubbed her.
"And after that we showered and swam and fucked. And my mom and I would rub each other off or go down on each other. And my stepdad fucked us both.
We were now rubbing her all over, and Susan started to come. She moaned and bucked her hips, and Amy held her close as I rubbed her pussy. She moved about in the water, whimpering as she had an intense orgasm. When it finished she opened her eyes, separating from us, covering her breasts and pussy with her hands. She looked ashamed of her admission and by what happened.
"When did I tell you a year ago about my stepfather?" she asked, as the facts sunk in after her euphoria subsided.
"Oh, on our trip to Canada. We had to share that small bed, and I made a joke about being a little too close. We were naked, remember? And you told me, in confidence, that you used to sleep close to him on camping trips. Then as you got close to sleep, you slipped that you used to suck his dick on those trips."
"Oh god, I must have had some wine that night," Susan said. "What else have I told you?" "That's it, until tonight. But god, mom, it was hot."
Susan uncovered her body, relaxing a little, but blushed with embarrassment. "Mom used to be asleep in the tent when I did that. That was before the showering started. Once everything was in the open I didn't sneak around, I'd just suck him off whenever I felt like it."
"So relax," Amy said, and swam over to her. "It's cool," she added, and took us both by the hand and led us out of the pool.
We both followed Amy to an outdoor shower I had never noticed before. No doubt Susan had it installed to remind her of the days with her parents. I wondered how much of what Susan had revealed to me had been a true surprise to Amy; I'd have to find out later. Amy turned on the water and dragged us into the stream. She pulled us both very close and pressed against us both.
"Poor Henry is about to explode," Amy said, grabbing my penis. She stroked me with one hand and cupped her mother's pussy with the other. Susan was too far gone with lust to resist as her daughter rubbed her out. Then Amy leaned closer to her mother and whispered, loud enough for me to hear, "when Henry cums, where do you want it?"
"My face," she said instantly, and sank to her knees. She buried her face in Amy's bush and started to lick. I got behind Amy as she leaned forward over her mother a little, and penetrated her slowly.
"Oh, god," Amy said, as I fucked her and her mother licked her pussy. I was in heaven, but Amy was almost squealing with delight. She came quickly and hard, her pussy tightening around me as her mom licked her. I kept fucking her as she came two more times, then she moved and I pulled out of her. I was close, and Susan was on her knees, her face wet with her daughter's juices.
"Come on my face," she said, opening her mouth. Amy took my dick in her hand and stroked it, and I erupted cum onto her mother. It was the biggest load of my life, and what hadn't splattered her face covered her tits. The water was to my back and so nothing washed off of Susan as Amy turned off the water. She led her mother, who walked on shaky legs, to a deck chair and helped her lay down. Susan's legs were spread and Amy admired her mother as she started to doze off, her body covered in my semen.
"How much did you know?" I asked.
"All of it. Mom shares a lot when she has some wine." She paused, then added, "the cousins thing was new, but I knew about her stepdad and my grandma. I hope you don't mind."
"Mind? Did you see what just happened?" I asked, and she laughed. "Is she going to remember this?"
"Maybe, but probably not," Amy said. "Why?"
"Then I have an idea."
Chapter 6
"Are you okay?" Amy asked. We lay in my bed together, a tangle of limbs and sheets. She had covertly spent the night, coming over via the oak tree between our houses. I was thankful my parents were detached and aloof. They didn't even bother coming to my side of the house anymore. While a locked door bought us some time if needed, I was glad I didn't need to rely on it.
"I'm fine," I said.
"Are you sure? After all, last night was pretty intense. Not just physically."
"No, I'm okay, I promise. I just want to make sure our relationship doesn't get affected in a bad way. I really like you, and I'm more interested in the long term than your mom's tits."
She smiled. "They are nice tits, though. I'd often wondered what they felt like. I'm just glad you're not horrified by my crazy family."
"Well, mine doesn't even shake hands, and can barely say hello, so everyone's different. I like yours better."
She laughed quietly. "Yeah, I'm glad yours are so clueless, it makes staying over easier. But I'd better get back," she said. "I'll see you soon."
"You too," I said.
"I love you," she added, kissing me. "I mean it."
"I love you, too," I said. "I'll see you in an hour or two."
I showered, already preferring Amy's family version of showering. I thought of the endless stream of dicks and cum that paraded through Susan's life. How had she spent all those years after her husband's death celibate? I didn't make sense. And then there was Amy. Perfect. In every way. Her competitiveness with her mother aside, she defied the rules of the universe. I grinned, thinking of her and already getting hard. We had just slept in the same bed, no sex, both of us enjoying being together.
I said hello to my parents, who asked how I was without listening to the reply. I could have said 'Oh, fine. I fucked Mrs. Shannon and Amy.' and they wouldn't have registered a word. I headed over to Amy's. It was Sunday and I wasn't painting, just spending the day with my girlfriend. A quick glance outside told me Susan had woken up and was probably upstairs. We had cleaned up dinner and put a blanket on her and left her to sleep. She may not remember everything, but she was sure to notice the giant load of cum dried on her body.
Amy was downstairs and greeted me with a kiss.
"Long time since we last kissed," I said.
"Too long," she said, her body pressed against me. Just then Susan came downstairs. She wore a tight tank top with nothing underneath, and some running shorts. The same outfit Amy wore. I saw a flash of jealousy flash across Amy's eyes and I quickly whispered, "remember, you are my girlfriend, you don't need to compete."
"I know," she said. "But I wear it better."
"You know you do," I said. She kissed me and beamed as her mother joined us.
"Hey," she said groggily. "I guess I fell asleep outside last night?"
"Yeah," Amy said casually. "I didn't want to wake you."
"Thanks for the blanket. It doesn't get that cold at night, and thank god we don't get mosquitos here. But," she paused, looking sheepish, "I am not sure how I ended up naked."
"The usual," Amy said with a laugh.
"Were you there?" Susan asked me. I nodded, and she blushed. Surely sure could guess what had happened. "This is why I rarely drink wine," she added.
She hugged Amy and headed to the kitchen. Amy took me by the hand and called out to her mom, "We're going to watch a movie, if you want to join us in the basement."
"Sure," Susan called back. "Go ahead and pick something out and I will join you."
"Do you think she remembers?" I asked Amy.
"Of course she does," Amy said. She woke up after I came back from your house. First thing she did was examine the dried cum, and then shower off outside. She's just pretending not to. Whenever she has a few glasses and then tells me something, she always does the 'what happened' routine. I think it makes it easier."
By the time Susan joined us we had already put a movie on and were waiting. As the movie started Amy dimmed the lights so that the screen was the main source of light in the room. It didn't take long for my hand to find Amy's thigh. I sat between them, and my other hand found Susan's. Either Susan couldn't see my other hand or chose not to care, because I spent the next few minutes slowly traveling up each woman's thigh, until I brushed up against the thin fabric of their running shorts. Both of them sat cross legged so I had easy access to their inner thighs. Like her daughter, Susan wore nothing underneath, and my slow march toward her labia had them already wet.
Amy leaned close for a second and whispered "take your time." Almost as soon as she moved back her mother leaned in and whispered "you made quite a mess last night."
I grinned as she sat back, and got to work. It took a great deal of concentration to gently play with each woman's public hair and swollen labia. I took my time, teasing them both with my fingers for a long time. I'd retreat, running my fingers through their increasingly damp pubic hair, or brushing their labia briefly, then back to their outer thighs. Amy would thrust forward imperceptibly when I was close, greedy for my contact. I obliged, and gently swept my fingers up and down her labia before concentrating my attention on her clit. On my right side I was alternating between rubbing Susan's clit or pressing my fingers around the entrance of her pussy, which was open slightly from arousal.
Soon both women gave up any pretense of watching the movie and were leaning back, enjoying themselves. Susan was fondling her breasts, but Amy gripped my thigh with one hand and was running her other hand along her other thigh. Both letting go of their inhibitions, they moaned or sighed audibly, occasionally muttering an "oh god" or two under their breath. Amy spread her legs wider, and was breathing heavily. She was close. I concentrated on her for a while, and soon she came, exhaling sharply and falling forward a bit as her orgasm overtook her. When it ended she pulled my hand out and sat back. I focuses on Susan, rubbing her clit rapidly until she too cried out, coming. Unlike Amy she kept my hand up her shorts for a second orgasm. When she was finished, Amy stood up, stretching.
"I'm going for a swim," she said, and stripped off her clothes. She pulled me off the couch, helping me out of the my clothes. My erect penis left a smeared streak of pre-cum on her stomach as she gave me a kiss. "Coming, mom?" "If I'm invited," Susan said, and stood up. She too stripped off her clothes and followed us up the stairs. We reached the pool and the women both jumped in. I joined them, and was instantly embraced by both, their breasts pressed against me. Susan then grabbed a float and lay on her back, her legs spread, as she lazily touched her pussy. It was still swollen with arousal.
"I can't believe you used to do that with your parents," I said.
"Oh, god, the things we did," Susan said.
"So you remember last night," Amy said tauntingly.
"I always remember," Susan said casually. "Sorry I borrowed your boyfriend last night," she said, sighing as she rubbed herself slowly.
"What about the other times?" Amy asked.
"Ah, you knew about those, huh? Well, I have to commend Henry, he put up a fight. Unless you were behind that, too, Amy."
"Just part of it," she said sheepishly. She clung to me in the water, and I ran my hands along her body gently, just enjoying the feel of her skin more than trying to get her off again.



"Did grandma ever find out about the other guys?" Amy asked after a while.
"Oh, no. Well, I bet she suspected, but no. My stepdad, your grandpa Charlie, he did, at least the neighbor, since I bet you know about that, too."
"That one was new, so were your cousins," Amy said.
"God, you must think I'm a slut," Susan said, still massaging her pussy and breast.
"I always have," Amy said mockingly, and they both laughed. "Still, your cousins?"
"Oh, god, yes. And they were eager boys, I'll tell you. They weren't like Henry, they didn't even try and resist. One of them just walked up to me in the hallway and whipped his dick out. He just looked at me with a grin and I sank to my knees."
"In the hallway?" I asked. "Weren't you worried about getting caught."
"Of course I was, so I had to work quickly," she said, pausing her manual stimulation. "In fact, he had just finished and I stood up when my uncle came around the corner. He gave us a look but said nothing. And that night I snuck into his room and sucked him off while my Aunt Marie was asleep."
"That was some reunion," Amy said.
"To be honest, I was glad we never had another one. By the time we left I had titfucked five, sucked eight, and jerked off three different relatives, multiple times each. It was a while before I recovered from that one!"
"Did Dad know?" Amy asked, biting her lip.
She stopped rubbing herself and sat up. "You mean about my past? Yes. And if you meant 'did you cheat on dad?', then no. He knew everything. And he was okay with it. In fact, the first time I told him about my stepdad, I felt him get hard, and went down on him. Sorry," she added.
"Oh, it's fine. You can tell me," Amy said. Amy was grinding against me slowly, enjoying the slow stimulation.
"And when I told him about my cousins, let's just say he arranged a trip into the woods the next weekend, and we replayed that first time. Your dad loved it. He even took a shower with me and your grandmother once."
"Whoa," Amy said.
Susan nodded. "After your grandpa Charlie died. Your dad joined us a few times. Mom could still take it, though, and your dad loved it. After he died, I couldn't share that with anyone else."
"So you never touched another man?" Amy prompted.
"Not until this week."
"That's a long time," Amy said.
"You have no idea," she said, slowly rubbing faster. Amy and I watched as she rubbed herself out on the float, sending small waves through the pool as she bucked her hips. When her orgasm ended, she sat up, her cheeks flush.
"You know," she added, "you were conceived during one of those showers with my mom." She waited for Amy's response. I could tell it was a challenge of some sort, daring Amy to be offended for that piece of personal information.
"Makes sense," Amy said with a shrug. "But I don't buy that you haven't touched a man since. All those years fucking anyone who came by, and you stop completely?"
Susan blushed. "Okay, okay, I'll come clean," she said.
"Not yet," I interrupted. Susan paused, and I swam over and took her by the hand. She slipped into the water and the followed me out of the pool with Amy. We led her upstairs to her room, all of us dripping wet, where Amy tossed a few towels at us. We dried off in silence and then I crawled on the bed, my dick erect and throbbing.
"I want you to crawl onto the bed and suck his dick," Amy said. "Like you did for your cousins, for dad, for grandpa."
She licked the head of my dick, her ass in the air. Amy stepped over to the dresser and retrieved the red dildo. It was an average size, but life like.
"And you got mad at me for using this?" she said, brandishing the dildo but immediately rubbing the head of it around her mother's pussy. Susan squirmed but paused from sucking my dick to sigh contentedly as Amy slowly slid it into her.
"You might want to know something about that dildo, and why I got so mad at you," Susan said, still slowly stroking me but looking over her shoulder at Amy. "It's a replica of your father's penis."
Amy looked in surprise by Susan grinned. "We made a mold of it shortly after we got married, and he ordered that for me as a present. I've worn the original out, since I've kept to myself, but I've had others made over the years. So you can understand why I might have been against you using it. I didn't want my daughter going down my path."
Amy thrust the dildo into her mother. "Well, here I am, fucking you with dad's dick," Amy said, "while you suck my boyfriend."
Susan said nothing, but turned to face me. Amy was fucking her with the dildo and the look on her face was pure joy. She returned to sucking my dick, moaning loudly as Amy pushed it deep inside her. The part about it being molded after her late husband explained a lot, and was a surprise to both Amy and me, but we carried on with our plan anyway. Amy fucked her mother hard, who seemed to take it easily as she bobbed up and down on my dick.
"Suck it," Amy said, clearly enjoying bossing her mother around. Susan came, moaning loudly, while Amy continued to fuck her hard with the dildo. Amy's hand was covered in her mother's wetness, and with each thrust she buried the dildo deep inside her mother. By the time Susan returned her attentions to my dick I was close. She took me deep in her mouth and I came, filling her with my semen. She swallowed some but most leaked out as it was too much for her. Her mouth opened and a torrent of cum spilled onto my dick as she moaned through a second orgasm.
I got up and she fell forward, the dildo sticking out halfway. She turned over and pulled it out, her pussy open and leaking. Amy crawled between her mom's legs and tentatively licked her swollen labia. I got behind Amy, my dick hard and covered in my come and her mom's saliva, and slowly slid into her. I was nowhere close to coming, and I fucked Amy hard while she went down on her mom. Susan came quickly, grabbing Amy's hair and clamping her legs around her. I kept thrusting through Amy's orgasms, my own far away still.
Both women came over and over, until finally I was close. I pulled out and Amy lay down next to Susan. I knelt over them, feeling like the most powerful man on earth, and came. Thick ropes of cum splattered on the two women, who writhed in delight until nothing dribbled out of me. I collapsed next to Amy, who lay between me and Susan, as we slowly fell asleep.
I woke to the sound of the shower running. Susan was gone, but Amy was still next to me. The red dildo was next to her, clearly used since I fell asleep.
"I didn't want to wake you," she said sheepishly. "But I got Mom off a few more times."
"It's okay," I said.
She picked up the dildo and examined it. "It's a little weird, knowing it's molded after my dad's."
"I can see why she got mad at you," I said.
"I guess so," she said with a laugh. She tossed it onto the bed. "I like yours better, though."
"I'm glad," I said.
"I hope you don't think I'm going to screw every guy in my sight," she said suddenly, her eyes serious. "I'm not like her."
"I know," I said.
"I mean, I guess I am like her, but not in that way." She said. "I mean, I love you and I love being with you, in every way. And it's fun, in a way, sharing it with her, but..."
"What about us?" I asked.
"The two of us?" Amy said.
"No, the three of us. I know where you and I stand."
"Hmmm," Amy thought. "Well, I won't lie, I don't like the idea of you fucking my mom, it makes me jealous. Unless I'm a part of it."
I sat up, and she did to. "But I like it when it's the two of us better," she said. "Still, I guess we could make her feel included for now. Eventually she'll need to find someone else, or several people, knowing her. But for now, if you don't mind satisfying us both..."
"I can make that sacrifice," I said.
She laughed, kissing me. "In that case, I hear the shower running."
END
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Chapter 1
It was well past midnight when I got home from my last date with my now-ex Sarah. I had dropped her off at her house, having resisted the urge to tell her to go to hell and walk home. Getting dumped was bad, but having to drive her home was extra insult. As I pulled into the driveway I shook my head. This was the second time in a year I had been dumped, and for the same reason.
I unlocked the door as quietly as I could, hoping to wake no one. I passed my stepsister Liz's door and then turned the corner. As I did I heard the telltale squeaking of the mattress in my dad and stepmom's room. As usual, they were going at it like crazy. I remembered the first time I realized what the sound was, how erotic it was to realize my dad and stepmom were fucking. Now, hearing them night after night for an hour straight only eroded my confidence more.
I stepped into my room and shut the door. The squeaking bed was barely audible through my air vent, although I knew they were still fucking. I stripped off my clothes and looked at myself in the mirror. I was a fairly good looking guy, and had always had a steady stream of interest from girls. But now, with two girlfriends in a row, I was kicked to the curb, left to wonder if I'd ever get over my 'problem.' I lay down, trying to shake the feelings that washed over me, listening as my dad fucked my stepmom's brains out for another twenty minutes.
The next morning I woke up late. It was Sunday, and my dad was out golfing. I headed downstairs to find Liz eating breakfast with my stepmom Annie. Annie smiled sweetly, her hair disheveled from what I knew was a long night of screwing. Liz smiled at me, a look of glee on her face that I suspected meant trouble. Liz and I weren't close, even though we were the same age and both went to the local college together. Annie fixed me a plate of food and set it on the table. As she did her loose t-shirt fell open and I saw quite a bit of her cleavage. Annie had nice breasts, and I took in as much of them as I dared before looking over at Liz. Her eyes narrowed, clearly having caught me checking out her mom's chest. I knew Liz was insanely jealous of her mom's figure, even though she was pretty in her own right. Both women had blonde hair and bright blue eyes, but while Annie was curvy, Liz was a tennis player with a toned body. I didn't have a 'type', but I thought both women were attractive, and I envied my dad for getting to enjoy Annie on a nightly basis.
"How was your date?" Annie asked sweetly, sitting down to join us. I shrugged, not wanting to get into it, but Liz was ready to pounce.
"Oh, he got dumped," she chimed in.
"Liz!" her mother said.
"It's true," Liz said, her eyes alight with glee, "Sarah told me this morning."
That, I thought, was what I got for dating a friend of Liz's. I said nothing and ate quietly. It was awkward, and I avoided Annie's eyes. Still, she paused, then cleared her throat and tried to smooth over the situation.
"Liz, leave him alone," she said. "Mike, honey, are you alright?"
"Yeah," I said, meeting her eyes. She looked sincere and concerned, unlike her bitchy daughter who was grinning. "I guess it just wasn't going to work out." "That's not what I heard," Liz said, ready to strike at last. I wondered how much she knew, but before I could tell her to shut up she blurted it out anyway. "Sarah said you can't last more than a minute in the sack!"
"Shut up!" I said. Annie tried to intervene but I got up, dumped my food in the trash, and stormed out of the kitchen. I grabbed my keys and seconds later peeled out of the driveway to the sound of Liz's derisive laughter. I drove around for a while, blaring the radio and trying to convince myself that Liz was full of it. But she wasn't, and that was what had set me off. With both Sarah, and Kristin before her, each time we had gotten down to doing it I would barely get inside them before losing control and coming. I tried everything I could find to delay my climax, but I couldn't. At first each girl was patient, even understanding, but as time went on I could sense increasing frustration, until they each came up with some lame excuse to dump me. And now they were telling their friends, including my stepsister. If I didn't do something about it, I'd be labeled as the "one minute man." But I didn't know what to do about it.
I returned home about an hour later. I was relieved to see Liz's car was gone; I didn't want to deal with her. I entered the house and found Annie sitting on a chair in the living room, waiting for me.
"Hey," she said kindly. "Are you alright?"
"I don't want to talk about it," I said a little too curtly, then stopped. "Sorry, I didn't mean to snap at you."
"Don't be sorry," she said. "Liz was awful to you to suggest that."
I felt my face redden. I sat down across from her. She was wearing running shorts and a t-shirt, and her hair was pulled up a pony tail. She was always working out, trying to keep "old age at bay" as she often said. Still, in her early forties, she looked great. I could see why my dad was so attracted to her. I looked up at Annie. She was always there for me, always ready to listen or give me good advice. I didn't think I could tell her exactly what happened, but I didn't have to—Liz did it for me already.
"She's right," I said, defeated. "I got dumped because of it."
"Surely that Sarah girl isn't that shallow?" Annie said.
"Are you saying there's something worse about me?" I said, again a little rudely. I apologized, and she smiled.
"It's alright, you're upset. I just meant, well, that's a pretty dumb reason to leave someone as great as you."
"Thanks," I said, "but I guess it's been enough for two girls so far. I mean, I can't even believe I'm talking to you about this. But, what if I'm just terrible at it?"
Annie smoothed her hands over her shorts and stood up. She walked around the coffee table and sat next to me. She patted me on the leg and smiled.
"You can last longer and be terrible at it, trust me," she said with a laugh. "Besides, I'm sure you're exaggerating."
"I'm not," I said plaintively. I had always felt close to Annie since she and my dad married ten years beforehand, and my problems just started tumbling out of me. "I'm serious, Liz wasn't kidding."
"Well," Annie said, pausing to reflect on what she was about to say, "this is going to sound weird from your stepmom, but you can learn how to...um, last longer." I looked up at her hopefully, and she nodded. "It's true. I once had a boyfriend who lasted a minute, maybe less each time. But after a while I taught him how to last longer and then everything was great. Better than great, even."
"Really?" I asked. "But I mean is there a book I can get, or some kind of instructions. Maybe something online. Anything would be helpful."
She shook her head. "Not that I know of. I bet you've already scoured the internet and found nothing useful. It just took some patience, and time." She stood up, bending down to kiss me on the top of the head. "Be patient, it will work out. You just need to find a good teacher."
She walked off, her round ass swaying in the hypnotic way it always did, and I called after her "are you sure I can learn?"
She turned, grinning. "If your dad could learn how, so can you," she said with a wink, and walked upstairs.
I sat downstairs for some time, dumbfounded. If my dad was able to fuck Annie for as long as he did every night, then there was hope for me. I was filled with a sense of possibility, the possibility that the dread I had felt each time I was with a girl would eventually be gone. I was also filled with thoughts of my Annie getting fucked by my dad, the sounds of the bed squeaking and the occasional moan from Annie. If she could teach my dad to do that, then there was hope for me.
Of course, there was one catch. I needed to find someone who could teach me how to last longer. It wasn't a skill I wanted to ask for on a first date. Both Sarah and Kristie had been nice enough about it at first, but neither of them had any bright ideas that could help me. If only I could get Annie to tell me how she taught my dad.
The second I thought it, I realized that Annie could tell me how to last longer, if she wanted to. I mean, she said she taught my dad, but that doesn't mean she couldn't at least explain what she did. She and I had shared frank talks about everything under the sun, including sex, so what was the harm in asking her?
Determined, I headed upstairs. My parents' bedroom had a sitting room off of it overlooking the backyard, and that's where I found her. She was reading a book, and when I knocked on the open door she looked up and set it down on the table next to her.
"What's up?" she asked.
I took a deep breath, and decided to use every ounce of confidence I had. "Annie," I said. "I want you to tell me how you got my dad to last longer. Please."
She paused, a look of genuine surprise on her face, and said gently, "Mike, it's not something I can exactly explain in words. I kind of had to show him how. If I could tell you, I would. But I don't think I can help."
My face fell and she noticed. She immediately added, "I mean, it's not like I could actually show you." She stood up and paced around, looking out the window for a minute before turning to face me. "I wish I could help."
"Well," I said, trying to lighten the mood with a joke, "you could show me, if that would be more effective."
"No," she said flatly, clearly missing my intention at humor. She strode out of the room without a word. Before I could chase after her I heard the front door close. She was gone, leaving me feeling worse than I did that morning.
I tried to catch Annie later in the evening when she returned, but she resolutely avoided me. By the time Liz and my dad came home I was starting to worry that I had permanently damaged my relationship with my stepmom. Dinner and the rest of the evening was unbearably uncomfortable, and I wasted no time with a lame excuse to head up to bed early. I sat in my room, reading, trying to get my mind off of my problems with girls and now my strained day with my stepmom. I was so wrapped up in my thoughts that I hardly noticed the familiar creaking of my parents' bed across the hall from me.
"Great," I sighed to myself, settling in for another round of my dad slamming into my stepmom. I checked my watch. It was ten-thirty, somewhat early for them. As I read and the steady sounds of fucking came muffled through my air vent, I thought about Annie. She was pissed, that much I could tell. I wondered how I would make it up to her, if I even could. I had clearly crossed a major line with her. Maybe some serious housework would put me back in her good graces. She had wanted my dad to paint the front picket fence. Maybe I could surprise her.
My mind wandered and I stopped thinking about Annie and how I could make it up to her, and just thinking about her. She was always funny, and sweet. But she was also curvy and fit and I could see why my dad was attracted to her. The idea of Annie getting fucked nightly was one that was constantly on my mind, and as the muffled sounds of their coupling continued I found myself getting hard just thinking about her. I was just about to slide my hand down my shorts when the sounds from the air vent stopped. I paused, my fingertips just below my waistband, and listened hard. I looked over at my watch and noted disconsolately that it was eleven twenty. My dad had just fucked Annie for fifty minutes, and I couldn't last fifty seconds. I was about to go ahead and jerk off anyway to relieve my stress a little when there was a knock on my door.
I pulled my hand out of my pants and sat up. I made every effort to conceal my erection before whispering "come in." A second later the door opened and Annie peeked into the room.
"Busy?" she whispered. Her hair was disheveled and she was wearing one of my dad's t-shirts as a nightgown. I shook my head and she entered. I had left the room lights on and as she shut the door I could make out the outline of her underwear and noticed she had no bra on as she turned around. My penis, which had started to soften, was now growing again. I shifted, covering myself a little with a sheet to hide my response.
Annie sat down on the bed next to me. Her long, tanned legs were draped over the edge and she leaned back on her hands. I tried not to stare at her tits, but her nipples were hard and I took as many sneak peeks at them as often as I thought I could get away with.
"This morning," she said after a moment. "When we talked about...your concern. And you asked if I could show you." I started to speak but she stopped me. I looked at her and I could tell she had something on her mind. Her hair was a mess from getting fucked and I realized that she had just gotten fucked hard and was now talking to me calmly. I wondered if my dad came inside her, and if so if it was it slowly dripping out of her. My thoughts were suddenly brought back into focus as she spoke again.
"I don't appreciate your joke," she said calmly. She wasn't angry, I could tell. But Annie was not one to let things lie in silence to creep back up later. "I know you want some help but for god's sake, Mike, I'm your stepmom."
"I know," I said, my voice creaking from the strain of whispering. "That's why I asked. I've always come to you with my problems. And when you said you knew how to help, well how could I not ask? You can't dangle that in front of me and then expect me to accept it quietly."
She paused, thinking it over. "I'll give you that," she said, "I can't blame you for asking. But you know I can't help you like I helped your father. I mean..." she paused, blushing. "It was not merely a tutorial. It was hands on."
She blushed again and looked away, and then started to laugh quietly. I laughed too, although I took her averted gaze as a chance to look at her tits without reproach. When she turned to face me I was a little too slow breaking away from her tits. She looked me over but said nothing about it, and continued talking to me. "So I'm sorry I avoided you all day."
"It's okay," I said, "I'm sorry I upset you."
"At first I was upset, and then I thought about it, and I realized that it was kind of funny. Not your problem, honey, but what you asked. And then, I'll admit, it got me thinking about it."
"Is that why you and dad started going at it earlier than usual?" I asked. She blushed and laughed. We had joked many times about their sex life and she swatted me on the shoulder playfully.
"Well," she said, "I guess I had that coming." She leaned back, stretching, and as she looked down she saw, to my terror, my erection fighting against the sheets. She quickly looked away but I could tell she had seen it. I was about to say something apologetic when she sat up and turned to face me.
"Alright," she said, "maybe I'm in a good mood because I just got some, or maybe I'm making a huge mistake, but I'm going to help you. A little," she added quickly. "I can give you some pointers, ask some questions, alright?
"Okay," I said, unable to say anything else. I wasn't sure if she was kidding, or if she even meant what I hoped she meant. She stood up, stretching slowly and yawned. Her t-shirt rose up and I could see more and more of her thighs until I finally saw the first glimpse of her pink underwear. Her legs were slightly parted and her underwear was soaked through—I guess dad came inside her. She leaned forward and put her arms on my shoulders, looking me straight in the eye.
"We'll start tomorrow," she said. "And you're going to have to do what I say, how I say it. Okay?" I nodded, and she continued. "You can't tell anyone about this. And you have to answer any questions I ask truthfully."
Again I nodded and she stood up. She put her hands on her hips, and then said "Your dad and Liz will be out most of tomorrow, we can start first thing."
She surprised me and leaned in, kissed me on top of the head, and the started to walk out the door. She stopped halfway, and turned around. "See you in the morning." She stepped into the hall and closed my door. I slid my hand down my pants and started to stroke myself; I came before she even made it across the hallway.
Chapter 2
I woke up early the next day wondering if Annie had been kidding with me as a way to get back at me. I paced my room for a while until I heard one, then two cars leave the driveway. I changed, pausing twice in the mirror for some reason, and headed downstairs.
Annie was waiting for me in the kitchen. She wore tight, black yoga pants and a sports bra, fresh from her morning workout. Her skin glistened and her ample cleavage popped out at me. "In case you are wondering, I was not kidding with you last night. I'm going to give you some pointers."
"Thanks," I said, causing her to giggle.
"I can't believe I'm even talking about this out loud to you," she said. She hopped onto the kitchen counter, her breasts jiggling as she did do. "I'll ask you some questions while you have breakfast."
I fixed myself some food, looking over at her every so often. She looked at me expectantly, but said nothing until I was halfway through my breakfast.
"So, um," she paused, biting her lip. "Does it always happen early? And, is it only with a girl, or do you last longer when you're by yourself."
"Well," I said, blushing. "This is so weird to say out loud to you. Yeah, it's all the time, doesn't matter if it's just me or with a girl." It was mortifying to say that out loud, but at the same time Annie always helped me with my problems so it seemed natural to tell her.
"Okay," she said, relaxing a little. "Anything else about it that's concerning you? You know, like any trouble getting an erection?"
"Oh god, no," I said, and she laughed hard. "Everything seems okay. I mean, as far as I can tell. Do you think it's medical?"
"No," she said. "I think you're probably just too sensitive down there, plus you're probably overthinking things. Your dad was the same way, at first."
"Anyway," she continued, "I'm sure you don't want to talk about your dad." She hopped off the counter, again giving me a show. Her stomach was still flat for a woman her age, and I was pleased by her outfit choice. She sat down on the kitchen table, her legs swaying slowly. "Alright," she said. "I didn't give this a whole lot of thought. I mean, how do you want to start?"
"I hadn't thought about it either," I admitted. "I mean, aside from wondering if you were serious."
"Super serious," she nodded, giggling. "I don't want you to worry about how long you are going to last with a girl. But, um, I guess to start...well I guess maybe you should go ahead and take off your shorts? You know, so I can look at it?"
"Oh," I said. For some reason I hadn't thought she would actually see me naked. I paused, and she laughed, patting her knees gently.
"I mean, I've seen plenty of them," she said. "It's not a big deal to me."
"How many have you seen?" I asked, feigning outrage. She laughed.
"Just shut up and take off your shorts for god's sake, Mike," she said, still laughing hard.
I stood up, my hands trembling. I started to fumble with my shorts and started to take them off. She looked at me encouragingly. I was already hard, and as I took off my shorts my dick sprang out, throbbing and ready. Annie just looked at it for a few moments and said nothing, and then looked up at me.
"Alright," she said matter-of-factly, "let's see what we're dealing with. Go ahead and try to last as long as you can."
"Right now?" I asked, stunned by what she was telling me to do.



"Yes," she said simply. "Right now. I want to see how long it takes right now."
"It's...um, it's a little weird, you know, to just, I guess start."
"Oh god," she said, rolling her eyes and laughing. "It's weird for me, too, okay? You're standing here with an erection, and I'm telling you to go ahead and come. But like I said it's nothing I haven't seen before. Good god, I walked in on my older brother about a hundred times growing up, I know what you boys do. So just go ahead and do it, right now. And then I'll know what I'm dealing with. Just think about whatever and do what you need to do."
"Okay," I said, still unsure of myself. I looked down at her, and she looked up at me expectantly, my dick bobbing inches from her tits. I looked down at her tits, which threatened to escape her sports bra, and how much I'd like to slide my dick between them, and I stepped back, closed my eyes and started stroking. Annie said nothing, but I tried to concentrate on prolonging my ecstasy.
I don't know how long I lasted but soon I felt that familiar feeling of pleasure and realized I was going to come. I opened my eyes in surprise but Annie was still looking right at me as I stroked. I erupted suddenly, gasping as thick ropes of cum shot out toward her. She was sitting far enough away, and strand after strand of semen fell between her knees onto the kitchen floor as my knees buckled and I panted hard. I kept stroking until I was empty, and sat down hard in the chair. I had just jerked off in front of my stepmom.
"Okay," she said, looking at my softening penis, and then at the mess on the floor. "I'd say it works just fine."
"How long?" I asked in a half-daze.
"Not long," she said apologetically. "Three, maybe four strokes. I'm sorry honey. I know that was embarrassing for you. I needed to see how sensitive you were so I could help you. You know that, right?"
I nodded, blushing. I moved to pick up my shorts but she stopped me.
"Wait," she said. "I've already seen it, you don't need to cover up yet. She got up, grabbing a kitchen towel and tossing it on the mess between us. She bent over and wiped it up in one swift motion. She left the room and tossed the towel into the washer, and then returned, sitting down in her chair. It was awkward, as I was wearing nothing but a t-shirt but she was very clinical about it, making it almost like a doctor visit. The weirdest doctor visit ever.
"What were you thinking about, when you were, um, doing it?" she asked cautiously. I averted her gaze but she pressed on. "The deal was I get the truth and you have to do what I say, right? So be honest."
"Tits," I admitted.
"Whose?" she asked. I paused again and she volunteered the answer. "Mine?" When I nodded she laughed and stood up. "Thanks for the compliment. So after you've done it once, can you last longer the second time?"
"I don't know," I said. "I've never tried."
"Try now," she said. "Do you think you can get hard again?"
"Um," I said, "I can try. I guess."
"Just relax and think of something that turns you on. Like tits. In a sports bra?"
I grinned, and decided that she had just given me an invitation to stare at her chest. I did, and she grinned again. I looked right at her tits and imagined fucking them, and I soon I was hard.
"Alright," she said, looking me over. "Can you try again?"
I nodded, and started to stroke. I lasted longer this time. Six strokes. I came again quickly, spurting what little semen I had left toward her. A small glob of it hit her thigh but she didn't react. When I finished coming I looked down, ashamed. I couldn't even last ten seconds longer the second time.
Annie said nothing, but took a towel and cleaned off her leg. She walked over to the counter, her back to me. She said nothing for a few seconds, then turned to face me.
"Sorry," I said. "About getting some on you."
She waved her hand dismissively. "It happens," she said. "I can't tell you how many times I've gotten some on me. Alright, I think you've got a lot of work to do to get over this problem, but I think you can do it."
I blushed, mortified at my dismal performance.
"Probably jerking off in front of your stepmom didn't help things," she said. "I know it's weird, what we're doing. But I'm trying to help."
"I know," I said. "It's just embarrassing. That's all."
"You don't need to be embarrassed. I shouldn't tell you this, but if if makes you feel better I'll tell you a secret. On my fourth or fifth date with your dad, we were making out at my old house, and I decided I wanted to go down on him."
She paused, blushing. "I can't believe I'm telling you this. But, I just asked you to jerk off twice, so I guess it's alright. Anyway, I got it out of his pants, and wrapped my hand around it, and before I even got it to my mouth he came. I wasn't prepared, and he covered my face with cum.
"But I stroked him off anyway, and when he was done he was embarrassed and I had a face full of cum dripping off me. But he was a good sport and used his tongue to get me off so it worked out fine. It wasn't the first time someone had come on my face, but it was the first time I hadn't had a warning first."
I looked down and realized I was hard again. She looked at it, and then thought for a second. "You know those muscles, the ones you use to stop peeing? When you're close to coming, flex them hard. Think only about how hard you can squeeze those muscles. Squeeze them so hard that your whole body tenses up, and see if you can last longer."
"Should I do it again?" I asked.
"No," she said, walking over to me. "I think we can stop for the day. Besides, I'm meeting some friends for lunch. Just think about what I said and practice. Maybe in a few days I'll see if you've improved."
Annie then pulled me up and kissed me once on the cheek. As she did she bumped her stomach against my penis. A smear of cum marked the spot of our collision. She looked at it and then back at me, but said nothing and walked upstairs.
I put on my shorts and then sat back down, thinking. I had just jerked off—twice—in front of Annie. And she had given me homework for the "next time." The idea of a next time set a broad grin on my face.
"Mike..." Annie called from upstairs. I dashed upstairs to find her bedroom door open. I entered, and heard her call my name from the bathroom. I knocked and she answered, "Can you grab me some shampoo from my cabinet?"
"Sure," I called back, grabbing her shampoo. I opened the door to her bathroom slowly.
"It's alright," she said, "the glass is fogged up." Annie and my dad had a transparent glass shower. The room was steamy and the shower and mirrors were completely fogged up, but I could see her curvy silhouette against the shower glass. She reached a hand up to get the shampoo from me, and I could barely make the outline of her tits through the fog.
"Thank you," she said.
"No, thank you," I said. "For the show."
"Ha," she said, "Very funny. Now get going."
I turned to leave but looked down at the counter as I reluctantly turned from her. I saw her workout clothes in a pile by her hair drier. I paused, looking down at the black cotton underwear she had been wearing. They were completely soaked.
I grinned, turning around to get one last look at her before I left.
 Chapter 3
A week passed and I practiced holding off my orgasms on my own. Annie made no mention of our "lesson" or if and when there would be another, but I applied myself and tried hard to concentrate on those muscles. At first it didn't' work, and I came right away while trying to thinking about holding myself off. After a few days, though, I was able to last longer. It was the following saturday that I woke up grinning. The night before I had lasted a minute and ten.
I was grinning as I walked past Liz, who rolled her eyes at me and said something rude as usual. I ignored her and headed downstairs. My dad was reading some emails on his laptop and Annie was in the back yard. I headed outside to find her pruning her rose bushes.
"Morning," she said. She had a tight tank top and very short khaki shorts on. She bent over to reach a low branch to cut and her tits practically spilled out of her top. My dick twitched slightly in my pants.
"Hi," I said, eyeing her as much as I could.
"Have you been practicing?" she asked. I nodded, and she smiled. "Good. How long can you last?"
"A little over a minute," I said, smiling. She set down her pruning shears and took off her work gloves. She glanced into the sliding glass doors and saw my dad at the table and Liz messing about in the kitchen. "Can you give me a hand in the shed? I've got a lot of potting soil to carry?"
I followed her around to the side of the yard to the small shed where she kept her gardening tools. She stopped when we were around the corner. She grinned mischievously.
"Alright," she said. "Show me."
"Right here?" I asked, surprised.
"Right now," she answered. She looked giddy. I looked around hesitantly and she said, "we'll hear them open the door, trust me. I want to see your hard work. Some come on."
"But what if they come outside?"
"Then stuff it back into your pants and we'll act like we're getting potting soil," she said.
My hands shaking, I unzipped my shorts and freed my erect penis. She looked at it, and then looked into my eyes as I started to stroke myself. I concentrated, but her tits were right in front of me and her tanned legs and before I knew it I was coming. I hadn't lasted ten seconds.
I looked down at the cum dripping into the grass. I couldn't look at her. Wordless I stuffed myself back into my pants and turned to walk away. She caught me by the arm and stopped me.
"Wait," she said. I turned but still couldn't look her in the eye. It was as if all of my practice had been for nothing. She smiled sweetly, and said, "you really lasted longer?"
"Yeah," I said, still not meeting her eyes.
"Good," she said, and smiled broadly. I looked at her in surprise. She explained, "you're getting over your sensitivity, and that will keep getting better the more you practice. But there's another half of it."
"What's that?" I asked.
"Well, I'm guessing that there's a difference between doing that on your own and doing that in front of someone. Especially your stepmom."
I expected her to say our "lessons" were over, but she surprised me.
"That just means you need more practice in front of me. Maybe you need some incentive, something to work for."
"Like what?" I asked.
"I don't know, let me think about it," she said. "But don't let this get you down. Probably just nerves. Or you were checking me out again."
"Maybe both," I said, and she laughed. I looked over and saw two thick strands of cum splattered on her leg. She looked down, too, and took a towel she had resting on our picnic table and wiped herself off.
"You know," she said, "once I was home from college with a boyfriend, and we did it in the side yard of my house. My parents almost caught us. He didn't get to finish, and had to walk around with a throbbing erection while they made small talk with us. The second my parents' back was turned I stuck my hand down his shorts and relieved his agony. I remember the mess on my hands. So don't worry about the cum, it's not a big deal."
Her cheeks were flush and she suddenly realized what she was telling me. "So about that incentive..." she then reached down and pulled up her tank top. She wore a string bikini that barely covered her tits. She then wiggled out of her shorts and reveal a matching bikini bottom with black and white stripes.
"If you can last longer with me present, maybe you can see me like this more often. Would that be a good incentive."
"Yes," I gasped. "You're beautiful."
Annie blushed. "You're just being sweet."
"No, I'm not," I said.
"Well thank you. See you later, kiddo."
I walked inside to find my dad still perched at his email. We nodded a "hello" and I headed up to my room. On the way I passed Liz, who sneered at me in the hall.
"If it isn't the ten-second wonder," she said.
I just grinned at her and walked by. I heard her fuming all the way down the stairs.
Annie's bikini-clad body must had had an effect on my dad as well because that night, as I lay in bed, I could hear them going at it harder than usual. I sighed as I checked my watch. It was one in the morning when the slapping sounds of fucking stopped coming through my air vent. I was hard, thinking about Annie and how she looked in that small bikini, and I was about to start stroking myself when I heard a tap on my door.
It was Annie. She stepped into the room. I could see in the dim light she was wearing the same bikini, although she and it looked disheveled. I realized with a jolt she probably kept it on while my dad had fucked her.
She sat on my bed, and pulled at my covers. My dick sprang out, and she eyed is musingly.
"All ready to go?" she asked. I sat up next to her. She looked wild, as she had the last time she had come to my room after having sex. I realized that my dad's cum was somewhere inside her, and the idea of it sent my mind reeling.
"Alright," she said, sitting closer to me. "Tell me the truth, did you like seeing me in a bikini all day?"
"Yes," I whispered, and she grinned. "Your father did, too. It's nice to know I can still turn some heads at my age." Then she got up, and twirled once slowly, giving me the full show.
"You look amazing," I whispered.
"And you look hard," she said, sitting back down. "Now, listen, I want you concentrate on not coming as long as you can. But also have fun."
"Okay. Relax, concentrate, and have fun," I said, causing her to laugh. "Anything else."
"Yeah," she said, standing up. "From now on I want to see how long you can last with me close by. No more doing it by yourself. You need to build up some resistance." She grinned as I sat on the edge of my bed. I spread my legs and grasped my penis, and she surprised me by pushing my back onto the bed. She lay down next to me, pressing herself close. Her tits pressed against my arm as I started to stroke.
"That's it, honey," she whispered. "Stroke it, keep going, don't stop."
I gasped, trying to focus. I felt myself close to coming and I concentrated on keeping it at bay. Her body pressed against me was a distraction, and I thought of her soft skin pressed against me and kept stroking. I felt the immediate urge to come subside and started to enjoy the feeling of building up and delaying my orgasm.
"Keep stroking," she panted, pressing harder against me. She pulled me closer and put her leg on mine. I could feel her damp pussy pressed against my leg as I stroked. I kept going as she begged me to keep stroking, and finally I could hold it no longer.
"I'm gonna come," I gasped.
"Then come," she whispered in my ear. We were pressed together and as I came my semen came splattering up my chest. I came in torrents, covering my bare skin with cum as she gasped and giggled in my ear. When I finished coming, I wiped my hand on my sheet and lay there, panting. She sighed happily.
"Well," she said, checking her watch, "you lasted five minutes with a half-naked women pressed against you. How did it feel?"
"Amazing, even better because I could prolong it," I said, still gasping for breath. "Five minutes?"
"Five," she confirmed. She then rolled on top of me so our eyes met. "With me plastered against you."
She then sat up. She was straddling me and her stomach was covered in my cum. She looked down at herself and then at me.
"See you tomorrow," she said, and got up and left me there, exhausted but happy.
Chapter 4
The next morning was Sunday and that meant golfing for my dad. I detested golf and was happy to have my mornings to myself most days. As I headed downstairs I saw Liz on the couch, flipping through the hundreds to mindless channels. We barely acknowledged each other but when I heard footsteps behind me I perked up. Annie came downstairs, her tits bouncing in a bikini as she grinned at me. She reached the bottom of the stairs and eyed her daughter before heading to her purse on the counter. She retrieved a card and approached Liz.
"You've been lobbying to go clothes shopping for weeks," she said. "Don't spend more than 200 dollars."
Liz's eyes lit up as she eyed the card. "Really?"
"Yes, really," Annie said.
"Alright, but the mall doesn't open for two hours."
Annie looked at me and grinned. "Well I'm going swimming," she announced. "Anyone want to join me?."
I waited a few seconds before saying "sure." In minutes I was down by the pool. Annie was already there, spraying sunblock all over her body.
"I was hoping to get her out of the house," she said. "I forgot it's Sunday."
"You could send her to church," I joked. Annie laughed.
"She could use it," Annie said. "But then again, so could I. After all I've been giving my stepson sex ed lessons." She jumped into the pool, surfacing near the edge.
"Well, you're helping me out with a major problem," I said seriously as I joined her in the water. "And I really appreciate it. I also appreciate you plastering yourself against me." I said.
"Oh, that," she said, blushing. "Just getting you used to having a woman around while you're trying to hold yourself off. It's different that just on your own, right?"
"Yeah," I said. "A lot harder to prolong it. But, man, it was intense when I finally came."
"When you get really good at it, you can come and stay hard, and keep going."
"Keep going?" I asked. She nodded, grinning.
"In fact, if you learn how to do that, then there's nothing else I can teach you."
"How do you know all of this stuff?" I asked.
"Well, if you haven't guess it already, I've had a lot of experience. A lot. But most men aren't that great at it. But," she said, pausing. She bit her lip and swam close to me. "When I was nineteen I went to Mexico and stayed with a family there for a semester. It was an older couple, with a daughter my age. The wife, she was pretty nice, but also very religious and I observed her repeatedly denying her husband's advances. One night we had all had a little too much wine and he and I were sitting on the rooftop patio after everyone had gone to bed, and one thing led to another and we did it right there under the stars.
"He was amazing, very talented and patient. He taught me things I had never known before. That first night, he had me spread out as he rubbed me to so many orgasms that I lost count. I begged him to fuck me, writhing in agony as he made me come with his fingers over and over. He knew how to last, and when he finally came inside me for the last time the sun was starting to rise. After that I was at his feet, practically worshiping him, and he fucked me for hours on end. When I came home, I couldn't meet anyone who could last as long as him, until I started teaching them how."
Annie's eyes were lost in the past, but I could see the physical effect her memories had had on her. Her cheeks were flush and she kept absentmindedly touching her stomach and thighs as she treaded water next to me. Suddenly Liz opened the door and announced her departure, startling us both. Annie's attention snapped back to the present and she looked at me with a serious expression on her face.
"Come with me," Annie said, leading me out of the pool. She tossed me a towel and dried off quickly. We entered the house and I grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her close. She pressed herself against me and whispered in my ear as I freed my erection with my other hand "now?"
I nodded, and slipped down my shorts. I held her around the waist, pressing her against me as I stroked myself. I held off my orgasm, and felt the thrill of building up and delaying my own pleasure. Annie was panting next to me, pressing herself against me. I decided to have a little fun and slid my hand down the small over her back. She pressed herself harder, her breath coming in slow, shallow gasps. I slid my hand further down her back until it was resting on the waistband of her bikini. She said nothing to stop my so I slid my hand down further and cupped her ass.



"Oh," she gasped. I stood there, in the living room, grabbing her ass with one hand and jerking off with the other. She was panting, her body plastered to mine. I felt myself closer to coming, this time willing to let myself go and enjoy the release when she finally spoke.
"Wait, don't come yet," she said. I let go of my dick and her ass at the same time, but she put my free hand back on her ass. "You've been going at it for over twenty minutes. I don't want you to wear yourself raw."
"Twenty minutes?" I asked, shocked.
"With your hand on my ass, no less," she giggle. "But let's see if you can resist coming with some added distraction."
She reached behind her back and untied her bikini. She let it fall to the floor so that her breasts were free. Her chest was heaving and her nipples were hard, and I stared at her with my mouth open.
She laughed, and pointed downward. A large strand of pre-cum hung from the tip of my penis and dripped onto the tile floor. I went to start stroking but she stopped me.
"Not yet," she said, leading me back upstairs. I kicked off my swimsuit and followed, my dick bobbing with each step. She eyed it and laughed.
"You're doing better than I thought," she said, dragging me into her bedroom. She pressed herself against me, her bare breasts brushing against my chest as we fell onto her bed.
"You're a good teacher," I said. I pulled her close with one hand and ran my other hand up her firm stomach. It was slick with my pre-cum, and as I got closer to her breasts she said nothing. My fingers inched closer and finally I cupped her breast with my hand, feeling it's softness and the small, firm nipple. She gasped as I felt her tits with one, then two hands. Finally, I pulled her closer and held her by the ass as I started to stroke myself. I could feel an intense orgasm building but I kept delaying it.
"That's it, keeping going," she said, "keep going, baby."
She whispered in my ear and writhed against me and suddenly I flipped her onto her back. Her tits jiggled as I straddled her waist. Her eyes lit up and she said "do it, come on me."
I grinned, letting myself go. The intense orgasm I had built up for so long took over and I felt myself starting to come. Enormous spasms overtook my penis as thick ropes of cum shot up her stomach, splattering her tits. She laughed as I covered her in semen, as the biggest orgasm of my life washed over me. My eyes lost focus and I kept coming. Finally, I could see straight again and I looked down at Annie.
Cum covered her tits, with thin strands of bridging her breasts and pooling between them. Some cum had hit her neck as well and thick trails of it ran down her stomach. I was panting and so was she.
"I'm sorry, I can't wait," she said, and suddenly slid a hand down her stomach. As she did her fingers slid along my cum and she darted her hand under her bikini bottom. I got off her her thighs as she rapidly rubbed herself off right in front of me. Her breasts swayed as her body writhed, and she came quickly, bucking her hips and crying out. Her legs were spread wide and I saw her hand dart rapidly up and down as she rubbed herself to one, and then two orgasms back to back. As she writhed around my cum ran down the side of her stomach and chest, dripping onto the sheets. Finally, she stopped, withdrawing her hand and resting it on her leg.
"Sorry," she said again. "I couldn't help it. All this has been pretty exciting for me, too."
"It's okay," I said, grinning. "You know, you can do that any time you're getting hot from our lessons, I don't mind."
"Deal," she said, her eyes closed. We lay there for a while, saying nothing. Cum dripped down her tits and formed rivers down her stomach, pooling near her naval, and finally dried against her soft skin.. We said nothing, until she reached over and took her phone from the nightstand.
"What's up?" I asked.
"Checking where Liz and your dad are," she said. "Still out, but they might come back soon." She sat up, examining the drying semen that covered her breasts and stomach. She got up and picked up a sundress from the dresser, slipping it on. She pulled me out of bed and told me to get dressed while she retrieved our bathing suits from the living room. When I joined her downstairs she had her purse and car keys in hand.
"Come on, let's get something to eat," she said.
We had lunch at a small cafe near the beach. My eyes were glued to her sundress, and the small amount of cleavage I could see.
"So can I ask you a question?" I asked.
"You can ask me anything," she replied.
"Well, since I've seen you topless, um..."
"You want to know if you can see me like that all the time?" she finished for me. I nodded, blushing a little. She blushed, too, and then said, "We need to talk, Mike."
My face fell, but she continued. "Society wouldn't approve of me teaching you how to last longer, you know that, right?"
I nodded, and she continued. "And I'm married, to your father. And I've always been faithful to him," she said. "So maybe..."
"Maybe we should stop," I said for me. "I get it. It's okay."
"Well, if you had let me finish," she said, grinning, "I was just going to say we have to be careful. I love your father, very much. And I would never do a thing behind his back in any other circumstance. But I care about you and I want you to be good at it, so I am going to help you. But we need to be really discrete."
"Oh," I said, relaxing, "I thought you were going to tell me you didn't want to help me out anymore."
She grinned, playing with her salad while she looked at me. "I've got nothing on under this sundress except for a bikini bottom and your cum. You would have thought that I'd have showered first if I felt that guilty."
I sat back and smiled as she ate. She grinned at me, her eyes sparkling. She set down her fork and said, "did you enjoy that last bit, when I came."
"I did," I said. "I was feeling a little guilty that I was getting off and I wondered if you were turned on or not."
"Oh, very turned on," she said with a grin. "But I usually waited until later, for your father. I have to say he's been a beneficiary of all of this. I can hardly get through dinner without taking him upstairs these days."
"Glad I can help," I said, causing her to laugh hard. We finished lunch and Annie announced that she wanted to go to the movies. I agreed, and she texted my dad, who was still golfing, and excused herself to the restroom. I paid the bill and waited by the door for her. When we got to the car she got into the passenger seat and handed me something. I looked down at the balled up fabric of her bikini bottom in my hand and then looked at her twinkling eyes.
"The only thing I've got on under this sundress is your cum," she said quietly, taking back the bikini bottom and putting it into her purse.
We drove to the movies, where we picked a comedy and took our seats. The Sunday afternoon crowd was small, and as we waited for the previews she leaned over and said, "I like to go out with nothing on like this," she said. "It's fun. And it's fun telling the person with you that you've got nothing else on."
I grinned, and she patted my leg gently. She leaned over again, this time turning her body to face me, and said, "you know, I think that was the biggest load of cum I've ever had on me."
"Really?" I asked, grinning. She nodded.
"Well, at least from one guy. I was so turned on I had to rub myself off. Sometimes I get so wet I just have to right then and there."
"Where's the weirdest place you've rubbed yourself off?" I asked.
"One of the weirdest places was in church," she said. It was after mass, and I was probably nineteen. And I was so wet thinking about something or other that I went to the bathroom and took care of it right there. I got back in time for the sermon."
"Whoa," I said.
"But the weirdest place was in my bedroom," she said with a grin as the previews started.
"Really?" I asked, a little disappointed.
"Well, when you hear what was going on, you'll know why. I was home from my freshman year in college, and my parents still weren't used to me being around. And I was in my closet, putting some things away, when I heard some laughing down the hall and footsteps coming my way. I was about to call out and say hello when suddenly my dad walked into my room, followed by my mom. My mom was wearing some of my clothes, and had her hair up the way I used to wear it when I was younger. Something seemed strange so I hung back and hid in the closet.
They were both tipsy, and my mom kept calling my dad "daddy," and then I realized she was supposed to be me. And she was telling him how I was getting bad grades—which by the way I never did—and how I was going to get in trouble at school. And my dad told her she'd been very bad and needed to be spanked. And I had to stifle a laugh as they played out this cheesy role playing, but then I was surprised again because she got on her knees and said "maybe I can suck your dick instead, daddy?"
As she told me her story I could see in the dim theater light that Annie was running a hand up her leg. It disappeared up her dress and I decided to take advantage of her lust and put my hand on her other knee. She didn't stop me as I slid up her thigh while she kept talking.
"And so I hid in the closet while my mom unzipped his pants and took out his dick. She started to suck him and he ran his hands through her hair and called her my name. I was only a few feet away, hiding in the darkness, while she sucked him."
I continued up her thigh, feeling the heat from her skin as she rubbed herself off. No one was around us, and I kept sliding my hand along her thigh until I reached her damp labia. They were slick with her arousal and her fingers were rubbing her clit furiously.
"And then she stopped sucking him and he helped her up and took off her clothes. Then she took off his shirt and lay on the bed. My mom spread wide, her pussy dripping wet, and said "fuck me, daddy, make me your bad girl."
I pressed my fingers against the entrance of her pussy and she slid her ass down and spread her legs, giving me access. I slid into her easily, burying to fingers deep inside her as she fingered herself faster.
"I watched my dad get on top of her and bury his dick deep inside her as she screamed in pleasure, and I rubbed myself off in the closet while my dad fucked my mom and pretended she was me."
I felt Annie's pussy tighten around my thrusting fingers and she came. I felt a flood of wetness gush over my hand, and felt her heart beat in her vagina. She sighed, leaning back and taking both of our hands out from under her dress.
"I hid in that closet for an hour, and I must have come twenty times," she said quietly.
"Wow," I said, wiping my slick hands on my jacket. She reached over and squeezed my hand.
"I think that's enough for now," she said dreamily, and leaned back to watch the rest of the movie.
We got home and no one was there. I said nothing, but took her hand and let her to my room. She bit her lip as I lifted off her sundress, revealing her nude body.
"Turn around, slowly," I said in a low, deep voice. She turned, showing off to me. Then I unzipped my shorts and took my out swollen penis. I pulled her close and we fell onto my bed. I cupped her bare ass as I stroked.
"Come on me again," she said. "I want to wear it all day."
"Won't dad notice?" I said.
"Not for what I have in store for him tonight?" she said, grinning. I stroked and she rubbed her body against me. We writhed against each other and Annie gave up all pretense and started rubbing herself as I jerked off. I kept going delaying my orgasm once, then twice.
"Come on me," she panted, her body tensing up as her orgasm overtook her. I got on my knees and let myself go. I came, splattering her tits again. As I came I aimed, spraying her stomach, then her pussy and thighs, with my cum. I thought I may have crossed a line as semen splattered her wet pussy but she didn't say anything to stop me. Finally, spent, I looked down at her as she looked up at me with dreamy eyes.
"I've never told a soul about watching my parents like that, not even your father."
"It was pretty hot," I said.
"That's why I told you," she replied. She sat up, cum dripping off her tits and onto her thighs, and patted me on the leg. "I better go and get dressed, tomorrow I've got a new lesson for you."
Chapter 5
Tomorrow, it turned out, my father had planned on taking Annie out of town for a few days as a surprise. With my stepmom out of town and my lessons on hold, I was bored. I practiced, though, and found that I could last as long as I wanted if I tried. The new feeling of accomplishment also meant that soon Annie wouldn't need to show me anything, and we'd return to our old way of life. Would I still be able to jerk off with her in bed with me, our bodies touching, my cum splattering her body? Would I even get to see her naked, or topless? The idea that I could lose my time with Annie overshadowed my new confidence about delaying my own orgasms.
By the time Annie returned three days later I was so dejected at the thought that I might no longer need her help that she could see it in my eyes.
"Everything alright?" she asked as I helped her and my dad bring their suitcases in.
"Yeah," I said, trying to look upbeat but failing. I covered quickly, "you know, three days with Liz at home."
"Well, you two should work harder to get along. I know she seems abrasive, but once you get past that exterior she's very sweet. Besides, I thought you'd be happy to see me."
"I am," I said, grinning slightly.
"How happy?" she asked, leaning forward a little so her cleavage showed a little.
"Very," I said. I could hear my dad in the garage and since Liz wasn't home I decided to be a little adventurous and put my hand around her waist and then grabbed her ass gently.
"Your father is in the garage," she said in a sing-song voice.
"I know," I said, still grabbing her ass. She pressed herself close and then said, "give me twenty minutes and be ready to go."
Twenty minutes later I had my car keys and was waiting by the kitchen when Annie came downstairs. She wore another sundress, and I knew from the grin on her face nothing else.
"Your dad is exhausted," she said, grinning. "I think he's going to sleep for a while."
"Oh, really?" I asked.
"Really," she said. "Come on, let's go."
We drove to the edge of town, where houses and stores gave way to wooded lots. We kept driving until the road turned into a canopy of trees.
"Turn left," she said, pointing to an unmarked road.
"Where are we going?" I asked.
"Somewhere private," she said with a grin. We drove down the unpaved road for about a mile, then took another left. That road ended abruptly in a field surrounded by trees.
"We come here all the time, your dad and I," she said, getting out. She pulled a picnic blanket out of the trunk and set it near the car, beckoning me closer.
"Did you miss me?" she asked as I approached.
"Yes," I said.
She grinned, unbuttoning a few buttons on her sundress until her breasts were exposed. "Show me," she said.
I unzipped my shorts and freed my swollen member. She lay back as I took off my shorts and joined her on the blanket. She immediately began rubbing her wet pussy as I lay next to her. I slid two fingers into her, thrusting them deep inside her as she rubbed herself off. The only sounds in the field were the birds, the wind, and our breathing. Annie came, crying out loudly as she thrashed about on the blanket. Her pussy clamped hard around me and she bucked her hips as she came, and then gently took my hand and withdrew it from her pussy.
"Now you," she panted. "But this time hold off as long as you want, and when you come, I want you to concentrate on staying hard while you're coming. See if you can stay hard, okay?"
"Okay," I said.
"The first time you come, you can come like you usually do, but if you can stay hard, you can come on my face."
I nodded, and knelt next to her. She rubbed herself off and I felt her tits with my free hand as I stroked myself.
"That's it, baby, stroke that dick, come on, do it," she said in a hushed voice. I stroked myself and felt her tits, all the while holding off my own orgasm as she came over and over. Finally, satisfied I had gone long enough, I relaxed, stroking myself close to orgasm. I looked at her writhing body and concentrated, tensing up my muscles as I came. I covered her tits, aiming at them as spurt after spurt deposited more sticky semen onto her body. She gasped, coming again, and I kept stroking and thought about staying hard. To my surprise I remained rock hard, my hand slick with cum as I kept stroking.
"You did it!" she squealed, taking her hands off of her pussy and rubbing her cum-splattered tits. "Keep stroking, baby, and come on my face."
I stroked, marveling at how far away an orgasm felt. I rubbed her tits with my other hand, feeling the slick cum all over her skin. I ran my hand downward, and gently slid it over her labia. My fingers were covered in my cum and I thought she might stop me as I gently pressed into her pussy but she opened her legs wider to accept me. Soon she was rubbing herself off as I penetrated her with my sperm-covered fingers. I knew she was on the pill but the the idea that my own semen had entered her was exhilarating. The feeling brought me closer to orgasm, but I was able to delay it as she came once, then twice. Finally, her hips bucking in ecstasy, she begged me to finish. I withdrew my hand from her pussy and straddled her chest. Her tits were pressed between my legs and I let go and came. While my orgasm was smaller, it was more intense, and I dribbled what little cum I had left onto her face. She laughed, catching most of it in her open mouth, until my penis finally softened and feel limp between her breasts.
We stayed there for a while, silent. Finally she sat up, her cum-splattered face and tits still dripping cum.
"I think you've learned how to do it," she said. She grinned and I smiled back, trying to hide my disappointment. She wiped her face with a corner of the blanket and retrieved her sundress. I got dressed and folded the blanket, and stepped into the car, where she was already waiting.
"There's one thing, though," she said, her eyes locked on mine. "Tonight, wait for me, okay. There's something I need to see. But for now we'd better get back home, your dad will get up eventually."
Annie drove me crazy all day in the sundress, and while I knew she was naked underneath I wondered if I'd ever see her naked again. I tried to hide my disappointment, and tried to console myself that if we were really finished that I didn't have to worry about not lasting long enough with a girl. I sat through the usual nightly romp coming through my air vent, wondering if she was coming to say goodbye. The sounds from the vent died out and some time passed and I was starting to think she wasn't coming. Then a small knock on my door snapped me out of my downward spiral.
"Hey," she whispered, stepping into the room. She wore a black bra and matching underwear, and she locked the door behind her as she stepped in. She pulled me out of bed, grinning, and helped me out of my pajama bottoms.
"I bet you thought I was going to say goodbye," she said quietly with a grin. "You've learned how to hold off, and even come more than once. I'm so proud of you."
She had me sit down on the edge of the bed. She unhooked her bra and slipped out of her underwear. Naked, she stood in front of me and ran her hands through my hair. Then she knelt down in front of me. I started to stroke myself but she took her hand and put it on my wrist and stopped me.




"Not this time," she said. "There's something I need to see." Then she wrapped her soft hand around my penis and started to stroke me. Her tits jiggled as she stroked and I felt the familiar orgasm feeling coming on. Confidently I grinned, ready to delay it, when suddenly, without warning, I came.
I gasped in surprise as my dick erupted, spilling semen onto her tits and she continued to stroke me. The old wave of terror washed over me, and it was as if everything I learned was forgotten. My penis softened in her hand and she stood up, cum dripping off of her tits onto my bed. She looked down at me and I avoided eye contact. She sat down next to me, putting her cum-soaked hand on my thigh.
"I knew you could last longer, and control it, with your hand. I didn't know if you could control it when someone else was in charge of the rhythm and intensity."
I looked down but she took my hand in hers and squeezed gently.
"You learned how to control it with your hand. Now all you need is to learn how to do it when a girl is actually doing it. And I'm going to teach you."
"You are?" I said, finally meeting her eyes.
"Yes," she said.
She leaned forward, kissing me once on the lips, and stood up. A thick rope of cum hung off her left breast. She picked it up with her fingers and rubbed it onto her stomach. "You know how to prolong it, now you need to concentrate on that while I do the hard work."
"Thank you," I said, trying to fend off a rush of emotion.
"We'll start tomorrow," she said, winking at me and walking out of the room. As she shut the door my dick twitched back to life slowly.
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Chapter 1
"I'm sorry, Mike," Annie whispered in the hallway as we passed in the morning. "Your dad's off today."
"It's okay," I said, trying to hide my disappointment. The day before Annie had been kneeling between my legs, her hand wrapped around my spent penis and her tits drenched in my semen. She had promised to help me with my problem—and so far she had. I had learned, with her help, to hold off my orgasm until I was ready, and more importantly to stay hard and come again. But the second something other than my hand touched my dick I lost control as if I had learned nothing. Still, she had promised to help me, and my mind reeled at the thought of learning to control my climax at her hand.
"Maybe tomorrow?" she said, pecking me on the cheek quickly before heading downstairs. I retreated to my room, passing my stepsister Liz as she emerged from her room. As we exchanged dirty looks I thought that I would be more attracted to Liz if she wasn't such a bitch.
"Morning," I said.
"Morning," she said back. She opened her mouth for a snotty retort but I walked past. She turned around and followed me into my room.
"I was talking to you, jerk," she said.
"I didn't feel like hearing your voice," I said, trying to sound bored. She huffed off and stormed down the hall. Seconds later Annie appeared in my room. She listened down the hall for second before she came inside.
"I know you were looking forward to today," she said plaintively. "I'll make it up to you."
"I know," I said. "Don't worry about me, have fun."
Annie smiled, pecking me on the cheek again before leaving my room. Liz suddenly appeared in the door frame, smirking.
"What?" I asked.
"Just watching you and mom," she said. "What's she making up to you?"
"Just being nice to me because her daughter's a total bitch."
"I'd say go fuck yourself, but that would only take a few seconds," she said, sneering. She turned and headed out the door, laughing.
My dad ended up taking two extra days off of work, and I spent the days out of the house hanging with friends. It was summer and Liz and I both went to the university in our town and had no classes, so I had plenty of free time and people to see. I was starting to wonder if I'd ever get a chance to even talk to Annie again when, on Friday, my dad went back to work. I was sitting in the living room with Liz, enjoying a moment when she was quiet for once, when Annie came downstairs. Her hair was tied up in braids and she wore a short skirt and knit shirt. I tried not to stare, and realized how much I missed seeing her naked. I looked over a Liz, who was very cute—albeit bitchy—who looked at me through narrowed eyes.
"What's up, mom?" Liz asked.
"Not much. I was coming to see if you two wanted to come with me to the hardware store. I want to get some new plants."
I grinned. Liz hated gardening and promptly said no, finding an excuse to leave the house.
"Alright," Annie said, dangling her keys in front of me. "Let's go plant shopping."
I drove and we were quiet at first, until Annie spoke.
"Sorry it's been so long," she said.
"It's okay," I said. "I've missed it, though."
"Me, too," she said. "It sounds weird to say that out loud. And when I told you not to use your hand, I didn't think I'd be depriving you for days and days. I bet you couldn't resist the temptation."
"I did," I said. "I haven't come for days."
"Really?" she said, her eyebrows raised.
We got some plants and other things she wanted to put in the garden over the weekend and drove home. We unloaded them into the garage and she shut the garage door. As soon as it closed she turned to me.
"I realized that you had figured out to control things so well partly because you could adjust the rhythm of things. But when you're with someone else, they won't change the rhythm the way you need so you have to concentrate harder. So I'm going to help you some more. That is, if you don't mind a bunch of handjobs from your stepmom."
"When you put it that way," I said, pulling her close, "I don't mind at all." I unbuttoned her shirt and she laughed.
"Right now?" she said.
"Right now, in the garage," I replied, pulling her shirt off. She unhooked her bra and slipped off her skirt, so that she stood naked before me. She grabbed a beach mat and knelt down on it, unzipping my shorts.
"Anyone could walk in on us," she said, biting her lip.
"I know," I said, grinning.
"Alright, just like before," she said. "Enjoy it, but concentrate on holding off as long as you can. Don't try to stay hard afterward, just try and delay it."
"Okay," I said. Annie grinned and started to stroke me. She stroked me for some time in silence, her eyes locked on my throbbing penis. After some time she looked up at me, grinning, and spoke.
"The first time I ever did this," she said, "was with my neighbor. He was forty-something, and I was eighteen. I babysat his kids because he was a single dad. And he was really sweet, always nice to me."
Annie talked while she stroked me, her breasts jiggling as her hand moved up and down my shaft. I fought off the first wave of climax and soon concentrated on the building pleasure that came with each denied orgasm. She kept stroking, talking to me.
"One night, when his kids were asleep and he came home, we started talking, and he mentioned he hadn't been on a date in years, and then I asked him if we wanted me to get him off. He was shocked but I saw him looking at my tits and so I begged him to let me. He got up and backed away but I pulled down my top and showed him my tits. I looked at him and saw how his eyes were glued to me, and told him I wanted his cum. He finally relented and I stroked him off in his living room. I didn't know cum was so messy until then."
"He hired me a lot more often after that," she said, "and when he'd come back home I'd get him off," she said. She was stroking me faster and it was getting harder to fight off the urge to come. I looked down at her and she nodded, and I relaxed and let the intense pleasure building inside me take over.
"Are you going go come, baby?" she asked, stroking me harder. I nodded, and she grinned. I erupted, my cum spurting all over her body as she held my firmly in her hand, stroking the cum out of me. She laughed softly as thick ropes of semen landed on her breasts and neck, covering her with days of pent up lust. When I finished it was all over her, dripping slowly toward to the garage floor.
"Do you want to know low long you lasted?" she asked, grinning. I nodded, and she kissed me on the cheek. "Ten minutes. Not bad, kiddo."
I grinned, and pulled her close to me. Her wet pussy brushed against my leg and I felt inspired. I lifted her up and set her on the trunk of my car. She looked at me in surprised by I knelt between her spread legs and she leaned back, sighing.
I had gone down on girls before, plenty of times. I felt like I had to in order to make up for my short performances. I had gotten pretty good at it, but judging from Annie's past I would have some considerable competition. I didn't hesitate, and ran my tongue up and down her wet labia as she spread her legs more. I slid two fingers inside her and starting swirling my tongue around her clit while pumping my fingers into her. She was close already and it didn't take her long to start coming. I kept thrusting my fingers into her, working a third finger inside her as she started to rock back and forth on my car.
It occurred to me at that exact moment that if my father came in at that moment there would be no way to explain to him why I was licking his wife's pussy with three fingers shoved inside her. The entire time with Annie my dad had been an afterthought, but then it occurred to me that there was a serious danger element to what was happening. Furthermore, Annie liked it.
"Oh god!" she gasped, clamping her legs around me as she came. She shuddered and suppressed a loud squeal as her vagina clamped down hard on my pumping fingers. She begged me to stop, letting her orgasm fade slowly. I stood up and looked as her as she lay on the trunk, a stream of wetness dribbling onto the car trunk as what was left of my semen dried on her skin. I stood up, stretching, and tossed her clothes onto the trunk next to her.
"You'd better clean up before dad finds you," I said, knowing even that slight thrill would get her going. "Oh, and Annie?"
"Yes," she said, still laying back on the car, exhausted.
"Once I'm used to your hand, won't I have to get used to other things as well?" I asked, grinning.
"Don't push your luck," she said, sitting up slowly. But as I left the garage, I looked back and saw a grin spread across her face.
Annie was giddy all day, and exchanged glances with me whenever she could. I knew that she was covered in my dried cum, and that kept me hard all day. I also reflected on what she had told me already. Clearly, Annie had a lot of experience, and she had done some crazy things, like jerking off her neighbor and spying on her parents. I wondered just exactly what had gone on with her over the years. At the same time that Annie was sneaking glances at me, Liz was, too. Unlike Annie, Liz seemed puzzled by something, or maybe just trying to snoop. It wasn't until around midnight that I heard a knock on my door. I was naked under my sheets, and expected Annie to peek in, but instead Liz entered the room.
I sat upright, surprised, and pulled my sheets over me to hide my erection. She nodded at me, and said quietly "can I come in?"
"Um, I guess," I replied. "I was about to go to sleep."
"It's just," she said, pausing to find the right words, "you seem...I don't know, different lately. Like something's up." Her usual bitchy demeanor was gone. In it's place she seemed almost pouty to me. I looked at her as she leaned on my door frame, her head cocked to one side as she studied me.
"I'm the same old me," I sighed, leaning back a little. She stepped in a little and shut the door behind her.
"Do you always sleep naked?" she asked.
"Who says I'm naked?" I said back.
"I'm just guessing the way you're covering up," she said with a shrug. "Anyway, I do the same thing; sleep naked, that is."
There were a few moments of silence between us, and then she darted forward and tried to snatch the sheet off of me. I struggled to keep it covering me, and though I kept it in my possession there was no way that she didn't get a glimpse at me at various points.
"Hey!" I hissed, finally wrenching the sheet from her as she giggled quietly. "What the fuck!"
"Sorry," she said, laughing, "I couldn't help it. I was curious."
I pulled the bunched up sheet over my midsection and said, "you could have learned that in health class. What the hell did you do that for?"
"Just to mess with you," she said with a grin. "Don't go off and get all pissed at me. I'm just playing around."
"I bet you'd be pissed if I came and ripped your sheets off of you at night," I said, still panting.
"Maybe," she said, and turned and walked out of the room. She paused as she crossed the threshold, grinned, and left.
I was still riled up from Liz's visit when Annie came into my room some time later. Her hair was disheveled and she wore a tight t-shirt and nothing else. She grinned and locked the door, then peeled off her shirt, which I noticed was streaked with cum.
"Hi," she said, crawling onto my bed. "I thought we'd try something kind of fun. Can you straddled my hips, gently?" She then laid down as I got up. I straddled her hips lightly, looking down at her beaming face. Her breasts rose and fell with each breath. She took my erect penis in her hand, gently running her hand up and down.
"You did great this afternoon," she said. "So I thought I'd give you some incentive. If you can last twenty minutes, like this, then I'll let you come on me. But this time, you can pick where."
"Anywhere?" I asked as she gently stroked me.
"Anywhere on me," she said, adding emphasis on the word "on" and smiling. "But I'm going to make it harder for you?"
"How is that possible?" I said, trying to slow my breath and delay the buildup from her gentle stroking. She grinned, and started stroking faster, her breasts swaying with her rhythmic pumping. I gasped and marshaled my thoughts, enjoying the feeling of her hands working me harder, but keeping my orgasm at bay. She giggled, and slowed down, finally stopping but still squeezing my penis gently.
"Like that," she said, grinning mischieveously. "And I'm going to distract you, to see if I can throw off your concentration. When you're with a girl, she might be moaning, or doing something else that turns you on, and you might lose focus. It's got to be automatic for you. So I'm going to tell you a little story while I do this."
"Oh yeah," I asked, running my hand along her stomach. She grinned wider as my hand traveled upward until I was running my hand up the underside of her breast. She resumed her slow, gently stroking as I ran my fingers up underneath and over her breasts. I dragged my fingers across her pert nipples, causing her to sigh as she stroked me. "Tell me," I said, fondling her breasts while she stroked me.
"Remember what I told you about my mom and dad? About me accidentally spying on them in my room, while my mom pretended to be me? After that, well, I was obsessed. I wanted to know more, and how they started. So I tried to spy on them when I could. I didn't catch them for a while, but I kept my eyes peeled. And then, one day, I saw them leave the house, and I knew they'd been in their room for a while. So I went and took a look. Some of my clothes were on the floor, probably peeled off before they did it. And then, on the bed, was a ton of cum."
She was stroking me faster now as I massaged her breasts. She bucked her hips underneath me and I knew she was getting wetter and wetter. Her eyes were alight with that same mischievous look and it took all my mental focus to keep from coming. I let go of her breasts and straightened up, letting her work my dick with both hands and bit the inside of my lip gently as I pushed my orgasm further back into my brain. Annie kept stroking, slowing down a little, and kept telling me her story.
"The bed was covered in streaks of it. I knew they had just finished, and that my dad's cum was all over the bed, and that my mom had dressed up like me for him to fuck her. And then, and I still don't know what came over me, but I stripped off my clothes. I was so wet, and I knew what they had been doing, and that mom was pretending to be me. So I crawled onto the bed, and I rolled around, rubbing all over the sheets, smearing my dad's cum all over me."
Annie started stroking me faster. She bucked her hips and I started slowly brushing my fingers across her nipples, gently squeezing her breasts. A streaky stream of clear, slick pre-cum leaked out of me but I was nowhere close to coming. She stroked me in silence for a few seconds and then locked her eyes on mine. "Are you ready to come?"
"Not even close," I said. She grinned, and kept stroking.
"It was sticky, and wet, and cold," she continued, her eyes closed as she remembered that day. "And I was so wet I started to rub myself off right there in their bed, my entire body smeared in my dad's cum. Cum that I knew, deep down, was for me."
I put my hand on her forearm, stopping her from stroking me. She looked puzzled, but I said nothing and got off of her. I sat next to her, my legs crossed and my dick sticking up and throbbing, and put one hand on her breast and slid my other hand down her stomach. She got the idea and reached over and started stroking me again as I slid two fingers into her pussy until my thumb rested against her clit. She stroked me and I rubbed her clit and fingered her, marveling at how wet she was.
"I came in their bed over and over, until the cum had dried against me and the wet spots on the bed were now from me. And then I got up, put on my clothes, and walked out of the room, only to dash to my own room to come some more."
She was writhing on the bed now, barely stroking me as she was lost in her memories and her building orgasm. I could feel her tighten around my fingers and I grinned as I kept rubbing her and she started to come. She trashed about, biting her lip and trying not to cry out as she came. I kept rubbing her clit until she took my hand and gently pulled it out of her. Then she turned on her side and started to stroke me harder.
"Tell me where you want to come," she said, her voice barely audible as she looked at me with a burning intensity."
"On..." I said, panting, "on your pussy."
She grinned, and spread her legs wide. I knelt between her legs and she reached down and started to stroke me again. Her face was flush and her eyes half-closed, and she ran her other hand up and down her stomach, pausing to feel her tits, before she started talking again.
"Another time, I spied on them while they fucked in the bathroom. Mom was wearing one of my skirts and dad was pounding into her from behind. And she kept crying out 'oh, daddy!' and he was grunting and yelling my name, and then he came. And when he pulled out, he took the underwear my mom had been wearing—my underwear—and wiped himself off. The second they left the house I snuck in and picked them up out of their laundry. And without hesitation, I put them on. I remember gasping as my dad's cum clung to my pussy."
I gasped, and finally erupted. I came hard, my cum splattering all over her pussy as she aimed my dick and stroked. Thick ropes of semen issued forth, landing on her labia and coating everything. The remaining spurts hit her ass and thighs, and when she finished stroking she propped herself up and looked at the mess.
"Wow," she said, "that's a lot." I thought you might be spent after this afternoon, but I guess I underestimated the power of youth."
"Well, it's easy when you've got a hot stepmom," I said, laughing. She laughed, too, and then got up on her knees. She pushed me back gently on the bed, so that she was kneeling between my legs, and she slid her hand down her stomach, slipping over the slick cum dripping off her pussy onto my bed, and started to rub herself.
"Don't worry," she said, seeing my eyes widen with surprise, "I can't get pregnant." Then she started rubbing herself furiously. I propped myself up with my hands and watched her. She rubbed furiously, her right hand a blur between her legs as she cupped her breast with her left hand. "Oh, fuck," she said, coming. Her whole body shuddered, causing her tits to jiggle, and she fell forward, catching herself with her left arm so that her shoulders were down and her ass in the air, her face inches from my spent penis.
Annie kept rubbing as her body shook with the force of her climax. She started to come a second time and this time her arm gave out. Annie landed, softly, against me, her tits between my legs and her head turned to its side. Her face was pressed up against me, her spent and cum-soaked penis resting against her cheek. She started coming harder, grinding her face so that she rubbed against my dick. I felt her soft lips unknowingly brush against it and wanted more than anything to get hard and stick it into her mouth. Finally, with her third orgasm over, she sat up. She had cum on her face and her pussy was a mess of my cum and her wetness. She said nothing, but stood up, leaned forward to kiss me once on the lips, and left the room, stopping to pick up her shirt before heading to her bedroom. I lay in bed, spent, my mind reeling, and a grin on my face.
Chapter 2
I spent the next week getting a handjob from Annie each day. I always reciprocated, either fingering or going down on her in kind. The effect on Annie was apparent. It was one morning, about a week after my first handjob from her, that she was laying on my bed, her pussy dripping wet from several orgasms and my semen drying on her tits. She stretched next to me on the bed, turning to face me with delight in her eyes.



"I've never come so much in a day," she said, patting her stomach softly. "Between you and your dad, I'm a happy girl."
"Yeah," I said, my hand gently touching her breast. "How many times are you doing it with dad?"
"Usually at night, which I know you can hear. But I've been giving him a blowjob job in the shower every morning before I come and see you."
We had started openly discussing her sex life with my dad, which would have seemed strange had she also not been stroking my dick constantly. I could last as long as I wanted now, and she had stopped checking her watch afterward days before. I suspected that Annie was enjoying our "lessons" more and more, and my dad was unwittingly benefitting as well.
I sat up, looking down at her. She was stunning, and had been more and more open about her sex life. In our time spent along together, she had told me about the first time she swallowed someone's cum, the first time she got fucked, and the first time she took someone's cum on her face. It was erotic to hear her talk about it, and it always got her excited.
"Annie," I said, gently stroking her side, "does my dad know all these stories?"
"Oh, yes," she said, grinning. "He gets turned on by them. Just like his son."
"I think you enjoy telling them as much as we enjoy hearing them," I said.
"I'll admit that," she said, blushing. I leaned forward, kissing her breasts gently. She sighed, running her hands through my hair. I pressed my growing erection against her and she wrapped her hand around it, stroking it slowly.
"Actually, I had another idea," I said. I kept licking her breasts, paying attention to the space between them. Finally I straddled her chest, my dick in between her tits. She got the idea and grinned. She cupped her tits and held them together while I started to fuck them.
"I've been wondering when you'd try this," she said, smiling. I started to fuck her tits harder, watching as the head of my dick popped out between them. Her body rocked up and down as I thrust between her tits, enjoying this new sensation.
"That's it, baby," she said in a whisper. "Fuck my tits, come all over me."
I was in heaven. She kept talking dirty, begging me for it, and I slid my dick between her tits faster. I kept going, slapping against her tits with each thrust, until I finally started to come. Having already come by her hand that morning, I had little left for her, but what semen remained spurted out between her tits, hitting her neck and flooding her chest. She squealed with delight as I came on her. I kept thrusting between her breasts until she was a sticky mess, and then laid back down next to her as she casually smeared the cum onto her tits with her fingers.
"The first time I ever got fucked like that," she said, "I was eighteen, and three boys in my school took turns fucking my tits. By the time there were done I was coated in cum. We were hanging out at the park, and they were all starting at my chest, and were always making comments about them. And, I guess maybe I was a little drunk, and I pulled my tank top down and showed them. And one of them asked if he could touch them, and soon all three were fondling them. Then one of them asked me to suck his dick, and I told him no, but I told him to fuck my tits. So he did. He came pretty quick, and I told them next one do to it, and then the third. After that I had an endless line of guys trying to do that with me."
"How many of them succeeded?" I asked.
"I lost count," she said. "A lot." She giggled, sitting up. "Once, I was on a science quiz bowl team in college, and I was the only girl. I told the guys if we won regionals I'd let them all fuck my tits, and we won. There were six guys on the team, and let them fuck my tits one by one. I remember they stood around watching, and I was in heaven, waiting for the next one after each one came. When we were done I made them take turns licking my pussy until I almost passed out. Then I fucked one of them after the others left my room. That might be the most cum I've ever had on me at once. Maybe, anyway, it's hard to keep track." She got up, put her sundress back on and stretched. The thin fabric clung to her sticky chest.
"I'm going out shopping," she said. "With your cum all over me," she added. She blew me a kiss and left, and I sat in bed, exhausted.
Annie called me hours later and told me that my dad was taking her on an overnight trip, and that Liz and I were on our own for dinner. I knew my dad was going to fuck her like crazy the entire night, and probably all of the next day as well. Any remote guilt I might have felt was offset by the shear sexiness Annie was exuding. She would often pull my dad upstairs for an hour or so and then come back down, her hair disheveled and her face blushing.
I called Liz and told her, but she was already home. I asked her to order a pizza and she refused, saying I could call if I wanted any. I rolled my eyes, typical Liz. I went ahead and stopped off at a local pizzeria and ordered toppings that I liked and knew she hated. When I got home, I found her sitting on the couch, watching TV. I dropped the pizza box unceremoniously on the table next to her.
"That had better not have sausage," she said.
"Oh, it's got that, and green peppers," I fired back. "Should have called it yourself."
She huffed, opening the box and snatching a piece. She picked off the toppings, tossing them one by one back into the box as she sulked.
"So where'd they go this time?" she asked after some time.
"Some bed and breakfast across town," I said.
"It will be a break from the constant sound of your dad fucking my mom," she said.
"I didn't know you could hear them," I said, letting down my guard.
"I guess you can, too," she said. We both laughed, despite our best efforts to be enemies.
"It's pretty bad," I said. "I can hear them through my air vent."
"I can hear them, through the wall," she said. This is gross to even say out loud, but they've even done it in my bathroom. There was evidence."
"Evidence?" I asked.
"Dried cum on my towels," she said. "And on the clothes in my laundry."
"Oh, I see," I said, sitting back. I tried to hide my reaction. It was in fact my cum on those towels, because Annie and I had snuck into the nearest bathroom—Liz's—for a quick hand job. And I was dying to know more about the clothes in her laundry.
"On your clothes?" I asked.
She shrugged. "It's probably everywhere," she said. "I can't imagine where else they've done it. Don't tell me you're embarrassed," she said, her expression turning hard again. "You know my mom and your dad do it all the time."
"I'm not embarrassed," I said defensively. She instinctively went in for the kill, like a shark that detects blood in the water miles away. She tossed her slice of pizza onto the top of the box and stood up.
"Maybe you're just jealous," she said. "Since your dad can go longer than you can. Well, anyone can go longer than you can."
"Fuck off," I said, returning her glare. "You don't know what you're talking about."
"Oh, yes I do," she said, triumphant. "I have it on good authority..."
"That was a long time ago," I said. "Trust me, I can last as long as I want."
"Bullshit," she said, laughing at me. "I bet you couldn't last ten seconds." Liz then surprised me by pouncing on me. I dropped my pizza on the floor as she landed on top of me, pushing me back onto the couch.
"What are you doing?" I asked. Her eyes were alight.
"I'll bet you you couldn't last ten seconds," she said. "Not with a real, live girl." She then reach down and started rubbing me through my shorts. I was instantly hard, and too stunned to do anything. She was grinning, a wild look in her eye. Seconds passed and she was actually stroking me through my shorts, expecting me to come any second. She looked hot on top of me, and her body was pressed against me as she tried to rub me off. I just smiled, put my arms behind my head, and looked at her. She stroked me through my shorts for several more seconds, looking more and more bewildered.
"Next time you can just ask," I said, "if you really wanted to get your hands on me that badly."
"Shut up," she said, sitting up and straddling my legs. She scowled at me, angry at having been thwarted. "You just lasted longer because it was through your shorts."
"Well, I think you've proven your point," I said, trying to knock her off of my legs. She leaned forward to stop me, and reach down with one hand and fumbled with my shorts. Before I could say anything she had freed my swollen member and was now directly stroking it.
"Now you'll come for sure, probably before I stroke it ten times," she said, pumping my dick with her hand, her eyes locked on my defiantly.
"I've got all night," I said in a relaxed tone. "And you give a nice hand job."
She gritted her teeth in anger. I realized that, with my dick in her hand, should could actually inflict some serious pain or injury. However she seemed intent on proving I would come quickly, but I wasn't even close. She stopped suddenly, my dick throbbing as she sat up on my legs. Pre-cum was coating her hand, and her face was flushed. She looked at me, clearly working something out in her head.
"Maybe you need visual stimulation," she said to herself. She stood up, and I played it cool and didn't react as she peeled off her clothes. She looked remarkably like Annie, a younger version. Bitchy or not, Liz was hot, and I was enjoying her attempt at humiliating me as much as I was enjoying seeing her flustered. She straddled me naked again, this time she wore a look of triumph on her face.
"Let's see if this does the trick," she said, and started stroking me again. She looked so much like her mom, although her tits weren't as big, that I was enjoying myself. As she kept stroking me her look of superiority faded. She now looked puzzled, and defeated, yet still she kept stroking me. We said nothing. What had started off as a hate-fueled tease was now, slowly, turning into a nice way to spend the evening together.
"I don't get it," she said, actually laughing despite herself. "I must be doing it wrong."
"No, you're doing it right," I said. "I'm not complaining in the least."
"Um, thanks," she said, blushing. "I can't believe I stripped down and did this."
"I notice you haven't stopped," I said calmly.
"At this point," she sighed, "I might as well get you off. This is taking forever, though."
"Why don't you suck it instead?" I said.
"What?" she asked, her mouth open.
"Suck it," I said, my voice low and calm.
She paused, sitting up and pushing her hair back behind her ears. "I'm your stepsister," she said, as if that made a difference at that point.
"Liz, if you want me to come, you're going to have to suck my dick. Right now."
She bit her lip, her cheeks flushing more. Then she obediently lowered her eyes from mine, and then scooted back and leaned forward. Without hesitation she took me into her mouth and started to suck on me as her head bobbed up and down. I sighed slowly, and she laughed but kept sucking.
"You're really good at this," I said.
"And you take a lot longer that I thought," she said, pausing to stroke me for a little bit. She got up and stripped off my shorts before sitting back down on me. She resumed the blow job and I slowly thrust my hips upward to meet her.
"And you look pretty hot," I said. "I mean, you look hot anyway, but I'm enjoying the view."
She started to suck me harder and faster. I relaxed, enjoying myself. She straddled one of my legs as she sucked and I could feel her wet pussy against me. I decided to show Liz exactly what I could do, and started to let my orgasm build. When I got closer I decided that etiquette required that I tell her.
"I'm gonna come," I said.
"It's about time," she said, wiping her mouth. She sat up, stroking me hard, and finally I came. Semen erupted from me, spraying up in the air and hitting us both. She laughed as I spurted cum all over her hand. I concentrated on staying hard, and as she kept pumping my dick I stayed rigid in her hand. She looked down at it but stopped her stroking. I sat up, gently tipping her back into the couch in the process.
"Thanks," I said. "That was nice."
"You're welcome, I guess," she said, a little flustered. " I can't believe I just did that."
"I can," I said"
"I'm sorry I tried to make you come to make fun of you," she said, suddenly serious. I looked down and saw a clear drop of wetness slowly dripping out of her onto the couch.
"You made up for it," I said, leaning forward. I kissed her, hovering gently over her. She kissed me back, and I pressed my hard, throbbing dick against the entrance of her vagina.
"Go slow," she panted, accepting me without hesitation. I slid into her, feeling how tight she was. I continued to enter her until I was completely inside her and could feel her pussy contract slightly with anticipation.
"Fuck me," she said. "Fuck me and come inside me."
I didn't wait for her to ask again. I started to thrust into her, marveling at how amazing she felt inside. This was better than any blow job or Annie's tits. I fucked Liz and soon she started coming, already close from blowing me.
"I'm coming!" she squealed. I felt her pussy clamp down on me and I had to work harder to thrust into her. She was much tighter than the other girls I had been with, and I had lasted only seconds with each one of them. She panted, her body writhing on the couch, and I kept thrusting into her, my balls slapping her ass as I buried myself deep inside her. She came a second, then third time, her cries getting louder as I penetrated her as deep as I could. We fucked like wild animals, the years of animosity working through us. I wanted to make her cum over and over, and I wanted to shove my dick so deep inside her that she exploded.
Liz thrashed about, calling herself my "slut" and begging me to come inside her. Her fourth orgasm hit her and her pussy got so tight I couldn't fight off my own climax anymore. I thrust all the way into her as she came, emptying what cum I had left into her. She gasped and laughed at the same time, her breath coming in short, ragged bursts. I pulled out of her, finally spent, and sat next to her as she lay spread out on the couch.
"If I had know you were that good, I would have fucked you sooner," she panted. She sat up propped on her elbows, and said "I've never seen someone stay hard. How'd you learn that."
"Oh, here and there," I said cryptically. She grinned, and fell back on the couch.
"It's too bad I can't spread the word that you're good at it," she said. "You'd have a line around the block.
"Yeah, it wouldn't be that great of an endorsement coming from you," I said.
"But on the bright side, that means I don't have to share you."
"Share me?" I said. "I didn't think you even liked me."
She waved her hand dismissively. "Mike, if you can fuck me like that, I'll do whatever you want." She then reached over, picked up her cold pizza, and took a bite out of the toppings she hated. She looked over at me, smiling in a new way. "Do you think you can fuck me like that later tonight?" she asked.
"Stay naked and I can guarantee it," I said, running my hand up her leg. She grinned, and sat up next to me. She finished her slice and bent down to pick mine up from the floor. She tossed it onto a plate and sat back down, putting her head on my shoulder.
"I'm sorry, for everything," she said quietly.
"I'm sorry, too. We've been assholes to each other."
"I know," she said, patting my leg. She bit her lip, pausing before she added, "We can't let my mom and your dad know."
"That will be part of the fun," I said.
She turned, grinning, and kissed me. "I wonder if I can get you hard sooner rather than later?"
It was going to be a fun night.
Chapter 3
I woke up the next morning grinning and hard. My dreams were full of Liz and Annie and all of the things I had done to them...and planned to do to them. I had overcome my problem completely, and any bittersweet feelings of graduating from messing around with my stepmom were replaced by the endless opportunities ahead of me. I sat up and looked down at Liz as she slept on her stomach. Her ass was slightly in the air, the same way it had been while I fucked her last night for over an hour. She finally begged me to stop because it was too much for her to keep coming, so I pulled out and flooded her ass crack with cum. Now she looked much softer, much sweeter than she had the day before. It was amazing what fucking someone's brains out could do for one's disposition.
I smiled to myself as I remembered her saying "Mike, if you can fuck me like that, I'll do whatever you want," followed by the fresh memories of her begging to get fucked harder and harder. She was, like Annie, instinctive and sensual. Like her mother she also had a small bubble butt that made me hard just looking at it. I gently ran my hand along her ass, causing her to stir awake.
I wondered if she would be bitchy again but she opened her eyes and curled around my arm.
"Good morning," she purred quietly, snuggling close. I ran my hand up her back, up her neck, and gently through her hair. She turned onto her back, opening her eyes and smiling.
"God, to think I could have been enjoying you all this time," she said.
"Well, you certainly didn't make the idea appealing," I said.
"Are you going to make me apologize over and over?" she snapped. Her expression changed, and her eyes narrowed slightly as she looked at me.
"No, just pointing out that you've been pretty bitchy over the years. No need to apologize."
"Good, jerk," she said, sitting up. "Because I'm not going to. I can't believe I let you fuck me. What the fuck was a I thinking?" She got up and started to leave, but I stood up and caught her by the arm. I held her, firmly but making sure not to actually hurt her.
"Let me go," she said.
"Liz," I said, "You've got no right to be mad and you know it."
She fought against me, but even though I wasn't holding her that tight she did not break my grip on her arm. Her eyes were locked defiantly on mine, narrowed to almost slits of rage. With her free hand she pulled back to slap me, but I caught her wrist. I held both of her arms now and she said nothing, locked in some internal struggle. Then, to my surprise, she leaned into me and our lips met.
Liz plastered her body against me as her tongue slipped into my mouth. She leaned back as I kissed her neck, and muttered, "God, I hate you Mike."
"No you don't," I said, kissing her fiercely. "You're just mad because you want me to fuck you right now." We kissed and she stopped fighting my arms. Instead, she pressed against me as we stumbled backward until I ran into the wall.
"Ouch," I said, rubbing my head.
"Sorry," she said, then, turning her expression serious, she said in a bitchy tone, "serves you right, dick."
I grinned, and so did she as we understood each other. Then, I turned around, pressing her against the wall. She gasped quietly, sticking her ass out and standing on her tip toes.
"You're such a bitch," I said, kissing her shoulder.
"Then fuck me like one," she panted. "I'm wet."
"Wet for what?" I said, pressing her gently against the wall. I pressed up against her, my throbbing penis pressed against her round ass.
"Wet for your cock," she hissed. "I'm ready, baby, fuck me hard. Slam it into me."
"No," I said, running my hand down her back as I pressed against her gently.
"Please, please fuck me," she begged.
"Louder," I whispered.
"Fuck me!" she cried out. "Stick that big cock in my pussy and fuck me, make me your slut."
I grinned, and guided my dick between her legs. She parted them slightly and stood on tiptoe, waiting for me to penetrate her. She was soaking wet as I slid along her labia. I pulled back until I was at the entrance of her vagina and then bent my knees slightly. Then, with the head of my penis pressed against her vagina, I grabbed her hair gently. She moaned, arching her head and stick her ass out a little more, and then I thrust upward and entered her fully in one stroke.



"That's it, baby," she said as I buried myself in her all the way. "Fuck my pussy and come inside me."
I started to thrust into her wildly. She was pressed against the wall and her ass was sticking out toward me. She grunted with each thrust, plastering herself against the wall as I penetrated her over and over. Liz was beside herself with lust, begging me to fuck her harder, all the while making slight whimpering sounds as I fucked her.
"Don't stop," she said, her voice barely a whisper over the sound of my body slapping against hers. "Make me come."
"Only if you beg for it," I whispered in her ear.
"Make me come, baby, please. Please..."
I pushed downward on her ass so that her feet were flat on the ground and I was a little higher than her. I began to thrust in shallow motions, hitting the inner front wall of her vagina. She gasped and cried out suddenly as I kept thrusting, hitting her in the right spot and triggering a massive orgasm. She ground against the wall, as if she was trying to scale it, as her body shuddered and she writhed in pleasure. I kept thrusting, now deeper into her as her orgasm took over and her pussy clamped down in spasms of joy.
"Don't stop!" she cried as I kept fucking her. I resumed my original angle and within seconds she was coming again. Her pussy felt different, tighter than ever, and I wondered how much longer I'd last with the added pressure. She was getting tighter and tighter and she cried out again and stood on her tiptoes. I popped out of her as she pressed against the wall and a small gush of wetness came out of her as she flattened against the wall, her breath coming in shallow waves.
"Oh my god," she panted, her face pressed against the wall. "I've never come so hard." She kept panting, her eyes closed as she leaned against the wall for support. "Go back inside me and come. Fill me with it."
I turned her around, picking her up. She wrapped her legs around me and slowly impaled herself on me. She was tight, and she squealed as I slid all the way into her. I fucked her slowly, enjoying the feeling of her tight pussy. Her wetness was dripping down both of us. I was close to coming and I pressed her back against the wall and fucked her hard, thrusting deep inside her as she ran her hands along my back.
"Come baby, that's it," she said as I fucked her harder. Finally I let go and an intense orgasm overtook me. My dick pulsed hard, filling her with semen as I kept thrusting into her. I thrust into her one last time, grinding against her, and felt her pussy contracting as she started to come for a third time. She gasped, and laughed, as we came together, my penis still pulsing semen into her. Finally, spent, I pulled out of her. As I did a torrent of my cum and her wetness spilled onto the floor, which was already a mess. She laughed as I set her gently on the ground.
"It's more fun to fuck you if we fight first," she said with a kiss. "But when we're not fucking I think you're pretty sweet."
"So if I called you a bitch right now you'd be up for more?" I said with a laugh.
She nodded. "Call me one again and I'll suck you until you're hard and then ride you all morning.
"As if I'd let a bitch like you anywhere near me..." I said.
She grinned, and sank to her knees.
By lunch time, I was weak kneed and exhausted. She was insatiable, and, as she said, even pretending to fight with her turned her on. But she was also suddenly sweet, and spent an hour cuddled next to me, just talking. At first we talked about idle things, but as we spent more time together she suddenly opened up to me about many things, including her mother.
"I guess I'm a lot more like my mom than I thought," she said, tracing her hand along her thigh as we lay in bed together.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Oh, well, you know how my mom does your dad every night, the way she's insatiable? I guess I'm the same way. I mean, she's crazy for sex."
"Are you?" I asked, grinning.
"I think you know the answer. But I'm not like her in some ways, at least. Like, you're the second guy I've been with. Mom, well, she's more experienced."
"Oh yeah?" I asked, wondering if Liz knew even a fraction of what I knew about her mother.
"Yeah," she said. "Once, when I was younger, I accidentally spied on her having sex with my dad and my uncle Jack, his brother. It was pretty gross. Basically a lot of thrusting and moaning. I remember one was inside her and the other in her mouth, and they would switch every so often until they finished on her. My dad and his brother went out and mom fell asleep and I snuck in and saw her, caked in cum. I don't think I'm that crazy. But, somewhere inside of me, I constantly want it.
She snuggled closer to me in my bed, her body pressed against me. I could feel her wetness against my leg as she remembered her mom's experiences.
"And then, well, I know she and your dad get into some weird stuff."
"Like what?" I asked, intrigued by what Liz might know.
"Well, I haven't seen anything, thank god, but I do know she's been walking around here with dried cum on her chest all the time, like we wouldn't notice."
I looked at Liz and she looked at me and said nothing, and then we both laughed. We were interrupted by the sound of a car pulling into the driveway.
"Ah, that would be our parents," she said, sitting up and stretching. She started to collect her clothes as I stood up to do the same.
"When you say it that way," I said, "it sounds gross. You and me, that is."
"Oh, come on," she said. "We're step-siblings, and we've only been steps for a few years. Some of my friends have even asked me if we've ever...you know..."
"Oh," I said. "Yeah, my friends have asked me, too. They think you're pretty hot."
"I am," she said with a grin.
"Yes, you are. But you're bitchy, too."
"Ohhh, stop," she said, biting her lip and pulling on her clothes. "Or we'll get caught. Come on, they're probably downstairs already."
Chapter 4
After Annie and my dad got back it was difficult to keep both women from running into each other. Between hand jobs from Annie and Liz fucking me like a rabbit I was sore all over. I wasn't even close to complaining, but I wondered if I was starting to get too much of a good thing. I also wondered how much longer I'd keep getting "lessons" from Annie.
It was several days later, and we were going to grill by the pool for dinner. Liz was out running some errands for Annie, who was in the kitchen, chopping vegetables while my dad got the grill ready. I should have been helping him, but instead I found myself in the kitchen, sitting on the counter while Annie worked. She wore a short sundress and her ass jiggled as she chopped.
"Shouldn't you be doing manly things out back near the fire?" she joked.
"I'm doing other manly things, like watching you," I replied coolly.
"Well, if you're going to stand there and check me out, you can at least dry off the vegetables I just washed.
I jumped off the counter and stood behind her. She looked over her shoulder and smirked as I stared at her ass.
"I'm flattered to have a young man's attention," she said.
"That's not all you have," I said, and stepped closer. I pressed myself against her, my throbbing penis buried against her ass. She sighed, feeling my desire for her through my jeans and her flimsy sundress.
"Your dad might walk in here any minute," she said. I looked over her head and saw my dad fiddling with the grill.
"Maybe," I said. "Or he could be out there for a while. I reached around and put my hands on her waist. She sighed as I slid them upward, until I was holding her breasts, gently massaging them as I pressed my erection against her.
"Stop," she whispered. "He's right outside."
I took my hands off her breasts and backed away. She looked over her shoulder at me, clearly disappointed. I stepped closer again and slid my hand under her sundress and over her bare ass. She said nothing as I slid my hand lower, between her thighs, until I touched her wet, slick labia.
"Are you sure you want me to stop?" I said, casually, running my fingers along her labia. She was dripping wet, and the heat radiating from her was intense.
"Oh, I don't know," she said in a daze. She leaned forward slightly and stuck her ass out more, giving me freedom to rub her the way I wanted to. "You know, you're a good student."
"You're a great teacher," I said. "I wish there was more to learn."
She laughed, "I would teach you more if I could, because I could use another man around here to..."
I gently probed her labia more, tenderly rubbing her clit as I slid my hand forward between her thighs. She threw her hair back, losing her resolve as I gently penetrated her with the tips of my fingers.
"Oh, god..." she whispered, sticking her ass out a little more as I gently penetrated her. "I wish I had something inside me right now."
I wasn't sure if that was an invitation or not, but suddenly inspiration struck me. I reached over and picked up a cucumber waiting to be sliced. She looked over at it and grinned.
"Good idea," she panted as I kept fingering her.
"It's kind of big, isn't it?" I asked. It was much larger than any member I could imagine, at least eleven inches long and as wide as my wrist.
"I've had bigger," she panted, sticking her ass out a little more. I grinned, and withdrew my hand from her pussy. I took the cucumber, which felt cool in my hand, and gently ran it along her labia underneath her dress.
"Bigger dicks or bigger cucumbers?" I asked.
"Both," she said. She signed, and leaned forward a little more, and I angled it upward and gently pressed against the entrance of her vagina. She was open a little from having been probed by my fingers, but I was surprised as her pussy slowly accepted an inch of the vegetable in my hand.
"Go slow," she whispered, and as she asked I gingerly penetrated her with the cucumber. Inch by inch it entered her, but at last my fingers that were holding the end of it brushed against her labia. She had taken the whole thing in.
"Fuck me with it," she begged.
"But Dad might come in any moment," I whispered, enjoying teasing her. She bucked her hips and I started to slowly withdraw it from her pussy. Just before I slipped out completely I thrust it gently but determinedly into her again. She stood up straight, trying to clamp her thighs together, but she whimpered and begged me to go faster. I started to fuck her with the cucumber in long, slow strokes, enjoying the sounds of her ecstasy and the flood of wetness covering my hand.
"That's it, deeper," she said, begging me to fuck her harder. I obliged, and was so lost in the moment that I almost didn't hear the back door open.
"Oh, shit," I whispered. Annie stood up straight and spun around, forcing me to let go of the cucumber. She stood partially in front of me, and as my dad rounded the corner into the kitchen I realized that she couldn't possibly keep that thing inside her. It would fall out and it would be obvious what was going on. As slowly as possible I reached my hand out and, through the fabric of her dress, grabbed the end of the cucumber that was slowly slipping out of her.
Annie gasped as she realized I had stopped the vegetable's slow exit from her pussy. My dad was rooting through the refrigerator, making small talk with Annie. Slowly, carefully, I pushed upward, sliding the monstrous cucumber back into her.
"Salad almost ready?" my dad asked, still not looking in our direction. Annie bit her, lip, and was unable to speak as I slowly let the cucumber slip out partway before I pushed it back inside her.
"Yeah, got a few things left and then we'll bring it out," I said.
"Great, steaks are done in ten," he said, and grabbed a beer and headed out back. I slid the cucumber into her all the way and she shuddered. Annie was coming. Her whole body shook and she whimpered softly as her pussy contractions tried to expel the object deep inside her. I pressed it into her, keeping it inside her as she came. With my free hand I reached around her and slipped my hand under her dress and started rubbing her clit.
Oh god," she panted. I lifted the back of her dress and started fucking her with the cucumber as she stood there getting her clit rubbed in the middle of the kitchen. She came quickly, harder than I had ever seen her come before. She fell back, and I caught her before her knees gave out. I slid the cucumber out of her and she moaned softly as she felt its absence. I gush of wetness spilled down her leg, and the cucumber was coated in a frothy mess.
As soon as she regained her balance she took the cucumber from me and put it on the cutting board. She grinned and started to slice it, finally tossing the slippery vegetable into the salad. She winked, and poured some salad dressing into the bowl and handed it to me.
"Mike," she whispered turning to face me. "Please take this outside, and then tell your dad I need a hand in our bathroom."
"How much of a hand?" I grinned. She grinned back, and I headed outside, sending my father in for what I knew was going to be a major treat for him.
When Liz came home twenty minutes later I was finishing up the grill while my dad "helped out" Annie upstairs. Annie came down first, her legs wobbly as she walked out to the pool. She wore a string bikini that covered little and a huge grin on her face. Liz looked over at me and rolled her eyes.
"Don't you think she's a little too old to wear a bikini that small?" she asked in a whisper.
"What do you mean?" I whispered back. Annie was walking toward us, carrying a tray of drinks and plates.
"Well, let's see," Liz said slowly. "First, her tits are hanging out. I mean, I get it, she's got big ones, but they stand out on their own, she doesn't need to bust them out like that. Second, I mean, come on, her stepson's twenty feet away."
"Are you jealous?" I asked.
"No," she said quickly, but avoided looking me in the eye. "And third, I think it's gross how she and your dad are always on top of each other."
"Like they just were?" I said.
"It was obvious to you, too?" she asked. "Oh, here she comes," she added, and straightened up and smiled at her mother.
"Hey, you two," Annie said, setting the tray on the table. "Ready for dinner?"
"Just about," Liz said, "I'll be right back." She stepped into the house as my dad came out. Liz returned a minute later wearing an equally revealing bikini. It was white and it fit her perfectly. While she was less top-heavy as her mother, she had an exquisite figure. I had been enjoying both women so much lately that I had come to appreciate every feature, every line of their bodies. But with the two of them flaunting everything in front of me, it was difficult to pay attention to dinner.
"What's with the swimsuit?" I whispered during a lull in conversation."
"Just making sure you have eyes for me only," she said.
"You don't think your mom is...?" I began, but she patted my erect penis under the table, squeezing it gently.
"I think she's capable of anything. Besides, think about how hard you are right now, and maybe, if you say the right things, you might get to use that on me later."
"Like, maybe if I tell you you're the biggest bitch I've ever met?" I asked.
"Ooooh, something like that," she said, grinning.
We stopped our whispered conversation and looked at our parents, who were busy with their own conversation. I looked at Annie's tits and sighed, just as Liz helped herself to more of the salad.
Liz and I barely made it upstairs after dinner before we started "fighting." We reached the top of the stairs before she turned to me and said sharply, "quit following me, asshole."
"Quit blocking my way, bitch," I replied. "I live here, too."
"I'll stand here all day if I want," she said, suddenly barring me from going any further. Down the hall my dad and her mom already in their room, no doubt fucking again, and a quick glance downward confirmed what I already suspected: Liz was so wet she had soaked through her bikini bottoms.
"You'll do whatever I say," I whispered, and put my hands around her waist and lifted her up. She moved with me, jumping up and wrapping her legs around me as we stumbled up the last step and into the hallway.
"You're such a jerk," she whispered, kissing me and grinning.
"Only because you're such a bitch," I said. "And a slut."
"God, I'm so wet," she panted. "Take me right now.
I knew if my dad or her mom walked upstairs we'd be caught, but I didn't care. I was like an animal, intent on penetrating her right there against the wall. She wrapped herself tighter around me as I slid my shorts down until my penis was free.
"Take me this way," she said, and hopped down. She turned her back to me and pressed herself against the wall, sticking her ass out a little and pulling her bikini bottom to the side.
I pressed my body against hers and whispered in her ear, "I bet you've been waiting for this for hours."
"All day," she sighed as I gently penetrated her. I slid all the way inside her, so that our bodies were plastered together. "Fuck me right now, fuck your little slut."
I slid almost entirely out of her, so that only the head of my throbbing member was inside her. I gently tugged at her bikini top, untying it. I did the same to her bikini bottom, letting them both fall to the ground as I entered her fully again.
"What are you doing?" she said in a slight panic.
"If they come out, they're already going to see me buried deep inside you. I thought I'd make it even harder to hide if we get caught."
She clenched her vaginal muscles around my dick, her excitement building as I started to thrust into her.
"Fuck me hard, then," she said, darting one of her hands between her thighs so she could rub her clit while I fucked her. We made little noise but the idea that, three doors down, our parents were fucking each other added to the fun. The terror of being caught, thrusting into my now-naked stepsister, added to the danger, and soon Liz was coming.
"That's it," she panted, "fuck my pussy harder, fuck me..." she was incoherent, her whole body shuddering as she came. I was so ready from the entire day's teasing that her pulsating vagina was too much for me and I exploded inside her. I thrust deeper into her, flattening her against the wall as I emptied my semen into her. I focused on staying hard and kept thrusting into her, any sense of danger gone now, just animal instinct to shove my dick into her as deep and as hard as I could. Liz was coming again, her hand a blur as she rubbed herself faster and faster, until a third orgasm overtook her and she started bucking backward against me.
"Oh, oh," she said a little louder than she should have. She put her hand on my stomach to stop me from thrusting and we tenderly disengaged. She bent down, and picked up her bikini before she kissed me tenderly.
"I think I love you," she whispered in my ear. "But I like it better when you call me a bitch." With that she winked, and stepped into her bedroom, her legs shaky as she walked. I stood there a minute, my shorts down by my knees and my penis erect. I kicked off my shorts, tossing them into my bedroom and walked down the hall. I put my ear to my dad and Annie's door, listening. The door was left slightly open and when I looked in I saw my father passed out on the bed, spent from fucking Annie. Annie was standing in front of the mirror, brushing her hair.
"Annie," I whispered. She looked up, startled. She turned around quickly, heading to the door. She opened it and stuck her head out, whispering to me.
"What are you doing here?" she said. She looked surprised, but not upset. She was naked, and I looked down and saw a trail of cum running down her thigh.
"I need you, right now," I said, grinning. My dick was still hard, although the mess from fucking Liz was drying quickly.



"Not here," she whispered, but I took her hand gently and entered the room. She stepped backward, looking at my sleeping father. "Your dad might wake up."
"I bet he won't," I said, and took her hand and wrapped it around my throbbing penis. Instantly she was mine, and she pressed her body close and stroked me.
"Tell me what you want," she said, stroking me with both hands as we kissed. "I want you to come."
"Then suck it," I said as forcefully as I could without sounding mean. She looked up at me for a second, her hands still wrapped around my swollen penis.
"No," she said, lowering her gaze. She continued stroking me.
"Think about everything I've learned," I whispered, gently holding her close. "Think about how much fun we had in the kitchen."
"No," she said, still not looking at me. I took my free and and gently lifted her chin so that we were looking right at each other.
"Suck it," I whispered, "Do it right now, on your knees, while your husband sleeps six feet away. Do it before he wakes up and catches you with his son's dick in your mouth. Suck it like your mom sucked your dad, while she called him daddy. Teach me."
She broke into a grin and slowly sank to her knees. She looked over at my dad, sprawled out on the bed and sleeping heavily, and then up at me. The view, with her eyes looking up at me and my dick in her hands, was something I had dreamt of for years.
"Come for me, baby," she said, slowly stroking me. She licked the head of my penis, swirling her tongue around it several times as she gently stroked me. I ran my hands through her hair and sighed as she swirled her tongue one last time and then took the head of my penis into her mouth.
"Mmmm," she moaned softly as she sucked me. She took me slowly into her mouth as I threw my head back tried not to buck my hips. I grinned as I looked down and saw my dick sliding into her mouth as she bobbed up and down on it. I thought of my dried cum and Liz's dried wetness that had covered it and grinned even more.
"Enjoying yourself?" she whispered, seeing the look of glee on my face.
I nodded, and she grinned and continued sucking. She started rubbing herself with one hand as she picked up the pace and sucked me faster. She stroked me with one hand and herself with the other, all the while sucking me faster and faster.
"Oh, god, that's it," I said, watching her tits sway as she sucked me. I wanted to cover her with cum and mark her for the slut I knew she was. I was getting close and so was she, and finally I was unable to contain myself anymore. I gasped and she understood and starting to stroking and suck me faster. I thrust gently into her mouth and came. I had just fucked Liz half an hour beforehand but I came hard in Annie's mouth. My knees buckled and she kept stroking herself as I filled her mouth with cum. She leaned back, letting me slip out of her mouth as she fell back on one hand and stroked herself.
She looked up at me, cum dribbling out of her mouth, and swallowed. What little cum that had escaped dripped onto her tits as she started to come. She spread her thighs wider and started to rock her hips back and forth.
"I'm coming, baby," she whispered, her hand rubbing furiously. I was worried suddenly that the sloshing sound of her hand might wake up my dad, but he was still asleep as she came. I watched her breasts jiggle as she rubbed herself harder, and then, her orgasm ended, she sat down hard. She panted, looking up at me with wide eyes and cum dripping off her chin.
"That was amazing," she said, wiping her chin. I helped her up, and she hugged me. She was unsteady on her feet, and I held for a moment as she regained her balance.
"You'd better get going," she whispered, gently squeezing my spent member. She walked me to the door and down the hall. I stepped into my room and she gave my dick one last, gently squeeze. "Oh, by the way, I have so much more to teach you.
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Chapter 1
I woke with a start as my alarm buzzed quietly by my head. I fumbled around until I shut it off, then rolled onto my back. I was naked, my bedroom door cracked open. I had stumbled into my room in the middle of the night, my head buzzing, and had passed out almost immediately.
I still couldn't believe that my stepmom, Annie, had finally sucked my dick. Sure, she had been "teaching" me how to be better at sex. She had gotten me off plenty of times, but never with her mouth. My dad being asleep only feet away while she did it had only heightened the excitement. Just thinking about her like that was making me hard.
I got up and pulled on some shorts, leaving my room. My stepsister Liz was asleep in her room, and my dad and Annie were in theirs down the hall. I left the house, going for a run to think for a while. While I had suspected that Annie would eventually suck me off, part of my wondered if she would, and just how far I could go.
And then there was Liz. Sure, we were fucking like rabbits, too, but our connection was different. I think, had we not been stepsiblings, she'd be my girlfriend. But given our situation, I didn't know what she was. Thinking about Liz, and her animalistic needs, got me hard.
I had to stop running, as the erection in my shorts made it impossible. I walked home slowly, thinking about my life, my stepsister, and my stepmom. When I got home Annie was awake, eating an apple in the kitchen.
"Good morning," she said, eyeing me as I came in through the garage. She wore a t-shirt and short running shorts. "How was the run?"
"Okay," I said. Small talk felt weird, knowing my dick had been in her mouth not too long ago. "I didn't get far, to be honest."
"Well, why don't we go to the beach? Your dad has to work and I don't want to go by myself."
"What about Liz?" I asked.
"Let her sleep in," she said. "Go change and meet me in the garage."
I was loading towels and a beach bag into my car when Annie came into the garage. She wore the smallest bikini I had seen her in, and she knew it. She grinned at me, sliding into the seat as I opened the garage door.
"I left them a note," she explained. "I don't want to wait to head out." I looked over at her tits, which were almost completely out of her white bikini top, and nodded.
We lived ten minutes from the beach, and at that time of day the roads were deserted. She held her hand out the window and looked out as we drove. I stole glances at her tits, enjoying the view.
"So," she said finally, "how was last night?"
"Which part?" I teased.
"The part where I gave you a blowjob," she said with a laugh.
"Oh, that part," I said, feigning ignorance. "It was great."
"Oh yeah?" she said. "You lasted a long time, too." She smiled, and patted me on the leg. For extra measure, she squeezed my erection, which was pinned to my leg by my bathing suit.
"Any chance I can talk you into another one?" I asked.
"Maybe," she said, grinning. We pulled up to the beach approach and she said "come on."
It was early, and the water was cold, but we got in anyway. Her nipples were hard and I stared without hesitation. Slowly we got into the calm water until we were up to her shoulders. I pulled her close suddenly, and pressed her body close to mine. I looked up and down the deserted dunes and tugged at her bikini top. She understood, and untied it from the back. She let it float up, revealing her tits. I wasted no time cupping them in my hand, enjoying feeling her up in broad daylight.
"Mmmm," she said, grinding against my leg, "I haven't done this in a while." She let me continue, and she rubbed herself against me faster, slowly building as I rubbed her nipples under my thumbs. Her white top floated like a jelly fish between us, and the small waves that lapped against us were the only sound apart from her breathing.
"That's it," she said, rubbing herself against my leg faster. "I'm close." She kept rubbing and I kissed her. To my surprise she slipped her tongue into my mouth, and we were exploring each other as she kept grinding faster against me. I slowly, gently tugged at her nipples and she moaned, bucking her hips wildly.
She was about to come, I could tell, and she broke away from her kiss and pressed herself against me, whispering "I know about you and Liz."
And she came. She cried out, bucking her hips and mashing her tits against my hands as her words washed over me like a tidal wave. She kept grinding, faster now, coming hard and moaning. Finally, her orgasm ended and she pulled away from me, slowly tying her bikini top. I just looked at her, stunned.
"Come with me," she said, taking my hand. She led me out of the water toward our towels. She lay on her back and motioned for me to sit next to her.
"You know," I said, trying to sound calm.
"Yes, I know. How long have you been doing it?" There was no anger in her voice, only curiosity.
"Midway through our lessons," I said, hoping she would not freak out.
"And were the lessons helpful?" she asked, looking at me with an intensity that made me uncomfortable.
"Yes, very," I said. "I should have told you about her."
"I'd be surprised if you had," she said.
"How'd you know?" I asked.
"Last night, when I sucked you off. I could taste it. In college, I used to suck off my roommate's boyfriend after they fucked. She never knew. But after he'd finish with her he'd come to my room while she slept, and I'd play with his dick until he got hard, and then he'd come a second time in my mouth. So I knew last night."
I didn't say anything for a minute. She finally said "I don't want to burn out here, will you rub some sunblock on me?" She handed me the bottle and she put her hands behind her head.
"You're not mad?" I said.
"About Liz? Who am I to judge you? I only found out because your dick was in my mouth, so how can I be mad? Just remember, you're steps, and if it gets weird you have to live with that forever."
"I know," I said.
"Does she know about us?" she asked.
"No," I said, squeezing some sunblock onto my hands.
"Probably a good idea," she said. She put her sunglasses on and said, "if no one's around, make sure you get sunblock everywhere."
She grinned at me and relaxed. I started with her shoulders, rubbing lotion into them slowly, then moving up to her neck. I ran my hands up and down her neck, then slowly moved down her chest to the top of her tits. I worked my way around them, feeling the top and sides. There was an old man walking his dog, and I worked on her arms until he was out of sight, then I slid my hands under her bikini top.
I felt her tits, gently pulling at her nipples like I did in the water, watching her squirm. I then put more lotion on my hands and moved down her stomach, then working her legs and thighs, which she dutifully spread for me. I worked up her inner thighs, getting closer to the bikini bottom.
"There's a couple a hundred yards away," I said, and pulled her bikini bottom to the side. I slid one hand under her top to feel her left tit and used my other hand to feel her slippery labia. "I bet I can make you come without them realizing it."
"You don't have to try very hard," she whispered. I started rubbing her clit directly, circling my slick fingers around it. She gasped, letting me feel her tit at the same time, gently tugging her nipple.
"What was it like tasting your daughter on my dick?" I said. She responded to the dirty talk, grinding against my hand. I rubbed her faster, and she gasped, getting closer. I switched to rubbing her clit with my thumb while I slid two fingers into her pussy. She arched her back, coming. I could feel her pussy clamp down on my fingers and she shuddered as I rubbed her to an intense climax.
I kept rubbing and penetrating her as her orgasm faded, and a second one took over almost immediately. Her pussy gushed all over the towel, and she bit her lip and thrashed about like an animal. Finally, satisfied, she pulled my hands away from her and rolled onto her stomach.
I straddled her legs, rubbing sunblock into her back as if nothing had happened. "I tasted my mom that way, you know. On my dad's dick once."
"What?" I said.
"Oh, you know, after all the teasing, and spying on them, I knew he wanted me. And I knew she wanted him to want me. And so, eventually, I joined them in bed. They had thrown a party and had too much wine, and after the party, I took off my clothes and dragged them to the bedroom.
"I told them I knew they were fantasizing about me, and I begged them to fuck in front of me. I laid in the bed right next to them while my dad fucked her and she called him Daddy. And then, when he finished, I started to suck him. Mom didn't even stop me. It was so hot knowing that he had been in her only minutes before. I kept coming while I sucked him off. That's why I sucked off my roommate's boyfriend, to chase that feeling again.
"Of course that was just the beginning," she said, sighing. "After that, well things got interesting."
I said nothing, but worked lotion onto her legs, and then finally turning my attention to her ass. The same couple was laying out, both of them face down. I scanned the beach; we were still alone. I untied her bikini bottom, pulling it away and exposing her ass.
"I take it no one can see," she said in a muffled voice. I put lotion on my hands, rubbing into her skin, massaging her ass. Her pussy was so wet it made a slapping sound as I pulled her ass left and right, opening and closing her labia. I ran a finger along her pussy lips, and she lifted her ass in the air.
"Fuck me right now," she said in a small voice. She said nothing else, just held her ass up a little, her pussy dripping in anticipation.
It was the broad daylight, on a Friday morning, and there was a couple not far from us. The beach was empty but a family could arrive at any time. We might get caught. I threw all cares away and pulled down my bathing suit, freeing my dripping erection.
I positioned myself behind her and entered her slowly. She sighed as I penetrated her. I paused, looking around the beach again, and then started to slowly fuck her. I was worried that slapping against her ass would alert our beach neighbors, so I fucked her gently, not like I fucked Liz. She was slick from her orgasms, and she thrust upward to meet me. I reached forward and grabbed the sided of her tits and she understood and lifted up so I could cup them in my hands.
"I'm coming," she whispered, and I felt her pussy tighten around me. I was wild, all cares gone, as I fucked her. If anyone came over the dune there would be no explanation, no excuse, and if it was someone we knew there would be no denying I was fucking my stepmom.
"Keep fucking me," she whimpered, coming a second time. I was thrusting deep now, my hips slapping against her ass. If the couple could down the beach could hear us, I didn't know and I didn't care. I was deep inside Annie, as I had longed to be. I fucked her to another orgasm, and she bit her lip as I kept going, harder by the minute.
Finally, I felt close, and thrust into her as hard as I could. I pressed deep against her round ass and came. I collapsed on top of her, my dick pulsing hard inside her, filling her with cum. She breathed softly, smiling, as I slowly pulled out of her. I sat up, pulling up my bathing suit and arranging her bikini as if nothing happened. She flipped over, her bikini bottom slipping and a blob of my cum dripping out of her. She adjusted her bikini bottom, laying on her back and smiling at me.
"And you lasted perfectly," she said. "I think you've figured it all out. Of course, you might need some lessons to keep your skills sharp," she added. She patted her stomach gently. I grinned, knowing my semen was deep inside her.
"I'm hungry," she said. "Let's go and get some brunch." She stood up, slipping a sundress over her bikini. She then slipped her bikini top off, going braless, and slipped off her bikini bottom. Know she was naked under the flimsy sundress made my dick stir. I gathered our things, packing our bag and following her. As I did, I checked out the beach one last time. The couple was still there, but the man was now sitting up. As I looked at him, he gave me a thumbs up.
I turned, grinning, and followed Annie's swaying ass to my car.
"So, now what?" I asked as she stabbed some fruit with her fork. We were at a small outdoor restaurant, enjoying the salty air.
"I don't know, I thought we'd head home and I'd run some errands," she said, looking at me with a smirk.
"I don't mean like that," I said. "I mean, you know..." I paused as our waited drifted by with a pitcher of water. When he left I continued. "I think we crossed a threshold."
"Yes, we did," she said matter-of-factly. "I think we can both admit that your problem is fixed, right? So we can just admit that you are enjoying yourself, and leave it at that."
"Are you enjoying yourself?" I asked.
She looked around to make sure no one could hear, and then leaned in. Her dress strained against her tits and I looked down her cleavage without shame as she spoke. "Your cum is leaking out of me as we speak," she paused, leaning back and said, "and I'd like that to happen more often."
On the drive home she sat back and closed her eyes. The wind kept pushing her dress up her thighs, distracting me. I put my hand on her leg, and she let it wander closer and closer to her pussy.
"I used to dress like this all the time when lived with my mom and dad," she said. "It used to drive him crazy, he was always hard."
"Did your mom care that you went around like this?" I asked.
"No," Annie said. "She enjoyed it, too."
The car swerved and I had to put both hands on the wheel. Annie laughed.
"Sorry," she said.
"I still can't believe it," I said.
"All that dressing up like me meant that she had at least fantasized about it. Mom was pragmatic. She figured if he was going to stray, he may as well stray at home. And she also figured that I would get into less trouble if my needs were met by him rather than a long list of guys. Which happened anyway.
"I wore sundresses all the time, and nothing else. It meant my dad could basically bend me over at any time and cum. And I loved it. Once, at a wedding, I had snuck off with him and he had taken me from behind in the hotel room. And there I was, before the ceremony, in a dress and nothing else, and I had my dad's cum running down my thigh. My dad's brother saw it, and he got me alone, and right behind the pipe organ he pressed me against the wall and fucked me. We barely finished in time for the ceremony to start."
She was running her hands down her thighs, spreading her legs wide as I drove. "Pull over," she said, and I found a shady lane and stopped the car.
"Push back the seat," she said, her eyes narrowed to slits as she scanned the road. I did as she asked, and she helped me tug down my bathing suit. As soon as my dick was free she climbed over the seat and sat on my dick. She had clearly fucked in the front seat of a car before, because she wasted no time riding me hard. I pulled down the front of her dress, letting her tits spill out in my face. I sucked her nipples and gripped her ass as she rode me. Once again the idea that we might get caught only heightened our lust.
She rode me hard, her tits swaying in my face. I switched between her ass and her tits, letting my hands roam free of the bombshell impaled on my dick.
"Oh, fuck," she panted, starting to come. Her pussy gripped me as her orgasm sent shudders through her body. I sucked hard on her nipple, and ran one hand between her ass cheeks and down to the bottom of her labia, feeling how wet she was. She moaned, coming a second time. It was uncomfortable in the car but wild to be fucking her in the middle of the day like that.
She stopped suddenly, her eyes darting down the road. In one swift motion she hopped off me and landed in her seat. She adjusted the top of her dress and sat like everything was normal as a car turned the corner and slowly made its way down the road.
"Come on, come on," she whispered, her eyes on the car. Once it turned the corner, she paused, listening, and then immediately bent over and took my dick in her mouth. It was still wet from her pussy, and the idea that she was tasting herself was erotic. I reached over as she sucked me and cupped one of her breasts. Her head bobbed up and down faster as she used her hand for added friction.
"I'm getting close," I whispered, and she sucked even faster. I grabbed her hair gently and guided her down more as I came, pumping cum into her mouth. She swallowed and kept me in her mouth as I kept shooting cum into her. She didn't move until I started to go flaccid, and she finally sat up, wiping her lips and straightening out her dress.
"Well, that was fun," she said brightly. "Now let's go home."
Chapter 2
A week passed and I fucked Annie every day. She seemed more than eager at any time to bend over the couch and pull her shorts aside, or strip naked and join me in the shower. I was still fucking Liz, too, which was difficult to juggle. How did Annie do it all those years?
It was Saturday, and I had just left Liz's room early in the morning. Liz was asleep, my cum deep inside her, and I headed down the hall to my dad and Annie's room. My dad was not there, but Annie was passed out, cum all over her. My dad had really gone all out, it seemed, because her pussy was still dripping and swollen with excitement.
I suddenly felt a pang of guilt over what I was doing. Sure, Annie offered to help me in bed, but for the first time I felt bad because she was, first and foremost, my dad's wife. I had nothing against my dad, no reason to betray him like this. I felt awful as the wave of realization hit me. I was a shitty son. Why I had only now come to that realization made me perhaps the worst son in history.
I left the room quickly, needing to get my head clear and get out of the house. I headed downstairs only to find my dad in the kitchen. I jumped, startled to see him.
"Morning, Mike," he said, pausing with his coffee. "Up early, too, huh?"
"Yeah, couldn't sleep," I said, not meeting his eyes. We had both just gotten some, but the knowledge I was keeping to myself was suddenly unbearable. He was dressed to go fishing, and had a thermos and a cooler on the floor next to him.
"Want to join me out on the river? I thought I'd spend the morning fishing, and this beer isn't going to drink itself."
"Sure," I said, thinking that the worst thing on earth would be to go fishing with my dad right now. But I didn't want to be rude, especially since I was doing his wife behind his back. He grinned, and got up to throw some extra food in the cooler.
Our boat was on a dock in the backyard, and we were soon off, heading down the river. We said little until he found a quiet, shady grove were we could fish without roasting in the sun. Our lines cast and a beer in my dad's hand, we fished in silence. It was maddening, sitting there, hanging out with my dad, with this weight on me. I had to do something, I had to confess.
"Something on your mind?" my dad said, reading the expression on my face. "You haven't looked this nervous since you broke that window at school in first grade."
"Oh," I said, laughing nervously. "Yeah, I mean no...I mean, yeah, something's on my mind."
"Need to talk to your dad about it?" he asked, offering me a beer. I took the beer and cracked it open, using it to stall. I said nothing, and he let me be, until he offered "girl trouble?"



"Kind of," I admitted. "It's a long story."
"We've got a lot of beer," he said. "The fish aren't biting anyway, so tell me."
I took a deep breath, then another sip of beer. Did one just blurt it out? There seemed no good way to ease into it. I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.
"Well it's complicated. It's more than one girl," I offered, hoping to see a way to lie my way out of this mess.
"Let me help," dad said, leaning forward in his seat. "I know what you and Annie have been doing."
I closed my mouth and stared. He laughed. "The whole thing. The handjobs, the blowjobs, everything. I know you two have been doing it all week."
"How..." I said, neither asking nor stating.
He set his empty beer can down and cracked open a second one. "It was my idea," he said simply.
"What?" I asked, sitting back heavy in my seat.
"It was my idea," he repeated. "Look, did you know why Annie got divorced from Liz's dad? To put it bluntly, she can't go a day without getting some action. And he wasn't attentive to her needs, and she gets stir crazy. I've seen her get a look in her eye, she can't help herself. It's not because she's cruel, it's because she's an animal when it comes to sex. She needs it like you and I need food.
"So I fuck her like crazy every day. I know it sounds like I'm complaining, believe my I'm not. She's amazing. And of course I love her for all that she is. But she is insatiable. Her ex caught her and her dad, of all people, getting it on. He was crushed, she said, and just left quietly. And when I met her, she was still doing her dad until I started fucking her. She still fucks him, sometimes; and I'm okay with it. Because part of me thinks it's pretty hot, knowing what she's doing. But he's getting older, and I didn't want her hooking up with random guys because I was out of town or something.
"It's always been a worry," he admitted. "She doesn't' cheat, you know, she just can't help herself. And it could get her into trouble. I know she's told you some stories about her past, so you know what I mean. And lately, well, she's gotten even more stir crazy. About a year ago, when I was on that trip to Berlin, she was going crazy, and told me that she caught herself almost flashing you. She only got through it because I bought her a vibrator that she burned the motor out of in a week.
"And then when I had the flu over Christmas, she was begging me, and I couldn't even move, let alone have sex. She told me she was fantasizing about you. And then I heard about your problem, with lasting long. I knew exactly how you felt, because I couldn't either until I met Annie. When you asked her, to help you, I thought I could solve two problems at once."
He said nothing, just looked at me. I felt guilt melt away and I saw my dad as an equal for the first time. We were two guys, drinking and fishing, talking about girls.
"Well, um, that was...generous of you," I ventured. Dad laughed, shaking his head in amusement.
"I knew sooner or later she'd want more than I could give, and I didn't want her cheating on me or bringing some random guy into our marriage. I didn't want her with someone who wouldn't respect her. So when she told me that you asked for help about your...issue...I told her to help you. She immediately said 'do I get to fuck him?' and I said 'sure'. The deal is that she tells me about it, and then I pretended like I didn't know."
"And you're not mad?" I said. "About any of it?"
"Not at all," he said. "It was partly my idea. But you better tell Liz, she is probably won't be cool with it."
I opened my mouth in surprise but he just laughed. "Annie tells me everything, Mike. Just be careful with Liz. She's going to be around forever."
"So you're cool with that, too?" I asked.
"I am giving you blanket permission to do my wife, who you have been fooling around with for weeks and weeks. Who am I to judge?"
"This is a lot to take in," I said. "This morning I felt like shit for doing Annie behind your back."
"And for that speck of conscious, I thank you," Dad said, laughing. "I think Annie's been wanting this for a long time. In fact, last year when we all went to Mexico for vacation it was all I could do to keep her from 'accidentally' flashing you."
"Well, I wouldn't have minded," I said. "I had been trying to see her naked forever."
"I know. I almost let her show you a few times, but I figured one thing would lead to another. Once while we were visiting her parents, just a few years ago, I dared her to flash her tits to her dad, just to tease him. Ten minutes later she was on her hands and knees, which his dick in her mouth and me fucking her from behind. Like I said, she's insatiable."
We fished for a while, but nothing was biting. I felt good about my situation, in fact I had not realized how stressed I was about everything until it lifted off of my mind. It was like a dull weight had been removed, and I could see and think more clearly. After a while we turned back up the river, our cooler empty of fish but both of us happy.
When we got home Annie was swimming in the pool. A small blue-and-white striped bikini barely covered her.
"Liz's gone?" her dad asked as we approached from the dock.
"Shopping," she explained, "and then a movie with her friends. How was your fishing trip?"
"Good," he said. She got out of the pool and gave him a kiss. He pulled her close, their bodies pressed together. He reached behind her and untied both knots of her bikini top, pulling it away to reveal her tits.
"I see you two caught up," she said as he stood behind her, cupping her tits. She ground against him as he pulled the two knots of her bikini bottom loose, letting it fall to the ground. She stood naked in front of him, ten feet from me, my dad's hands on her tits.
"Did you ask him?" she said, leaning her head back on her husband as his roamed down over her stomach.
"No, but I didn't need to," he replied, reaching her pussy. She moaned as he immediately started rubbing her clit. She ground her ass against him.
"Mike," Dad called out, "do you want to help me fuck Annie?"
It sounded no different that when my dad asked me to mow the lawn or pick up some groceries. I laughed quietly at how this surreal situation had unfolded, but I stepped forward as he rubbed her clit and took her other breast in my hand, gently rubbing her nipple between my thumb and finger.
"Mmmmm," she said, clearly enjoying the dual attention. I leaned forward to kiss and suck on her nipple, and she ran her hand through my hair and pulled me closer to her. I looked down to see my dad's hand rubbing faster over her clit, and she started to buck her hips. She came, her pussy dripping as she ground against us both.
Dad let go of her and stepped back. He started to strip, and she tugged at my shorts so I would, too. She turned her attention to him as he sat on a deck chair. She pulled a pool float over and got on her hands and knees. She wasted no time taking his dick into her mouth. I looked on as her head bobbed up and down furiously as he ran his hands through her hair, guiding her to take him in deeper. They seemed transfixed on each other as I knelt behind her.
She was so turned on that there were several clear strands dripping from her labia. As she continued to bob up and down on my dad I gently touched her labia with my fingers. Without missing a beat she reached behind and puller on her ass cheek, opening her pussy a little and causing it to drip even more. I slid a finger in, and she squirmed as I probed her slick pussy with one, then two fingers.
"Stick it in, now," she said, pausing from sucking my dad off. She resumed her blowjob, and my dad looked up at nodded before returning his attention to her. I got closer to her dripping pussy and rubbed the head of my dick along her labia. She made a muffled moaning noise as I continued to tease her. Finally, unable to wait any longer, I thrust into her completely.
She cried out, letting my dad's dick pop out of her mouth as I started to fuck her. She quickly regained her composure, sucking him as I thrust into her over and over. She came quickly, and I kept thrusting through one, and then another of her orgasms. She kept coming over and over, her pussy staying tight around me, until I felt close to coming.
In a moment like that it's funny what pops into your head. Did I tell them I was about to come? I had come inside her before, sure, but this time I didn't know if there was decorum to maintain. I decided not to say anything, and thrust as deep as I could into her, emptying my cum deep inside of her. She kept sucking, even faster, moaning around my dad's dick as I filled her with cum. Finally, spent, I pulled out of her and stood up, watching.
My dad gently pulled her up, gesturing for her to flip onto the pool float. She did, and he moved quickly between her outstretched thighs. He thrust into her without ceremony, fucking her hard. She cried out, thrashing underneath him as her whole body shook. My cum was making a white, frothing mess that my dad was pumping out of her pussy with each thrust. He finally thrust into her hard, coming, his semen mixing with what was left of mine.
Dad pulled out of Annie and sat down on the deck. Annie wasted no time crawling over to him, licking the white mess off of his dick. Her ass was in the air and cum from two men was running out of it. She was a mess. She kept licking dad until his dick, spent from before, showed signs that he was ready for more, she got up on shaking legs, her thighs covered in cum.
"I'm going to shower," she said, stretching. "Thanks, Mike," she added, kissing me on the cheek. Dad got up with her, following her to the shower, a grin on both their faces.
Chapter 4
While my guilt for doing my dad's wife behind his back was gone, I was suddenly confronted with another problem. Liz was, as far as I could tell, my secret girlfriend and I had been cheating on her. The cheating was bad enough, but it was compounded by the fact that it was her mom. Morality, even in my own twisted form, was catching up with me.
I decided I needed to come clean with Liz, partly because it was getting harder to sneak around. Now that everything had come out into the open with Annie, me, and my Dad, I found myself fucking Liz and Annie at least once a day each. It was only a matter of time before Liz found out. Every time I tried to work up the courage to tell her, I panicked and changed the subject.
It was three weeks after finding out that my Dad was in on Annie's "lessons" when Liz finally found it. I woke up to find her sitting on my bed, straddling me. I smiled at her, expecting a round of sex before breakfast, when she pulled her hand up high and smacked me across the face.
"Ow, what the fuck!" I hissed at her, trying to throw her off me. She raised her hand again but this time I caught it before she could strike. We always played rough with sex, but this was different. There was intent behind her motions.
"Fuck you," she said back, spitting venom. "You cheating asshole!" She struggled and got her hands free. I sat up, pushing her back.
"What the hell," I said. I shoved her back and got up, striding across the room to put some distance between us.
"You..." she said, pacing the room furiously. She was trying not to yell, since Annie and my Dad were down the hall. "You cheating shithead. I can't believe you've been sleeping with my mom. This entire time. I saw you, last night. You and your dad and my mom stepped into the shower..."
She stopped, looking furious. I hesitated, unsure of what to say. Ultimately, I settled on the truth for once.
"I wanted to tell you," I said. She snorted, turning away from me. "Really, I did. It started before you and I...it was...she was helping me," I said lamely.
"Helping you?" she said, incredulous. She turned to face me, her arms crossed. "Helping you with what?"
"You know," I said, dropping my voice. "My, um...problem. Lasting long enough."
"You didn't have any problem lasting with me," she said, "which was a huge mistake on my part, it seems."
"No," I said, "You don't understand. The only reason I could last at all was because she taught me how."
Liz said nothing, but looked at the floor halfway between us for a while. Finally, after what felt like hours, she said "my mom...has been giving you sex lessons?"
"Yes," I said. "It's beyond embarrassing. And I feel like shit for not telling you."
"I don't think I would have received that news well," she said. "But you, and my mom and your dad?"
"Your mom...she's um, like some kind of sex addict. My dad, he asked me to help out, you know, with doing her, because she gets twitchy about it."
Liz sat on my dresser. "So you are telling me that you've been having sex with my mom, to get better at having sex. And that you've been doing her with your dad because she's some kind of nymphomaniac?"
"Yeah, I know it sounds like I made it all up, but it's true. She's crazy about sex, it seems. She even used to do her dad."
"Grandpa Tim?" Liz said, her eyes wide. She leaned back against the wall, stunned by the news. "This explains so many things over the years."
We said nothing for a few minutes, but just looked at each other. I could see Liz working through everything in her head. Finally I spoke.
"I'm sorry," I said. "For everything."
"I'm sorry I slapped you in the face," she said.
"You were pretty pissed," I said. "I'm not going to hold it against you."
"So, my mom. She's a huge slut, I guess. No wonder Dad left. I guess he found out. She's probably done half of the state."
"You have no idea," I said. "I couldn't even count the guys she's been with."
"Well, now she's got her claws into my guy," she said, her eyes narrowed. She got up, and walked closer to me. I was on guard, ready for her to try to slap me again. "But maybe this is good..." she said to herself.
"What's good?" I said, thoroughly confused.
"I've been trying to figure out how to tell her you and I are together. I figured she'd freak out and send me to live with my dad or something. But now, she can't. She can't possibly judge me or try to tell me what we're doing is wrong."
"You're...you're not mad?" I ventured.
"Oh, I'm mad," she said, her face hardening. "I'm mad that you're such a chicken that you'd keep screwing around behind my back and hiding it from me. I'm mad that my mom's such a slut that she has to go for her own stepson. I'm mad that she and your dad are using you to keep her satisfied. And I'm mad that I am actually jealous of her about this."
She pushed me back once, then twice, until I was against the wall. She had a look of determination on her face. "Tell me," she said, "who's better."
"Better?" I said, confused.
"At sex," she said. "I want to know if she's better than I am. She's had way more practice, it seems."
"You are," I said hurriedly.
"Bullshit, you're just saying that because I'm mad." Suddenly she reached up and kissed me. I was stunned, expecting her to scream or try and slap me; I was not expecting a kiss from Liz ever again. She kept kissing me, and she let go of my head and fished down into my shorts, tugging on my dick.
I was too shocked to do anything but freeze as she vigorously stroked me to an erection. She pulled down my shorts partway, freeing my dick, and shoved be back against the wall. I was expecting another attempt at slapping my face, but she turned around, pulling down her shorts. In one movement she pushed back, impaling herself on my dick. I slid into her, amazed at how wet she was at the moment. Liz started to push back hard, fucking me against the wall.
She made no sound as she rode me horizontally, thrusting against me and fucking me hard. I finally caught my bearings and put my hands on her hips, pulling her against me even harder. The only sound in the room was our breathing and her ass slapping against me. She fucked me hard, slamming against me and taking me deep inside her. Her hands were braced against her knees and she looked over her shoulder at me with a hard stare. She was on fire, and soon I felt her pussy getting even tighter.
She made no sound as she came, her expression remained resolved. I coukld feel her pussy dripping onto me, running down my thighs as she came once, and then a second time. I started to thrust harder, the sound of our bodies slapping together getting louder. I was getting closer, and couldn't take much more.
She said nothing, but maintained eye contact and her hard stare as we kept fucking. She kept slamming into me and I came. She pushed back hard, taking me in deep, as I flooded her pussy with cum. Before I could relax, she pulled away, turning around and gently pushing me down to my knees.
"I'm not finished yet," she said coolly, and shoved her pussy in my face. Instantly I started licking her, her wetness and my cum running down my face as she ground against me, smearing me with the mess from our coupling. I licked her, paying attention to her clit, while running my hands up and down her legs. She came again, her pussy contracting and more cum spilling out of her. Finally satisfied, she pulled away, pulling me up and kissing me furiously.
"Tell me," she demanded, kissing me hard. Our faces were both a mess and I pulled her close. "Tell me who's better."
"You are," I said. "I love you."
She kissed me again, our bodies pressed together. She pulled me to the bed, where we collapsed, a sticky mess of limbs, kissing and touching each other. After a while we relaxed, and I held her close. We said nothing for a long time, until at least she spoke in a soft voice. "Are you going to keep fucking my mom?" she said.
"No," I said. "I don't want to hurt you."
She said nothing for a while, but pulled closer to me. "So what happens to my mom, if you don't?"
"According to my dad, she used to cheat on your dad...with her dad. But now he's too old, I guess, to keep up. She ends up crawling the walls if she doesn't get it almost daily. But that's something my Dad and your mom need to work out on their own, I guess," I said.
"Not necessarily," she said. "I have an idea."
Liz said nothing about her idea to me, letting me stew all day wondering what she was thinking. I avoided Annie and my dad, and tried to keep my mind off of how I was going to tell them I was not going to join them anymore. It wasn't until sunset, when they both were home, that Liz suddenly called for a "family meeting" in the living room.
The last time we had sat down for a "meeting" was when we were planning last year's vacation. My dad and Annie were puzzled, and I feigned surprise as well. I sat next to Liz on one couch while our parents sat across the coffee table on the other couch. My dad looked at us, puzzled, and Annie looked at Liz, trying to figure out what her daughter was doing.
Liz took my hand in hers and smiled. She gave my hand a reassuring squeeze. "We have something we need to tell you," Liz said. "Mike and I, well, he's my boyfriend. We're dating. And we're doing it."
Her words hung in the space between us for a moment. No one looked surprised by her revelation. Before anyone else could speak, she addressed Annie directly, "And I know he's been double teaming you with Charles."
My dad shifted in his seat at the mention of his name. Annie's eyes were locked on Liz, who returned the stare.
"So, here's what I'm thinking," Liz continued, "You're going to be cool with us dating. And everything else we do. And you two can go on and do whatever it is you to, together," she said, gesturing at Annie and my dad.
"You're taking this well," Annie said to Liz, one eyebrow raised.
"Just keep your hands off of my boyfriend," she said icily. Annie blushed. Liz was a dominant woman, and it was impressive to see her use it to get what she wanted. "If you're that hard up for some extra attention, I think I have a solution."



Suddenly, she leaned over and kissed me. I kissed her back, surprised at her move. As she did she unzipped my shorts and pulled out my dick. Before I could react she started stroking it. Liz looked right at her mom, challenging her. Annie did nothing, and Liz surprised us all again by bending over and taking me into her mouth.
I gasped, surprised but also enjoying the blowjob. The fact that she was sucking my dick six feet from our parents made it even hotter. My dad's arm was around Annie's shoulder, and he suddenly slipped it down under her shirt. He played with her tits while Liz's head bobbed up and down on my dick.
Annie unzipped my dad's shorts and was soon stroking and licking his dick while he felt her tits through her shirt. Both women sucked wildly, enjoying the mutual exhibition. Liz was now sucking me on all fours, and I reached between her thighs and slid my hand up her shorts. She had nothing on underneath, and I started to rub her labia, eventually focusing on her clit.
Annie was sucking and stroking my dad, and Liz was getting me close to coming. Finally, I thrust upward and came in her mouth, pumping into her as she swallowed. She sat down hard on my hand, riding it as I fingered her faster. She ground against my hand, coming hard and crying out. Her body shook as she came in front of her mother and my father. When her orgasm faded she collapsed next to me, curled up like a cat.
My dad, meanwhile, had guided Annie up. She peeled off her shorts, stood up, and straddled him, riding him while facing us. Her shirt was up and her tits were out, bouncing as she rode him. I could see my dad holding her hips as she fucked him.
"Ohhh, fuck," Annie cried, coming. Her body shuddered and she fell forward, leaning against the coffee table. Dad fell forward with her, not missing a beat, and kept fucking her as she bent over the table. He slammed into her hard, causing her body to rock back and forth on the table. She came a second time, and afterwards my dad pulled out of her and stood her up. He stripped off her clothes and had her lay on the floor on her back, where he entered her and fucked her hard.
We watched as her tits shook as he thrust into her like a wild animal. She was lost, coming repeatedly, her moaning almost feral. Dad grunted and pulled out of her, sending thick strands of semen shooting up her stomach. She moaned as he splattered her with cum, letting the last bits drip onto her body as he stood over her. Annie lay there, a look of complete contentment on her face.
"Can you do it again?" Liz whispered to me.
"Sure," I said.
Liz stood up and looked at her mom. She suddenly crawled over her mom and straddled her on all fours. Her pussy was inches from her mother's face in a sixty-nine position, and their bodies were touching, my dad's cum getting onto Liz's body. For a moment I thought Liz was going to go down on her mom, but she had other plans.
"Come on," she said, gesturing to me. I knelt behind Liz, who was looking over her shoulder at me expectantly. Annie's face was inches from my dick as I slid into Liz, burying myself deep inside her. My dad looked on at us passively as I fucked Liz, her pussy making wet sounds as a penetrated her over and over again. Annie lay underneath her daughter, writhing. My dad got up, kneeling in front of his wife's spread thighs. His dick bobbed, erect, right in front of Liz, who kept looking at me over her shoulder with burning eyes as I fucked her.
Dad entered Annie and the four of us fucked like mad. Liz got close to coming, and she moved forward, making my dick pop out of her. A torrent of her wetness gushed out of her pussy, dribbling all over Annie's face. Suddenly I understood what Liz was doing, and let her drip all over Annie. My dad was fucking Annie hard, inches from Liz's face, as I entered Liz again.
Annie was writhing in ecstasy, and Liz was coming again, each time pulling away to drip onto her mother. As I fucked Liz Annie's tongue lashed out, catching me when she could. Suddenly dad came, pulling out and coming all over Annie's pussy. By the way Liz's face jerked back suddenly, I could tell some had gotten on her. I kept fucking Liz as dad pulled back and sat down, exhausted. Liz came again, and this time I could not hold back any longer. I exploded inside her, coming hard as she ground her body against her mother. I pulled out and Liz sat up on her knees, her pussy an inch from her mother. Slowly, steadily, our mixed orgasms dripped out of her onto her mother's face.
Annie was a mess. She had smeared cum all over her body, a new load on her labia, and Liz's climaxes and my cum on all over face. Satisfied, Liz stood up on wobbly legs. I helped her up as she stepped over Annie without looking at her. Liz had my dad's cum on her cheek and smeared all over her body. What remained of my cum was still dripping out of her. She wiped her cheek and looked herself over.
"How was that?" Liz asked Annie without turning around.
"That works," Annie sighed. Dad nodded in agreement.
"Good," Liz said matter-of-factly. "That makes everything easier. Now, if you'll excuse us, Mike and I are going to shower." And without looking at either one of them, Liz took my hand and led me upstairs.
END
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Chapter 1
There are moments in your life that change everything, that upend the world and you are never the same afterwards. Sometimes tragic, other times sweet, there are times where one decision changes not only your life, but how you view it. My moment, so to speak, came without warning, like a sudden surge from the sea, obliterating everything that was old and replacing it with something new. But as I look back with changed eyes I can only wonder if I was too blind to see that wave coming.
The summer before my senior year started off under dour circumstances. My aunt Jen, my mom's sister, had just finalized her divorce from the jerk she had been married to for a decade. She was starting over, and that restart involved moving in with us. Jen was a teacher, and her salary wasn't going to stretch very far on her own. Mom is a surgeon, and a good one, and extended Jen the offer to stay at our house rent free for as long as she needed. Mom had a habit of taking in lost souls; that's how she found me.
My biological mother was a nurse, who had gotten pregnant and didn't know what to do. My mom, a young surgical resident, adopted me, even sponsoring the nurse's medical costs throughout the pregnancy. At the age of 26 mom found herself a new, single mother, starting a promising medical career with me in tow. As a result, she never made time for a husband, or more kids, and it was just the two of us on what she called our little adventure.
"Are you going to sit around all summer," Mom asked me from the kitchen. I was, indeed, sitting around.
"Go easy on him, Maggie," Aunt Jen said as she popped her head around the corner. "It's day one of summer, he can be lazy for a day or two." She came around the corner and stopped to mess with my hair. I playfully fought her off, and she went into the kitchen.
"Off the save the world?" I asked mom, the same question I asked almost every morning.
"You know it," she said. "But I'm taking off early to spend some time with you guys. And don't forget, Will, you are supposed to helping your aunt paint her bedroom and bathroom."
"I didn't know that slave labor came with the offer to stay, otherwise I would have moved in earlier," Jen said, high fiving mom. They both laughed. I grinned and turned back to my book, glad Aunt Jen was joking about her divorce. It has been a bitter fight, and mom had spent a lot of nights consoling her sister. "I'm going to drag him out to buy paint later."
"Well, stay out of trouble, and don't forget to use sunblock," Mom said.
"Will you stop being so bossy?" Jen teased. "Go and be brilliant. I'm going to put Will to work."
Mom left with an exchange of goodbyes and Jen came over and sat by me on the couch.
"What do you really want to do today?" she asked me.
"I don't know," I said, looking up from my book. "I'm supposed to help you paint."
"We'll go buy paint later, and tape up the room, but you didn't answer my question."
"I was going to watch a movie, maybe, and swim. But really I don't mind helping."
"I'll tell you what," she said. "Let's watch your movie, then go buy paint and work. I don't want you to sacrifice your summer for me."
"I don't mind. It's usually just me and mom most of the time, and summers are really boring since she works. I'm glad to have you around."
"I thought you'd be hanging around with your friends."
"I will, but I can't do that 24/7."
"Alright, a movie it is. I'm going to get a snack." She vaulted off the couch and headed to the kitchen while I queued up a movie. I sat back on the couch and Aunt Jen returned with a plate of vegetables. Like mom, she was fit and worked to stay that way. She was 42, two years younger than mom, but they looked alike. I thought she might sit next to me, but instead she lay on the floor in front of me. The movie started and I put my book down and sat back to watch.
"A movie at 9 in the morning, this feels so decadent," she laughed.
"Oh, this is just the beginning, Aunt Jen, summer has begun," I said dramatically.
She laughed, crunching a bite. "Just call me Jen, okay? I'm mooching off your mom, it feels right."
"Okay, Jen," I said, testing out the name for the first time. "But if it makes a difference mom doesn't think you're mooching."
Since I was a kid, Jen was always fun to be around. The last few years of her marriage had been rough for her, and the fun times were few, but with her newfound freedom she seemed to be her old self again. I settled in to watch the movie as the sun crept across the living room floor. It was only a few minutes into the movie when I first saw it.
Jen had nothing on under her shorts.
I sat up slightly, a guilty feeling washing over me. Jen was wearing a baggy t-shirt and loose shorts, and as she lay out in front of me, she had shifted and her shorts had pulled to one side. There, decorated by a light blonde fuzz, was my aunt's labia and half of her ass completely visible, three feet away. This was the first time I had seen a woman so intimately, at least in the flesh—so to speak. I knew Jen was unaware of what I saw, and I felt guilty looking. At the same time, I was fascinated, and also aware of the growing erection in my shorts. I was confused. Aroused but confused.
That is when everything changed. I felt something inside my head shift. This woman in front of me was my aunt, but I didn't care. The movie played but I did not see a single frame. I stared, entranced, by her ass and pussy. Jen was fit, with large breasts and what some might call a bubble butt. Her ass wasn't fat, but it was round, and large. I shifted in my seat, uncomfortable with my erection in several ways. Aside from the need to keep things hidden, should she turn around, I felt extreme guilt. Jen was my aunt. Sure, I was adopted, but she had been my aunt my whole life. She used to play checkers with me when I was five, and always let me win. And now there I sat, dick throbbing, looking at her like I had never seen a woman like that before.
Which, to be fair, I had not.
Jen shifted a little. I kept looking, and noticing how round her butt was, how it seemed to consume her shorts bit by bit. Her ass crack was clearly defined as her shorts were pulled between her cheeks. I could still see her labia, and a tuft of blonde hair. I looked down and saw that my leaking dick had made a wet spot through my shorts. I fidgeted covertly, trying to hide it with my shirt. My mind drifted further, imagining what the rest of her looked like naked.
"Hey, Will," Jen said, propping herself up on her elbows and looking back over her shoulder at me. "Now what?"
I blinked at her, surprised. The movie credits were rolling. I had stared at Jen's ass for the entire movie, coming up with increasingly wicked thoughts about her. Even now my eyes were pulled back to her ass, and I fought all instinct to maintain eye contact.
"Let's swim before we go to the hardware store," she said. "Work can wait, we have all summer."
"I guess I'm not slacking if it's your idea," I said. "Yeah, sounds good."
Jen sat up, stretching. I found myself looking right at her tits, admonishing myself for being so gross about my aunt. She stood up and waited for me.
"You go ahead," I said, unable to stand up without revealing my erection. "I'll meet you out there."
She smiled and left the room. My eyes followed her swaying ass, and I waited a full ten seconds before I stood up awkwardly. I adjusted my shorts several times, giving up and rushing to my room. I shut the door behind me and stripped of my clothes. As I did a clear strand of precum dripped onto the floor, followed by another.
I contemplated jerking off quickly, do ease the tension, but Jen knocked on my door.
"Decent?" she chimed through the door.
"One second," I said. I frantically pulled on a bathing suit. I adjusted my dick as best as I could, hoping the water would take care of my erection. Taking a deep breath, I said "come in."
The door creaked and Jen stepped into the room. She wore a yellow bikini, a fairly low, revealing bottom and a top that did not conceal her breasts very well. My dick twitched a little and I felt more precum dripping down the shaft. For some idiotic reason I opened my mouth and said something stupid.
"Wow," I said, realizing immediately that I should have kept my mouth shut.
Jen laughed, her tits bouncing, and said, "Well, that was a surprise."
"I'm sorry," I said immediately.
"A nice surprise," she added, smiling. "Let's go."
I followed her, taking in the sight of her round ass in that bikini. She had deep back dimples and about a half inch of her ass crack was visible over the waist line. Whatever guilt I had felt earlier was still there, but was being clubbed to death by a rabid desire to go upstairs and jerk off the second we were finished swimming. Yes, she was my aunt, but I was dying for release.
"So, tell me," she said, swimming around as I slipped into the water. It was cool, and I hoped the temperature change would help my erection. "Am I keeping you from doing anything fun? I don't want to be a burden."
"I've got nothing planned, and you're never a burden," I said. "I'll see my friends plenty."
"It's nice to have someone to talk to," she admitted. "The last few months have been especially rough."
We swam and chatted, and Jen quizzed me about my friends, what I liked to do, my dating life. The latter had little to report, as I had had three girlfriends of a casual level but was currently single. As we talked and swam I stared as much as I could at her body. I had been around girls my own age, in similar states of dress, but few had bombshell looks like Jen. And I was still reeling from the pussy flash earlier in the day. The water had helped my erection, but only partway. I was still getting eyefuls of Jen, and I was in a semi-rigid state the entire time.
After a while Jen grabbed a pool float and climbed onto it. She lay on her stomach, and the float made her ass stick up. I noticed, and ended up staring as much as I could without getting caught.
"That was nice, what you said earlier," she said. She sounded tired, and her face as buried in her arm.
"What part?" I asked.
"When you said 'wow'. That was nice. I'm nervous about being single again, in a way. I haven't been on a date in sixteen years. It's too soon to get back into the game, but it's nice to know I still look okay."
"You look great," I said, using her hidden face as an excuse to stare at her body. "Amazing." I cursed myself for saying too much again.
"You're too sweet," she said. "If you could see my face, I'm sure I'm blushing."
I tried to change the subject, biting my tongue to blurt out anything else embarrassing. She looked up at me, and might have caught me checking out her ass, but she said nothing about it.
"So, um, Jen, I'm going to get a bite to eat, do you want anything?" I said as casually as I could.
"Nah, I'm going to take a nap right here," she said. "Be lazy, and all that."
"Alright," I said, and tore my eyes away from her to step inside. I dried off quickly, and headed into the kitchen. When I was sure I was out of sight I looked down my bathing suit. My dick was throbbing, red, and leaking strands of precum everywhere. My entire swollen member was slick with my own arousal, and I touched the throbbing shaft and pulled up a strand of pre-cum. I thought about jerking off right then. I decided to wait, because with this kind of buildup I was guaranteed an amazing orgasm later. Also, I was hungry, and I could only serve one primal urge at a time. Priorities, I guess.
I was finishing up the last embellishment on my sandwich when my phone rang. It was Kevin, one of my best friends.
"Hey," I said, holding my phone with my shoulder while I finished putting my lunch together.
"Hey, Will," he said. "What's going on."
"Not much," I said. "Swimming with my Aunt."
"Oh, that's right," he said, "I forgot she was moving in. Does she look like your mom?"
"Why do you ask?" I said, rolling my eyes as we went down a familiar road.
"Because your mom is hot. Sorry, dude, I know you get tired of us saying it, but damn, your mom has tits and ass to kill a man. I'd sell my soul for one night..."
"Alright, alright," I said, laughing. "I get it."
"So, is your Aunt hot? Be objective, dude. You know we all think your mom is a knockout. Is she?"
"Um, sure," I said, looking out the kitchen window. Jen had moved to a deck chair, and was laying on her back. I looked her over, at her tits and her flat stomach. "I mean, using your logic, then yes."
"Cool, I can't wait to come over," Kevin said. "Your house just got twice as tempting."
"Be tempted all you want," I said. "You're a bit young."
"Never hurts to dream, man," he said. "I don't know how you don't walk around hard all the time."
"You're a pervert," I said, but looked down at my bathing suit and felt a pang of guilt. I was less hard than before, but definitely in a state of arousal. Was I any different than Kevin, or any of my friends? Had I been desensitized to it over the years, and now Aunt Jen had stirred something primal in me.
"Anyway," he said, ignoring my comment, "We're going to the movies tomorrow, the ten-thirty showing, wanna come?"
"Yeah," I said. "Need a ride?"
"Always," he said with a laugh. "I'll talk to you later. Send me a pic of your Aunt."
"No!" I said over his laughter.
"How about your mom, then?" he said.
"Fuck off, I'll see you tomorrow." I hung up the phone, shaking my head. I sat down at the kitchen table and felt the uncomfortable wetness of my bathing suit against my skin. I could feel my dick soften a little and was glad for the relief. I was going to have to masturbate more if I was going to have these kinds of reactions to Jen.
I took another bite of my sandwich and looked down to inspect my semi-rigid dick. It was no longer leaking pre-cum, but the whole apparatus was slick. I ran my fingers around the slick head, noticing how things were jumping back to life. A large drop of pre-cum emerged and I spread it around with my fingers, enjoying the stimulation.
I jumped as my phone buzzed on the table. It was Mom.
"Hey, Mom," I said.
"Hi," she said. "Just checking in. Everything okay?"
"Yeah, just finishing lunch," I said. My hand was still on my dick, and I let go, realizing that I was talking to my mom.
"How's Jen," she asked.
"Okay, we were swimming, and now she's taking a nap out back."
"I hope she put on some sunblock," mom said, and I suddenly realized that she had not.
"I better go check on her," I said.
"Well, I'll be home in an hour. I've got to be back later tonight, and I don't have any more people lined up until then. Go check on her," she said, and hung up.
I headed out back. Sure enough, Jen was laying on her back, asleep, and her skin was a deep red.
"Shit," I whispered to myself as I got close. "Aunt Jen?" I ventured. She didn't move, so I nudged her gently.
"Ow," she said with a gasp, sitting up suddenly. She immediately realized what had happened. "Oh god, I'm fried."
"Come inside," I said, helping her up. She was still out of sorts from waking up suddenly, but she also winced from the sunburn. How long had she been out there, I wondered. With a jolt of guilt, I realized that in my eagerness to see her in a bikini, I had forgotten to offer her any sunblock. Jen wasn't used to the southern sun; we never went outside without sunblock. I had sat inside talking on the phone while she fried. "Sorry, I should've checked on you."
"It's ok," she said, wincing again as we got inside. "I think I'm going to lay down." Her back and legs were burned red, but even her front had sustained burned to some extent. She must had started off on her stomach and flipped over at some point.
"Mom's coming home soon," I said, grabbing my phone to text my mom what happened.
"Ok," she said, and headed to her room to lie down.
"How long was she out there?" Mom asked as she looked her over an hour later.
"Not sure, not that long," I said.
"Well, she's so pale, she didn't stand a chance without sunblock," she said clinically.
"I'm sorry," I said, looking down. I felt so guilty about ogling Jen. Had I not been checking out my own aunt, I would have had a level head. Because I had paid my dick more attention, she was laying on the bed, still in her bikini, red and miserable.
"Don't beat yourself up," Jen muttered from the bed. Her face was in the crook of her elbow and her hair covered her face completely. "I did this to myself. It's like our Mexico trip all over again."
"We both fried on that one," Mom said. "I was a junior in high school, and everyone called me lobster girl for a month. But I've got something for this. Prescription strength, but Will has to pick it up from the pharmacy," she said. "When he gets back I'll put this all over you and it will keep you from getting any more damage.
I flinched at the word 'damage'. Mom led me out of the room and fished through her bag for her prescription pad.
"I don't get to use this much," she said. "I'm usually carving people up. Now listen, Will, don't beat yourself up. Just run and get this and I'll fix her up."
I was on my way back from the pharmacy when my phone rang. I put it on speaker, as we lived in a hands-free phone city.
"Will, listen," mom said. "I've got to go back early. Emergency."
I knew the drill. Mom was a highly sought after surgeon, particularly in emergencies.
"I'm heading back now. Can you be a sweetheart and put that lotion on Jen for me? I'd do it, but I have to go now."
"Okay," I said, not really registering what she was asking for a moment.
Just as it hit me, she added, "Just get it everywhere. I know I'm asking a lot of you, but she can't do it herself or she'll miss something." Then, just to rib me, she added, "I bet you didn't think you'd be rubbing medicated lotion all over your aunt tonight. Just watch out, she's a little forward."
"Come on, mom," I said, "very funny."
"Alright," she said, laughing. "I'll see you later tonight."
When I got home, Jen was still laying on the bed, but I could see her face.
"Um, Mom said I was supposed to help you with this," I said tentatively.
"Yeah, thanks," she said with a weak smile. "Sorry."
"It's fine," I said, setting the large tub of lotion on the bedside table. "It's my fault you got burned so badly."
"It's no one's fault. But thank you for doing this." She shifted on the bed and said "will it be easier if you are on the bed?"
"Maybe," I said. "I'll try." I got on the bed next to her. She buried her head in her elbow again, and I took a good look at her. My hands trembled and despite myself I was getting hard. I cursed myself silently for my reaction.
"Just get it everywhere," she said. "Don't apologize, and don't worry where your hands end up. Your mom said to get every bit of red, and about an inch beyond to get everything." She then reached behind her back and pulled her bikini top knot. It came undone and her bikini top fell slack, revealing the sides of her tits. My dick throbbed in response.
"Well, get started," she said gently, settling herself in. I took the lotion and opened the lid. The tub was huge, and I put some of the cool lotion on my fingers. I hesitated. I wasn't sure how much pressure to put on her sunburn. And, also, I was about to put my hands on the woman I had been thinking about all day. My dick was already hard, and my hands shook slightly from nerves.
"Here," she said, reaching back and taking my hand. Gently she placed it on the small of her back. I could feel the heat from her skin as I made contact. "Now you don't have to be nervous."



I was grateful for her intervention, and set to work getting sunblock on her back. I started by her shoulders, which has been shielded somewhat by her hair, and worked over her arms. She stretched them out, sighing occasionally but otherwise lying still so I could work. I returned to her back, getting her sides as well. I ventured close to the soft tissue of her breasts but did not actually make contact. Flirting with the boundaries was enough to keep my erection going, and I had to surreptitiously adjust my erection several times as I worked the tingling lotion onto her skin.
"Does this hurt?" I asked at one point.
"No, only a little, but it hurts even if you don't touch me, so don't worry about it."
I moved down her back and stopped just before the small of her back rose again to meet her ass. Her butt was sticking up a little, a perfect bikini clad bubble. I switched position and got her legs, working from her ankles upward. As I moved up her legs she parted them slightly, and then more. I worked up her thighs, enjoying myself a little too much, but always staying away from her inner thighs. Her legs spread a little more and she spoke.
"Will, I hate to ask this, but can you get everywhere? I don't want to blister. Here," she said, and reached backward with a wince. She grabbed her bikini bottom and pulled upward and then downward. The effect was dramatic. She had pulled much of the fabric into her ass crack, exposing her ass cheeks, and then she had pulled it down, revealing two inches of her ass crack. I stared as her half-exposed butt, my hands trembling.
"Start with my thighs," she said, spreading her legs wide, so I was able to kneel between them. I looked down and sure enough I could see part of her labia poking out from her bikini on the sides. Blonde curls of pubic hair were visible on each side. Was she aware of how much I could see, and did she care? I guessed she was oblivious to the free show I was getting. "Go ahead," she said.
Carefully, I put lotion on her thighs, working outside and slowly cresting the top and working toward her inner thigh. She flinched once or twice, either from pain or perhaps it tickled. As I rubbed lotion her body moved under my hands, giving me larger and smaller glimpses of her labia. I was so hard that I could feel pre-cum running down my dick, and I was worried that my khaki shorts might show through if I wore them much longer.
"Alright, can you get my butt?" she asked. I hesitated for a second and she added, "I'm giving you permission, get everything you can see," she said, and wiggled her butt slowly. It was too much. I crossed to her other side, away from her face, and adjusted myself. Sure enough, a wet spot was forming on my shorts. I adjusted myself again and pulled my shirt lower, hoping to hide the evidence. I put more lotion on my hands, and put my hands on her ass. I rested them there for a split second, enjoying the feel of her bubble butt under my palms, but quickly started applying lotion. I massaged her ass, and she sighed. Much of her skin was visible after she wedged herself, and I marveled at how her ass moved as I massaged her skin.
She drifted off to sleep and I kept rubbing her ass. As I did more fabric pulled into her ass cheeks, and I never wanted to stop. It was only after I heard an "ahem?" that I snapped out of it. There was mom, in her scrubs, leaning against the door.
"Asleep?" Mom whispered. I nodded. She beckoned me to come over to her. I carefully got up, turning around and sliding off the far side of the bed in order to make sure my shirt was pulled down low. I hoped to god that my erection wasn't obvious. Mom put the lid on the lotion and I followed her out of the room.
"That was fast," I said.
"I've been gone for hours," Mom said. "Have you been in there the whole time?"
I looked down at my watch, and noticed that she was right.
"Hungry?" she asked.
"Yeah, are you?"
She nodded, "That was nice of you, by the way."
"Oh, it was no big deal," I muttered.
"Clearly, to have done it for so long," she said, fishing through the refrigerator. "Looks like you got an eyeful as well."
I said nothing, but I could feel my face turning red. She laughed quietly. "I'm just teasing." She pulled out leftover pizza from the night before. "Sorry, it's not the greatest dinner."
"You were busy," I said, pulling plates out.
"So were you," she joked. "Put on a bathing suit and come eat this outside with me." She headed to her room, and I went up to mine. I peeled off my clothes, my shorts and boxers coated with pre-cum. I knew I should probably jerk off but I didn't want to keep mom waiting. I had never gone this aroused for this long without taking action. I pulled on my suit, and headed outside. Mom had changed into her usual one-piece swimsuit, a piece of pizza on her plate.
"Jen's going to feel that burn tomorrow," she said as I sat down and took a piece of pizza.
"Yeah, it looks bad," I said. "I should have told her to put on sunblock."
"Knowing Jen, she wouldn't have done it anyway," she sighed. "She flies by instinct." Mom sat back, taking a bite and looking pensive. I too was lost in thought. My near-constant arousal had sparked some primal instinct. I was looking at my Mom's tits, straining her bathing suit and the slight amount of cleavage visible. I shook my head, trying to clear my head. What was I thinking?
"Everything okay?" she asked.
"Yeah," I said, trying to maintain eye contact. She looked at me for a moment and then took a sip of water before standing up and stretching. She had a really flat stomach for her age, and her tits were compressed in her bathing suit, and I wondered what she'd look like in a bikini, or with nothing at all. She turned to go to the water, and my eyes followed her ass the whole way. Like Aunt Jen, her butt was firm and round, and just the right size. My dick twitched and I wondered what was wrong with me.
Yes, I was adopted, but wasn't I also her son? Was I abnormal? The answer came to me from deep in my subconscious, bubbling up from the depths after years of repression. I was normal, she was an attractive woman to whom I had no genetic relation. I loved my mom more than anything, but there was no reason why I could not objectively enjoy how she looked. I told myself this repeatedly as I got up and headed over to the pool. I took a running start and jumped over her, landing in a ball and splashing her.
She splashed me back and swam off laughing. I laughed, splashing again, and we swam for a while and talked. Our conversation was normal, which was comforting despite my animalistic urges. It wasn't until the conversation turned to Aunt Jen that things got strange.
"So, that rubdown," she said, pausing.
"Yeah," I said, blushing and avoiding her eyes.
"Was that her idea?" she asked. "The amount of coverage."
"She said I should get everyway and past the burn as well."
"She's right," Mom said, musing. "That's a lot of skin."
"Well, it was your idea," I said, smirking.
"True," she agreed. "But was it weird for you?"
"A little," I said, and she laughed. "I mean, at first. After a while I got used to it."
"And she wasn't wearing very much. I could never pull off a bikini like that," Mom said.
"Sure, you could," I said, again cursing myself inside. I needed a better filter between my brain and mouth, if my brain was even part of the equation anymore. I seemed to be doing my thinking with something else.
"Very sweet of you, but I doubt it," she said, splashing me. I splashed her back, and she laughed and swam away from me, toward the steps. I swam after her, grabbing her shoulders and pulling her under with me. She laughed as we went down, our bodies pressed together as we play struggled. I went rigid in terror as I realized that her ass was pressed against me, and my left hand was accidentally cupping half her breast. My dick, erect and throbbing, was pressed against her soft ass. She too had stopped moving as we sank to the bottom of the pool. I let go of her and she swam to the surface.
When I broke the surface, she was treading water. Her face betrayed nothing, and when she spoke it was nonchalant.
"It's late," she said, looking at her watch. "I need to shower and get some sleep. Long day tomorrow."
I nodded, and she splashed me playfully one more time before swimming to the ladder. I hesitated, following her out only after she was halfway to the back door. I gathered up dinner, throwing away the mess and heading to my room. I was naked before I was three steps into my room, and I turned off the light and fell onto my bed. I was hard, oozing pre-cum, and dying for release. Without hesitation I wrapped my fingers around the shaft of my dick, using my pre-cum for lubrication as I stroked myself. I thought about Jen, her bikini wedged into her ass, my hands all over her, the feel of her skin against mine. I was close to coming, and my thoughts suddenly shifted to Mom's tits in her bathing suit, on how her ass swayed as she walked, and I came.
I came more than any other time in my life. I kept coming, until my penis finally shrank completely and my heart stopped racing. I lay there, letting my cum run down the sides of my body, a thick pool of it covering my pubic hair. I was a disaster, my whole body spent, as I drifted off to sleep, my thoughts a blur.
Chapter 2
I woke up late the next morning. I grabbed my glasses and propped myself up. I was covered in dried cum, the telltale signs all over me. I sat up and realized with a jolt that in my haste to relieve my tension last night I had left the door halfway open all night. I pulled on shorts and put on a shirt, making sure no dried cum was visible, and looked out the window. It was early. Mom was still on her morning swim, but was getting out of the water. I watched, enjoying the view of her cleavage from the second floor, but as she entered the house I headed down the hall. Jen's door was closed, and she was most likely still asleep. Had mom ventured down the hall this morning and seen me sleeping naked like that? If she had, did she investigate closer and see what looked like an explosion of cum in my bed?
As I rounded the corner I saw her coming up the stairs. The look on her face seemed to indicate that she had not, and I breathed a sigh of relief. Of course, there was nothing wrong with masturbation, but I still winced at the idea of being on display like that all morning. Mom was drying her hair with her towel, and she smiled and whispered.
"Jen still asleep?" she said.
I nodded, and she nodded back. She met me at the top of the stairs, and motioned for me to come with her. I followed her to her room, stepping inside and sitting on the edge of her bed as she motioned me to take a seat.
"I was thinking about what you said last night," she said.
"What part?" I asked.
She bit her lip, pausing. "You said I could pull off a bikini. Did you mean it?"
"Of course I meant it," I said. I rarely lied to Mom, and when I did it was minor, a white lie here and there to keep out of trouble. But on major things, I always told her the truth. "What's holding you back? I mean, no offense but I can see most of you in that swimsuit anyway."
"I'm just wondering if I have the stomach for it," she said. "Literally." She paused, looking at me for a moment, and then turned around. She took her bathing suit straps and pulled them down, sliding the whole thing down to her waist. She stopped just past the dimples on her lower back. I could see the sides of her tits, and wished there was a mirror that would show me the front of her. Slowly, as if she was preparing herself, she put her hands on her tits, and turned around.
I stared at my mom. Her hands covered most of her tits but there was no way she could contain them like that. Her bathing suit was bunched up around her waist, and she stood and looked at me, waiting. "Well?" she said, her voice betraying how nervous she was.
"Definitely, you should go buy a bikini today," I said. "You look great."
She laughed, her tits jiggling in her hand. She turned to her side, giving me another view before facing me again. "You think so? Or are you just being nice?"
"Yes," I said emphatically. She laughed again and her hands shifted. More of her tits spilled out, but she was still covered. I wanted her to do anything that would require her to let go. I don't know why, but my desire to see her tits blocked out any feelings of weirdness about standing ten feet from my semi-topless mom.
"Well, thank you," she said with a small grin. She turned around and pulled her suit back up, taking time to stuff her tits back in. I was a little sad to see her turn around covered up, but she was beaming at me. "Listen, can you do me one more favor?" she asked.
"Of course," I said. "What is it?"
"Well, two favors. First, I am going to run some errands since I'm not working until mid-day. Can you put that lotion on Jen again? And, second, don't tell her I just did that."
"Deal, I won't say a word," I said. She smiled and walked me to the door of her room. She smiled, her eyes sparkling, and she shut the door behind me. I walked with a new sense of purpose down the hall. I didn't know what was happening, but I liked it. My dick liked it even more. Before knocking on Jen's door I felt pre-cum drip onto my thigh. I was only semi-hard, almost like I was waiting for another monster orgasm at the end of the day.
"Come in," Jen said when I knocked gently. I opened the door to find the shutters open and her room bathed in bright sunlight. Jen was laying face down under a white sheet, her bubble butt under an apex of soft fabric.
"Mom asked me to put this on you," I said, indicating the tub of medication. "If that's fine with you," I added.
"Of course," she said. "And thank you for doing it."
I walked over and picked up the tub. Jen squirmed on the bed, reaching behind her and pulling the sheet down. She was topless, the sides of her tits visible. I sat down next to her, and realized that she was completely naked under the sheet, the top of her ass just visible to me.
As if reading my mind, she spoke, "The burn hurt too much to wear anything last night. I figured you could just put lotion on under the sheet, if that's okay with you."
I swallowed and managed to say "okay," without croaking.
"Unless touching me naked is gross," she said with a smirk as she settled her head down on the bed.
"I'll manage, somehow," I said with a fake sigh. I started to lotion her back. Her skin didn't feel as hot as it did the day before, but it looked like a deeper red. She winced occasionally, and I apologized and worked carefully. I worked lotion into her sides, daring myself to touch the soft sides of her breasts, but I could not summon the nerve to do it. The last thing I wanted was for my aunt to get the idea that I was enjoying myself. But she was determined the keep up the playful banter.
"This feels so good," she said with a sigh. She squirmed a little, her butt flexing under the covers.
"So are you going to stay in bed all day?" I asked as I worked down her back. I was at the small of her back, slowly working toward her ass.
"No, but my options are to go around naked or wear this sheet," she said, smirking again. "What do you think of my options?"
"It's up to you," I said. "I'm just here to help you out."
"Then I'll have to think about it," she said. She scooted a little bit, nudging me to keep moving south. "Get everything, please."
"You're naked," I said.
"Under the sheet, so you won't see anything," she said. She wiggled her butt again and I gave in to instinct. I put more lotion on my hands and slid them under the sheet. I couldn't see where the burn ended, so I rubbed my hands all over her ass. As I did she spread her legs, pulling the sheet further down, exposing another inch or two of skin.
I kept rubbing, feeling up her ass more than anything else, and she let me. After a while I moved, pulling the sheet on her legs aside. Her ass was still covered, mostly, but I worked lotion all over her legs, then returned my hands to her ass. She said nothing as I continued to massage her ass, occasionally looking at me but most of the time closing her eyes halfway. My hand ran down her ass, inches from her pussy, and I wanted more than anything to cross those last few inches and touch her in the most intimate way.
I was lost in my thoughts when I heard my mom in the hallway. "I'm going to run some errands." I looked up at her, both of my hands under the sheet and clearly on her sister's ass. Mom just waved, making a motion with her hand to "keep going" and waved. We heard her leave the house when Aunt Jen shifted on the bed. I took my hands off her ass as she pulled the sheet up her back. I thought our session was over and found myself irrationally upset that we were done. Instead, she rolled onto her back, keeping her body covered with the sheet. She winced as her back made contact with the bed.
She looked so amazing under the sheet, the shape of her tits and hips hinted at by the folds and valleys of cotton. "My front is not as bad as my back, but I burned there too," she said. She pulled the sheet so it was tucked in her arms, and I could see how red she was. "Can you get my front, too, including my face?"
"Um, okay," I said, panicked. Yes, I had just felt up her ass, but the front was a whole different level.
"I could do the front myself," she admitted, "but you do such a good job, it's very relaxing, like a free massage," she said, laughing. Her tits swayed as she laughed, causing my dick to throb.
I nodded. I was dumbstruck, in shock over what was happening. I started with her shins, moving under the sheet over her thighs. She spread her legs a little and I worked her entire thighs, inching closer to her pussy. I knew I was close, and I could feel the heat of her skin radiating, calling me.
Needing a change, I took some lotion and gently applied it to her face. She sighed and closed her eyes. I gently rubbed her forhead, her small nose, her cheeks that retained their youthful spring. I worked her neck, then slowly crossed her collarbones. I was gently rubbing lotion on the slow rise that sloped up to her breasts, and she said nothing. My left hand ventured a little over to the top of her left tit, still far away from the main part, when she shifted upward.
It seemed like a random movement, she had made some already to relieve her back a little. The result, this time, was that my hand moved away and when it returned to its original spot it landed square on her nipple. My hand was on her tit.
"Sorry," she said, "I can't stop fidgeting."
"I should be apologizing," I said, moving my hand.
"It's fine," she said. "No need to feel weird. You're doing me a real service." I worked around her breast again and she shifted a second time. Again my hand was on her tit, and she laughed. "Okay, that was on purpose," she said. "I shouldn't mess with you."
My hand was on her tit, and I didn't move it. Instead I moved the other hand onto her other side, my hands rubbing both of her tits. Her nipples were hard under my lotioned palms. When I pulled away to apply more lotion to my hands, she waited with eyebrows raised. I slid my hand under the sheet directly onto her tits without hesitation. She sighed, closing her eyes as I felt up her tits, barely pretending to lotion them. I didn't know what was happening, but I wasn't dumb enough to question it. My last girlfriend has let me feel her tits, and it was divine, but nothing like this. Jen's were bigger, and she was my Aunt—adopted or not—which made it even more erotic.
"Will," she said, "as relaxing as this is, can you get my stomach too?"
"Yeah, of course...sorry," I said.
"No need to apologize," she said. I moved past her tits reluctantly, noting how hard her nipples were under the sheet. I rubbed more lotion on my hands and slid them under the side of the sheet. As I did she sighed, and I worked slowly downward. I moved slowly, getting her skin covered, until I hit where her bikini must have started.



"Okay," she said softly. "I think you got everything." I withdrew my hands, and she sat up, wrapping the sheet around herself. She took her hands in mine, holding them up and looking at them. "I think I am going to make you my servant," she joked.
"I prefer masseuse," I said. She laughed, and slid off the bed, her sheet wrapped around her body like a makeshift dress.
"Well, I prefer massage servant, it has a nicer ring," she said. She bent down to kiss my forehead, and thanked me. She turned and walked to the bathroom, her back showing from an opening in the sheet. I waited until she went into the bathroom to look down on the mattress. I knew I was aroused, but as I looked down on the mattress and saw a wet spot where her pussy had been, I knew she had enjoyed her massage a little too much. I touched the slick fluid, feeling it with my fingers for a second. I walked on wobbly legs out the door, my erection uncomfortable and my shorts wet inside.
I went downstairs and finally ate, hoping to distract myself a little. It was a failed effort; I had had my hands all over her bare ass and tits, and she had gotten wet because of it. I was so hard, and my thoughts were racing around Jen, and my mom holding her tits. I was giving in to impulse, I knew, but I didn't care.
When mom came home, Jen came downstairs, wrapped in a sheet. She winked at me as she came into the kitchen. I felt a jolt when I realized she might still be wet, because I was still hard. Mom and Jen talked about some restaurant they were going to try that evening, and I snuck glances at Jen's sheet-clad body as I planned my own evening with friends. Eventually mom went upstairs and Jen sat down painfully on the couch, her sheet covering most of her as she settled in for what looked like a nap.
I heard my name being called gently from upstairs so I headed up to see Mom. She was in her room, and when I entered she was in the bathroom. She called for me to sit on the bed, and I did, and she opened the door and stepped out slowly. She was blushing, embarrassed by the very low-rise bikini she was wearing. It was not something you'd wear to a public pool, but we had our own so who cared? It was black, and barely contained her tits.
"What do you think? Be honest? Is the one piece better?"
"Can you turn around?" I asked with a smirk.
"Pervert," she said, but she did turn around slowly. I almost died when I got a view of her ass straining against the triangle of fabric. She finished her revolution and put her hands on her hips. "Well?"
"You look amazing," I said.
"Is my butt too big?" she asked, turning again.
"No!" I blurted out, causing her to laugh. She ran her hand through her hair nervously.
"If you're sure, then I have another one." She stepped into the bathroom again and emerged with a second bikini. This one was blue and white stripped. The bottom was even smaller. She set the black bikini on the counter. In her other hand she held the straps behind her back untied.
"Come here, and help me," she said.
I hesitated. I didn't want to stand up. She looked at me and put it together.
"Just stand up and come here," she said kindly. "I don't care, it's a normal reaction. Everyone gets them."
"It's not as obvious when a girl does," I said.
"Well if it makes it less embarrassing..." she said, letting go of her bikini straps. My mouth opened as her top fell to the floor. I stared at my mom's tits, awestruck. They were magnificent, with pert nipples. They were bigger than I had imagined, and hung with a firm gravity that made we want to cup them, to kiss them. She stood there, chest heaving, her eyes locked on me as she gestured to her hard nipples. "See? It's normal. Now stand up and come here."
I stood up, painfully aware of my erection pitching a tent in my shorts. I walked over to her, my dick leading the way. She waited for me, her hands on her hips, tits on display. She looked down at my erection just as I looked at her tits.
We stood there, her chest heaving and my dick throbbing, for what felt like forever. Finally, she laughed. "This is a little weird."
"Yeah," I said. "A little."
"But not too weird, right?" she asked, searching.
"I'm not asking you to stop," I said, making her laugh again.
"I didn't think you would," she said with a smirk. "Think you've seen enough? I've got to shower before Jen and I head out."
"Yeah," I croaked. "I guess."
She stepped forward and gave me a hug. Her tits pressed against my shirt as I put my hands around her bare back. She stepped back, her face inscrutable, and turned and headed to her bathroom. She stopped, looking over her shoulder with her back to me. She grinned mischievously, and pulled at the strings of her bikini bottom. She wiggled and it fell to the floor, her eyes trailing down to look at before she looked back up at me. I stared at her ass, my dick throbbing, as she walked into the bathroom and shut the door behind her.
I heard the water running and I looked down at the striped bikini bottom sitting on the floor. I bent over, on an impulse, and picked it up. I left the room quickly, shutting my bedroom door and flopping onto my bed. Her bikini in hand, I freed my swollen member and began stroking, thinking about her body, about my hands on her sister. I came quickly, exploding into her bikini. The fabric grew damp and warm in my hand as I soaked it in cum. I sat up, cleaning myself off with it and hiding it under my sheet as my body recovered from the intense climax.
My mom had just stripped for me. I had just felt up my aunt. What the hell was happening?
Chapter 3
I woke up the next morning naked. I had jerked off three times throughout the night, each time coming on her bikini bottom. It was stiff with my dried cum. I tossed it lazily toward my laundry basket but missed. I made a note to pick it up and toss it into the washer as soon as possible, but when I wandered into the shower, all I could think about was the events of the day before, and wondering where today would lead. It seemed like anything was possible, and as I showered my mind raced.
My mom had sent a text while I was in the shower, asking me to check on Jen, and that she was going to work early. I grinned, pulling on a pair of shorts and t-shirt, and heading down the hall, all other thoughts driven from my head.
As I knocked on her door, I expected Jen to be up and waiting for me. She was, her ass covered by a sheet but otherwise naked, the sides of her tits showing as she lay on her stomach. She looked over at me and smiled as I approached. I sat down on the bed, looking her over.
"I look terrible," she said. She was peeling all over, her skin patches of tan, red, and white. I picked up the lotion, looking her over again.
"Flip over," I said gently. She paused, but I took the sheet and gently pulled if off of her, exposing her bare ass. Understanding, she rolled onto her back, her tits and pussy on display. She kept a neat bush, not too small and not overgrown. She looked at me, saying nothing, acting like this was completely normal.
"How bad do I look?" she asked, biting her lip.
"I'll need to get this everywhere," I said, brandishing the tub of lotion. She stretched and adjusted her pillow, her tits jiggling. I was about to get to work when she stopped me.
"Wait," she said gently, putting her hand on mine just as I was about to put lotion on it. "I have a request." I was expecting her to put a stipulation on where I could touch, but she just said, "take off your clothes. It's only fair."
"Fair?" I asked coyly.
"Yes, fair," she said. "I'm naked, you're seeing the whole show. Besides, I've already seen you naked in the morning. It's not like I haven't seen it."
"Well," I said as I stood up and took off my shirt. "You haven't seen it like this." I took off my shorts, my erect dick springing out and bobbing in the air in front of her. Her eyes were locked on it as she leaned back and gestured to her body with her hand.
"Get to work," she said with a grin, and closed her eyes. I knelt on the bed next to her, my dick throbbing as I put lotion on my hands. At this stage, I wasn't even sure if the lotion was helping, and I didn't care. I immediately went for her breasts, massaging lotion into them with both hands. I worked slowly, enjoying the feel and sights, moving to get her shoulders or stomach but always returning to her tits. I ventured a little and gently rolled her hard nipple between my fingers. She kept her eyes closed but squirmed as I touched her like that. I kept at it for a minute or two, then slid my hands down her stomach. Her breathing deepened as I traveled downward, finally touching her pubic hair.
"Roll over," I said gently, taking my hands off her. She opened her eyes and gave me a slightly disappointed look, but did as I asked. I knelt over her, rubbing her back gently, finally moving to her ass. As I did she spread her legs slightly, slowly raising her ass and spreading her legs more as I massaged her ass. I could see her pussy, wet, soaking the sheet she was laying on. My own pre-cum was dripping off my dick, a long, clear strand making contact with her ass cheek as I massaged her.
So far, everything had happened as I hoped it would. Thinking about how free she had been with her body, I took a calculated risk. Failure would mean unspeakable agony. Success? Well it was worth it for that. I took my hand, cupping her ass, giving her a gently squeeze. She said nothing, and I ran my hand down her ass, between her thighs, and over her pussy.
I braced myself, ready for her to yell and freak out as my hand slid over her slick labia and damp pubic hair. Instead, she moaned, and lifted her ass higher, spreading her legs more, giving me access. She moaned again as my fingers slid back and forth over her labia, coating me with her wetness.
I kept rubbing Jen's pussy, feeling light headed as she bucked her hips back, raising her ass even more. I took another risk, although I figured at this point it was almost a sure thing, and slid two fingers into her as my other hand focused on her clit.
The effect as almost instantaneous. Jen grunted, a primal, animal-like sound, and started thrusting backward, fucking my fingers as I rubbed her clit. She thrashed around, like she was in heat, her lust controlling her, as I fingered and rubbed her. I hit the upper inside wall of her vagina and she went wild, her entire body shuddering.
"Oh fuck," she gasped, and I felt her pussy tighten around my fingers as she came. I kept rubbing as she thrashed and bucked and moaned so loudly that I was glad mom was working. My hands were slick with her wetness and her ass jiggled violently as she came. I sank my fingers deep and rubbed her clit even faster, and she spread her legs wide and whimpered as her body thrashed on the bed. She suddenly blurted out "stop, please stop!" and I took my hands away quickly, putting them up in the air and feeling foolish for doing so.
She rolled over, her face flush and her eyes half closed. "Sorry," she said. "I couldn't take any more...it's been so long, and..."
Suddenly she pulled me down next to her on the bed. We were kissing, our bodies pressed together. My slick fingers found her ass and tits and she wrapped her hands around my dick. Her tongue flicked against mine as she stroked, her hands soft yet confident in their motion. I was so aroused that it took very little to get me off, and I came quickly, panting as I exploded in her hands.
Cum shot all over Jen's tits and stomach as she stroked me. She kept kissing me, violently, greedily, as she stroked every last bit of cum out of me. I ached from all of the orgasms I had over the last few days, but it was by far the best one yet. Finally spent, she broke away from me, laying on her back. She looked even more beautiful, covered in my semen, her pussy swollen and pink from getting fingered, her chest heaving.
"Well," she said. "That was fun."
"Yeah," I said.
"Was it weird?" she asked tentatively.
"No," I said. "Surprisingly not."
"Good," she said. "Just don't tell my sister." And with that, her hand resting lazily on a puddle of cum on her stomach, she closed her eyes, letting me know she wanted to rest.
I had another text from mom waiting for me when I got to my room. I sat down heavily on the bed, my dick dangling between my legs, finally satiated. Jerking off on my own had only kept things at bay; getting a handjob from Jen had truly spent my energy in a way I could not have anticipated. I supposed to taboo aspect of fingering one's aunt elevated the experience. Part of me still did not believe it had happened, despite all the evidence.
Mom's text asked me to join her for lunch. I looked at my watch, and took my time getting ready. As I got dressed I thought about Jen, and how willing she had been. I felt certain that it would happen, and soon. I felt my dick slowly resurrecting just thinking about the possibilities. When I left Jen was in her shower, I could hear her singing as the water ran. I called out that I was leaving, and headed to meet mom.
I had been bringing her lunch at the hospital for years. Everyone thought it was cute when I was younger, carrying up a lunch for her from the doctors' suite. The nurses still thought it was cute, and they all smiled and waved as I brought two boxed lunches down to her office. She was in scrubs, her tennis shoes propped up on her desk. She looked tired, but brightened up she saw me.
"Thanks," she said sweetly, taking the food and setting it on the desk between us. I started opening the boxes, and she looked around, nodding at my food choices. "All my favorites," she said, smiling.
"It's the least I could do," I said, feeling mildly guilty that I had just gotten off with her sister a few hours beforehand. Mom seemed not to mind Jen flaunting her body in front of me, and had seen my reaction to it yesterday, but one had to wonder how free-spirited mom was.
We ate, making small talk. Mom had performed three procedures that morning and had a two-hour break. She would be working late, and asked me to look after Jen.
"I think she was going to visit some friends of hers later," I said.
"Oh, good. I don't want you to feel obligated to entertain her. She's self-sufficient."
"Yeah," I said. "It's not a burden or anything. I don't mind."
"Ha," Mom said. "You don't mind because her tits are practically hanging out."
I choked on my drink, and she laughed and apologized. "Sorry," she said, "didn't mean to lay that on you like that."
"It's ok," I said, recovering. "Besides, you're one to talk. Yours were hanging out. So was your butt."
"True," she mused, biting her sandwich. She paused a moment before taking a drink of her tea and adding, "I was just curious, had you seen someone naked before?"
"Only on the internet," I admitted. "But it was much better in person."
"Even if it was me?" she asked.
"Sure," I said, then quickly added, "of course. You know, my friends give me grief all the time, they talk about how hot you are."
"Go on," she said, grinning.
"Well, just the usual teen brain at work. Comments. Your butt is a favorite topic."
"A favorite of yours, too," she said. "You did seem to enjoy it yesterday."
"I did," I admitted, blushing. She smiled, saying nothing for a while.
We finished lunch, and she sat up. I started to pack up the boxes but she stopped me. "Wait a second, can you help me with a little experiment?"
"Sure," I said.
"It's weird," she said, "fair warning." I nodded, and then she sat back and said, "can you take off your clothes?" I paused, surprised, and she said, "please."
It was odd, stripping off my clothes like that, but she had done the same thing yesterday, and I thought of that while I took off all my clothes. I paused midway, locking her office door, and then took off my shorts. I stood in front of her, completely naked, and she looked at me, almost clinically.
"What's the experiment?" I asked, a little nervous.
"Yesterday," she said, standing up, "you were pretty hard, it was obvious. But I didn't know if that was because I was naked, or because you had just felt up my sister while giving her a massage." She looked at my semi-flaccid dick, and then slipped the top of her scrubs over her head. She had a sports bra on, and she slipped that off, too, her tits making my dick harden. She slipped her pants and underwear off in one motion, and kicked off her shoes and socks. She was completely naked, two feet from me.
She had a neatly trimmed triangle of pubic hair, and a very fit body. I took it all in, greedily, wondering if this was going to be an ongoing thing with her. My eyes were all over her but hers were on my dick, which was rapidly growing and pointing up at her. Each heartbeat made it throb. I was fully erect, my head a little light as I looked her over. She turned slowly, letting me get a good look at her full ass, then turned to face me. "So, I can make you hard on my own."
"Very hard," I said, and she blushed.
"Really?" she said. Suddenly her phone buzzed, and she blushed and walked over to her desk to answer it. I watched her ass sway as she walked, but then stopped cold when my eyes ran down and looked at her scrubs on the floor. I had expected her to be wearing underwear, and had paid them no attention as she stripped them off. But instead of underwear, she had been wearing a bikini bottom. The striped one I had borrowed. I looked at it as she replied to a text, and I could see my dried cum all over it. I remembered throwing it and missing the laundry, but in my haste to see Jen I had not realized it was gone from my bedroom floor. Mom had been wearing a cum-splattered bikini all day.
"Sorry," she said, setting the phone down. "They were just letting me know they are bumping a procedure up, I've got thirty minutes only."
I took another calculated risk. I stepped up behind her and pressed myself against her. She uttered a gasp of surprised as my dick nestled into her ass crack, pointing straight up as my hands reached around her. My left hand found her tits, while my right hand moved down her stomach. She said nothing until I reached her pubic hair. It was faint, less than a whisper. "Do it. It's been so long," she said, and I slid my hand down her labia.
She was soaked.
Mom leaned her head back on me as I rubbed her clit, my hand already slick. My other hand squeezed one tit gently, and I slowly thrust against her body, fucking her ass crack. Her ass was so round, and thrusting against it like that felt like nothing I had ever experienced. I listened to her breathing, letting her body dictate the motion of my fingers. I worked swiftly, focused on her, thrusting against her ass on instinct.
"Will," she whispered, "I'm coming." And she sighed softly, her body tensing up. I kept rubbing her. She was controlled, unlike her sister, no doubt trying to keep quiet to avoid alerting anyone nearby. Her hand found my left, and she pressed my hand against her breast as I kept rubbing her clit. I gently pinched her nipple, still rubbing her and thrusting against her. She came a second time, this time letting out a whimper as her legs buckled a little.
She pulled my hand away from her pussy and I kept fucking her ass crack. She reached down and rubbed herself as I fucked her ass cheeks. I looked down and saw the head of my dick disappearing into her soft ass, only to reappear with each stroke. I was close to coming, and as her third orgasm took her I shot cum up her back. I came hard, each pulse shooting cum up her back and onto her ass. I kept going, until I had covered her back and ass with cum. I stepped back, my dick slowly softening, as she finished her orgasm and straightened up.
Mom reached down and picked up the bikini. It had become less stiff from being worn all day. She turned it inside out, and wiped her back and butt. She took her time, cleaning herself off. Then, to my surprise, she slipped it back on. I shuddered, it was so sexy. She pulled her sports bra on, and I too got dressed in silence. When we were both dressed, she kissed me once on the cheek.



"I'm sorry, but I have to go get ready."
"It's ok," I said, "I can clean up the mess from lunch."
She laughed, "I have to admit, I didn't expect the experiment to work so well. I just thought I'd see if I could get you hard."
"It worked," I said.
She kissed me once on the cheek, as she had always done. "Don't tell my sister about our little adventure, okay? She's the competitive type."
"Off to save the world?" I asked as she picked up her phone.
"You know it," she said. "See you tonight." And with that, she left, heading down to the surgical unit.
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Chapter 1
My tenth-grade health teacher, Mrs. Hernandez, had told us that "sex changes everything." She had stood at her little podium, adjusting her glasses as she leaned in and glowered at us. "Don't get technical with what is, and what is not, sex," she had said. "Once you get physical, it's all different." She had meant it as a scare tactic, but she was right, in some ways. In any relationship, once a certain boundary was crossed, it was hard to go backward, and what becomes the new normal makes the old feel alien.
I thought of that lecture as I sat on the kitchen counter, slowly peeling an orange for my breakfast. Health class was two years ago, and I had forgotten those words until now. My mom was routing through the refrigerator, and I was trying to get her attention. She closed the door, avoiding my eye contact, and tossed a yogurt into her lunch. She was dressed in dark blue scrubs, her hair up in a ponytail, her eyes steadfastly focused on anything and everything except for me.
Once you get physical, it's all different.
Mom had been odd when she came home last night, barely talking and going to bed early. She had avoided me, as well as her sister Jen, as much as possible, claiming she was tired. To be fair, she worked hard and a day full of surgeries did usually leave her exhausted. But even on those longest days she had time for me. She had adopted me as an infant, and for our whole leaves it was the two of us, until a week ago when her sister Jen moved in after a divorce. Now, the house seemed empty as she avoided me.
It wasn't fatigue that kept her now busily searching for something in a cabinet before she left for work. I knew she was avoiding talking about, or repeating or little experiment from yesterday. We had stood naked in front of each other in her office, until I rubbed up against her, making her come and spurting semen all over her back and ass. Little things like that tended to change everything.
"Mom," I ventured once again.
"Hmm?" she said, not looking at me as she grabbed the last few things she needed. "Gotta run, Will, I've got a full schedule today."
"I know," I said, hoping to keep her for a minute, "I just thought..."
She looked at me fleetingly, but swept up her bag and said, "I'll be home after dinner. When I get home, we'll catch up."
Catch up. As if we were swapping stories about our day. About which nurse did what mistake, or who I hung out with. It was plain, she did not want to talk to me, or spend time alone. I felt angry, but tried my best to conceal it. She looked at me plaintively, and was about to turn to leave, when Jen came downstairs.
Jen looked like mom, fit but curvy, with a bubble butt and large breasts. She trotted down the stairs and my eyes followed. She was barely dressed, wearing black running shorts and a red sports bra. The sports bra strained to keep her top enclosed. I stared, and she smirked as she caught my eye.
Mom stopped, setting her bag down on the counter. So much for being in a rush, I thought. "You look...energetic today."
"I am," Jen said, swooping into the kitchen and taking my peeled orange out of my hand. She grinned at me as she took a wedge and ate it. "That sunburn is gone, and I'm ready to paint my room."
"Dressed like that?" Mom said, eyeing Jen's outfit.
"Of course not," Jen said, "I'm going to work out in the back yard first. I'm going to use sunblock, this time." She grinned at me quickly. Jen's nasty sunburn the week before had led me to put lotion all over her, day after day, with my hands getting to explore more of her with each application. Part of me was going to miss getting to touch her like that; well, all of me was going to miss it. She looked at her sister and continued, "is it a problem?"
"No, it's fine," Mom said, hesitating. She looked at me closely for the first time since the night before. "Although I don't know if it's okay for you..."
"It's fine," Jen and I said together, both of us suppressing a laugh. Mom eyed us both, and I was grateful that I was sitting down; Jen's outfit already had me hard.
"He's seen more of me than this," Jen said, casually adding, "you know, bikinis and stuff."
Mom nodded. I had seen more of both of them, and she knew it. She paused, but regained her composure and then said goodbye and left the house. Jen continued to steal my orange before she finally said "What's up with Maggie? She was like that last night."
"No idea," I lied. Mom was always reserved, until the last few days. I had thought that the two of us bucking like animals in her office would be a step forward, not a step back. I had cum all over her; maybe it cemented things for her, made her aware of just how taboo it was to strip down in front of your son—adopted or not. Maybe it was too much for her, but then she had worn a bikini covered in my dried cum all day before I visited her office. Maybe she was confused; I was.
As stung as I was by Mom's behavior, Jen's body was slowly improving my mood. She listed off the things we still needed from the hardware store, and left to go work out in the backyard. My phone rang and some friends of mine invited me to hang out. As much as I wanted to stay with Jen all day, I did have a life and needed to live it. Besides, Jen would be there when I got home. I joined her out back as she finished a glorious back stretch.
"What's up?" she asked as she paused with her hands on her hips.
"I'm going to a friend's house for a while, if that's cool with you."
"You can do whatever you like, of course it's fine," she laughed. "I'm not your mother."
"True, you're my aunt."
"When you call me that," she said, "does it make you feel weird?"
"No," I said.
"How does it make you feel?" she asked, taking a step closer.
"Dirty," I replied with a grin.
"Good answer," she replied. Then without hesitation she grabbed the bottom of her sports bra and pulled it up. Her tits were free as she pulled it over her head and tossed it onto a chair. She kicked off her shorts and was naked. She pulled me close and pressed her body against me.
"Now that my sunburn's gone I need to find a flimsy excuse to get you to put your hands on me," she whispered in my ear. I gently grabbed her ass and pulled her even closer, our bodies sandwiched together.
"No excuse needed," I said back.
"Good," she said, kissing me on the cheek. "Go have fun. I'm going to finish working out and I'll meet you later to buy paint." She picked up the sunblock and handed it to me. "Do you want to help me keep from getting a sunburn?"
I grinned, taking the sunblock from her and gesturing to a chair.
It was hard concentrating on conversations at my friend Kevin's house. He invited a few friends over and we played video games and talked about our upcoming senior year. My mind was kept wandering back to the morning, where I had lotioned Jen's tits and stomach, pausing to rub her legs and pussy before she flipped over and let me get her back and ass. I spent a lot of time on her ass, and was slowly working my way to her pussy from the back side when she sent me off so I wouldn't be too late to meet Kevin. The look on her face let me know we'd get to resume our activities later.
Of course, what didn't help my poor brain was the knowledge that Jen was completely sex-starved and willing to do unspeaking things with me. Yes, she was my aunt, but I shared no genetic material with her, and while I knew that what we were doing was wrong, it was better than jerking off twice a day thinking about her.
Jen sent me a text mid-day asking me to meet her at the hardware store. I left Kevin's house and headed out to meet her. She was waiting for me by the entrance when I pulled up, dressed in a tight tank top and a short, pleated skirt. The tank top had a deep neckline, and her cleavage seemed to go on forever.
"I hope I didn't interrupt anything at your friend's house," she said as we walked in together. I told her we were just playing video games and talking about girls. She grinned and took me by the arm.
"It's nice to have you around as my personal slave," she joked. "Home improvement, massages, what else can you do?"
"Just ask," I replied with a smirk.
"Your mom said I could put you to work, I just don't know if she'd approve of my to do list."
"Can I see this list?" I joked.
"It's up here," she said, tapping her head. "Not that you've managed to look that far north yet. Anyway, I meant to ask you about your mom."
"What about her?" I said a little too quickly.
"Just what crawled up her butt. She was so weird last night and this morning. Did you two fight last night?"
If rubbing up against each other and coming counts as a fight, then yes, I thought. "No, I just brought her dinner and we talked." Naked, granted, but I was telling most of the truth.
"Weird," Jen said. "Well, she and I had an odd conversation last night.
"Really?" I said, trying to hide my surprise.
"She and I went for a swim late last night. She asked me if I thought it was weird to go around half dressed in front of you. Of course, I didn't tell her what you'd seen, and I told her you were fine. I reminded her that we used to go around half or completely naked at home when we were your age. She was quiet after that, but a little strange.
"Maggie used to be free spirited," she continued.
"About what?" I asked.
"Everything, really," she said. "Since she was older, she was the first to do everything. First one to wear a bikini. First one to spy on our mom and dad."
"What?" I said. I stopped and she turned on her heel, a huge grin on her face.
"Oh, yeah," she said nonchalantly. "We used to spy on them, you know, when they were doing it. She caught them going at it in the shower, they had no idea. So she told me about it and I waited and spied until I saw them, too. Sometimes we'd watch together."
"Was it weird, seeing your mom and dad doing it?"
"I guess. It was so crazy, though. I mean, seeing them having sex, the possibility of getting caught watching them, seeing my mom getting fucked hard; yeah, it was weird. But pretty hot, too."
We walked as she continued talking in a low voice. "I'll never forget the first time he pulled out of her to come. I was watching them from the hall, they thought we were gone for the afternoon. And he pulled out and came all over her face. I almost gasped when I saw it. I didn't know cum shot out like that. Mom had cum all over her hair, dripping off her chin. It was so hot, I came just watching them. The first time I was with a guy, I wanted him to come on me like that. It was so hot."
That explained the day before, I thought.
"Maybe that's Maggie's problem," Jen said. "When was the last time she had a date? It must have been years since she'd last gotten any."
"I don't know," I said. I can't remember her going on any dates. Not even once in my living memory had my mom made time for her love life. Had she really been deprived for so long?
"So, Maggie's gone forever and a day without sex?" she mused. "That explain so much."
"Really?" I said.
"Sure," she said. "She didn't used to be such a prude. Your mom, she was wild when we were young. I'll tell you what, I'll tell you a little secret about your mom, if you tell me a secret of yours. Did you ever spy on your mom?"
I blushed and she elbowed me playfully. "Sure," I said quietly. "A few times."
"Doing what?" she asked.
"Just showering," I shrugged. "Or changing."
She elbowed me again, grinning. "And?"
I sighed. "You know you and my mom are hot. All my friends say she's hot. So, yeah, I've checked. And they're right."
She squeezed my arm gently, laughing softly. "Okay, fair's fair. I'll tell you something, but you've got to keep it secret. If your mom knew I told you, she'd kill me. Once our mom and dad had a party, and everyone was hanging out in the pool, and as everyone started to leave mom got increasingly frisky. So Maggie and I knew that they'd be busy upstairs soon. We volunteered to clean up and they disappeared. Maggie and I snuck up after them after a little while, hoping to catch them in the act. We got to their room and heard the shower, and their voices, so we went in.
"There was cum all over the bed. They must have just finished and our dad must have come like a geyser, it was everywhere. We heard them laughing, talking in the shower, and then Maggie got this look in her eye. We were wearing bikinis, and Maggie slipped hers off, and slid into the bed naked. I remember gasping, my mouth wide open, because she was rolling around in our dad's cum. I whispered, asking her what she was doing, but she just got up, picking up her bikini. She had a wild look in her eye, and cum smeared all over her.
I was getting hard listening to her. We rounded the corner of an aisle and she continued in a low voice, "And if it couldn't get any weirder, the bathroom door opened and our dad came out, naked. He hadn't seen us at first, but when he did he stopped in his tracks. I stood there, looking at our naked dad and my naked sister. His dick was soft, having just fucked our mom, but I remember looking right at it, mesmerized.
"I don't know if he could see the cum on Maggie's body, but I remember feeling myself get so wet just standing there. He said 'shouldn't you two knock?' in a kind tone. We muttered an apology and left, running down the hall to my room. Your mom stayed in my room that night, in the bed next to me. And I waited until she was asleep to rub myself off. It was one of the hottest things I'd ever scene. Even to this day."
"Holy shit," I whispered.
"After that your mom and I spied on them all the time. Oh, by the way, we need more tape."
I was puzzled as Jen stopped and bent over to get something from the bottom shelf. I understood as the fabric of her short skirt moved, revealing more of her ass and finally her pussy. She had no underwear on, and I could see her pussy clear as day in the middle of the hardware store. No one else was on our aisle, but if they turned the corner they'd see everything.
She looked over her shoulder to make sure I was looking. I looked down again and saw with a jolt that a clear strand of her wetness had leaked out and formed a silken bridge with her thigh. She stood up, over her shoulder and grinning at me. I watched her ass sway left and right, her short skirt bouncing as she led me to the checkout aisle.
The drive home felt like seconds. We barely spoke as we unloaded her car and carried the supplies to her room. We taped the edges and I started painting all the small areas and borders with a brush. Jen worked with a roller, taking deep bends each time in order to flash her pussy. My dick was throbbing and I could feel pre-cum dripping down my leg. Unable to control myself anymore, I set down my brush.
"Should we take a break?" I asked. She nodded, setting down her roller in the tray.
"Are you hungry," she asked.
"Not exactly," I said. She looked at me, puzzled, and I pulled her close to me. Our bodies pressed together and I kissed her hard. She relaxed in my arms and I gently pushed her into a sitting position on the bed. I pulled off her shirt, helping her unhook her bra. I then gently pushed her back onto the bed, her legs hanging off the edge as I leaned over her, kissing her and gently massaging her tits.
"This beats a sunburn," she cooed as we kissed. She gasped as I moved lower, kissing her breasts and gently pressing her nipples against my teeth with my tongue. I moved south, kissing her stomach, and then knelt between her legs, bunching her skirt up around her waist. She lifted her ass to help me, and spread her legs wide. Her pussy was a deep pink, her labia engorged with her arousal, her pussy dripping a stream onto the bed sheets.
"Please," she whispered as I gently blew air over her swollen pussy. "It's been so long."
I didn't need an explanation. I delved in, my tongue running along her slick labia from bottom to top. She arched her back, gasping as I licked her all over. My tongue darted over her tiny clit and she went wild. She cried out, her thighs clamping against me as I focused all my efforts on that small area. My face was slick with her wetness and she bucked against me as she called out loudly.
Her orgasm shook her body and she grabbed my hair and bucked against my face as she came. Suddenly she pushed me away, her body twitching and her hips thrusting upward. She then pulled me closer again, my face once again shoved between her legs. I licked her wildly, savoring every inch of her pussy before returning to her clit. This time I gently inserted two fingers into her as I focused my tongue's efforts. She was close, her pussy tightening against my fingers. With some effort, I worked a third finger into her as she started to come a second time.
She gasped, fucking my fingers and thrusting against my face. I kept licking and fingering her until she begged me to stop. I stood up and looked at her, her pussy dripping and her legs spread. Her chest was heaving and she had a dreamy look on her face. She beckoned me lazily with one hand, and then she dropped to her knees in front of me. She rubbed her swollen pussy with her hand, bringing it back up covered in her wetness. She tugged at my shorts and I unzipped them, my dick springing out in front of her face. I thought she might suck it but instead she stroked me with her slick hand.
I felt a pang of disappointment until she straightened up on her knees and pushed her tits together around my dick. I thrust in between her tits, fucking them with abandon. She looked directly into my eyes as the swollen head of my dick disappeared in between her tits. The only sound in the room was my breathing and a slapping sound as I fucked her tits. I was close, my dick already slick with anticipation, and I came.
She gasped as the first strand of thick cum shot upward, hitting the bottom of her chin. I kept thrusting, coming in violent spurts and flooded her cleavage, spilling upward and then over the sides of her tits. I stopped thrusting, letting the last few spasms of my orgasm pump cum between her tits. I stepped back, kicking off my shorts and staggering for a second. She stood up, a thick river of cum running between her tits and down her stomach.
"Well," she said with a grin, "someone was excited."
"She certainly was," I said. She laughed, her breasts swaying a little. I watched as a thick blob of my cum dripped slower, approaching her blonde, bushy pubic hair. With a shudder from both of us it made contact, slowly trickling into the tiny forest of hair, making its way over her labia. She walked over to me, pressing herself against me. We kissed, my cum soaking into my shirt. I felt my dick stir a little but she stepped away, picking up the roller and resuming painting.
"Come on," she said, "let's finish and go swimming."
Mom came home around six. Jen and I had spent the day in the pool after finishing the painting. We had bathing suits on, me in my trunks and Jen in a small, black bikini. Despite the sexual release from hours before, we acted normal, casual as ever. Jen was not phased by what had happened. If nothing else, she was even more relaxed, playful. Mom joined us, slipping out of the sliding doors.
My heart sank a little when I saw she was back in her one-piece bathing suit. She had been more than willing to show me her body over the last few days, but she had backtracked. Jen shot me a quick glance that was hard to discern, but I played it off.
We caught up on mom's day, and swam for a while until Jen announced that she was tired and was going to take a long bath and go to bed. I watched her leave, my eyes glued to her ass. When she entered the house, I looked over to my mom to see her looking right at me.



"Checking out my sister?" she said playfully. "Or should I say checking out your aunt?"
"When you say it that way, it sounds so wrong," I said, admitting nothing. She laughed and we talked a little more before I brought up what was on my mind. "Mom, about yesterday..."
"Yesterday was a mistake," she said flatly. "Let's leave it at that." I nodded, trying to hide my disappointment and anger. She didn't owe me anything, I knew that, but that doesn't mean I didn't want it. I found a flimsy excuse to leave. I dried off quickly, heading into the house.
"Will."
I stopped halfway up the stairs. Mom was about ten steps behind me. She walked up quietly, her bathing suit still wet. "I'm sorry. For what I said."
"You mean it being a mistake? Forget it," I said a little too bitterly. "It's fine."
"It's never fine when you say that," she said. We were whispering, even though I knew Jen was out of earshot. She was standing close to me, and with the height difference from the stairs I was looking straight down her cleavage. "I just meant, well, what happened isn't supposed to happen."
"I know," I said. "It's not normal. But that doesn't mean it wasn't..." I broke off, not sure of what to say.
"Fun?" she ventured.
I stepped down so we were on the same stair. Without a word, I reached up and tugged gently at her neckline, pulling it outward so I could see more of her tits. She didn't resist, and I could see her slowly exhaling. I put my arm around her waist and pulled her closer, kissing her. She kissed me back, and our bodies pulled even closer together. For a few moments, the only sound was our lips making and breaking contact.
I reached up, cupping her breast through her swimsuit. We were pressed against each other, and I slowly thrust my hips toward her, rubbing my throbbing erection against her body. My other hand slid under her bathing suit from behind, gently grabbing her bare ass. She sighed, letting herself fall against me. I slid her strap off her shoulder, sliding her swimsuit down until her breast was free in my hand. I kissed her neck, slowly making my way down the top of her breast. Finally, with a shudder, I kissed her nipple, gently flicking it with my tongue.
Since I was adopted I was never breast fed, and the moment my mouth made contact an electric jolt passed through me. This was not just a hot woman who wanted me, this was my mother. I felt her body respond as I gently sucked on her nipple, grinding against her slowly. I pressed my face against her breast, my hand moving closer to her pussy. She shuddered, and then suddenly pulled away from me.
My hand slipped off her ass and out of her suit, and she stepped down one stair. She stood against the railing, her breast still hanging out, wet from my mouth. She opened her mouth to say something, her eyes wide with an inscrutable expression on her face. It looked like a mix of desire, surprise, and fear.
"Will," she said softly, "I'm...I have to go." And then she brushed past me quickly and ran to her room. I heard the door shut softly, and headed with a heavy heart to my room.
Chapter 2
I woke up late the next morning. It was Saturday, and I knew mom had the day off. I stayed in bed for a while, avoiding her. Eventually I heard a soft knock on my door. Jen popped her head in and my mood brightened. I thought of the thick cum running down her body the day before; clearly, she was a woman who knew what she wanted.
"That room isn't going to paint itself," she said sweetly, "unless you're quitting on me." She came and sat on my bed. With a jolt, I realized my sheets were covered in dried cum. I had jerked off three times last night thinking about what happened on the stairs. She made no obvious notice of the mess, and chided me to get up.
"I need to get dressed," I said meekly, embarrassed that I was naked under the sheets.
"I know," she said playfully, "that's why I'm staying."
"So, you can just show up and demand to see me naked?" I said with a grin.
"Yes. And so can you," she said back smartly. I grinned, slipping out of the sheets. I was already half erect just seeing her. She had a tight t-shirt and short cutoffs on, and her legs seemed to go for miles. She smiled as I pulled on my clothes, and led me downstairs.
Mom was at breakfast already, and exchanged pleasantries but otherwise avoided making eye contact. Another day of this, I scowled, but instantly brightened when Jen deliberately bent over to pick something up, letting me see her ass cheeks. The cutoffs were obscenely short, and her round ass strained to pop out of them. I was hard, my dick pitching a tent in my shorts the entire time we painted.
"Must be hard for you to paint like that," she teased.
"Very funny," I said. "Try not to get anything wet while you're painting."
"Too late," she said with a grin. "Unless that was too much information."
"Nope," I said, "You can share as much as you want."
"I've already shared a lot with you," she said. She looked over her shoulder into the hallway, and then pulled off a complicated maneuver to unhook her bra and pull it out of her shirt. She tossed it onto the bed, her tits on display under her tight shirt. "Glad to know you don't think it's weird. I've always been a bit of an exhibitionist."
"I wouldn't say 'a bit' of one," I said, and she laughed. I felt myself stiffen even more now that she was braless. Just the act of her taking off another layer fueled my imagination. "But I'm not complaining."
"Clearly not," she said. "You certainly showed your appreciation yesterday. There was quite a lot of it all over me."
She paused, surveying the room. She put her hands on her hips and tugged at her shirt to fan herself. She caught me looking and grinned, pulling her shirt down a little more to show some more cleavage. As if on cue, mom came around the corner. Jen turned to face her, making no effort to conceal what I was looking at.
"Hey sis," Jen said casually.
Mom looked at Jen's tits, which were practically coming out of her shirt, and then at me. I was self-conscious of my erection, which was obvious to anyone. Mom glanced at me once, then looked at Jen.
"Making a lot of progress?" Mom said.
"Tons," Jen said, her voice light and airy. "We've already made huge strides, and I haven't worn him out yet." I wasn't sure if she was referring to painting or something else.
"Well, it looks good," Mom said, looking the walls over. She avoided my eye contact, and left the room.
Jen looked at me for a moment, "Well, glad she approves," Jen said with a sigh. Then, looking me over, she said, "you know, I enjoyed painting more when we didn't have any clothes on."
"I don't think my Mom would like that," I said.
"Maggie's being a prude," she said, "And she wasn't like that in the old days. She needs to lighten up." She paused, thinking to herself for a moment before saying, "it's worth ruining this shirt for this..."
Jen picked up her brush, loaded with paint, and wiped it across her shirt a few times. She then shrieked. It was the sound a girl makes when they see a small spider. I could hear mom running across the house. She poked her head back in to see Jen holding her shirt a few inches from her skin.
"Damn it," Jen said.
"What happened?" Mom said, looking around for the source of Jen's alarm.
"This," she said, gesturing to her ruined shirt. "The paint will never come out." Then Jen shocked us both by hooking the hem with her thumbs and pulling her shirt over her head. She did it slowly, taking care to avoid getting paint on her skin or hair. She tossed the ruined shirt onto the plastic tarp and stood there, topless, her chest heaving with every breath.
"Jen," Maggie said, "I don't know if..."
"Oh, what," Jen said with a giggle. "Are you offended? It's just tits, Maggie. And I'm sure Will doesn't care? I'm sure he's seen them before."
"Breasts in general, or yours?" Maggie said, her left eyebrow raised. I didn't move, my eyes darting between the two sisters. Whatever was happening, it was clearly a struggle or exchange with some history behind it.
"I don't know," Jen replied, clearly vexing Mom. Mom's eyes lingered on me, and I tried to keep my face passive. It was an odd scene. My topless aunt, my mother with her arms folded and her face stern, and me, standing there with a throbbing erection that was completely obvious under my shorts. Then, after a moment, Jen spoke again. "Maggie, if you are offended, I'll cover up."
"It's not that," Mom said, her voice catching. "I just don't want Will to feel awkward." She looked at me, her eyes hinting at something. Was it jealousy, hurt, something else? I couldn't tell. I quickly spoke up.
"I'm not uncomfortable," I said as casually as I could. I kept my eyes on Mom, and her expression softened.
"Good," Jen said, and unzipped her shorts. She let them fall to her ankles. She wore nothing underneath, standing between me and Mom. I saw a strand of her wetness leaking out of her pussy, attached to her thigh.
"Still not wearing underwear," Mom sighed.
"Learned from the best," Jen said with a wink. Mom blushed.
"That was a long time ago," Mom said airily. "So, are you going to finish painting like that?" She asked.
As if to answer, Jen bent down and picked up a paint brush. She paused, her tits hanging low, before slowly straightening up She got to work on the trim, bending down slowly. I kept my eyes on Mom, who was studying me like one of her med school textbooks. Slowly, her features a puzzle, she turned and left.
We finished painting in a quiet haze. We said little, grinning at each other. I stared, my hormones raging as we cleaned up. It was only when I put the tarp in a trash bag that she pulled me close and kissed me.
"That was so hot," she said, her voice low. She reached down and unzipped my pants. In seconds, she had my dick in her hand, gently playing with my throbbing member as we kissed. Suddenly I heard Mom coming down the hallway. We broke off and she whispered, "closet." Without a word, I darted into her walk-in closet. It was open, but the light was off, and I slipped into the shadow as Mom walked in. She crossed the room to Jen, her back to the closet door.
"Where's Will?" Mom asked casually, her eyes on Jen.
"Not sure, I think he went to his room," she said, sparing me a meaningful glance. Mom was preoccupied with Jen's nudity, and I quietly slipped out of the closet and out the door. I lingered, straining to hear their conversation.
"So," Mom said, sitting on Jen's bed. "Getting naked in front of my son."
"When you say it that way," Jen said coyly, "it sounds pretty taboo."
"I'm just saying that I don't know if it's the best idea. He's...he's not a little kid."
"No, he isn't," Jen agreed. "And I don't a little nudity is going to warp his mind. Besides, I'm sure he's seen it all before, right?"
Mom said nothing but I saw her fidget. Jen continued, "Maggie, if you want me to stop, I will. But remember how we used to go around naked all the time when we were younger? It felt so free."
"Well, I remember Mom didn't care," Mom said. I had hardly known my grandmother, but I knew she was a free-spirited woman, very into nature and that kind of thing. "But, I mean...Will certainly took notice."
"Did he?" Jen said, laughing. "Alright, I know he did. But so what? Take a boy and put a naked girl in front of him, and he gets hard. It's simple."
Mom squirmed again.
"Besides, Maggie," Jen said, "It's been a long time since someone noticed me."
Mom was quiet for a minute. She, like I, was thinking about Jen's divorce, and how her jerk of a husband had ruined her self-esteem. Mom took a deep breath, as if to steady herself. "Alright, go around naked if you want. It's fine."
"Are you sure?" Jen said. "I don't want to make you uncomfortable."
"No, it's fine," Mom said. "Really. I was just being...I don't know."
"A prude," Jen teased.
"Oh, shut it," Mom teased back. "I just worry about Will walking around like that all day, poor guy."
"You could take your clothes off, too, and then he'd really get a show."
Mom laughed nervously, tucking her hair behind her left ear. "Yeah..." she trailed off.
"I'm going to take a shower," Jen said, turning toward her bathroom. Mom got up and I quickly slipped away and down the hall. I ran into my room and turned on the shower. I stepped into the warm stream and was about to start jerking off when I heard my mother call my name softly. I doused my hair and called out that I was almost out. I shut off the water, stepping out and wrapping a towel around myself. My dick was slowly subsiding, and I took care to conceal any traces of an erection as I tied the towel around myself.
I stepped out of the bathroom, my hair still a little wet, to find mom standing by my dresser. She was looking over the pile of books next to my lamp when I stepped into view.
"Sorry to interrupt," she said.
"No, it's fine," I said, pausing by the doorway into my room. "What's up?"
"About earlier," she said, pacing slowly across the room. "Jen, taking off her clothes."
"Oh," I said, not sure how to respond.
"Well, I know you've seen her mostly naked before, or maybe completely, I don't know. I just wanted to talk to you about it. And about seeing me naked. You see, Jen's always had a flair for exhibition."
I nodded, knowing that mom had been, too. I played with her hair again, tucking it behind her ear as she continued, "and, well I know it's natural for you, for a man to respond, to seeing a woman like that."
She paused, collecting her thoughts. "I guess I wanted to say you shouldn't feel weird if you get...aroused...when someone takes off their clothes."
"Someone?" I said.
"Well, anyone I supposed," she said with a blush. "I'm just saying that it's normal, and okay even, if you...um, get hard."
"Thanks," I said, trying not to sound awkward. She laughed and I said, "no, really, thank you for looking out for me."
"I am your Mom, after all," she said.
"So, um, Mom," I said after a pause, "can I ask you a question? Were you like Jen, you know, always stripping down?"
"Yes," she said after a moment. "Yes, I was. We'd walk around topless, and then with nothing. Mom was cool."
"Was grandpa?" I asked.
"He was," she said, nodding to herself. "Although poor Mom, she was always taking care of him, sexually, because she didn't like the idea of him walking around with an erection. I guess that might be too much information, telling you about your grandparents like that."
"No, it's fine," I said. "Really. I guess when you live in an open house like that, things are bound to be seen and discussed.
She looked down at my towel. I was clearly pitching a tent; my dick was throbbing. She stood up and turned, looking me over her shoulder, and left without another word.
Jen had put on a bikini and went swimming, dutifully covering herself in sunblock to avoid another nasty burn. I got dressed and cleaned up the house a bit, trying to take my mind off of my Mom and Jen. Even when I wasn't hard my dick was leaking pre-cum. I kept making wet spots on my shorts that Mom thankfully did not notice. Finally, I joined Jen in the pool. She was drifting on a float. Her tits threatening to snap the thin fabric that held her top together.
"How was your chat with Maggie?" she asked as I slid into the water.
"How'd you know we talked?" I said.
"An educated guess," she said. "What did you two talk about?"
"Oh, the whole 'nudity is ok' thing. Honestly not a conversation I thought I'd ever have with my mom."
"What was that?" Maggie called from behind me. My mouth fell open and she grinned. She had on a tiny bikini, one of Jen's maybe. "Mind if I join you two?"
"Come on in, sis," Jen said. "Will was just saying he'd never imagined talking about nudity with you."
Maggie blushed, and looked reluctantly at the house. Before she got second thoughts I called out, "well, if it makes you all feel more at ease..." and I slipped off my bathing suit. Jen whooped as I tossed the wet ball of fabric onto the pool deck. Mom's mouth was open but she was looking at me tread water, my dick swaying and bobbing with each movement.
"Fine," she said, grinning. She pulled on her bikini top, letting it fall off. She stood there, topless, her breath coming in deep bursts. Her nipples were hard, either from the night air or from excitement. I was getting harder, and she was looking right at me. I saw two small balls of fabric fly over my head from behind me as Jen tossed her top and bottom onto he deck.
"Come on, Maggie," she said. "Take it all off."
Mom hesitated, then looked at me again and slipped off her bikini bottom. She slipped into the pool, swimming past me. She got too close and her leg bumped against the tip of my dick.
"Sorry," she said.
"It comes with the territory," I replied and she laughed. It was good to see her relaxed. Jen had crawled back onto the float and mom took another one. They both lay on their stomach, their round asses sticking up slightly.
"I have to admit," Mom said, "this is pretty relaxing. It's been a long time."
"As long as the Andersons don't show up," Jen said, and she and Mom burst into giggles. I looked at them, puzzled, and Mom explained.
"When we both lived at home, we swam naked a lot, and once Jen and I were out there and mom and dad came home with some friends. We had no clothes with us, so we panicked and hid in the bushes. And they all came out to the pool deck! We had to hide around the side of the house, completely naked.
"And while we were hiding, we looked up and saw our neighbor, Mr. Potter, looking at us from his bedroom window on the second floor. His mouth was wide open in shock, and Jen had the nerve to stand up straight and wave at him. I thought he was going to have a heart attack!"
Jen laughed, adding, "after that I'd catch him spying on us when we swam."
"It didn't bother you two?" I asked.
"Nah," Jen said.
"It made it a little more fun," Mom said, blushing. She looked at me with sleepy eyes, a look of contentment on her face. I swam around, checking them out and enjoying the view of two naked women in the pool with me. I wanted mom to flip onto her back, and she finally obliged me. She let her legs fall to the sides, her feet dragging in the water, her pussy spread a little. I could see she was swollen and aroused.
I needed to cum. I had waited through all the teasing that day, and I felt my dick leaking pre-cum. I excused myself, toweling off. My dick was still hard, and it bobbed as I walked inside. I had barely crossed the living room when I heard the door slide shut behind me.
"Hi," Mom said. She was still naked, dried off from the pool. She strode over to me, her tits swaying with each step. She stopped when she was a foot from me. "Everything okay?"
"Yeah," I said. She looked down at my dick. A long strand of pre-cum was slowly dripping onto the floor.
"I see," she said, looking back up at me. Without thinking I put my arm around her waist and pulled her close to me. I pressed her body against me and we kissed. She kissed me back, her body melting against mine. My hand held her body close, cupping her ass, while my other hand found her pussy. I touched her labia, feeling how slick they were, grinding my dick against her. She was breathing hard, letting my fingers roam, when she suddenly stepped back.
"I have to go," she said, but she was frozen in place. A long strand of my pre-cum formed a bridge between my dick and her thigh.
"Mom," I said, pleading.
"I'm sorry," she said, and took another step back. The pre-cum snapped and fell to her leg. She walked past me, quickly, going upstairs. I wanted to run after her, to pull her close again, but I knew she wanted to be alone. I heard her bedroom door shut and my heart sank. I started to walk to my room, when inspiration struck and I headed back outside.



The lights were off except for the ones in the pool. Jen was sitting in the hot tub, her tits visible above the foaming water. She smiled as I slipped into opposite her.
"How's Maggie?" she asked.
"A prude, as usual," I said, surprised by the bitterness in my voice. My mom didn't owe me anything, I knew that, but I would rather her stay clothed and chaste rather than what was happening now. Jen, on the other hand, sent no mixed signals. She was sitting between two of the seats, an odd look on her face.
"I guess all that hard work over the years was the cause," Jen mused. She paused, her face inscrutable. "The Maggie I grew up with was a bit of a wild child." She bit her lip, squirming a little on her perch. It occurred to me that Jen was sitting right on one of the jets. She was getting off, slowly, right at that moment. I grinned, seizing the opportunity.
"Tell me about her, when she was young. How wild was she?" I asked.
Jen smiled, leaning back. I could see she was spreading her legs over the jet, letting it hit her clit in a steady stream of stimulation. I had done something similar many times with the pool jet, it always made for a powerful orgasm.
"Well," she mused, rolling her head from shoulder to shoulder, "I used to spy on her, too. I guess it was just a thing we did. I remember the first time I saw her give someone a blowjob."
"Really," I said, sitting up.
Jen nodded, squirming a little more. She tried to hide what she was doing, but her body language was obvious. She tried to focus on the conversation, and I enjoyed distracting her, letting her orgasm build slowly.
"Yeah," she said. We were on a family vacation, we had gone to the beach down in Mexico. And she sucked a guy off on the beach. I could see her from the hotel room, down there on the sand, going down. I remember when she finished she got up and walked back up to the pool deck, and talked to our mom like nothing happened. Mom had no idea, but I saw the whole thing."
She paused, closing her eyes and leaning back. She spread her legs wider, the water jet hitting her clit and causing her to shudder. Her tits were heaving, her body tensing up; Jen was coming.
"Oh my god," she whispered, her whole body shaking. I watched her as she thrashed around in the water, trying not to cry out in pleasure. Finally, she sank back away from the jet, her body limp. "Damn," she said, her eyes still closed. "Maggie was right about that jet."
Hearing my mom's name snapped something inside of me. I stood up, my upper half out of the water, my throbbing dick a foot from her. I looked at her, and she understood.
"What if your mom sees?" she said.
"I don't care," I said, and I meant it.
She grinned, shifting forward. She sat down on the jet, her body giving a little jolt as the water made contact. She leaned forward as the water hit her clit, and took the head of my dick in her mouth. She worked me without her hands, slowly sucking more and more of me in, until I was as far in as she could take, then she let me slide mostly out of her mouth, her tongue gliding along the bottom of my shaft and head. Slowly, she sucked me, her eyes locked on mine.
She came quickly, the buildup from her last orgasm leaving her sensitive. As the water made her come she sucked me harder, cupping her tits with one hand. I gently ran my hands through her wet hair, willing her to take more of me in with each gently thrust of my hips. She accommodated, sucking me deep as her orgasm made her moan. The feeling of her moaning with my dick in her mouth was the most sensual thing I had ever experienced.
Jen came again, her body rocking over the jet, fucking it as she sucked my dick. I was getting close, and entire day of sexual tension begging for release.
"Jen," I panted.
She sucked me faster, her own orgasm overtaking her. I came in her mouth, and she greedily swallowed the first pulse of semen. I came hard, my cum overflowing out of her mouth. She pulled back, stroking the last cum out of me, letting it fall out of her mouth and onto her tits. She kept stroking until I was complete spent, then pulled me down next to her. She disappeared under the water for a second, washing the cum off her face and tits.
We sat in the hot tub together, spooning as my dick nestled in her ass cheeks and I cupped her tits. We said nothing, until we both felt sleepy and separated, drying off and heading to our respective rooms.
Chapter 3
I woke up the next morning feeling giddy. It was Sunday, and I was in no hurry to get out of bed. Jen's blowjob from the night before had been the most amazing thing I had experienced in my life. That it was my aunt doing the sucking only elevated the experience. I lay naked in bed, my dick flaccid but slowly engorging just thinking about her.
I also thought about my mom, and felt my blood pulse. She had, at one point, been adventurous. I thought of her sucking someone off on the beach, of her rolling around in the mess from her parents on their bed, on her parading around naked around her house growing up. What had happened to her?
Me, I thought, and the sudden realization hit me. She had adopted me, taken me in as a newborn and raised me, given me everything. She had never made time for herself. Jen never lost the spark of her youth, my arrival had snuffed out my mother's.
I heard a knock on my door. Jen poked her head into my room. I was uncovered and naked, but I didn't care. It didn't seem to matter much. She had a knee length dress on, very prim with clean lines.
"I'm heading to church," she said, then added with a grin, "I know...I know. But I need to meet people in town. It's always a good way to get to know people fast."
"I thought you were going to say to confess, or at least repent."
"You mean because I gave my nephew a blowjob? Hah, I'm not confessing or repenting anything," she said. I sat up and she gave me a kiss. "That was fun last night."
"Yes," I said. "Mind blowing."
She giggled. "I'll see you later. But just so you don't think I'm worried about my eternal soul..." she took my hand and ran it up the back of her thigh. She lifted her dress, and I grinned.
"Do you ever wear underwear," I sighed.
"Do you want me to?" she retorted with a giggle.
"No," I said, cupping her ass. I wanted to go down on her right then and there.
"I've got to go," she said, letting the dress fall back down. "Stay out of trouble while I'm gone."
She turned and left, her ass swaying as she walked. I was hard, and I fell back in bed, marveling at my luck. Mom may have lost her edge, but Jen was unbridled sexuality.
My phone buzzed and I sat up. I had a text message from mom. She usually chided me for texting across the house, saying it was the height of laziness.
"Morning," the text read. "Are you up?"
I looked down at my erection, and replied, "yes."
Seconds later she replied. "Come to my bathroom."
I got up, stretching. I decided to pull on my pajama pants and a shirt. It felt odd against my skin; I could see why they had gone around naked in their youth. I wondered, had my mom continued her nudist lifestyle while I was growing up, would I have turned out different?
When I reached her bathroom door I knocked gently. She beckoned me inside. Mom was sitting in the tub, submerged to her shoulders. I was surprised to see her like this, and even more surprised that she had summoned me while she was in the tub.
"Good morning," she said brightly.
"Good morning," I replied, a little shaky. "What's up?"
"Come here," she said, gesturing to the tub. I sat on the edge, taking in as much of her body with my eyes that I could. "I meant get in," she said. "Take off your clothes and sit." She gestured to the empty space of her large tub.
I hesitated. I was tired of her back and forth, but decided to be a good sport about it. I pulled off my clothes, my dick springing out. She laughed.
"Sorry," she said. "Erections are kind of funny. Just the way they bob around."
"I can see why you'd think that," I said. I slipped into the hot water, Mom adjusted so my legs went around her body and her legs tucked under my knees. We sat there, naked, my dick throbbing under the water. I was looking right at her pussy when she spoke again.
"I remember the first time I saw an erection."
"Whose?" I asked.
She paused, then said "My dad's. We were out boating, and he was changing. I had seen my parents naked before, it wasn't that weird. But when mom came out of the bathroom and took off her towel, he got hard. I remember watching it grow." She was looking at my dick, her eyes lost in the decades.
"We used to sit in the tub together when you were a toddler," she said. "I don't want you to think I'm crazy," she said, "but this is kind of fun."
"Taking a bath together?" I asked.
She nodded. "It's not like we used to do it." She sat up, her tits half out of the water. She handed me a sponge and turned around. She sat up fully, her tits dripping with water, and scooted closer to me. My dick bumped against her ass as I sat up. I took her cue, and rubbed her back with the sponge. She sighed as a I gently scrubbed her back and arms.
"I wasn't the one doing the washing back then," I said, deciding to keep the conversation going, so that it didn't seem weird. Revisiting an activity we did when I was young, with a new twist, felt both familiar and new at the same time.
"Also, there wasn't a hard dick pressed up against me," she said.
"Let me move a little," I said.
"No," she said, pressing back against me, "I wasn't complaining." She leaned back, her body falling against mine. I reached under her arms and ran the sponge over her stomach. She didn't move, and in the silence I slid the sponge upward, rubbing it gently over her tits.
She sighed as I brushed her nipples, making them stiffen. I cupped her breast in my hand, letting the sponge roam all over. Her head fell against my shoulder. My dick was nestled in her ass crack, and I wanted to rub against her and cum, like I had days before.
"I could get used to this," she sighed, shifting a little to get more comfortable, and in the process stimulating my dick a little more. I was throbbing angrily against her skin, I knew she could feel my desire burning against her. "Just don't tell Jen."
"Not sure how she'd react?" I asked softly.
Mom sighed contentedly as I ran my hand over her breast again. "I think I do. But better to keep it our secret."
I slid the sponge down her stomach. She slowly opened her legs more, almost on instinct. "What was it like," I said, "seeing your dad like that?"
"Hard?" she said. "At first, funny. To see it grow like that, just sprouting out from between his legs. It was aiming at my mom, it seemed, trying to grow out and reach her. And then it became sort of a fascination. My parents were naked a lot, especially in our backyard. And every time my dad got hard, I'd look at it. My mom caught me sneaking glances at some point. After that, whenever he got hard, they'd disappear for a little bit."
I knew, of course, that she and Jen would follow and watch them in secret, but I said nothing.
"So he was the first man you saw naked, and first man you saw hard," I said, still fondling her breast as I washed her stomach in slow circles. She propped her ankles up on the sides of the tub, and I slowly moved down.
"First man I saw come, too," she said with a giggle. She was almost drunk on stimulation, and when she spoke it was as if she was unable to stop herself. "I remember I almost gasped out loud when I saw it happen."
"What happened?" I asked, inching closer to her pussy.
"Mom was giving him a handjob," she said matter of factly. I was surprised to hear the words come out of her moth. "On the bed. They had snuck off to relieve dad of his erection. And I watched as she stroked him and then he exploded. Cum went everywhere. It was all over my mom's hand, the bed, her leg. I was hypnotized by the sight of it. Mom had laughed when he came, she seemed to enjoy watching him erupt like that; so did I."
The sponge reached her pussy and she arched her back. I gently rubbed her with it, going slowly, getting a feel for the pressure and speed. She said nothing, just sighed when I hit the right spot, and soon I was rubbing her faster, my other hand exploring her tits. As she lost herself in her building orgasm I gently thrust against her, fucking her ass cheeks like I had done before.
She was getting close and I couldn't believe I was sitting in the tub, rubbing my mom off. I ditched the sponge and used my hand directly on her clit, and she started bucking her hips. She came hard, her ass squeezing my dick and her breath coming in ragged gasps. The water sloshed back and forth in the tub as she cried out as a wave of pleasure washed over her.
I slowed my hand down as her body relaxed, but I kept a slow, steady rhythm on her clit. Her breathing was shallow now, her body limp. During her thrashing we had accidentally kicked the drain open, and the water was slowly lowering, her body heavy against mine. Her head was still resting on my collarbone, and as I slowly increased the pressure on her clit she whispered, "okay, just one more."
I grinned, cupping her breast and gently thrusting against her ass as I rubbed her faster, with more pressure. The water had drained, and we clung together, her body tensing up. She spread her legs wider, and held her breath. She came hard, crying out again as her body shuddered. I kept thrusting between her ass cheeks, the gentle weight of her body enhancing my pleasure. Her orgasm ended and she fell limp against me.
I wanted more. I needed more. I sat up gently, and so did she. My dick was poking out between her ample ass cheeks, thick strands of pre-cum stuck to her. I nudged her forward, and she fell forward softly onto her forearms and put her head down. Her ass stuck up, her pussy dripping with arousal. I knelt behind her, my hands shaking in anticipation, and I ran them down her back, grabbing her hips. She rubbed her ass on my dick, and I massaged her ass I ground against it. Then I grabbed the shaft of my violent erection and slid down her ass crack.
I slid effortlessly on her wetness, the head of my dick slipping against the entrance of her vagina, slightly parting her labia. I was about push forward when she pulled away.
"No," she said softly, scooting forward and sitting on her feet. She stood up slowly, turning to face me. She had a pained expression on her face. I didn't know if it was hurt, or longing. I was so close to fucking her, I had almost entered her.
She stepped out of the tub, grabbing a towel. She extended her hand to me, but I got out on my own. She dried off without a word, and I stood there, my dick dripping pre-cum, throbbing with a dull ache.
"I'm sorry," she said in a whisper. She didn't make eye contact, and when she turned to pull on a bra I felt my already flush face darken.
"Me too," I said, shocked at the anger in my words. She turned, hurt, to face me.
"I shouldn't have done that, have let you do that to me," she said, her voice small and soft. "I don't want to warp you."
"You weren't worried about it a minute ago, when you were asking for more," I said, almost spitting. I wasn't yelling, but I might as well have been. Her eyes welled up, and she reached for her dress from the counter. She slipped it on, trying to act like this was a normal mother-son argument. "I'm not saying you owe me anything, except for some consistency."
She winced at my words. She looked down at my erection, which was leaking so much that there was a thick, constant strand of pre-cum dripping down to the floor. "If you need to take care of that..."
"You don't need to worry about that," I said. She opened her mouth so say something, but as I grabbed a towel and wrapped it around myself she let me pass. I didn't want to march out of there with a bobbing erection, and I would be damned if I was going to jerk off in front of her. I left the room and she followed me into the hall. I spun around to say something but she just held out her hand, stopping me.
"I'm going out," she said flatly.
"Fine," I said, again surprised by the acid in my words. She turned and left. I heard her grab her keys a moment later, and then shortly after that the sound of her engine. I sat down on the top step, my towel falling open. My dick, which had been in charge since Jen moved in, was semi-rigid, still dripping pre-cum. I was too angry to do anything about it. I was tired of being ruled by it, tired of Mom. I had just rubbed her out in the tub, the single most erotic thing I had ever done, and now I was alone.
I got dressed, ignoring my semi-aroused state. I'd have to get used to it. At least I had Jen around, she would be game for some fun. And as for Mom...
What about her? She was still my Mom, still loved me. But no normal mother invites her son to join her in the tub like that. What did she think was going to happen? Maybe she had hoped I would have come just by rubbing on her like before. Maybe she wasn't ready for more. Maybe she never would be.
And then there was the revelation that she had seen her dad not only get hard, but had watched him come. I thought of what Jen said, of mom stripping down and rolling on my grandfather's semen. It was strange but also a turn on. I found myself getting fully erect again, cursing myself for my instinctual response. Mom clearly had a thing for cum, and just knowing that about her made me want her more. At that moment, I hated her for it.
I thought of her, standing there, getting dressed as I said things I already regretted. I had been cruel, aiming to hurt her with my words. Part of me felt terrible, part of me felt justified. I should have pulled her close to me, lifting that dress back off of her...
I paused mid-pace through the living room. I replayed the exchange in the bathroom again my head. I had been so focused on outrage that I missed it. She had put on that dress and left without any underwear.
I joined Jen for lunch after she was done with church. I had not been to church in ages, but I could see her point about a good starting point to meet people. Seeing her had cheered me up considerably, but she noticed my thoughts were elsewhere as I picked at my food.
"What's on your mind," she asked, taking a sip of iced tea.
"Mom," I said, trying to decide what to tell her.
"Was she weird again today?" Jen asked.
"Not as first, but then, yeah," I said.
"Maybe I'm causing some kind of tension," Jen mused. "I should talk to her. Maybe it's all the nudity."
"I hope not," I said, and she laughed.
"Yeah, me too," she said. "She used to be so wild, I wonder when she stopped."
"I think she must have when she adopted me," I said.
"Maybe she's loosening up," she said. "Maybe me stripping down yesterday had the intended effect."
"What do you mean? You mean you stripped down to loosen her up?"
"Well, also to turn you on," Jen said. "I'm just trying to get some of my magic back, and some of hers. She still turns heads. And gets her son hard."
She said this a little louder, and blushed and pretended to be interested in her lunch for a moment.
"Sorry," she said.
"Don't be," I said. "Can I ask you something? Is it wrong that I don't feel weird, about what you and I are doing?"
She leaned in, "you mean, you don't feel remorse that I gave you a blowjob yesterday." She whispered it and it felt so hot to hear her say it. "I think it just depends on your point of view. I didn't mind. In fact, I had a great time doing it, and will have a great time the next time I do. The question is, what are you looking to get out of it."
I guess I looked as puzzled as I was, so she leaned in again, whispering. "I mean, you understand that this is sexual, not romantic. I don't want to date my nephew."



"Oh," I said. "I thought you were asking how far I wanted to go."
"I bet you'd like to know," she teased.
When we got home, Jen changed into shorts and a tight t-shirt. She wasn't wearing a bra, and her tits strained against the tight fabric. It was a low-cut shirt, with a lot of cleavage. I assumed that she would have gone around naked, but maybe part of the fun was that it wasn't constant. I didn't know, this was new to me. When mom came home she stayed in her sundress, and we acted like everything was normal. I had said some pretty harsh things to her, but I was in no mood to apologize.
Jen and I were sitting on the couch, a large photo album in her hand.
"What's that?" Mom said.
"Some old photos," Jen said. "I thought Will might like to take a peek at some pics from our trip to Colorado."
"Oh," Mom said, blushing. "How far are you into it?" she asked.
"Not far, come and sit down with us."
Mom sat next to me, a sister on each side of me. The photo album sat on my lap, and Jen turned the pages and talked. They had gone camping in a cabin in the woods for two weeks, back when Mom was in college and Jen was a senior in high school. They looked the same, the years barely showing on them. The photos started with the four of them standing outside of the cabin, pictures of fish they had caught, normal family vacation stuff. Then Jen flipped the page and there was my Aunt, sitting topless on the dock, her mother laying topless next to her on her back.
"I had forgotten how good mom looked," Jen said.
I looked, and I had to agree. My grandmother had nice tits, there was no denying it. She was built like my mom and Jen, and I realized that I was getting hard thinking about my grandmother. Maybe the constant exposure to Jen was warping my perspective; who thought about their deceased grandmother like that? I tried to shake it off, but Jen flipped the page. The three of them, Mom, Jen, and grandma Kelly, were naked, tanning on their stomachs. They all had bubble butts, although Mom and Jen's were smaller than they were now. All three women were propped up on their elbows, their tits on display.
"Mom was pretty hot," my Mom said. Jen nodded. They both looked at me.
"She was," I said. "I can't believe I just said that."
Both women laughed. "It's the objective truth," Mom said. "Everyone we knew thought so."
The next page had pictures of them tanning some more, clearly taken by my grandfather. There was even a picture of my grandmother showering outside. My dick was throbbing, seeing them like that.
"Dad liked to take a lot of pictures," Mom explained. On the same page, there were pictures of Jen and Mom topless or naked, usually doing some normal camping activity like fishing. The next page there were pictures of my grandfather, standing naked next to my grandmother, grilling naked—which seemed like a bad idea. The last picture on the page caught my eye. My grandfather was standing next to mom, engaged in some conversation that had mom laughing. What caught my eye was his erection, which was full and pointing right at mom.
She sensed my gazed and turned the page. On this page, there were more camping photos, and we turned the page and mom inhaled sharply. I looked down and saw the photo that had gotten her attention. My grandmother was in bed, asleep, her limbs splayed out and her legs spread wide. A thick trail of cum ran up and down her stomach.
Jen looked at me, then at Maggie. She was grinning. "I had forgotten about this," she said.
"Me too," Mom said. "Sorry, Will."
"For what?" I asked. "They clearly had sex, you two are here because of it."
"There's a difference between knowing it and seeing it."
"Who took the picture," I asked.
"I think dad did," Jen said. "Like I said, he loved his camera. He developed his own film, because this stuff didn't need to go to the photo place."
"Why is it in your album?" I asked casually.
"Well," Jen said, struggling for an answer.
"It was kind of the norm," Mom answered for her. She sighed, but did not look upset. "With all that nudity, sex became kind of an open thing, too. I mean, they never did it right in front of us, like a display, but I can't tell you how many times we walked in on them, or on the aftermath."
"Once we found mom asleep, her face plastered in cum, and then we ran into Dad in the hall. I remember looking down at his dick, he and mom had just gotten it on minutes beforehand."
My dick twitched. Mom was looking at me directly, her features hard to read. I decided to press forward, "that's a lot of cum."
"Yeah," Jen said, smiling. She turned the page and there were more photos of them naked. "Will, in your honest opinion, do we still look good?"
"I'd have to see you naked to compare," I said dryly. I meant it as a joke, but Mom and Jen stood up, looking at each other.
"Fine," Mom said with a smirk. She lifted off her sundress and took off her sports bra. Jen stripped off her shirt and shorts. They both stood in front of me, and my eyes took them in hungrily. "Well?" Mom asked.
"Turn around slowly," I said. I was trying to sound playful but if I hadn't been holding the photo album my hands would have been shaking. They turned, and I looked them over. They sat back down, their bare thighs touching me.
"You've both still got it," I said.
Jen kissed me on the cheek to thank me. Mom looked at her, but then did the same.
"I don't know how your dad could stand all three of you like that," I said.
Mom looked at Jen but said nothing. "Well," Jen said, you've seen our nudist family vacation, or at least one of them." She stood up, stretching. "I'm going to swim."
She headed for the backyard, and once she was outside Mom turned to me. "About this morning."
"I said some pretty shitty things," I said. "I'm sorry."
"I'm sorry, too," she said, and took my hand in hers. She leaned against me, and turned the pages slowly. Her bare tits were pressed against my arm.
"Can I ask you a question, Mom?" I said. "Well, I have two questions, really. First, when was the last time you...you were with someone."
"Do you really want to know?" she asked. I nodded and she swallowed, "before I adopted you."
My heart sank, and she read the look on my face and she quickly added, "but that's not because of you. I was busy, sure, but I could have made time. I just...I didn't. It's hard to explain."
"You don't have to," I said quietly. The gravity of what she said was settling on me.
"What was your second question?" she asked.
"Well, when you would go around naked, back then, did you get aroused?"
She laughed. "All the time."
My eyes widened and she just grinned and cuddled up next to me. My hand was on her knee, and I ventured and moved it a little more up her thigh. She didn't protest or move, but reached over and turned the page. We looked at pictures of her and Jen showering together as my hand moved up her thigh slowly. Mom closed her eyes and let her head fall back on the couch pillow as my hand moved some more. I was halfway up her leg, on the inside of her thigh. Her breathing was low and quiet as I inched closer. She spread her leg a little more as my finger made contact with her damp pubic hair. I absentmindedly turned the album page.
I looked down at the album, my fingers touching my mom's wet pussy, and froze.
"It's okay," she whispered. "Touch me."
I shook myself to focus. My fingers brushed her labia, but it was the picture that had stopped me in my tracks, not nerves. The page had several photos of my Mom, Jen, and my grandmother. In each picture, they were naked just as before, but with one distinct difference.
Each one of them had cum on them.
There were pictures of my grandmother with cum on her tits, on her face, on her ass and up her back when she was on her hands and knees. And a picture of Jen with cum on her stomach, standing there in the sun as it dripped downward. It looked exactly like the day before, when I came on her. And mom. There was a picture of Mom with cum all over her tits.
I rubbed my mom absentmindedly, looking in shock at the pictures. She kept her eyes closed, enjoying herself. Another photo of mom had her back to the camera, cum all over her round ass cheeks, and a third picture with all three women, streaks of cum across all three of them, covering their thighs as they sat on a couch.
"I'm coming," she whispered, and started to buck her hips. I tried to focus on her, but the photos had burned into my brain. Mom came, her body thrashing as her wet pussy ground against my hand and the couch. She finished, taking her hand from me and opening her eyes.
At that exact moment, the back door slid open, and Jen walked in, still damp from the pool. Mom looked down at the album, her eyes wide. Jen approached us and stopped, her eyes also falling to that page.
"Well, I had meant to stop before we got that far," Jen said calmly. "But there you go."
"Will, listen..." Mom said, sitting up and moving back a few inches from me. I wiped my slick fingers on her thigh.
"It started as a joke," Jen said. "We knew mom and dad were going at it, around the back of the cabin, and we thought it would be funny to surprise them. So we snuck up and sprung up at them. Our timing was either good or bad, depending on your point of view, because just as dad started coming, we popped up from around the corner."
"Mom shrieked in surprise," Mom added. "And dad exploded. Most of it sprayed onto her, but one strand hit my thigh. He tried to stop, but of course he couldn't. He looked like he was going to die, and so did Mom. All of that playing around with the camera and stuff, and us accidentally seeing them before or after sex, that was all different.
"Mom was pretty mad at me and Jen, but mad at him, too. And we felt bad, because we caused that whole mess. So I just said I didn't care, and then Jen put her hand on mom and then wiped a bunch of cum across her stomach, and we just laughed, and so did they."
"After that, it became kind of a family joke."
"Cum?" I asked.
"Yes," Mom said, a far-off look in her eye. "The next day as Jen and I were cleaning dishes mom started to jerk him off behind us, and without us knowing, he came all over our asses."
"It was pretty funny," Jen said. "And kind of became a regular thing." She sat down next to me and turned the page, and there were more photos of mom, Jen, and grandma Kelly with cum on them. It was the last album page, but I wished there was more.
We said nothing for a moment, and then Mom stood up. She picked up her sundress and slipped it on, leaving her bra on the coffee table. Jen got up as well, putting her shorts and shirt back on. Mom reached for my hand and pulled me up. I did awkwardly, my dick getting in the way.
"I don't want you to be weirded out," she said. "That was just how our family was."
"I'm not freaked out," I said.
"You look disappointed," she said.
"Well, you put your clothes on," I said.
"Oh," she said, laughing. She kissed me on the cheek. "Jen and I were going to go out for a while anyway," she explained.
Jen left to get her things and mom whispered, "Are you sure you're okay? You just found out that our dad, your grandfather, used to come on us."
"Hey, you didn't mind, right? So it's okay."
"No, we enjoyed it," she grinned. "It was always fun when it happened."
I nodded, and she smiled. She stepped over to her dresser and pulled out a pair of black underwear. She slipped them on and stepped over to me. She kissed me on the cheek, and said "I owe you from this morning." She unzipped my pants, my dick free at last. She hiked the sundress up and stood in front of me.
"Play with my tits, baby," she said. She started to stroke my dick as I pulled her sundress down and my hand found her tits. "Tell me when you're close."
"I'm already close," I gasped. She grinned and stroked me faster. When it was evident that I was about to come she stepped closer, grabbing them hem of her underwear. She pulled them down, exposing her pussy, and I came. I bucked my hips and gasped as I erupted, shooting thick strands of cum all over her bushy pussy. I came hard, flooding her pussy, her underwear catching all of my cum. When my orgasm finished she let go of them hem with a snap. The fabric was already soaking through, and I understood.
"There," she said, patting her underwear with one hand. She picked up her sundress and pulled it back on. She kissed me on the cheek and left the room, my dick dripping onto her floor.
When Mom and Jen returned they had shopping bags in hand and both looked giddy. I knew Jen had a job interview tomorrow at my old middle school, and Mom had taken her out to get her some new interview clothes. They deposited the bags on the table and found me swimming out back. I was naked, enjoying our new freedom around the house.
"Have you been out here all day?" Mom asked. She pulled off her sundress, her black underwear still on. My dick twitched as she pulled them off and stepped into the pool.
"Jen doesn't know," she whispered as she swam up to me. "But she almost found out."
"How?" I asked.
"A huge blob of cum ran down my leg. I guess there was too much to hold in. I don't think she saw it. At least I hope she didn't. I don't know how she'd react if she knew. I mean, going around naked is one thing, but..."
I opened my mouth but shut it immediately. The door slid open from the house and Jen joined us, also stripping down and jumping in.
"I'm glad you're not freaking out, now that you know the family secret," Jen said as she surfaced near me. She and mom swam around me, like sexy sharks.
"I was surprised, for sure," I said. "But, I can understand why."
"That's what happens when your parents are hippies," Mom said. "I think they would have been swingers, but were too timid to get it on with strangers, which I totally get."
"Can I ask you some questions?" I said, sitting on the pool steps while they climbed onto floats, their butts in the air. "Did he ever come on you when grandma wasn't around?"
"Not at first," Mom said. "It was always mom who initiated it, she thought it was funny. But once he was alone, and Jen and I ambushed him while he was jerking off in the shower. And he came on us. After that, well, it was all the time."
"Were you two always together?" I asked.
"Yes," Jen said, just as Mom said "No."
Jen raised her eyebrows in surprise. "I had no idea," she laughed. "I always thought it was when we were together."
"No," Mom admitted, blushing but grinning. "Once he came on me while I was home visiting, and you were in college. I was on the phone with mom, and I remember whatever I was wearing, there was a lot of cleavage. And I beckoned him over and wrote him a note. It said 'I'm on the phone with mom, cum on my tits.' He should his head but I pulled at my shirt, so my tits were out. And while I talked to mom and took down her grocery list he jerked off and came on my tits. And my face."
"Holy shit," Jen and I said together.
"I went shopping with his cum on my tits," she said. "I was so turned on I had to rub myself off on the way there, and the way back. When I got home, it was pretty clear to mom what had happened. I thought she'd be mad, but she got so turned on they ran upstairs and got it on."
"You're such a slut," Jen teased.
"God, Will, you must think we're horrible," Mom said.
"Strangely enough, I don't," I said, watching them tread water, looking as tempting as they did when they were young.
Chapter 4
"Wish me luck!" Jen chimed from the kitchen. It was the next day, and she was dressed for her interview. She was standing by mom, who was already decked out in dark grey scrubs for work. Jen left the house, and I set down my breakfast and looked mom over.
"I'm not wearing any underwear," she chimed, reading my mind. "So you have to save it for later."
"But you are wearing a bra," I noticed.
"I don't want to give anyone a heart attack at work," she laughed. She hugged me close and then looked serious. "Are you okay?"
"Fine," I said, surprised. "Why?"
"You learned—and did—a lot these last few days. I'm just worried about you."
"You're my mom, you're supposed to worry," I said.
"Yeah, but you don't normally come on your mom," she said wryly.
"That's why you're the world's greatest mom," I countered.
She laughed, kissing me on the forehead. "I'm glad you're a good sport about all of this. I honestly had no intention of ever telling you about any of it. But I'm glad it's out in the open. What we did, when we were young, was fun. I've never been able to talk to anyone about except Jen."
She left, and I headed out to meet some friends. It was odd, but I agreed with her, it was a relief, and perhaps the most erotic thing I could imagine. I still don't know how she'd feel about Jen having given me a blowjob, or the other times I came on her sister, but I figured we were in a good place.
I was playing video games in my friend Josh's basement when I got the first text. My phone buzzed. I looked down at the screen, and in the dim light I quickly stashed my phone in my pocket. When my turn ended I passed the remote to our friend Chris and went to the bathroom. I shut the door and unlocked my phone. The picture, that had made me stash my phone, was a picture of my mom's cleavage. She was in her office, the camera looking down her shirt. A second pick was her shirt off, her bra pushing her tits together. Then a picture down her pants; she had nothing on underneath, her pubic hair lit in the dim light. My mother was sending me pictures, something she probably would have done to their dad if the technology had existed back then.
I replied that I her, and I got a shot of my mom's ass poking out of her scrubs. I shook my head and returned to my game, feeling my phone pulse every now and then, anticipating what was waiting for me. When I had a chance to look, Mom told me she had to change her pants because she got so wet taking those pictures.
When I got home Jen was done with her interview. She was taking a nap, naked on the couch. When I shut the door behind me she woke up, looking at me through sleepy eyes.
"How was the interview?" I asked.
"I find out their decision tomorrow," she said. She stretched, and I looked her over, appreciating how my grandfather must have felt all the time. I guess my grandmother must have enjoyed herself, too.
"Can I tell you something?" she said. "My ex-husband never knew about our family history. I could never tell him something like that. I guess I knew, even from the beginning, that it wouldn't work out."
"His loss," I said. She smiled, closing her eyes. My dick was hard, and looking down at it I had a question I wanted to ask. "Did grandpa John always have an erection."
"Pretty much," she said. "Once he started coming all the time out in the open, it helped a bit. I think my mom was glad, too, because they did it a few times a day and I think she was worn out all the time. You could say that we shared the load."
She chuckled at her own joke and shifted a little bit on the couch. I looked her over, my mind brimming with questions. "Did you ever touch it?" I asked.
"Yes. A few times, but just accidentally, like if we were all swimming." She reached over and pulled me down so I was laying on the couch, and nimbly climbed over me. She lowered her pussy to my face just as she engulfed my dick in her mouth. Just like that we were pleasuring each other with our mouths. She sucked like she was possessed, her pussy grinding against my face. I had clearly triggered something powerful in her. I licked her, burying my face in her pussy, focusing my tongue on her clit.
The only sounds were our mouths on each other, our bodies pressed together. Jen's pussy was so wet, and soon she started grunting with my dick in her mouth. I doubled my efforts, and she came hard, bucking against me. I gripped her ass hard to steady her as my dick popped out of her mouth and she cried out. She thrashed as my tongue pressed and swirled against her clit, her pussy flooding my face with her wetness. She took my dick in her hand and stroked before taking it into her mouth.



I came hard, pumping cum into her mouth as she swallowed. I thrust upward, and she took me as deep as she good, still grinding her pussy against my face. I kept licking her, focusing now that my orgasm was finished. She kept me in her mouth, still sucking, as she came again. My face was covered in her wetness and she moaned, her mouth full of my softening dick. Her orgasm faded and she lifted off of me, clear strands leaking out of her pussy and onto my face. I pulled her close and buried my face in her tits, kissing her while she panted heavily against me.
We lay like that for a while, finally untangling so she could shower. I showered outside, which was where Mom found me when she came home.
"Hey," she said. She still had her scrubs on.
"Hey," I said. She stripped off her scrubs and piled them on the deck chair. She jumped into the pool.
"Jen's asleep," she said. "Passed out on her bed. Looks exhausted." She looked at me and I played dumb.
"She said the interview went well," I said, stepping out of the shower. My dick was limp but I felt it stiffen slightly as she swam naked.
"Did you enjoy my texts?" she finally asked.
"I did," I said with a grin.
"Imagine how hard it's going to be when you're in classes again," she said. She swam close and I pulled her to me. She wrapped her legs around my waist, floating against me. My dick was inches from her pussy, but it felt like an insurmountable distance.
"Can we talk about yesterday?" I asked. She looked upset but nodded. "I shouldn't have tried that."
"I can't blame you for trying," she said. "I did call you into the tub with me, let you rub me off. It's my fault."
"No, it isn't," I said. "I'm sorry for what I said, though."
"I know," she said in a small voice. It had still hurt her, though. "But we're good now, right?"
"Better than good," I said.
She laughed, then said, "I was so nervous when you saw that album yesterday. I thought you might try and move out or something when you found it."
"It was a shock, for sure," I said. "But damn, mom, that's pretty hot. Your dad coming on you, and your mom knowing about it." I paused, asking her the same question. "Did you ever, do it for him."
She said nothing, but led me out of the pool. "Come upstairs and give me a backrub, and I'll answer any question you have." She toweled off and scooped up her scrubs as we headed upstairs. I pulled her into my room, leading her to my bed. She lay on her stomach, and I knelt over her, slowly kneading her back.
"Thanks," she said. "Long day at work." She sighed, the continued. "Yes, to answer your question. Sometimes I'd jerk him off. It was my idea, really. He and mom were always getting him to come in front of us, and it was fun. So one day while they were getting him close I reached out and grabbed it and finished the job. And then when she wasn't around, I'd do it, too. I used to love it."
We were quiet for a while, and I moved down her back to her ass. I massaged her ass and she lifted it high in the air. Her pussy was dripping. I ventured closer with my hands, my fingers an inch from her pussy as I said, "just your hands?"
She paused, then moved her ass sidewise so my fingers made contact. She sighed as I touched her. Her shoulders were low and her ass up high, and my fingers slid along her labia with each. I rubbed her slowly, switching between her clit and the entrance of her vagina.
"Don't ever tell Jen," she said, her voice muffled by the bed. "But, no."
"How?" I asked, letting her delay for dramatic effect.
"I'd let him do it between my tits. Not at first, not for a long time."
"I bet that was fun," I said. "You've got really nice tits."
"Thanks," she said.
"Did you ever give him a blowjob?" I asked. I rubbed her a little faster, my other hand gently kneading her ass. She sighed.
"Yes," she said. "I can't imagine what you think of me."
"Tell me," I implored. "I think you're amazing."
"We were on vacation in Mexico, we were on the beach, and he was hard and we were alone. And I took him into my mouth. I asked, and he had said no, and I begged him, I begged him to let me suck his dick. He finally relented and I went down on him. And after that, well I did it quite a few times. Mom either didn't know or didn't care. And I loved sucking him off, swallowing his cum."
I focused on her clit as I slid three fingers into her. She responded by bucking backward with her ass, fucking my fingers as she did so. I fingered my mom as she grunted quietly into the mattress, her sounds guttural like an animal.
"Did you like swallowing your dad's cum? Did you like it when he came on your face and tits?"
"Yes," she gasped. "I loved it! I loved his cum so much."
She came, her pussy clamping down on my fingers. She writhed and took a deep, sharp breath and then fell forward. My hand slipped out from her pussy. She rolled over, her eyes on fire, and grabbed my dick. She stroked me, angling her body lower. She stroked me and made soft whimpering noises, begging me to come.
It was too much, and I bucked my hips into her hand and came. She pulled herself up, letting the head of my dick explode against her lips. I came all over her face, my dick pressed against her soft lips, leaving giant globs of cum all over her chin. Cum dribbled onto her chin, over her tits, as she kept stroking me.
With jolt, I realized that mom was coming. I wasn't touching her but she was having an orgasm. She bucked her hips and let go of my dick, which flopped down on her breast, leaving a streak of cum.
Mom's eyes were shut, covered in cum, but she found my hand and pulled me down on her. She kissed me, pressing her face against me, smearing my own cum on my face as we kissed. I tasted my own cum as our lips parted and her tongue found mine. I kissed her tits, smearing more cum on them, as my fingers found her pussy again. I rubbed her off, and she came quickly, her body shaking violently as another powerful orgasm overtook her. She kept kissing me, our bodies a sticky mess, until her orgasm was over. Then she pulled me next to her, cuddling close.
We lay there, silent, a sticky mess, as she curled up next to me. She threw a leg over me, her thigh contacting my sticky, spent penis. Her pussy leaked onto my side, and we lay there, together. As I drifted off to sleep, I wondered what else my mom was waiting to tell me..
(to be continued)
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Chapter 1
My mom stirred as she lay next to me, still asleep. We were pressed together, her bare breasts pressed against me. Last night we had shared something raw and sexual, but now as I held her I felt tenderness and longing. I didn't want to go back and forth with her. I needed to know something, I needed to take charge and learn the outcome once and for all.
I was already erect, my dick throbbing as I took in the sight of my naked mother, her hair disheveled and her body pressed to mine. My hand touched her ass, gently squeezing her. She stirred again, her eyes fluttering open.
"Morning," she said. She curled up against me, putting her leg up on my thigh. Her knee brushed my erection. "Someone's up, I see."
I laughed pulling her closer. My hand cupped her ass and she ran a hand through my hair. My other hand found her breast, so soft in my hand, her nipple already stiff against my thumb.
"I haven't come like that in years," she whispered. "It's been too long, and I've wasted so much time. If I had known you thought of me that way, I would have done something about it sooner."
"Really?" I asked, surprised.
"Maybe, I don't know. Maybe not," she said, sighing softly. "Honestly it's so strange I can't imagine what I'd do. This is both familiar and uncharted at the same time."
She paused, nestling closer to me. Her leg was pressed against my erection, my heart beat registering with each throb. She spoke quietly in my ear, "How long have you thought about me like this?"
"A while," I admitted. "But I never thought of actually trying anything. But if I had known..."
"Known what?" She teased.
I pulled her closer and she rolled on top of me. Her tits were pressed against me and her legs fell on either side of mine. Her pubic hair was scratchy against the head of my dick. I was an inch away from her pussy. I had never been closer, and I took another risk. I kissed her, gently kneading her ass. She responded in kind, pressing her lips against me. I inched her body down slowly, at the same time gently thrusting upward.
The tip of my dick touched her pussy. She froze, her body tense, her heart hammering against me. She pulled her lips from mine, still frozen, not letting me inch closer. The tip of my dick was touching her labia, seeking her entrance. Seeking what I had wanted longer than I realized.
"We can't," she whispered.
I had had it with her reluctance. She either did or did not want it. It was time that I knew. "Let me," I said. "Please." I kissed her and she reciprocated, but her body remained rigid.
"Will," she said, her voice soft, pleading.
"I want this," I said. "But only if you do." I was still touching her pussy with my dick. I didn't want to force it. I wanted her to move, to slowly slide herself down on me. "I want you, all of you."
She said nothing, but looked at me with a burning intensity.
"When was the last time?" I asked her gently.
"Med school," she whispered. "A friend and I were l studying late, and one thing led to another. It's been so long."
She made an almost imperceptible movement, and her labia parted around my dick. She moved again and the tip of me was in her.
She paused, panting. I think she was nervous, maybe even scared. "I'm your mom," she said, as if trying to talk herself out of it.
"And I want you," I said. I gently took my hands off her ass and brought them up to her tits. She lifted her chest to let me cup them, and as she did she slid a little more so the head of my dick was entirely inside her.
She sighed as I gently touched her tits. "Do you remember our trip to Spain?" She asked playfully.
"The topless beach?" I asked.
"Did you look at my tits?" She asked.
"The entire time," I said. She grinned, sinking a little lower so another inch me of slipped inside her. She kissed me, and a little more of me entered her. I was about halfway inside her when she pulled upward, leaving only the tip still in her pussy.
"I can't believe we're doing this," she said. I was relieved, worried she would change her mind at any moment. "What would my sister think?"
Before I could answer she pushed up, sitting up and down softly on me. I entered her completely, both of us gasping.
"Oh, Mom," I whispered
"I like when you say that," she said, slowly riding me. I was fucking my mom, the mind-blowing notion suddenly hit me. I grabbed her ass, letting her ride me faster. She ground her clit against me, her breath coming in the ragged gasps I knew so well.
"I'm coming," she whispered, her body shuddering as she ground against me. Her pussy gripped me, pulsing around me as she rode me hard. I gripped her tits gently as she came, her body tense and then yielding to a wave a pleasure that hit her suddenly.
Mom quickened her pace and I realized she was close to coming again. I let go of her tits, grabbing her hips and bucking upward, exploding into her.
She gasped as we came together. She collapsed against me, my dick pumping into her pussy. She lay on top of me, breathing hard as I filled her with each pulse of my dick.
She lay quietly for a minute, breathing against me, and then giggled.
"What is it?" I asked.
"I just did it with my son," she said, still laughing softly. "I just, I just can't believe it. I just let you come inside me. And the funny thing is, I was afraid to let you."
I was puzzled. She sat up, keeping me inside her as my erection faded. "You know my dad and I...we never actually did it. I wanted to, but he never gave in. I mean, we did lots of other things, but never this. I kept trying, but he never..."
"Well, you don't have to try now," I said, causing her to laugh.
"They'd run us out of town if anyone knew," she said with a laugh. She got off of me, semen pouring out of her onto my thigh. She looked at the mess pensively. "You know there can't be a relationship, right?"
"Can't a guy just do his mom?" I said, laughing. She laughed at my joke, her tits bouncing hypnotically.
"Whenever you want," she whispered, "as long as we keep it a secret." She looked at me pensively, cum still dripping out of her pussy. My dick stirred, slowly stiffening as I looked her over.
"I always liked watching them grow," mused, and bent down to take my cum-covered dick into her mouth. She had her ass in the air as she bobbed up and down on my dick, getting me fully erect in seconds. I ran my hands through her hair as she sucked me, taking me into her mouth and moaning softly.
Whatever bonus level I had just unlocked with my mom, I had to admit I could get used to this. She bobbed up and down, sucking me, her round ass swaying as she worked. I felt myself close to coming. She must hand sensed it because she took me in deep as I came. She swallowed what little cum I had not already emptied into her pussy, wiping her chin as she sat up.
"Now I've got to shower, so try and stay out of trouble," she said, her ass swaying as she left my room.
After some time, I got up and showered. The hot water felt good on my skin, and I was absolutely giddy. I had fucked my mom. I had entered her and came inside her. The idea was surreal but as I showered I thought of all the times I had subconsciously noticed her. I had wanted this for some time, I just didn't realize it. All the times I took notice of her cleavage, or that amazing, round ass of hers. And I realized all the times she had cuddled close to me, or worn just a bathrobe, her tits practically spilling out. Had she been dropping hints, or was it subconscious for her, a throwback to a different time in her life? Either way, something had changed in both of us.
I got dressed and found Jen in her room. She was wearing khaki shorts and an old t-shirt, and holding a pair of wrenches.
"Good morning," she said, beaming. Her hair was damp from the shower. "Maggie's already out to work. Do you still want to help me change this faucet?"
I grinned and got to work. Replacing the sink faucet was the last thing on our list to renovate Jen's room. We sat together on the floor, her tiny shorts riding up her thighs. I snuck a glance and grinned, she was once again not wearing anything under her shorts. I saw the edge of her labia and curls of her bushy hair, and my dick gave a twitch. I had already come twice in less than an hour, but I found my dick still had plenty of life.
"Nervous, about the job?" I asked as I crawled under the sink. I lay on my back, looking up at the bottom of the old faucet. She handed me a wrench and I worked to loosen the old fittings, which were stubborn.
"Yeah, I hope I get it," she said. "I don't want to keep on freeloading off of Maggie."
"She doesn't mind," I said, pausing to look at Jen. I couldn't see her face, but I got a nice view of her pussy, and her tits were held together in her tight t-shirt. My dick gave another stir.
"I know, but I'd like to start working, contributing and all that. I don't know if I can afford a house here, but I'd like to at least pay some of the bills while I'm here."
"I think she's pretty happy that you're here," I said.
"She might not be as happy if she knew what we were doing," she said pensively. She put her hand on my knee and I paused my work. Mom might not be happy at all, but could she really be mad at her sister for doing the same thing she was doing? I was in unfamiliar territory, so anything was possible.
"Maybe," I said, not wanting to reveal anything. I finally loosened the bolt holding the old sink, releasing a fine mist of dust onto my face.
"Are you okay?" she said as I batted the dust away.
"Oh, you know," I said, "unexpected mess on my face."
"I know the feeling," she said, laughing. Her hand moved up my knee. I removed the bolt and scooted out of the sink. She sat up next to me as I wiped more dust off my face.
"I'm going to need another shower," I said. We pulled off the old sink and installed the new one. She helped me by holding it in place as I tightened the new bolts. She kept pressing her tits onto me, getting me hard again. My phone buzzed in my pocket, but I ignored it.
"Any leaks?" she said.
"No, nothing." I replied. I test the faucets, and started cleaning up the tools when her phone rang.
"I have to check," she pleaded.
"It might be the job," I said. "Get it."
She took her phone and I sat on the edge of the bed. My phone buzzed again and I took it out of my pocket. It was a text from Mom, just a picture of her tits in the mirror, a work bathroom picture to keep me aroused. It was no different than her parents and their film camera. Jen was finishing her phone call, and I stashed my phone and walked over to her.
"Yes, that works. I'll check and get right back to you. Thank you," she said curtly. She hung up, setting her phone on the counter. I stood behind her in the mirror, trying to read her expression.
"I got the job," she said to my reflection. She was beaming. She turned around and hugged me. She practically leapt into my arms, and we fell backward against the wall.
"Congratulations," I said, kissing her.
"Let's celebrate," she said. "Let's go to the beach." She kissed me again, and sent me to my room to get ready. Minutes later I met her at the stairs. She wore a tiny, yellow bikini that was very low cut. We walked to my car, and I saw about an inch of her ass crack was visible. She kept looking her shoulder as we walked through the house. As we drove to the beach, we talked about her job.
"I start August 15th for training and development workshops," she said as I drove. She was drumming on her knees, her feet on the dashboard. "I can't believe I got it."
"I can," I said. She smiled at me, and closed her eyes and let the wind whip through her hair. We pulled up at the beach approach and set up a blanket away from everyone else. It was a weekday, and the beach was not crowded but it wasn't deserted, either. She put sunblock on her arms, chest, and legs, but then lay on her stomach and handed me the bottle.
"Get to work," she teased. I spread sunblock on her back, and the back of her legs. She parted her legs and I rubbed as close as I dared in broad daylight. No one was watching us, but we had to be careful.
I sat next to her, rubbing her inner thighs, looking left and right. "Can you move so your head is pointed to the water?" I asked.
"Why?" she said.
"Trust me," I replied. She shifted, turning her whole body about a quarter turn. I picked up my book, holding it in one hand while my other hand slipped between her thighs.
"Ah, I see," she said. From this angle, no one would be able to see my hand between her legs. I gently pulled her bikini to the side, brushing her labia with my hand. She was already wet. I wondered if she had been in a constant state of arousal, as I had been. She spread her legs more, lifting her ass slightly as she rested her head on her forearms.
"May I?" I asked.
"Always," she relied, her eyes closed as I ran my fingers up and down her labia. I kept looking over my shoulder, holding my book against my knee and not paying attention to the pages, as I slid my fingers into her. My thumb made contact with her clit and I worked my fingers into her as I rubbed her clit. She panted softly, trying to keep still as I penetrated her and rubbed her off.
"Mmnnn," she gasped, trying to be calm. No one was watching us, but if she cried out or started thrashing around, we would be discovered. I focused my efforts, enjoying watching her try and fight to keep control in public. An elderly gentleman was walking our way, his dog pulling him along at a slow pace. He'd walk right past us in a minute.
"I'm coming," Jen whispered. I let out a sigh of relief, surprised at how tense I was. I had never done anything remotely like this in public. Jen's ass quivered, it was the only physical indication that she was coming. She panted, squeezing my fingers tight inside her, until she begged me to stop.
I pulled out of her and wiped my fingers off on the towel. She lay still, her body slowly relaxing. Her bikini bottom was still askew and I enjoyed the view of her pussy, swollen and slightly open from my intrusion. The man and his dog made slow progress as they crossed near us, his eyes on some distant point on the horizon. When he passed Jen rolled onto her back, her bikini still slightly pulled to the side. You could see half of her pubic hair.
"Your bikini bottom," I said.
"Thanks," she said, adjusting it. "And thanks for that, I haven't done anything public like that in a while."
I thought of my mom, giving a blowjob on the beach in Mexico, and wondered what else these women did. "Such as?" I asked.
"Oh, nothing too crazy," she sighed, lightly patting her stomach. "BJs. Stuff like that. Your mom, she was the wild one."
"I find that hard to imagine," I said.
"You'd be surprised," she said. I put my hand on her thigh, and she closed her eyes. I scanned the horizon, deeming the coast clear enough, and slid my hand under her bikini bottom. In seconds, I had penetrated her again, my thumb on her clit.
"Who was her first, and your first," I asked.
She sighed a long, contented sigh. I was taking my time with my hand, in no hurry to bring her next orgasm. "Hers was a boyfriend in freshman year of college. Nice guy, great smile. First black guy I ever saw naked."
My hand slipped in surprise and she laughed. There was nothing strange about my mom and a black guy, but it was just a mental image I hadn't expected. I thought about my mom, her pale skin against his. "And you?"
"Our neighbor, the one who saw us naked. One day I went over there and fucked him. I wanted to get laid, and I knew he'd be game. I walked over in a bikini and had it off in a minute. He was married, and much older, but I didn't care. He and I did it regularly for years, even when I had a boyfriend, I'd come home and pay him a visit."
She was getting close to coming, and I fell silent and concentrated on her. She started to come, her pussy wetter than before, her nipples hard through her bikini top. This time a small cry escaped her lips, and she clamped her thighs around my hand, bucking her hips slightly. I acted casual, looking out at the water as she came. When she finished I withdrew my hand, looking down at her.
"God, I'm such a slut," she said, grinning.
"I'm not complaining," I said. Then I had a thought, "how'd you see my mom's boyfriend naked?"
"Oh, I walked in on them once, when they were home for spring break. They were going at it, and I opened the door and there they were."
"Details," I said simply.
She laughed. "Well, she was bent over the bed, and he was doing her from behind. And when I walked in he pulled out of her, and so I saw the whole thing. I'd rate him average, but really thick. I'd never seen one that thick. He was pretty nice, I think his name was Michael.
"Anyway, Maggie told me to get out and after I shut the door I could hear them going at it again. I leaned against the door and rubbed myself off while they were doing it."
Again, the vision of my mother getting taken from behind like that popped into my head. There was nothing odd about having a black boyfriend or girlfriend, but for some reason it was erotic just to know anything about my mother.
"Our neighbor, he had a small one," she said, "but god, he knew how to use it. I used to come three or four times with him. Probably the best I've ever had."
She sat up and took my hand. We went swimming, enjoying the warm gulf water and sneaking the occasional feel or kiss when no one was looking.
"Tell me more," I said. "Did you, and your dad, did you ever actually do it."
"No," she said simply. "Apparently there are some lines I won't cross. I mean, blood relatives and all. Besides, I think Mom liked keeping that to herself, you know. And anyway, I once took on a boyfriend and his neighbor, and when I moved to college I had a new boyfriend, and another and another. And then I married my ex, and that turned out just great."
She laughed bitterly.
"And now?" I said.
"And now I've got a horny nephew, who isn't a blood relative," she grinned. "Come on."
I followed her out of the water, watching her bikini hang off of her ass as she walked. We grabbed our towels and blanket and rinsed off in the beach approach shower. When we buckled into my car she looked around the parking lot. While it was mid-day, we are alone. She grinned, and untied her top, letting it fall away.
"Just drive," she said, sinking low in her seat. I pulled out of the parking lot, driving slowly past a large, older gentleman whose eyes opened wide at the site of Jen's tits. "Well, he got an eyeful," she mused as we drove onto the main road. I found it hard to concentrate with her tits out like that. She rode low in the seat, so only her bare shoulders were visible.
"Is it weird to tell you about old partners?" she asked.
"Not if you're going to take your top off," I joked.
We were halfway home when Jen said, "Pull over, down that side street." I pulled into a shady lane near our house. No one was around, and Jen unbuckled and leaned over. I gasped as she tugged at my bathing suit and freed my dick. I lifted up to help her move my swimsuit down, and she engulfed my dick in seconds.
"Still salty," she commented with a giggle. I leaned back, letting her suck me off. I cupped one of her bare tits in my hand, my eyes constantly checking the mirrors. No one turned down the road, but what would they see if they did? Jen bobbed faster, sucking me as I gently squeezed her breast in my hand.
She suddenly took me in her hand, stroking me furiously as she kissed the base of my dick. I came, gasping and stifling a grunt as I ejaculated into her hair. She laughed, still stroking me as I came on her face, now taking me back into her mouth, swallowing what remaining cum spurt out of me. I was spent, exhausted, my dick quickly softening. She sat up, buckling up. She had cum in her hand and on her chin, which was slowly dripping onto her tits. Strands of cum hung in her wet hair. She wiped her chin and grinned, sitting back as I drove home.



When Mom came home we got dressed to go out and celebrate Jen's job. Both women wore sundresses and sandals, and I wore slacks and a dress shirt. Both had their hair up, and their dresses showed their ample cleavage. Mom took us to an open-air restaurant on the beach, near where I had fingered Jen that morning. She pulled out all the stops, treating us to a celebratory dinner for Jen. The wine flowed freely, since I was the designated driver, and soon both my mom and my aunt were tipsy.
"Here's to Jen," Mom said, raising her glass, "now she can buy her own groceries." She giggled, touching her glass to ours. They each took a long sip of wine, and I took the moment to stare at their tits. Mom caught my eye and grinned as she set her glass down.
"Thank you," Jen said. "For everything. For letting me stay here, for helping me out, for loaning Will to be my personal servant."
"You have to share him, though," Mom joked. I shifted in my seat, wondering if she'd be so amiable if she knew that hours earlier Jen was showering my cum out of her hair. I looked them both over. They were both so open about their sex lives when they were together, I wondered if they'd really mind all that much? It sure beat sneaking around.
I thought of my mom laying on me that morning, my dick touching her pussy. I had let her choose, but I had made myself clear. I wanted it. I wanted her to want it. Would it work again?
"Tell me," I said in a low voice. They both leaned in to listen conspiratorially, "Did you two pick those dresses together?"
"Why?" Mom asked.
"Because our waiter has come by more than usual, and he's been sneaking glances down them."
The sisters grinned, and Jen said, "unintended side effect. You get used to it."
"I don't think I could ever get used to it," I said.
"Good," they said together, giggling.
We headed home, Mom and Jen in the back seat, both a little more than tipsy. We made it into the house and they headed straight out back, dragging me with them. Mom pulled off her dress and threw her bra on the chair, running to the hot tub. Jen followed suit, her body jiggling pleasantly as she ran. They beckoned me over, both of them giggling and blushing. I slid into the water, both my mom's and Jen's eyes on my dick as it disappeared under the water.
I sat between them, and Mom's hand slid over to me, gently gripping my dick under the water. Jen had no idea what she was doing, and I ran my hand over Mom's pussy. She let me rub her with my fingers, gently stimulating her. I sat back, enjoying myself. I put my other hand on Jen's thigh, and she spread her legs, letting me slide closer to her pussy. I touched her, hoping Mom wouldn't notice.
Mom was in her own world, her eyes closed. Jen let her head fall back, also oblivious. I rubbed my mother and aunt off at the same time. Mom lazily stroked me, not really pay attention to what she was doing. I didn't mind, I would come eventually. I wanted to savor this moment in time, my fingers probing the two sisters at the same time.
Mom's chest was heaving, and she stopped stroking me and gently gripped the base of my dick. She was coming. I rubbed her clit with my fingers, mirroring the same motion with Jen. Mom sighed almost inaudibly, her legs thrashing slowly against me. I kept rubbing her as Jen came, also fighting to keep calm under the bubbling water. Mom's orgasm ended and she started to stroke me with renewed vigor. Jen leaned back, her eyes closed, unaware that inches from her body, her sister was stroking my dick.
I came forcefully, a day of orgasms leaving me tender and even a little sore. I didn't care, though, as I pumped semen into the hot tub, knowing that clouds of it were swirling around the two sisters. Mom kept stroking me until I grew soft in her hands.
All three of us had dreamy looks in our eyes. Jen's tits were floating above the water, her back getting massaged by the jets. I moved across from them, looking at them both as they soaked in the hot tub contentedly.
"What is it?" Mom asked, looking at my smirk.
"I'm just enjoying the view," I said.
She sat up a little, her tits out of the water. I looked them both over, noting how remarkably similar they looked. I felt my dick swell up a little, even though I was thoroughly exhausted.
"All this nudity's going to warp your mind," Mom teased. "Right, Jen?"
"Those were some crazy times," Jen said, standing up. I looked her over. She pulled Mom up by the hand, and both women walked arm in arm into the house, dripping water behind them.
Chapter 2
The next morning, I had three of my friends over to watch some TV and waste some of our remaining summer hours. Mom was already working, and Jen was hanging out around the house. She had put on a very short pair of khaki shorts and a tank top. My friends were noticing, and I found myself getting a little irritated about it.
"Will, your aunt is as hot as your mom. If I lived here, I'd be jerking off constantly," my friend Alex whispered once after she walked by.
"Yeah, well, control yourself," I said, and they laughed. In truth, I agreed with them, but I felt territorial.
"I mean, that ass," Chris said. "Jesus, look at it."
"I am," Alex joked.
I got up and headed to the kitchen on the pretense of getting a drink. Jen was there, fixing herself a sandwich.
"Oh, hi," she said, turning to face me. I had to agree with Chris, that ass was pretty spectacular.
"Hey," I said, then I dropped my voice, "sorry my friends are staring at you."
"Just be glad I put on underwear," she smirked. "I don't want to give your friends any ideas."
I paused, then looked at her sly smirk. "Give them ideas?"
"Yes," she said, and winked. "It worked last time, didn't it?"
I thought back to when she had moved in, not so long ago, and how she had laid there on the ground, her shorts riding up, her pussy on display. She raised her eyebrows mischievously. I opened my mouth to speak but nothing came out. She kissed me on the cheek and took her plate outside. I rejoined my friends in a daze.
We sat around for another half hour or so, and then Jen came in and brought us a tray of snacks from the kitchen. She set them on the coffee table in front of us, bending low, treating us to her ample cleavage. My friends leered but her eyes were on me. My eyes followed her all the way to the kitchen. When she was sure they were no longer looking, she pulled a ball of purple fabric out of her pocket and waved it at me. She had taken off her underwear.
Jen kept coming by, checking in on us, bending low to take the tray away later. She mouthed the words "I'm so wet" at me while my friends were staring at her tits. Hours later I shooed my friends out as soon as I politely could, and when I found her again she was in her room changing.
"What's up?" I asked.
"Come on, we're going out for a walk," she said. She had put on a sports bra and running shorts. She waited for me to change and then drove me to a local trail that was popular for jogging and running. We walked, enjoying the shady trees and warm air.
"That was some show you gave my friends," I said after a while.
"Was it?" she said with a smirk. "I couldn't tell."
"Let's just say none of us could stand up for a while," I said.
"That would have been a sight," she said, kicking a pine cone down the trail. "Four guys all hard for me."
"How many have you seen at once," I ventured.
She looked up and down the trail. We were alone, but we walked a little more before she answered. "Three. College was an interesting time for me. It was my boyfriend and his roommates. They walked in on us, and we invited them to join in. They took turns."
My dick twitched. "You certainly go for what you want," I said.
"I do," she said. "So does your mom."
I swallowed, trying not to look guilty. "Like what?"
"Oh, I shouldn't be the one to tell you," she said with a wicked grin. "But let's just say she can accommodate."
"Tell me," I said.
"Okay, but don't let her know. Once I walked in on her sucking her boyfriend while another guy was taking her behind. She had cum all over her face, and I think they were on round two."
We stopped walking. We were around a tight bend in the trail, a blind spot. I pulled her close, kissing her. My hand went down her shorts, feeling her wet labia as I slid over them.
"Did you enjoy showing off this morning?" I whispered.
"It got me so wet," she admitted, panting hard as I touched her. I rubbed her quickly, letting her lean her weight against me as I rubbed her out.
"Hurry," she said, "someone could find us." I doubled my efforts, rubbing her off. She moaned, her body tensing up and as she got closer. My free hand gently gripped her tit through her shirt, my other hand rubbing furiously against her clit.
"I'm coming, Will," she gasped, bucking her hips against me. I fingered her faster, feeling her climax hard. She gasped loudly, moaning a little, and I didn't care if anyone heard. I wanted her.
I withdrew my hand and she started to sink to her knees.
"No," I said gently.
"You don't want a blowjob?" she asked, surprised.
I pulled her back up and put my hands on her hips. I turned her around gently, pushing her softly toward a nearby tree. She bent over, sticking her ass out as I pulled down her shorts.
"If anyone comes by..." she said.
"They won't," I said, guiding my swollen member toward her dripping pussy. She was wet, accepting, and I slid into her gently. She gasped, pushing back as I penetrated her. I fucked her with hard, decisive strokes. I wanted to take my time, to savor her bubble butt as I slapped against it, but we were fucking on a hiking trail in broad daylight. Time was not a luxury in public.
"Fuck me," she squealed, "come inside me."
I obliged, thrusting into her hard and harder. Her ass jiggled with each thrust and I felt her pussy tighten around me. She started to come, her grip on my dick increasing, and I released. I came, emptying into her, buried deep as my dick pulsed and shot cum deep inside.
I panted as I kept coming, the realization that I had just fucked my aunt washing over me. It only heightened the pleasure of fucking outdoors in broad daylight.I pulled out just as we heard voices down the trail. Hastily we put our clothes back together. We walked down the trail, acting casual, but under close scrutiny anyone with experience would know we had just had sex. A large hiking group passed us, mostly kids on a camp, and Jen took my arm in hers and we walked slowly.
"Damn," she whispered. "It has been too long."
"You're welcome," I said. "And thank you."
"I just did it with my nephew," she said, laughing to herself. "Never thought that would happen."
"Do you regret it?" I asked.
"Hell no," she said with a laugh. "That was pretty amazing." She kissed me on the cheek. "Let's do that again soon."
Mom came home to a fancy pizza that Jen and I picked up. We were settling to watch a movie, and she joined us on the couch. She still had her scrubs on, and sank into the couch with a sigh.
"Long day," she explained. "Second-to-last surgery took an extra hour. By the time I got to the last scheduled one, the poor guy had been waiting forever. I'm beat."
"Then sit and do nothing, that's why we ordered a pizza," Jen said. "Relax."
"What did you two do today?" Mom asked. Jen cast a quick glance my way and shrugged.
"I had some friends over, then Jen and I hiked the jogging trail."
"Sounds like fun, I wish I could have joined you," Mom said, and I exchanged a quick glance with Jen. I felt a jolt of guilt. Not for having sex with Jen, it was clear what we were doing was completely physical and fun. I felt guilty for not telling Mom. But how would she react? On one hand, she couldn't judge me. On the other, maybe she was not into the idea of both of them having sex with me.
Jen put on the movie and we settled into the couch. I sat between the two of them, our usual sitting arrangement. Mom took a slice of pizza and sank in next to me. It was an action flick, one of the run-of-the-mill where an entire computer-generated city is laid to waste before the end. Jen settled onto her side, eventually closing her eyes. After a while Mom looked over at her. Jen was curled up on the couch, her butt close to me. Her shorts had ridden up, and it was clear she had nothing on underneath. We both could see her labia poking out from one side of her shorts.
"Well, there you go," Mom sighed. "As usual."
"I've already seen her naked, it's no big deal."
"I guess not," she said, nodding. "You've been exposed to a lot over the last few days."
"Not complaining," I whispered.
"I bet not," she smirked. She was still looking at Jen's ass. "Jen's got a nice ass."
"So do you," I said. I was getting hard, and Mom noticed.
"Who's that for?" she said, eyeing my erection in my shorts.
I reached over and tugged at the neckline of her scrubs, pulling them down a little. I stared at her cleavage, and she grinned.
"You're not suggesting that we fool around right now," she purred. "While my sister's asleep."
I meant just that, and I slipped a hand into her shirt and cupped her tit to make my intention clear. She grinned.
"Just a blowjob," she whispered. "I don't want to wake her up." Then she reached down and unzipped my shorts. She had my dick in her hand in seconds, stroking it. "God, if she woke up right now..."
Mom bent over and took me into her mouth. I made no sound, fearful of waking Jen. The idea of her sleeping right next to us heightened the experience. I don't know how many dicks Mom had sucked, but she was very skilled. She used her hand at the same time, working me slowly but firmly. Her ass was sticking up, and I reached over and gently gripped it.
"You like my ass?" she whispered.
"Mm hmm," I whispered, afraid to speak and wake Jen. Mom stopped, reaching back and pulling down her scrubs. Her ass was bare, and she darted a hand between her thighs and returned to my dick. I grabbed her ass hard, and she took me in deeper.
Her head bobbed up and down gently, careful not to wake her sister. Mom took her time, sucking me and rubbing herself. I ran my free hand through her hair. Every so often she paused, letting me slip out of her mouth as she looked up and me with longing eyes.
I was about to come, and I gently squeezed her ass. She took me in deeper and I came, spurting cum into her mouth. She swallowed my seed, drinking me down as I kept coming. My dick popped out of her mouth and I kept coming, spurting cum into her hair and on her cheek. She gasped, rubbing her clit furiously, coming with me.
She kept still, but I could see her body tense up and then release. She came, my dick still pulsing and spilling cum onto her cheek. When we were both finished she sat up, her hands slick with my cum and her wetness, and she grinned.
"I'm going to bed," she said. "I needed that."
"Any time," I said. Mom grinned, and got up and left. I sat there for a moment, looking at Jen's ass and thinking about Mom's blowjob. I stood up, stretching, standing over my aunt. As I did a blob of cum dripped off of my dick and fell onto her thigh. She stirred, and I froze. She shifted slightly in her sleep and then settled back down. I sighed in relief and turned off the TV, leaving her to sleep on the couch, my cum running down her leg.
Chapter 3
I woke early, slipping into a hot shower. I was exhausted. As I cleaned up I looked down at my flaccid dick. Who knew all this sex would be so exhausting? I was not complaining, but I also knew that there was a mental toll I would have to pay. I didn't know how long I could juggle both women. Under the same roof, sooner or later one of them would learn the truth. Animal lust had us rutting like rabbits, no feelings, no attachment, just pleasure.
I heard a knock on my bathroom door and called out.
"It's me," Mom said in a sing-song voice.
"Come in, I'm just showering," I called. I heard her shut the door behind me. The shower door was clear glass but steamed over from the heat. I could see her outline and guessed she was naked. She approached the glass and pressed her breasts against it.
"Hey, you guessed the password to open the door," I joked. She laughed, opening the door and slipping into the hot water with me. She kissed me, pressing up against me. My dick was already springing to life as our bodies pressed together.
"I'm worried I'm going to wear you out," she teased.
"Never," I said.
"I haven't gotten any in a long time, I've got a lot of catching up to do," she said, kissing me.
I pulled her close, our bodies smashed together, my hands on her ass. We ground against each other, our bodies slick with water. She pulled away suddenly, smiling, and reached for my shampoo. She took some in her hand, and began to wash her hair.
"Can you get my back?" she said, handing me a sponge laden with soap. I took the sponge and rubbed her back, spending a lot of time on her ass. She turned, rinsing her hair, and I washed her stomach and breasts. My hands roamed everywhere, enjoying the feeling of her wet body against mine.
She turned around, pressing her soap-covered ass against me, grinding against my dick. I responded in kind, rubbing against her ass crack, my hands on her tits. She pressed against the wall, letting me rub against her.
"When you did this in my office, I thought I was going to scream, it felt so good. I hadn't had a man hard, pressed against me in so long. When you came..." she said, and lost her train of thought as I took my dick in my hand and slid it down. She pressed her ass out and I slid into her pussy from behind, burying myself deep in one slow thrust.
"Fuck me, hard," she said as I started to thrust in and out of her. Her body was pressed against the wall, her ass sticking out and jiggling as I slapped my hips into it. I watched my dick disappear between her ass cheeks, deep inside her, and I gripped her hips as I fucked her harder. She darted a hand between her legs, rubbing herself while I fucked her from behind.
I adjusted my angle, raising up on my toes, hitting her clit from the inside, and she went wild. She groaned out loud, a long, guttural sound. Each time I thrust forward she grunted like an animal, barely getting the words "fuck me" out each time. I fucked her faster, hitting the same spot, and she came. Her pussy clamped around me tighter than ever, and her entire body shook. She put her hands on the wall and jutted her ass out, letting me pound into her hard.
Her orgasm ended and I settled deep inside her, letting her rest. She looked over her shoulder at me, saying in a hoarse voice, "do that again, right where you had me." I understood, angling carefully, immediately hitting the same spot. She cried out, her body thrashing, and she came almost immediately. It was too much, she was too tight, and I came inside her. She gasped as I came with her, spilling my seed deep into her pussy. I kept thrusting, making her come a third time, my dick covered in a frothing mix of my cum and her wetness, stirred up from our intense fucking. I pulled out of her, spent, and she turned around. The water washed me clean as she pulled me close and kissed me.
"Do that every time," she said, "I've never come so hard."
"That's something I never thought I'd hear you say," I said. She laughed, her tits jiggling.
"Well, get used to it," she purred, and stepped out of the shower, leaving me to finish cleaning myself up.
When I finished showering I didn't bother to get dressed. Jen was still asleep on the couch. I looked her over, my dick already starting to swell up with desire. She had my dried cum on her thigh, the remnants of fooling around with mom while Jen slept next to us. If Jen had woken up, what would she have said as my mom went down on me? 'Oh, don't mind us,' I could imagine mom saying. 'I'm just sucking my son's dick, would you like to share?'



Would Jen mind? I wondered as I left her asleep on the couch and made some breakfast. I was still getting used to being naked all the time, but I could see the benefits of the lifestyle. A short while later Jen stirred. She saw me naked in the kitchen, and stood up and stretched. Her tank top was askew, and she wore nothing under it.
"Morning," she said, kissing me on the cheek. "I didn't mean to sleep out here last night."
"You were pretty tired, I guess," I said, eyeing her tits. My dick stirred, and she looked down and saw its semi-rigid state.
"Yeah," she said. "I could sleep all day, but then again there are other things that I could be doing." She sat on my lap, and I felt myself stiffen against her thigh. I kissed her, running my hand up her thigh. She ran her hand through my hair and said, "I'm going to eat, and then you and I are going out for a bit." She stood up, eyeing my erection, and opened the refrigerator.
"Get dressed," she said sweetly. "And I'll take you shopping."
Jen ate and got dressed as well, putting on a short dress and clearly not bothering with a bra. My dick, already hard and dripping pre-cum, twitched at the sight of her. She drove, taking me to one of the upscale shopping centers. She grinned at me as she dragged me into a dress shop.
"I need some new dresses," she explained to me as she led me through the store, picking some things out.
"Didn't you just shop with my mom?"
"That doesn't mean I don't need a few more things, I've got a job now," she said. "I can't go around in shorts and tank tops."
"You'd be popular with the students," I joked.
"Gross," she teased back. She headed to the back and spoke with the young woman working the store. It was early, and the store was deserted, and she looked at me once and continued talking to Jen. The shop girl was about my age, maybe a year or two older, with frizzy hair and round wireframe glasses. They spoke in hushed tones and the girl's eyes darted to the door and then back to me. Jen waved me over, and led me into the dressing room.
"Um, should I be in here?" I asked.
"I told her you're my boyfriend," she said. "And asked her to let you come in so I could get your opinion."
"And she let you?" I said.
Jen grinned and slipped off her dress, kicking off her sandals. She was naked, standing in front of me, trying to figure out which dress to try on first. She slid a long black one on, turning a few times and asking me my opinion.
"Looks like a dress," I said.
"God, you are the worst," she replied with a laugh. "Okay, how about this one?"
She slid on a tight yellow sundress. It barely contained her tits and ass, and was so short I could almost see the bottom of her ass cheeks.
"For public use?" I asked.
"Maybe," she teased. "Or maybe to entice someone."
"For the second use, spot on," I said.
She lifted the hem of the dress a little, exposing part of her ass. She jiggled it a little, watching my eyes widen. She then took the dress off, trying one that had a soft green floral print, and a low neckline.
"Too much cleavage," I said.
"I thought you like it," she pouted playfully.
"Do you want to give old people heart attacks?" I asked.
"No," she said, slipping the dress off. She paused, looking herself over in the mirror. Then she sat on my lap, kissing me once. "But I do want you to fuck me right here."
"What about the girl out front?"
"I gave her fifty bucks to let you back here, so..." She reached down and stroked me through my shorts. "But I promised her we wouldn't make a mess in here."
I slid my hand up her inner thigh, and she breathed in sharply and spread her legs. My fingers contacted her labia, which were already wet and slick. I ran my fingers along them, and she rubbed against my jeans. She parted her legs wide and I slid deep into her, my thumb resting against her clit.
"You'll have to be quiet," I said, gently circling her clit with my thumb.
"No promises," she gasped, bucking her hips as I penetrated her. I pulled my fingers out of her and stood her up. She fumbled with my jeans, and in seconds they were down by my knees, my erect dick throbbing, searching for her as I picked her up. She wrapped her legs around me as I pushed her against the wall. I entered her and she stifled a moan as I sank deep inside her on the first thrust.
There was a girl, twenty feet from us at a register, and who knew if anyone else would come into the store. It was early, quiet on a weekday, but the idea that we were very public, and I was buried deep in my aunt, heightened every sensation. I thrust into her hard, her body pressed against mine. She bit my ear gently as I fucked her against the wall, mindful to not make any loud noises. Her legs pulled me in with each thrust, and my hands gripped her ass as I drove deep into her.
"That's it," she said. "I'm so close."
I thrust hard, faster, part of me afraid that we'd be overheard. I felt Jen coming, her pussy contracting, gripping me harder. She gasped and her body went wild, thrashing and thrusting against me. I lost control, coming, emptying into her. She sighed hard as she felt me pump my cum inside her, filling her. I thrust one last time, burying myself into her, and looked up into the mirror over her shoulder. I caught a wisp of frizzy hair disappear over the top of the changing room stall door. The shop girl had seen everything.
I gripped Jen's ass and set her down, pulling out of her slowly. My dick was covered in cum and she quickly dropped to her knees and licked it off. She then stood, slipped her dress on, and picked up the other three she had tried on. I pulled my jeans back up and followed her, dazed, out of the dressing room. I tried to act casual, knowing that the girl has seen us.
"I'll take all three," she said to the girl, setting them on the counter. The shop girl rang up the order, her eyes darting to me with a grin, her green eyes alight.
As Jen turned to leave, the girl slipped me a piece of paper and raised her eyebrows.
"What was that?" Jen asked as we talked to the car. I trailed behind her, watching her dress sway to the left and right as her ass moved underneath it.
"Her name and number," I said, realizing I was blushing.
"Really?" she said. "I thought she was checking you out."
"More than that," I said, breaking into a wide grin. "I think she saw us doing it."
"Well, then I guess she definitely wants you to call her. I don't blame her. What's her name?"
"Daphne," I said.
"Cute name. Cute girl, too," Jen said with a pause. "Are you going to call her?"
"I hadn't thought about it. I guess it's complicated, what with us, and other things."
Jen slid into the driver's seat and I shut my door. As we buckled up she said tentatively, "You know this is just fun. I don't think the world would be accepting of what we're doing."
"I know, and I'm fine with it," I said.
"I mean, you're moving out next year anyway when you go off to college. I just want to get laid as much as I can in the meantime. I don't care if you have a girlfriend. Call her."
"But if I did, I don't think she'd be cool with you and me."
Or my mother, I thought.
"Well, this Daphne girl seems to have an open mind, given what she just saw. Anyway, you need to put yourself first. I'm just taking advantage of a willing man in the house. I can't pass that up."
"So, you'd be cool, if I saw her?" I asked, thinking about the girl from the shop, and my mom.
"Of course," she said. "I'm just happy to share you while I can."
She leaned over and kissed me, her tits practically spilling out of her dress.
I met mom at the hospital for dinner that night. She had to work late, and I met her in the basement cafeteria to eat and talk. After dinner, we walked back to her office. She was exhausted, I could tell from her posture and the way she kept taking off her glasses, and then putting them back on.
"Rough day?" I asked as we stepped into her office. She shut the door behind us and locked it.
"Better now," she said. "Just long." She slumped into her chair and I stood behind her, rubbing her shoulders and neck.
"I love when you do this," she sighed. "You know how to work out the tension."
"I've been doing it forever," I said, "I know every muscle in your shoulders and back now."
"You know a lot more than that," she said, sighing as I rubbed her neck as well. "I can't believe that a week or so ago you were in here, and we...we got off together."
"I know," I said.
"I never would have guessed that would happen," she said. "But I'm glad it did."
"Me, too," I said, working her upper back under her scrubs. She sighed as I worked tense muscles, her shoulders slowly relaxing. I massaged her neck, moving up and massaging under her ears and her jaw. She had a bad habit of clenching her jaw when she worked. She signed, sinking back into the chair. I was looking straight down her scrubs top and her ample cleavage.
With a jolt, I remember a time when I had rubbed her shoulders at home, and had seen the same amazing tits from this angle. I had remembered feeling ashamed of getting hard from it, but also eager to keep looking. And now, as I rubbed the sides of her neck, I took in my fill of them.
"Did you ever think of it, of us?" I asked.
"I don't think so, not in a concrete way," she said. She paused, and then added, "maybe a little."
"How so?" I asked.
"Oh, it was more like when you'd give me a backrub, and I'd find myself a little turned on. Or sometimes a lot turned on. But I never thought about acting on it. How about you?"
"Well," I said, "Yes. But it was more like I'd get turned on seeing you, and then I'd feel guilty."
"Do you feel guilty now?" she asked, shifting in her seat a little.
"No," I said, running my hands over her collarbones. I gently massaged the top of her breasts, and she shifted again, pulling at her scrubs so the top fell forward. I slid my hands down over her bra, massaging her breasts.
"So, it's going to be that kind of massage, huh?" she teased. She closed her eyes and let her head back in the chair as I gently slid under her bra, cupping her tits. She sighed, and then said, "I can't believe I let myself go for so long without getting any."
"Why did you?" I asked.
"Oh, I don't know. I just got busy, and then you came along, and I was really busy," she laughed. "You know me, I have a hard time turning work off."
"You're good at it," I said.
"Thanks, but I could have found time. I guess I just got in a habit, and then I got scared of getting out of it. But now, thanks to you, I think I can get back out there."
"Dating?" I said.
"Sure," she said, sitting up. My hands slid out from her bra as she turned around in the chair. "Does that bother you?"
"No," I said. "I just didn't know if you'd...if you'd be okay with it."
"Oh, you mean can you date? Of course you can. And if you aren't comfortable doing it with me if you have a girlfriend, I won't take offense," she paused, grinning, "but since we're both single right now, I'd like you to take me right now, in this chair."
I didn't hesitate. I pulled her up to me, instantly slipping her top off of her. I unhooked her bra, letting her breasts fall out as she slid it off. I spun her around, pulling down her scrubs to her knees. I had her kneel on the chair, her ass sticking out to me. She was dripping wet as I entered her.
I slid deep into her, angling above her. I thrust into her, hitting the same spot from that morning, feeling her pussy clamp around me instantly.
"Oh god," she groaned quietly as I thrust into her, hitting the front wall of her pussy over and over again. I reached forward and cupped her tits, thrusting into her like a wild animal, and she came. I felt her pussy grip me and she sighed slowly as I kept thrusting. Her body trembled against me, and I felt her limbs give way as she sank against the chair. I straightened up, thrusting deep inside her, taking care not to slap loudly against her ass.
I came suddenly, thrusting deep and holding my dick all the way inside her as I spurted cum into her. I was amazed I had anything left inside me, but I filled her. I pulled out of her and most of it spilled out onto the chair. She turned and sat down, the puddle of cum laying between her open legs. Her pussy dripped onto the leather chair, and she grabbed some tissues and cleaned up the mess.
"Always a logistical problem," she mused, "all that cum. Does Jen usually swallow?"
"What?" I asked.
She laughed, her tits jiggling. She picked up her bra off the desk and put it on, standing up to retrieve her scrub top and pulling up her pants. "I know what you've been doing with my sister."
She said it matter-of-factly. I still found myself panicking, and she took my hand in hers.
"I've known for a while," she said.
"How?" I said.
"I saw you two in the hot tub. When she gave you a blowjob."
"Are you upset?" I asked.
"Would I have done it with you so many times if I was?" she asked. "No, of course not. Does she know?"
"No," I said.
"Well, I don't know how long you could keep it secret, really," she mused.
"Me either," I said. I felt a wave of relief. "You really don't care?"
"I can share," she said simply. "And I certainly can't judge. Honestly, if everyone knew, it would be a lot easier. I don't know how she'll react."
"I have an idea," I said, picking up my clothes and getting dressed. "But you'll have to go along with me."
Chapter 4
The next morning, I got up early and left before mom and Jen were awake. I passed by Jen's room and saw her lying naked in bed, asleep. She was on her stomach, her bubble but high in the air, and I wanted to wake her up and fuck her, but I marshalled myself. I left, driving around until a bookstore opened so I could take my mind off of things.
The gravity of my mother knowing about Jen was still hitting me. Of course, so much of our life was now strange, but then again why worry about it? I should be embracing the fact that she was cool with it. I wandered around town, window shopping, sending that Daphne girl a text, and wondering how I ended up with two sex-starved women in the same house.
My phone buzzed and I expected Daphne, but it was mom. I checked my watch and grinned. She was on time, as usual. I headed home, arriving at one o'clock like she had asked. When I pulled up to the house mom's car was in the driveway, but Jen was gone. I walked into the house to find mom on the couch. She was naked, her scrubs in a pile on the coffee table.
"Come here," she said, beckoning me closer. I stripped off my clothes and joined her on the couch. She kissed me, pulling me down on top of her. I buried my face in her tits, exploring her with my hands.
"Remember," she panted, "we can't start yet. We need to time things right."
"In the meantime," I asked, lifting my mouth from her nipple.
"Keep doing what you're doing," she said softly. I ground against her, my dick rubbing along her thigh, as I kissed her tits. She sighed, and said "I took a peek at it, while you were sleeping once. I just wanted to see what kind of man you'd grown into."
I lifted my head, my hand roaming down to her pussy. I gently touched her labia, and whispered "I took pictures of you after you came out of the shower."
She giggled. "I know."
"You knew," I said, lifting my head.
"Yeah," she said. "I didn't care. I figured you were curious. That's why I started leaving my bathroom door open."
She was stroking me gently, and when I got close I'd tense up and she'd stop. We repeated the process as she kissed me and I rubbed her off. She came several times, but kept bringing me halfway to orgasm and then backing off. I felt a tremendous pressure building inside me.
We heard a car door outside.
"Are you ready?" she asked. "This might not work."
"I'm ready," I said. She got on her hands and knees on the couch, sticking out her ass. Her pussy dripped onto the couch in anticipation.
"Fuck me hard," she said sweetly. She gasped as I entered her. She was so wet I slid all the way in on the first push. I started fucking her, thrusting deep inside her. I aimed at her sweet spot, and she was close to coming, when I heard the door open behind me. Pretending not to notice, I kept slamming into her, her tits swaying in circles as I pounded hard against her, practically grunting with each thrust.
"Maggie! Will!" we heard behind us.
"Jen!" we said together. I pulled out of Mom just as I was coming. I erupted, the biggest load of cum of my entire life shooting all over my mom. She had slid onto her side as I had pulled of her, and I rained strands of cum all over her tits and stomach. I kept coming, my dick pulsing angrily, spurting ropes of cum all over mom. She had built me up so much, sending me texts all day, telling me little secrets about her sex life, and now I kept coming, both of us frozen as Jen just stared.
There was silence for a moment, and Jen laughed. Mom said, "You didn't think I'd let you keep him all to yourself, did I?"
"You knew?" Jen asked.
Mom nodded. "Come here."
Jen stepped over, staring at the massive amount of cum dripping down mom's body. Mom stood up, standing between us. Mom tugged at Jen's shorts and she slid them off, and then took off her top. They stared at each other with an intensity I had never seen before.
"Well, now that it's all out there, are there ground rules?" Jen asked.
"Of course not," Mom said. "Have there ever been?"
Mom pulled Jen forward and then, to my surprise, kissed her. My mouth fell open as the two women kissed, pressing their naked bodies together, rubbing against each other. They fell onto couch, Jen on top of mom, the two of them kissing and rubbing. My cum smeared between them. Mom stopped kissing Jen for a moment, looking at me. "You okay?" she panted.
I nodded. She looked down at my swollen dick, which was coming back to life. She looked at Jen, who turned and looked at me, nodding.
"Take me now," Jen said, returning her attention to my mom. The two sisters kissed, and Jen lifted her ass. She was wet, and she was rubbing mom's pussy as they kissed. I knelt between their outstretched legs, marveling at the sight of the sisters getting it on. It had never occurred to me that they had been intimate, but now it made sense. I guided myself into Jen, gently fucking her from behind as she made out with my mom.
Mom was closing to coming, have had several orgasms already, and trashed about underneath Jen as I fucked Jen hard. I was not even close to coming, having just unloaded all over my mom. My mom came, and so did Jen, both of them crying out in between muffled kisses. I fucked Jen harder, feeling her pussy grip me as I drove deep into her.
She same a second time, her hands now braced against the couch, my mother's face buried in Jen's tits. Jen cried out, her body thrashing about and I felt myself closer to coming. I pulled out at the last minute, and Jen slid next to mom on her side. The two women kissed as I came, dribbling what little cum was left inside me onto their thighs. The slid off of the couch and pulled me down with time, forming a tangle of limbs, sliding over their cum-splatted bodies.
"I'm going to enjoy this," Jen said, "Can you keep up, Will?"
"I'll try," I said, laughing.
"We might have to take turns," Mom said. "Maybe I get odd days?"
"Then I have to wait a whole day," Jen laughed, and both women looked at me. "Maybe we can just take him at the same time." I looked down at the two of them, their tits pressed together, and wondered how long until my dick would recover for another round.
The End.
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Chapter 1
The aftermath of my late-night game session with my friends was everywhere. There were snack bags all over my room, and the computer monitor glowed a pale grey in the distance. There was a pile of sleeping bags on the floor, and, inside them, my friends. There was a subtle knock on my door, it must have been what woke me up in the first place.
"Come in," I said hoarsely as I searched from my glasses with my fingertips. I sat up slowly, slipping the black plastic frames onto the bridge of my nose. On the floor the two sleeping bags stirred as my friends, Chris and Dustin, slowly woke up. The door opened slowly, flooding my room with light as my stepmom, Jen, stepped into the room.
"It's almost noon," she said matter-of-factly. She stepped over Dustin's sleeping bag and stood by my bed, her hands on her hips. She wore jeans and a tank top with wide, horizontal stripes. I tried not to stare, but the stripes outlined the curve of her ample breasts. She was thin, with an athletic build, but she had spectacular tits. I know I should not have noticed, but hormones dictated otherwise. "I know it's Saturday, but I'm not letting you sleep all day."
"All right," I said, throwing my hands up in mock surrender. She laughed. Behind her Chris and Dustin sat up, shaking their heads and slowly waking up.
"Can you boys clear out early?" she asked kindly. She then leaned in closer to whisper in my ear. Her short hair flopped in front of her eyes and she brushed it aside as she spoke. "Laura's coming over to use our shower. She has repairmen working on her water lines. I don't care if you stay, but thing one and thing two have to go." As she leaned in to whisper I stared at her cleavage, at the tan bra that pushed her tits together, for as long as I dared. She stood up and left swiftly, saying a kind goodbye to Chris and Dustin. When I looked over at them, they were grinning.
"What?" I asked.
"I was just checking out your stepmom's ass," Dustin said in a whisper. "So, so nice, my friend."
"Shut up," I groaned. This was a perennial topic. Chris and Dustin had been my friends forever, and they had been ogling Jen since we had discovered girls. When my dad passed away when I was twelve, Jen and I were the only family we had, and I found my friends' newfound lust for her disturbing. Over time, I got used to it. And one day, out of the blue, I looked at her and something primal stirred inside me. It was summer, when I was fourteen, and she was bending over, looking for something in the refrigerator. I remember getting hard, my face flush at my instinctual reaction.
At first I avoided it, then wallowed in guilt over it. She was my stepmother, and while my father had married a much younger woman, I felt guilty over my attraction to her. Finally I looked at it as biological instinct, that it was normal to appreciate a woman with a body like hers. And now, in my last semester of high school, it was second nature for me to appreciate the view.
Dustin and Chris left, but not after making a few more comments about Jen. It aggravated me, even though I secretly agreed with them. From her blue eyes, to her freckles and short, curly, sandy-brown hair, she was adorable. Part of me was aggravated with them for being so immature, and part of me was territorial and jealous that they were even looking at her.
Jen was downstairs in the kitchen when I headed down to get some food. She looked at me and smiled as I grabbed some breakfast.
"I'm going to be gone for a while, I've got things to do until around four today," she said casually. "Can you let Laura in, and stick around if she needs anything?"
"Sure," I said. I liked Laura. She was my mom's closest friend. They met in our church singles group. While Jen was tall, slender, with a knockout chest, Laura was shorter, curvy, with enormous tits and a big ass. She wasn't fat but was built like a renaissance statue. The idea of her stopping by did not seem like a bad idea to me.
Laura rang the doorbell shortly after Jen left. She was waiting, gym bag under her arm, as I opened the door.
"Hey, Steven," she said as I let her in. "Thanks for letting me use your shower. This no hot water thing is torture."
"I bet," I said, getting a decent look at her bubble butt. She wore sweatpants and a zippered jacket, her hair in a messy bun that cascaded into loose curls. Her jacket was loose, and she was clearly disheveled. Her jacket was unzipped partway, revealing considerable cleavage. I wasn't sure if she was aware how much she was showing.
It was clear she had nothing on under the jacket, and I felt my dick growing in my shorts, threatening to draw attention to itself.
"I look like a mess," she said apologetically. "Sorry."
"You look great," I said, feeling myself blush. She smiled, and I struggled to keep my eyes off her tits.
"I thought I might use your mom's bathroom, if that's fine with you," she said. "But she mentioned there's a trick to it."
"Oh, yeah, there is," I said. "The glass door latch is weird. I was supposed to fix it, but I keep forgetting."
"Can you show me?" she said with a smile. "I don't want to dump water all over her bathroom floor."
"Sure," I said. I led the way up the stairs and down the hall to Jen's room. She had the master suite, with a spacious bathroom and a glass-walled shower. "You have the lift the latch as you pull it, or it won't catch," I said, demonstrating it.
She nodded, and pulled her bun down, letting her long hair fall down her shoulders. She stepped past me and turned on the hot water, feeling how cold it was.
"It takes a few minutes to get hot," I said.
"Okay," she said. I noticed her zipper had moved a few inches down on her jacket. She definitely had nothing on underneath it. The zipper was now halfway down, and I could see the entirety of her cleavage. If it went lower, I'd see her belly button. I wondered if she unzipped it on purpose or it had just slipped down. We made eye contact and I was self-conscious about the erection straining against my shorts. I hoped she hadn't noticed.
She crouched down to dig her shampoo and lotions out of her bag. Her sweatpants rode low on her hips, and I could see several inches of her bare ass. I guessed that she had nothing on underneath. The idea that she was in such a state of undress made my dick ache.
"If you need anything, just call me," I added. She smiled, and I shut the door. I headed down the hall, sitting on my bed. I could feel my heart racing and my dick throbbing. I wanted to relieve the tension, but I was worried she might finish her shower before I was done. I was already really aroused, I didn't want to get even more so if she finished before I had come.
Moments later I heard Laura call my name. I stood up, adjusting my erection and hurried down the hall. I knocked, hearing water running.
"Come in," she called out.
I hesitated, but she called my name again, so I slowly opened the door. The room was flooded with steam, the mirrors opaque with fog. The shower doors were frosted over, but I could see the shape of Laura's nude body behind the blurry glass. I felt myself harden looking at her curves. This was the closest I had been to a naked woman. Even behind heavily fogged glass, the view was breathtaking.
"That latch is stuck, and my towel is on the counter she called out. Can you throw it over the shower wall, and then open this door for me?"
"Um, yeah, sure," I said, trying to keep my nerves out of my voice. I tossed her towel over the edge, sending steam swirling about her, revealing more of her shape as she shut off the water. She wrapped the towel around her midsection as I approached the door. The handle was slick from condensation, and I lifted the door slightly and pulled the latch. The door pulled open smoothly, and I stepped back to let Laura out.
"You're a real hero," she teased, stepping past me. She grabbed a second towel and wrapped her hair up in it. The towel around her body clung to her curves, her tits practically spilled out of the top of it. I took in the sights as long as I dared before turning to leave. I headed down the hall, my dick throbbing in my shorts. I was planning on jerking off the moment she started her engine downstairs. I sat at my desk, my mind tracing every curve, the line of cleavage that almost popped out of her towel, every inch of her. I was lost in my reverie when she knocked on the door frame.
"Hey," she said. She was leaning against the open door, still in her towel. Her hair was damp, falling around her shoulders. "You didn't have to run off."
"Oh," I said. "Sorry, I guess. I thought you'd want some privacy."
"No," she said simply. She stepped into my room. I turned my chair to face her. She walked right up to me, a look of determination on her face, laced with a grin. She was inches from me when she suddenly straddled my thigh. Her body was damp against the leg of my jeans. I had never been this close to a woman with this little amount of clothing on her. I tried to form words but before I could burst through my general confusion she kissed me.
As her tongue entered my mouth I was still trying to register what was happening. She pressed against me, the chair back falling back into the desk. My hands, on autopilot, touched her legs. I realized she was grinding against my leg, rubbing against my jeans, her breath coming in bursts as we kissed. I let instinct take over from the shock, and my hands slid up her legs, under the towel, and grabbed her ass.
She ground harder against me as I felt her ass with both hands. She threw her head back, the towel coming loose and showing most of her tits. I felt her body shudder as she came, her pussy grinding against my jeans. She kept rubbing, the towel slipping down more, until I grabbed the fabric with one hand and let it fall off her. She pressed against me, naked, grinding against my thigh as she buried her face against my shoulder. I gripped her ass harder and she rode me, until she cried out, her whole body tensing up and then releasing. She leaned against me, breathing hard, her muscles loose and her body still.
"Oh, god," she whispered in my ear. She sat up, finally giving me a full view of her tits and the triangle of bushy pubic hair pressed against my jeans. She got off me, a trail of her wetness dripping onto the wet spot she made on my jeans. She pulled me up, kissing me as I stood up. My hands found her tits as her hands slid down and worked my belt buckle. She deftly opened my jeans and reached down with her left hand, grasping my member and stroking it gently. She backed toward the bed, gently guiding me with the hand wrapped around my throbbing erection.
We were silent as she pushed me back onto the bed. She pulled down my jeans, stripping them off of me before climbing over me. She kissed me, her tits pressed against my chest, as the damp hair between her legs ticked the head of my dick. I ran my hands down her back, over her ass, gripping her gently as she kissed me. Suddenly, with a flourish, she sat up, straddling me. Her pussy dripped onto my dick in anticipation.
She took my erection in her hand, gently guiding my dick upward as she sank onto it. I could feel her pussy lips part as the softest, wettest, warmest sensation I've ever experienced took over me. She impaled herself on me, pausing as I slid into her completely. Slowly, almost painfully slow, she raised up and lowered herself, savoring the sensation as I filled her repeatedly. I was beside myself and gripped her ass as she started to ride me fast, grinding against me. Her tits swayed with the rocking motion of her hips, beads of sweat glistening on her stomach.
She came a third time, her pussy gripping me as her orgasm reached its peak. I gasped, thrusting upward like an animal, lifting her upward as I exploded inside her. She gasped as she felt my orgasm merge with hers, my dick pumping into her. She fell on top of me, laughing as our bodies gave in and a wave of pleasure overtook us both. I kept pulsing, filling her with cum as we lay there in silence. Finally spend, she crawled off of me, leaving a trail of cum dripping out of her and onto my thigh. She stood up, picking up the towel and giving me a view of her from behind. I was still on the bed, breathing hard, my first sexual encounter with a woman leaving my mind blank. She leaned over, tits heaving, and gave me kiss.
"I really needed that," she said. She looked me over as I lay there, panting. She bent over and kissed me, her tits dragging across my shirt as she moved lower and kissed the shaft of my dick. I was covered in her wetness and my semen, which spread over her lips as she kissed my flaccid member over and over. She ran her tongue up and down it, and slowly it came back to life. She then sat up, stroking me as she wiped her mouth.
"I guess I need a little more," she said with a giggle. She stroked me until I was completely hard, and then crawled onto the bed. She put her shoulders down, head to the side, and raised her ass in the air. She parted her legs slightly, and her pussy dripped a mixture of wetness and cum as she waited.
I got up behind her on my knees, my hands shaking a little from the excitement. The view was marvelous as I approached her. I slid the head of my dick against her labia until it popped in an inch. She gasped loudly, and I penetrated her fully.
"That's it," she said. "Go deep."
I obliged, thrusting into her. She was beside herself, her pussy tightening as I kept thrusting, my hips slapping her ass and making it jiggle. She came, crying out as I kept going, her voice deep and throaty as she moaned. I was self-conscious about all the noise, but no one was home, so I kept going. She came a fifth time, her pussy contracting even harder, and I finally lost it. While less intense, my second orgasm was still powerful, and I emptied what cum I had left into her as I pushed as deep as I could. I pulled out of her, my cum rushing out in a torrent. She sat down on the bed next to me, her chest heaving.
"The benefits of youth," she said sweetly to me as she kissed me on the cheek. I stood up, a river of cum running down her thigh. She wiped it off with the towel she had worn.
"See you later," she said sweetly, and left the room. Minutes later I heard her car engine, the need for me to relieve my sexual tension long gone. I lay on the bed for some time. I felt like my nerves were rewiring themselves; everything felt different. The bed sheets on my skin, the dried cum all over my dick, the air from my fan blowing over me; it was all new. Finally, after an hour, I sat up. My muscles felt like they had never been used before. I was figuring out a whole new sensory experience after having fucked—or, really, having gotten fucked by—Laura. I looked in the mirror, my dick slowly regaining some vigor as I played the morning over in my head. Soon my dick was throbbing, but the idea of jerking off so soon seemed like a waste. Instead, I got a new pair of jeans out of the dresser and headed downstairs.
When Jen came home I was reading a book on the couch. I had resisted the urge to jerk off but thinking about Laura all day had kept me hard and leaking pre-cum all over the inside of my jeans. She dropped her bag on the table and set next to me on the couch.
"Big day?" she asked casually.
"No," I said quickly, then added, "I mean, not really."
"Cool," she said, nodding. "Hey, Laura sent me a text; she says you were very sweet and helped her out."
"Oh," I said, "yeah. It was no big deal."
Jen shifted in her seat, turning to face me. She threw her legs across mine, something she had done a hundred times. I jumped from the contact, and she laughed.
"Why so twitchy?" she teased.
"No reason," I said a little too defensively.
"Alright," she said, waving her hand. She looked at me. "I just thought you'd be more relaxed."
"What's that mean?" I asked, my eyebrows furrowed as I tried to work out what she meant.
"Oh, nothing," she said dismissively. "What do you want to do for dinner?"
"Wait," I said, sitting up. She withdrew her legs and stood up. "What did you mean, you thought I'd be relaxed?"
Jen blushed, turning to the window to avoid making eye contact. I stood up, a feeling of dread rising up inside me. "Oh, you know," she said. "Just because, I guess, maybe helping out Laura wasn't such a bad thing...you know." She raised her eyebrows, leading me to the logical conclusion that she knew.
"I mean," she said, now talking from nerves more than anything else, "I'm not mad or anything. You're an adult, so what do I care if my friend comes over and you two...you know."
"You knew?" I said, my voice raising. "Did you know beforehand?"
"Um...yeah," she said, not meeting my eyes. In a low voice she added, "it was sort of my idea."
"What?" I said, my hands gesturing as I spoke. "You set me up with your friend?"
"I thought you wouldn't mind," Jen said. "I mean, I've seen you look at her."
"Yes, but didn't you think you should maybe ask me?" I said, my temper flaring.
"I don't know why you are getting so mad," she said defensively. "I mean, you just got some."
She hit a nerve. "Yeah, I did. But if I was a girl, and you were my stepdad, and sent one of your guy friends over to fuck me, would that be okay?"
I had hit a nerve in return, it seemed, because she threw her hands up. "Oh my god, I get you some action, while helping out a friend, and you flip out! I mean, she's been climbing the walls, needing it, and I thought you'd be more than happy to help. It's not like it was your first time, I'm sure."
I said nothing, and the realization crept across her face. "Shit," she said. "I thought...I always assumed by now you had..." She sat down. "I should have asked you first."
"Yeah, you should have," I said bitterly. "And now I can always remember that my first time was with my stepmom's best friend, because she needed to get laid and my stepmom lent me out."
My words hit her like a slap in the face. "I didn't mean it to be like this. I thought you'd enjoy yourself, get some from a hot woman. I didn't know it was your first time. And I should have talked to you first, asked you if you would have wanted to. I'll...I'll do anything to make it up to you. Name it, and it's yours."
"How about a blowjob?" I said, my voice full of acid.
I said the words to sting, and they did. The tears already welling in her eyes started to spill down her cheeks. She said nothing, but stormed passed me, rage etched in her features, as she grabbed her purse and left the house. I heard the door slam and I sat down hard on the couch, my heart hammering in my chest.
I had meant to hurt her with those word, to turn the situation around on her, but I still felt guilty for having said them. On one hand, I had enjoyed Laura, but I was still humiliated that my stepmom set the whole thing up. I bet Laura's shower worked just fine. I sat around fuming for a while, then went and showered for a long time. I thought about Laura but then I kept getting mad about Jen, and finally left the house to get something to eat. When I returned Jen still wasn't home. Finally, still mad, I went up to my room and played video games, trying to get my mind off of everything.
Around eleven at night Jen knocked on my door. I said nothing as she slipped into the room. She looked like she had been crying a long time. Despite what she did, she was my stepmom, the only family I had. My anger at having been set up ebbed, and I felt like I needed to offer an olive branch.
"Listen, about what I said," I began, but she interrupted me.
"I'll do it," she said, walking across the room and sitting on the floor across from me. When it was clear to her I didn't understand, she continued. "A blowjob. I'll do it. I humiliated you and...and it's fair."



"Jen, really, I didn't mean it," I said, not really processing what she was saying.
"No, listen to me," she said. "I did something pretty terrible. You're right, everything you said was right. Even if it wasn't your first time, it was callous of me just to assume you'd be ready to go, even if Laura said you didn't hesitate," she laughed, but grew serious. She paused, straightening her posture. "So, I'm going to give you a blowjob, as a way of saying I'm sorry."
"Jen," I said, "you're upset," but again she cut of me off.
"What I did was demeaning and unfair. So I'm going to do what you suggested. Maybe your dick in my mouth will make up for what I did."
I had never heard her talk like this. "You're serious, aren't you?" I said.
She nodded. "Yes, dead serious. I owe you a blowjob."
"Right now?" I said, as my voice cracked.
"No," she said, laughing. "In a few days. I need to mentally prepare for it."
"Then don't do it," I said.
"Oh, I'm going to do it. When I put my mind to something, I don't back down. But even though I owe you this blowjob, and I'm doing it willingly, you have to grant me a few days of processing what I'm about to do to my stepson, okay?"
"Okay," I said. She was tired and upset. I knew she didn't mean it, so I agreed to let her process things. Tomorrow, I was sure, she'd tell me she had not meant it, and I would tell it that it was all okay.
She stood up, smoothing out her wrinkles in her jeans. "And don't think I'm going to change my mind." She bent forward and kissed the top of my head, her cleavage in my face. My dick twitched to life, and then roared to attention as I thought about what she actually said. She walked out of the room, pausing to say goodnight before disappearing down the hall.
Chapter 2
I woke up late, having stayed up late thinking about the day's events. I abstained from jerking off, even though I desperately wanted to. I still expected Jen to come to her senses, or at the very least back out in a panic, but the idea of touching myself still paled in comparison to Laura fucking me or the thrill of Jen's suggestion. Even though I knew she hadn't meant it, the idea that she would even propose such a bargain was pretty erotic. I wondered, if she was serious, if I could go through with it. Less than ten seconds of contemplation told me that, yes, without a doubt, I could. I got dressed in the jeans Laura rubbed up against and headed downstairs. Jen was up, bustling about the house as she always did when she wasn't working.
"Good morning," I said, stretching.
"Good morning," she replied with a smile. "I'm glad you're not still raging mad at me. I'm really sorry about what I did."
"Let's not rehash it," I said kindly. "Thank you for apologizing."
She smiled back. "Thank you for accepting it," she replied. She came around the counter wearing a tank top and short khaki shorts. While Jen's tits were the main attraction, she did have a cute butt, which was rare on women as tall and slender as she. I appreciated her toned legs a lot and was glad to see her in shorts. My dick twitched, reminding me of her bargain. "I'm guessing you've come to your senses about the blowjob you offered me last night?"
"If you don't want one, then say so, because I've made up my mind and I'm going to do it. In a few days, if that fits your schedule." She laughed, tossing her bangs to the side with a flip of her head.
"Oh," I said. "I didn't think you were really going to ..."
"Suck your dick?" she said each word separately, letting the words hang in the air with a wave of her hand. "Of course, I am. I've never backed away from a promise, sexual or otherwise."
"Do you have a history of making sexual bargains?"
"No," she said simply with a shrug. "I mean, once or twice, sure. But never to gain anything. More often than not it's because I lost a bet or something. Like the time I made a bet with my friend in college. He'd been wanting and scheming to get me into bed for years. And we made a bet during the playoff game that his team would beat mine. The deal was that if my team won, he'd paint my apartment. And if his team won, we'd do it once. And we had a party to watch the game. As the score went toward his favor I admit I got pretty wet. With all of our friends there, it got me even wetter. I knew by halftime it was over, so I took him back to my bedroom and let him take me from behind, you know, doggy style."
To hear Jen talk about sex like this, so frankly and explicitly, had me hard. She continued, as if this was as normal as talking about her work day.
"It wasn't great, the sex, that is. I mean, I entered into it willingly, that's not what I was implying. But he was really bad at it. At least he was quick. The worst part was that the fourth quarter turned around and my team won. So he got some for no reason. That's what I get for jumping the gun."
"Wow, that's...um, kind of crazy. And hot."
"Thanks," she smirked. "There's a lot you don't know about me."
"Clearly," I said.
She looked down at my pants, and saw the erection straining underneath. "Enjoy the story?"
I blushed, but she continued, "Oh, come off it, Steven. I understand how those things work. Besides, that thing is going to be in my face soon, so why be embarrassed."
I paused, then said, "I guess I didn't think about that. You're going to actually see it."
"That's how it usually works," she said with a laugh. "Unless you want it totally in the dark."
"No," I blurted out.
She laughed. "I didn't think so. Any other ground rules we need to set before the deed?"
"Well, okay," I said. "Naked or clothed?"
"Clothed," she said firmly.
"Eye contact?"
"Sure," she said with a wink.
"Do I have to warn you before I come."
"Nah, most of the time I don't get a warning. I mean, I can usually tell when it's about to happen anyway."
"Swallow?" I asked hesitantly. She paused, biting her lip, contemplating her response.
"I owe you," she said. "So I'll swallow, or try to, anyway. Deal?" She extended her hand.
"Deal," I said, shaking it. "I can't believe this is really happening."
"Oh, believe it," she said with a grin. "Since I ruined your first time, and all."
"Well, I mean, doing it with Laura wasn't horrible," I said. "Actually, it was pretty nice." I worried that telling her that would ruin my chance at a blowjob.
"I still should have just asked you if you'd be willing. So, I still owe you. By the way, Laura was very, very complimentary."
"Really?" I said, blushing.
"She didn't go into too much detail, but let's just say she had a great time. Several times."
"Yeah," I said, not meeting her eyes. "It was pretty intense."
"But I really am sorry," she said. "The BJ is just part of making amends."
"Part?" I said.
"Sure," She said, standing up. "I know you like it when I wear shorts around the house, so I wore them." She turned once, giving me a good view of her ass. Her shorts were so small that the bottom of her firm butt almost peeked out from them. She sat back down with a flourish, her long legs propped up on the coffee table.
"And before you ask how I know," she continued, "I'll just tell you right away that it's pretty obvious that you walk around with an erection all day. I know it isn't always because of me, but I figure, at least some of time, it must be right? That's why I guessed that Laura might get lucky with you, I knew you weren't afraid of older women."
"You're not that old," I said quickly.
She laughed. "True, but old enough. And to continue my reparations, let's watch a movie tonight, your pick. We can even watch that French one you're so fond of, the one you kept sneaking up to your room when you were younger."
I stammered a reply, but she just laughed and continued. "Don't be embarrassed, I've seen it before, it's pretty steamy. And since you and I share laundry duty I know what you do all night. Don't worry about it. We all get ourselves off, right?"
"You do?" I asked.
"I do," she said simply. "Everyone does, unless they are lying about it. It's just easier for us girls to conceal the evidence, and whether or not we're aroused. You poor guys have to walk about with tent poles in your pants." She eyed my erection again and stretched.
"Well, now that we've set the ground rules, I'm heading out for a while. I'm cooking your favorite dinner tonight." She leaned forward to kiss me on top of the head. She left the room, and moments later I heard her pull out of the driveway.
I didn't wait to go upstairs. I had unzipped my jeans and freed my dick immediately. It was rock hard, pulsing, and dripping pre-cum. I ran my hand up and down the shaft slowly, using my own arousal as lubrication. My mind was buzzing, unable to focus, and I was halfway to an orgasm when I let go violently. I did not want to come, not yet. I want to build up, to really explode for her. I let my orgasm fade away and began again, stroking in earnest but stopping short of coming. I did this three more times, until I was in agony, and then got out of bed. I walked around the house naked and did some chores, my dick throbbing and dripping pre-cum everywhere. I was thankful for tile floors. When my dick finally shrank down I started to stroke it again, building myself up and stopping. Finally, after hours of getting close, I stopped altogether, and let everything subside and got dressed.
When Jen came home I was on edge. I felt a dull ache in my pants, half pleasurable, half uncomfortable. She still had her tiny shorts and tank top on, and she cooked me my favorite dinner, drinking white wine in the kitchen as she cooked. I sat with her, enjoying talking to her and enjoying the view. After dinner she pulled out the French movie I had snuck up to my room so many times. She grinned as put it on, draping her legs across me as she always did. I was a little jumpy, and my erection had me leaking more pre-cum than usual. The movie was about a young man discovering sex with his neighbor, and then her mother. It was very erotic, with enough full frontal to be enticing to a teenager. I still found it thrilling to watch.
"This is pretty steamy," she said lazily. She shifted a little, her leg moving up my thigh. I twitched, and rested my arm on her calf to keep her from accidentally bumping my erection. On screen, the young man was talking to his neighbor's mother, her flirtation obvious. In a few minutes she'd invite him inside, and then unbutton her blouse a few buttons when he isn't looking. The would end in a sex scene that usually got me off.
"I can't believe we even bought this movie," she said. "It's so raunchy."
"I don't mind it," I said. I knew there was a scene later in the movie where he gets a blowjob from the neighbor's mom, and I wondered if she remembered that scene. "Do you think it's weird?"
"The movie," she asked. "No, just a little silly."
"I meant the BJ," I said. "I mean, you're my stepmom."
"Ah," she said, adjusting her head to look at me. "I see what you mean. No, not really. If you can keep a secret, I've done worse. My sister and I borrowed our stepbrother's car when he came home from college one year. And we wrecked his car. It wasn't totaled, but he'd have to go back to college without it for a while. He was pretty mad but didn't let us know. I felt really bad. And so, after a night of drinking a little too much, I offered him a BJ to repay what we did to his car. I thought he'd say no, but he went for it, so I went down on him.
"What I didn't know is that my sister Charlotte had the same idea, but when she brought it up to him the next day, I guess I had given him so much confidence that he talked her into going all the way. So, while all I did was a BJ, she got taken from behind over the kitchen table. I guess I got off easier, so to speak." She laughed at her little joke, and then turned back to the movie as if what she had just told me was as mundane as a shopping list.
I had missed the first sex scene, but I didn't care. Hearing Jen tell me that story had my dick and heart throbbing. To know she had sucked her stepbrother, had broken some kind of societal norm, and had at least twice used sex as a tool, made me view her in a different light. Part of me—most of me actual—expected her to change her mind. I was, until that point—convinced that the blowjob was probably not happening. But now that uncertainty was gone, and I was nervous.
The movie continued, but Jen fell asleep, her legs draped on me still. The movie ended with the young man in bed with the neighbor, the mother spying through the door, her face inscrutable. I shifted her legs to move, and she partially woke, her eyes still closed.
"Movie over?" she muttered. "I'm sorry I fell asleep." She was half out of it.
"It's ok," I whispered. "Do you need help up to bed?"
She nodded, her eyes still closed. "She reached out lazily, and I tried to help her up. She got up and started to slip back down. "I'll just sleep here," she muttered, flopping onto the couch. "Good night."
She flopped heavily onto the couch, her tits jiggling under her shirt. Her legs were spread out, one hanging off the couch while the other was propped up by cushions. As I looked her over I could see up her shorts. The light blue cotton fabric of her underwear was soaking wet. I stared as long as I dared, and then headed to my room, my dick dripping precum down my leg.
Chapter 3
I slept in the next morning. I woke up with a raging erection but fought the temptation to deal with it. I lay there, my pants on the floor, feeling the cool fabric against my engorged member. I was in a state of constant arousal, leaking precum everywhere. I wondered if it would be better to jerk off, just to relieve the pressure. I also wondered if my long wait would make me last only a second or two in Jen's mouth. I picked up my phone to look up the effects of abstention on stamina, when I noticed I had several text messages from the night before. My alerts turn off in the evening, so I had missed them.
I unlocked my phone and opened the message app. I had several unread messages from an unknown number. The first read "Hi, it's Laura." The second read "I had a good time, and I was hoping you were up for some for fun." My dick twitched, and I felt even more pre-cum run down the shaft. The third message said "If you need a little incentive..." and was followed by a picture. It was of Laura, her shirt pulled down and her tits out. They were massive, inviting. The final message was also a picture. She was nude, turned to the side, showing me the side of her breasts as well as her curvy hips and round ass.
I texted back "Definitely." Then, thinking a bit, I added, "You look amazing."
She must have been on her phone, because seconds later she replied. "Thank you! I thought you'd like them...Are you free soon?" There was a pause as she sent her next message, which was a picture of her lying in bed, topless, and a text that read, "I feel like skipping work."
"Good morning," I head from the door. I dropped my phone, adjusting the sheet over my dick. Jen stood in the door frame, looking at me. "Did I interrupt anything?"
"No," I said, "Just waking up."
"I see," she said. She was dressed for work. I fidgeted, trying to hide my erection. She walked into the room and sat on the bed. "Any plans today?"
"No," I said, shaking my head. I realized my sheets had wet spots from all of the pre-cum, but I tried not to draw attention to them.
"Good. Tonight, let's watch a different movie. My pick, okay?" She leaned forward to kiss me on top of the head. Her shirt opened, showing me her cleavage. She noticed my eyes, and I turned red. "Sneaking a peak, huh? She was still leaning forward and raised her head and lowered her torso, showing even more of her cleavage. As she did, she right arm bumped against my rigid member.
I stammered an apology but she just laughed sweetly. "I know how they work, Steven. You can't hide that thing under a thin sheet." She paused, bumping it again with her arm. Then she sat up, biting her lip. She had a mischievous look on her face. She got up and then sat down softly on my lap. Her ass pressed against my dick, pinning it against my stomach.
"The first time I sat on someone's hard on," she said sweetly, "I was surprised, but I pretended not to notice." She ground against me subtly, grinning. She wore leggings, so there was minimal fabric between us. Her flowery top cascaded over her hips. I was trapped as she sat right on my dick, her ass gently rubbing against me. "It's amazing that something so soft can get so hard," she mused. She kept barely moving, her ass pressed against me.
I couldn't take it anymore. Days of not touching myself, days of sexual frustration and anticipation erupted from deep inside me. I came, my dick pulsing violently against her ass. My dick kept pulsing, flooding the sheet around me, soaking through it. Jen took it all in stride, as if this were completely normal. She remained still as the aftershocks of my orgasm rippled through me, and then stood up. There was a massive wet spot on her black leggings. She looked them over, and then at the mess on the sheets.
"I'm going to change, then I'm going to work," she said. She kissed me on the cheek, lingering as I looked down her shirt. "See ya, Steven," she said sweetly.
She gave me a grin and left the room. I lay there for a bit, and then picked up my phone and sent Laura a text message. "Are you free in an hour?"
After Jen left I showered and headed over to Laura's house. She greeted me in a white t-shirt and faded jeans. The jeans were low-rise, and her shirt was cropped so a bit of her midriff was showing. Her wide hips swayed as she led me into the house.
"I'm glad you wrote me back," she said, looking over her shoulder. Despite having come a massive amount an hour beforehand, I was hard just looking at her. I knew that she talked to Jen, but I didn't know if she knew that I knew about it. That convoluted logic had me thinking as I got ready to see her. I wondered just how badly Laura wanted to get laid. I figured pretty badly, so I pressed my luck. I stepped close to her, putting my hands around her waist. She stopped walking, and I pulled her close to me. I pressed against her from behind, sliding my hands under her shirt. I lifted her shirt off in one motion, tossing it over my shoulder as I turned her around. She had nothing underneath, and her impressive tits were heaving with each breath.
I hooked two fingers into the waistband of her jeans and pulled her close. This action was so familiar, so forward, and she responded in kind. She pressed against me as I unzipped her jeans. She had nothing on underneath them as well, and my hand slid over her bushy pubic hair—already damp—and over her wet labia.
"What do you want to do?" she whispered in my ear. "I'm yours."
"I have some ideas," I said, unzipping my jeans. Without hesitation she dropped to her knees and pulled my dick out. She immediately took it into her mouth, moaning as it slid into her mouth. I held her hair gently, guiding her as she sucked my dick. Her tits swayed as she moved back and forth, her hands on my ass as she took me deep into her mouth. I stepped back, enjoying the view as she sucked me on her knees. I pulled my phone out of my back pocket and held it up. She nodded, leaning back on her hands as I snapped a few pictures of her like that. Then I kicked off my jeans and pulled off my shirt. I helped her up, and then surprised her again by scooping her up into my arms. She laughed as I held her, her tits pressed against me.
"Bedroom's upstairs," she said, her voice almost inaudible. I carried her upstairs to the bedroom, setting her gently on the bed. She spread her legs, her chest heaving in anticipation. She was dripping wet, and I wanted to taste her. I knelt between her legs and then went down, my tongue gliding over her labia.



"Oh fuck, yes," she cried out as my tongue encircled her clit. She clamped down on me with her thighs. I licked her clit with focused intensity, while I gently probed her pussy with two fingers. I slid into her, feeling the upper wall of her pussy until I heard her moan out loud. I concentrated my fingers' efforts there while licking her furiously, and soon I felt the walls of her pussy pulse hard around my fingers. She cried out, clamping harder with her thighs, bucking her hips. I held on through her orgasm, enjoying the feeling of her losing control. I kept licking, thrusting with my fingers, and she came again, moaning my name as her whole body shook.
"Stop," she cried, and I sat up. My face dripped with her wetness. "I want you inside me right now," she said. I knelt between her and guided my swollen member into her. I slid in effortlessly. She was so wet I could hear myself penetrate her. She gasped once I had entered her completely. I leaned back and started to thrust into her. Her tits shook as our bodies slapped together. She made a whimpering sound, and I leaned forward, bracing myself with my arms as I collapsed against her. I ground right against her clit, my mouth searching over her tits, gently biting her nipple as I buried my face in her soft flesh.
The clit grinding did the trick, and she came. She wrapped her legs around me as I thrust against her, feeling her pussy grip my dick as her orgasm overwhelmed her. She cried out, whimpering and moaning as I kept thrusting into her. I was getting close and I wanted to enjoy myself longer, so when her climax ended I pulled out of her. She was breathing hard, and I grabbed her by the hips and flipped her over. She raised her ass in the air, parting her legs slightly. Her pussy was dripping strands of wetness. My dick was covered in her wetness, and as I got behind her to guide myself back in even more came out of her.
"Fuck me hard," she said, her voice hoarse. I obliged, thrusting into her, making her ample ass jiggle as I slapped against her. I reached forward and grabbed her hair, holding it in my right hand as my left hand held her ass. She arched her back as I fucked her hard, her pussy tightening as she came yet again. She moaned louder, calling my name, and I lost it. I knew I was about to come, and I thrust deep into her and erupted. She fell forward and I popped out of her pussy, still shooting cum. Thick ropes of it flew up her back and splattered her ass. She laughed as I kept coming, coating her with it. Despite having come an enormous load earlier, it seemed I had a lot left in me.
I fell down next to her, my dick pressed against her thigh. We were a sticky mess, glistening with sweat and breathing hard. She rolled onto her side to face me. Her thighs were wet from her pussy, and her messy hair was just about the hottest thing I'd ever seen.
"Mmmm, thank you," she said lazily, running a hand over her left breast. I rolled onto my back as she got out of bed, walking to the mirror and pulling her hair up in a bun. I watched the cum drip down her back and off her ass as she spoke. "Listen, Steven, this is fun, right? I want to be honest with you, to let you know that this is really great, but I'd like to keep it like this. Just sex."
I nodded, my chest heaving. She walked over to me and sat on the edge of the bed. Her pussy was still leaking, leaving a mess everywhere.
"Good," she said. "Because this, this is pretty amazing." She gestured at the two of us. "Can I see you again soon?"
"Yes," I said, sitting up. I was spent, a complete mess, and oddly enough, hungry.
"I'll text you," she said, kissing me once. "I've got to get to work," she sighed. "And I've got to seriously clean up."
When I got home I ate voraciously and then took a long shower. I was glad that Laura wanted to keep things completely physical, because I didn't know how I'd be able to date a forty-year-old woman anyway. I was happy to provide what she needed, because most men of any age would give anything for one chance with her. While I showered she had sent me a photo of herself fresh from the shower, with the caption "I'm still dripping wet." I knew what she meant. My dick roared back to life as my mind replayed our morning together.
When Jen came home from work I had been walking around with an erection for hours. It had ebbed and returned throughout the day, and when she changed from her work clothes it was back to full attention. She had a pleated skirt and a tank top on, her long legs catching my attention. Her sandy hair fell in front of her eyes, and each time she flipped it away I felt an emotion I could not describe. It was more than lust, and certainly not guilt.
We talked about our day, and then she took me out to dinner. It was an open-air restaurant that overlooked a lake, a quiet place where we sat in a corner table in relative isolation.
"So, about this morning," she said. "I hope that was okay. You're not upset, right?"
"Um, no," I said. "Of course not. I was surprised, sure, but not mad. I mean, it's been a weird week, right? You send your friend over to get some, without telling me. Then you say you'll go down to repay me, and then today you sit on it and I come. I mean, you've got to take these things in stride."
She laughed, "I'm glad, because it has been a weird week. When I set it up with Laura, I worried if I was doing the wrong thing. And then, well, let's just say it's taken a lot to get to where we are. Besides, you looked like you were going to explode for days. I wanted your blowjob to last more than ten seconds.
"Once I blew a boyfriend after he had been gone for a week. I don't think I even got it past my lips when he came. Which was fine and all, but if your stepmom's going to suck your dick, I think it should last a little while, so I can really make amends for not talking to you about Laura first."
We ate and made small talk, the whole time that indescribable feeling coming and going. When we got home she made a bowl of popcorn and put on a movie. It was also French, one I had never seen before. She sat sideways next to me, throwing her legs over me. Her skirt was already short, and it rode up a bit as she got comfortable, so her bare thighs almost up to her ass were visible. The movie was subtitled and opened with a young man sitting on the beach, naked. He was probably in his early twenties but was playing a few years younger. He was reading, his eyes occasionally scanning the horizon.
The scene cut to the water, where a woman was emerging from the surf. She was nude, a curvy brunette with massive tits and wide hips. The camera closed in on the water dripping off her tits and bushy pubic hair. These French, they know how to make a movie, I thought to myself. Jen shifted a little, one leg sliding toward my knees and one sliding closer to the erection that strained against my jeans. The movie shifted cameras back to the young man, whose dick was now erect as he looked at the woman approaching him. The dialog started, and I almost jumped in my seat.
It was his stepmother.
They spoke as the woman on screen sat next to him on the towel, seemingly oblivious to his erection. The scene shifted to the evening, where the woman was in the bathroom, showering, and he was watching her through a crack in the door. Jen's leg bumped my erection accidentally, and I put my hand on her knee to stop her. My eyes roamed over her legs, and her tits which were almost vacuum sealed in her tight tank top.
"Interesting movie choice," I said.
"Hmm," she replied absentmindedly. "Oh, yeah. I saw this years ago. I thought you might like it, since you have a thing for French movies." She emphasized the word French and slightly adjusted her legs on mine. My hand moved up her thigh involuntarily.
We watched the movie in silence. The popcorn sat on the coffee table, untouched. The movie plot was straightforward. Stepmom and stepson on holiday. Lots of nudity because its French. He keeps making overtures at her, and she ignores them, but secretly she is attracted. The movie's climax—so to speak—was when the stepmom enters his room. She had a thin robe on, and dropped onto the floor with a flourish. Then she takes off his pants, and there was a simulated sex scene between them. The scene ended and Jen paused the movie. She sat up, pulling her legs off of me. I was about to ask her what was up when she turned to face me, and put her hands on my zipper.
She grinned and unzipped my jeans. Wordlessly she reached in and freed my dick. It sprang out, ready and dripping. She then got on her knees on the couch and leaned forward. Her tits rested against my thigh and her ass was in the air as she kissed the shaft of my dick. Her wet lips pressed against my dick, and she ran her tongue along its length. I leaned back as she took me into her mouth as far as she could, and then released me altogether. She sat up on her knees, grinning. Her lips glistened.
"Take off your pants," she said quietly. I slid them off, kicking them onto the floor. She bent over and resumed, taking me in her hand and working the shaft with a gentle grip as she bobbed up and down. Her tits kept rubbing against me, her tank top showing a great deal of cleavage. Her pleated skirt shifted, sliding up her back and revealing black cotton underwear. My hand ran over her short hair as she sucked my dick slowly, pausing every so often to give it a few good strokes. I ran my hand up her back and over the top of her ass. As I did, she let go of my dick and took it even further into her mouth. She paused as I reached the back of her mouth, focusing her movements there.
She moaned softly as she continued to suck me, twisting her hand around my shaft as she bobbed up and down. I gripped her ass harder, knowing that I was getting closer to coming. She took me out of her mouth, gripping my shaft hard, and slid her lips over the length of my dick. I came, spurting a thick rope of cum high in the air. In landed in her hair, and as the second burst of cum issued out of me she opened her mouth and took me back in as that second rope hit her cheek. She swallowed as I kept coming, my dick pulsing in her mouth.
"Oh my god," I said, sinking hard into the couch as I kept pumping cum into her mouth. She swallowed all of it, and then lay her cum-splattered cheek on my thigh and curled up in a ball next to me. She reached for the remote, wordlessly, and started the movie again. The simulated sex scene continued, until they panned away, and I saw that the young actor had indeed penetrated the actress. They continued to actually fuck on screen for a minute, and then he grunted and came inside her. The scene faded to black.
The rest of the movie was about their sadness at vacation's end and a return to the regular world. There were hints that things would continue as the final scene faded to black. The credits scrolled past and Jen flopped onto her back, her tits jiggling in her shirt. She was still laying on my thigh, dried cum on her cheek and in her hair. She was inches from my flaccid dick, which still dribbled a little bit of semen onto my thigh and, now, into her hair.
"Even?" she said mischievously.
I nodded, and she grinned. "I can't describe how amazing that was. Thank you."
"You're welcome," she beamed. She was upside down from my perspective, and her blue eyes were brilliant and alive. That odd feeling returned, even in my sexually satisfied state. "After Laura, I wanted to make it up to you, but I didn't know how until you had the best idea of all time."
"Thanks," I said, laughing. "But, listen, I need to tell you something. Laura sent me some texts, and wanted to get together, you know. For some casual sex."
"I know," Jen said with a grin. "She asked me, first. I figured you could make up your own mind about it."
"But you still went through with it?" I said.
"Of course I did. I said I would, didn't I? Besides, it wasn't torture, you know. I happen to like doing that."
"And you're cool with my visiting Laura?" I said.
"I don't' know," she said, frowning and biting her lip. She rolled onto her stomach, her legs in the air. Her eyes were inches from my dick, which was starting to harden slightly. "Do I have to keep sucking you?"
"I hadn't thought about it," I said. "No, I guess you don't."
"How about I suck you anyway," she said, taking my turgid member in her hand. "Since my friend is calling you up to get laid. I feel responsible for putting you in this situation."
"If it eases your conscience," I said, and she engulfed my dick in her mouth. Within a minute I was fully erect, my hand on her ass under her skirt as she bobbed on my dick again. She raised her ass in the air, darting a hand between her legs. The skirt hid her hand but she rubbed furiously as she sucked my dick a second time. I took my other hand and gently held her short hair, guiding her up and down on my dick. I thrust my hips upward, fucking her mouth as she moaned. She came, her body shaking as my dick popped out of her mouth. It rested against her face as she cried out from her climax. She took me back into her mouth, rubbing herself even harder.
Jen came again, and again, until I lost count. She stopped rubbing and gripped me with both hands, stroking me until I gasped loudly. I came, and this time several shots hit her face and hair before she could get me back into her mouth. I was exhausted, my entire body spent, and as I pulsed cum onto her mouth most of it leaked back out. She, too, was tired. When I stopped coming she gently pushed me back on the couch, and then lay next to me. My dick, sticky with cum, rested against her bare thigh. She took my arm and put it around her waist, nestling tight against me. We slowly drifted into sleep, our bodies plastered together, or breathing shallow and slow.
End of Part 1
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Chapter 1
It was the middle of summer, and I was floating in the pool, feeling lazy. I had graduated from high school and had three months off before I went to college. I was intent on doing nothing, if possible, because I knew my days of freedom would end soon. In just a few short years I'd start my career, working for those two weeks of paid vacation that paled in comparison to this one, last summer.
I was in a foul mood. It was just the fleeting summer days. My mother's best friend, Laura, with whom I had lost my virginity and had fucked several times afterward, had a boyfriend. He was new in town, a computer programmer or something along those lines, and she has stopped seeing me as a result. She had me over for dinner, had broken the news, and had given me a parting handjob as a consolation prize. I had come all over her tits and neck, and then went home to sulk.
Worse than losing Laura was losing Jen, my step mom. She had set me up with Laura, without telling me, and when I had found out, I had lashed out at her. Yes, I had gotten laid, so I might sound like a whiner, but I believe that she should have asked me first. If the genders were reversed, and a stepfather lent out his stepdaughter to a friend, it would be worse, I had said. And That's when I discovered something amazing about Jen. She likes to give blowjobs. Either to settle a bet, or on a dare, or when she felt guilty for setting her stepson up for some attachment-free sex for a friend. She had sucked my dick three times. Twice on the first night she took me into her mouth, and a week later, when she was feeling particularly guilty about Laura propositioning me. That sweet, final time, I had exploded in her mouth, but she sucked every drop of cum and swallowed it all. Since then I had been hoping she would do it again, with no luck. Now, with Laura moving on to new things, I had no chance.
Or so I thought.
The thing about life is that one door closes, and another opens. Cliché, I know, but it's true. At least for me, it seemed. My friends were already starting to go their separate ways toward college, and I found myself with more free time than I had bargained, and that's when things got interesting again.
I was drifting in the deep end, and into a nap, when I heard the sliding door open. Jen, my stepmom, exited the house and walked along the pool edge. I tilted my head up for a better view. Jen preferred one-piece swimsuits, because she felt that she had "too much tits for a bikini," which was the most absurd thought I'd ever heard. She did have fantastic tits, and a firm body. Her short, sandy hair flopped in front of her eyes as she walked.
"Hey there, lazy," she said teasing me. She slipped into the warm water and I slid off the float and swam closer to her. Since the blowjobs I found myself wanting to be as close to her as possible, and I tried hard to fight that instinct, so I wouldn't crowd her or freak her out. "Have you been out here all day?"
"No," I replied, sliding past her in the water to get a good look at her ass when her back was turned. "I got up at noon."
She laughed and swam around for a bit while I sat on the pool steps in an attempt to hide the erection in my bathing suit. It was automatic these days when I even thought about Jen. Laura had been amazing, a hot woman desperate for attention. Jen was something more. It was erotic, and wrong, and that made it even better. Still, all attempts to bring the up the subject failed. It was as if she was oblivious to any hints. I kept at it, though, in hopes I'd succeed.
"Are you ready for our trip?" she asked after a while. We were heading to Georgia for a wedding on her side of the family. With my dad gone, it was just the two of us, and I was often Jen's "date" for weddings and other events. I had always enjoyed going with her, because Jen was fun. But now, the idea of a trip with her carried new possibilities, for fulfillment and disappointment.
"Yeah," I said. "I'm going to pack last minute, as always. But I'm ready."
"Good. Are you sure you don't mind sharing a hotel room with me?" she asked.
"Of course not," I said, trying desperately to sound detached from the idea. "Unless you plan on parading about naked when we're alone, because that would be the worst," I said sarcastically.
"I bet," she said with a laugh. Just then I heard my phone ring from the deck chair. She looked at me with raised eyebrows and I shrugged.
"No idea who it could be," I said. "I'll get it later."
"I just got in for a few minutes to cool off," she said. "I'm going out with some of the girls, so I'll see you later." She got out of the water and my eyes trailed after her. I waited until she was inside and then exited the pool, the tent in my bathing suit clearly visible. I had abstained from relieving my sexual tension by myself. No matter how I tried, it paled in comparison to the real thing. But, given my lack of prospects on that front, I was contemplating breaking my hands-free dry spell.
I picked up my phone and looked at it, puzzled. The voicemail was from Christine, my mother's friend. Christine was younger than Jen and Laura, the "baby" of their friend group at twenty-five. Jen was young, having married my dad when she was in her mid-twenties, about Christine's age. I didn't keep track of my stepmom's friends that closely, but Christine was a regular. I thought she had called me by mistake, but then how did she even get my number? I played the voicemail as I dried off.
"Hey, Steven," she said, "It's Christine. I was wondering if you'd be willing to help me at the church this afternoon. I know it's late notice, but I've got a bunch of music to file away and Jen said you'd be able to help out some time. Anyway, call me back whether you can make it or not. Thanks!"
Christine had a singing voice, which was of little surprise to me. She was our church's music director, and was always singing or playing piano. She was a typical music nerd, always in a rush and always forgetting something. I smiled, glad for a diversion from my stepmom, and called her back.
"Christine, it's Steven. Do you still need a hand? Okay, great. Give me thirty minutes and I'll meet you there."
I got dressed and headed to the church. It was empty, being a weekday, with a solitary car in the parking lot. The office door was locked, so I entered through the side door and headed to the sanctuary. There, in front of the massive pipe organ was Christine, a pile of sheet music in her arms.
"Hey," she said brightly, "thanks for coming."
"It's no big deal," I said. "Jen's always volunteering me for free labor."
Christine blushed, "I'm sorry, if you don't want to help..."
"No, it's fine," I said. "I was just kidding around." She seemed jittery, more nervous than usual, but Christine was a nervous person anyway. "At least there's food at the end."
She laughed, putting her free hand on my arm and then quickly retracting it. She handed me a large stack of sheet music and led me behind the organ. There was a door into the mechanical workings of the organ, the real part that was hidden by gleaming pipes. There was a second room behind it, a storage room full of shelves, each labeled carefully by composer.
"Wow," I said. "They used to just shove everything in here."
"That's why we keep losing music," she said smartly. "I've been working for two months on this. Each piece has a number, that corresponds to a shelf. We need to sort these last few boxes, and then throw out all these worn out binders. After eighty years, you'd be surprised how much junk can accumulate."
We worked swiftly, making small talk about her favorite musical pieces, occasionally pausing for a drink of water. Christine seemed most at ease when she talked about music. She played piano, and flute, which I could have guessed. She was slender, with small breasts but curvy hips. Her blond hair was in a bun that leaked tendrils of hair down her neck. She was very pretty, in a completely opposite way from Jen. Christine's black-framed glasses gave her a nerdy charm, whereas Jen was all bombshell. After a while she discarded the light sweater she was wearing. The church offices were always cold, but the storage room and organ were warmer. I could see she didn't wear a bra, which was unnecessary with her smaller breasts. Her nipples were hard despite the warmth. I tried not to stare, but failed.
After about an hour Christine stood up, stretching. Her t-shirt was small and tight, and rose up quite a bit on her midriff. Even this small display captivated me. She leaned against the shelf, looking at me as I knelt on the ground, sorting scores.
"I really appreciate the help," she said. "Since I took this job, I've been doing this myself."
"You've done a lot," I said, surveying the room. She crouched down, putting spiral-bound music on a shelf. I looked over, and saw her pants were riding low, and I could see part of her ass. I had a thing for seeing a little of a woman's butt like that, I and I found myself responding in kind. All of this unwilling abstention had made my hyper-aroused at all times. I carefully adjusted my dick while her back was to me. As she kept working her pants slipped a little lower. She turned around and caught me looking. I blushed, and she turned around, kneeling opposite me. She hiked her pants up.
"I'm sorry," I said.
"It's my fault," she said. "These pants never stay on right."
"I shouldn't have looked," I said, feeling my face burn red. I had had sex with Laura several times, and gotten three blowjobs from my own stepmom, but getting caught checking out Christine made me feel like a middle school kid again.
"I don't usually get guys looking at me," she said and bit her lip. "I'm a bit of a wall flower." I realized that Christine was closer to my age than Jen's. She was shy by nature, a bit of a book worm.
"Are you kidding?" I said a little too quickly.
"Thanks," she said, brushing her hair back. "You're sweet."
She turned her back and started working again. After a few moments, she said over her shoulder, "how much did you see?"
"Not a lot," I admitted.
She said nothing but turned to face me. She had a new look in her eye I hadn't seen before. She took a deep breath and stood up. She reached forward and took my hand, pulling me up. I towered over her, and as we stood a foot apart I was struck by how pretty she was. And then in an instant she put her arms around my neck and pulled me close, kissing me. I was surprised, only less so than she.
We kept kissing, and she pulled me closer. My hands instinctively traveled down her back, and she melted into me as I cupped her ass gently. I picked her up, and we fell gently against the book shelves, her legs wrapped around me. She pushed me back a little and I set her down. I thought she had a change of heart, but then she took me by the hand and led me out of the stifling storage room and into the organ itself. There was a large space near the storage room and she pulled me close, kissing me once more. Then, without warning, she lifted off her shirt and pressed herself against me. My hands found her breasts, appreciating their size in my hand. She sighed as I gently pinched her nipples, kissing her while touching her. Then she unzipped her pants and let them fall to the ground. She wore nothing underneath, and I could see a strand of clear wetness spanning the space between her thighs.
Christine took two moving blankets and dropped them onto the floor. She laid down and spread her legs as I knelt between her thighs. She was so wet that she was already dripping onto the table. I buried myself in the short triangle of blonde hair between her legs. My tongue darted around her clit, tasting her. I wondered how long she had been thinking about this moment, given how wet she was.
I concentrated my efforts on her clit, and she started panting hard. My finger gently probed her pussy, eventually working its way into her. With difficulty I slid a second finger in, and she gasped as I gently fingered her while I licked her clit vigorously. She was tight, tighter than I had expected, and when she came her pussy clamped down hard on my fingers. She cried out gently as she came, her whole body shaking. She pushed me up gently, spreading her legs wider.
I slid off my jeans. Like Christine, I wore nothing under them. My swollen member sprang out, eager for release. She looked at it, her eyes wide, but she spread her legs even more and then arched her back. I rubbed the head of my dick up and down her wet labia, and then gently pushed into her. It took effort, and her breathing was ragged and I slowly entered her. She was tight, and gripped me as I worked into her inch by inch. When I was fully inside her she pulled me close and kissed me as I slowly thrust into her. It was slow going by necessity, she was so tight. I ground against her and she came quickly, her fingers digging into my back.
As her orgasm overtook her she gripped my dick so hard I had to wait for her to stop before I could continue. Just as I was about to start thrusting again we both heard the main church doors open and the voice of the staff event coordinator floating into the sanctuary.
"As you can see, we can accommodate a large wedding," she said to the trailing footsteps. The event coordinator was an older woman who had planned weddings for decades. We could hear the would-be bridal party talking amongst themselves, admiring the view. We were frozen, my dick buried deep in Christine's tight pussy.
"Don't stop," she begged. "Just do it quietly."
It was nerve-wracking, to say the least, to thrust into her quietly. I was conscious of every sound we made, and as the wedding group on the other side of the organ discussed logistics I found myself far from coming. I kept thrusting into her and she came over and over again, her body glistening as I ground against her. Finally she whispered "stop" and I froze. I was still inside her, and I could feel her heart beat as her pussy gripped my dick. The group was right by the organ, and the event coordinator was talking about recent renovations and restorations to the instrument. I knew from experience that she loved showing off the internal workings to guests.
Someone—perhaps the bride—asked about the reception hall, and the group slowly receded from the organ. I looked down at Christine, who bit her lip and nodded. I resumed thrusting into her, now with increase vigor. The very hidden—but public—act we were sharing, and the near-miss at getting caught, had been exhilarating. Her tightness only made my building orgasm stronger. I had not come in over two weeks, and when I did I exploded inside her. She gasped as I filled her, my dick pulsing against her pussy. She came with me, her body convulsing under mine. Finally, both spent, I pulled out of her and collapsed next to her.
We lay there for some time, until a thought dawned on me. Christine was shy, nerdy, and in love with music more than anything. There was something about the way she moved under me, the way she bit her lip as I entered her each time, that made me ask, "was that...your first?"
She nodded, grinning and kissing me. "I hope you aren't upset. Was it really bad?"
"No, it was wonderful," I said.
"How could you tell?" she asked.
I pulled her close. "You were really nervous."
She laughed quietly and sat up. An enormous amount of cum was leaking out of her. The moving blanket was a mess. She got up slowly, her legs shaking, and I followed. We picked up our clothes and stepped back into the music storage room. I looked at her slender frame, her b-cup breasts and firm butt, and felt some life stir back into my dick. She looked at it, too, and pushed me down to the ground gently. She took it in her hands, stroking it, occasionally bending down to lick the shaft, and then climbed onto me. With difficulty she sank down on me, impaling herself.
She inhaled sharply, and then started grinding against me. I gripped her hips and let her ride at her own pace. I was miles away from another orgasm, but Christine was soon coming. She rode me to one orgasm, and then another. I reached up and felt her small breasts, and she leaned forward and rode me deeper and harder. We kissed and I could feel the intense heat radiating from her body.
We stayed like for some time, until she collapsed against me and I thrust upward as she pressed her body to mine. She was so tight it seemed like an endless orgasm for her, until I got close and came a second time, pulsing inside her. Now completely spent, she got up off of me and helped me up. We got dressed, both giddy, and exited the organ room. As we left we ran into the event coordinator.
"Hello, Helen," Christine said. "We were just filing more music."
"I wish I had known," Helen beamed. "I would have brought that lovely bride-to-be back there to meet you. She has some ideas for music I wanted to share with you."
Christine waved a "sorry!" goodbye as she headed toward her office with her coworker. I waved back and headed to my car, light-headed. It wasn't until I started the engine that a thought hit me hard. How much of coincidence was it that another woman threw herself at me for some casual sex? My face burned as I headed home and the full realization of what had just happened hit me. As wonderful as it had been, I was mad.
Jen was upstairs in her bedroom when I got home. She was sitting on her bed, looking at a magazine. She could tell by the look on my face something was wrong.
"What's up?" she said, concerned.
"Next time you try and lend me out to one of your friends..." I said, starting a speech I had practiced in the car.
"What are you talking about?" she interrupted. "I told you, that happened one time."
"Today," I said, still hoping to use my speech, "just now. I went to the church to help Christine file music. And ended up getting it on behind the organ. And afterward I found out it was her first time!" I emphasized that last five words for effect.
Jen said nothing for a moment, and then said very carefully, "I did not tell her anything. Either she just went after you on your own or..."
"Laura," I finished for her.
"I'm sorry," Jen said. "I had no idea. They must have talked. I made Laura promise to keep her mouth shut, which was my mistake. I'm really sorry, Steven."
I sat on the bed, and she scooted next to me. "Was it at least good?" She tried to make light of it, to get me into good spirits. Despite behind mad, and looking for the right person to place that anger, I laughed. "Yeah, it was. But I thought she was really into me, and then on the way home I figured it out."
"It was really her first time?" Jen asked, looking concerned. "I had no idea, I just thought she was shy and nerdy."
"She's those things, too, but until an hour ago she was also a virgin."
"Behind the organ?" she said.
"Almost got caught, too," I said.
"Well, you certainly have done it in a weirder place than I ever have," she said, pausing. "Listen, I feel awful about what Laura did. I need to talk to her."
"Thank you," I said. "Even though it was nice, I still feel used."
"I know," she said sadly. Then, brightening, she said, "last time, I know what cheered you up. How about it?"
"How about what?" I said, not giving in.
"I have to say it, don't I," she said. "Fine. How about a blowjob to make it up to you?"
"I don't know," I said, getting up and pacing, enjoying the little game we were playing. I looked her over. She wore a spaghetti-strap tank top that showed a lot of cleavage; inspiration struck. "Your friends are trading my phone number, which isn't cool. If you're going to make it up to me, I want a topless blowjob."
She was surprised, and took a moment to respond. "Topless? Like while I'm doing it?"




"Yes," I said. "I think it's fair."
After a pause she said, "Okay. It's fair. When? Right now?"
I couldn't believe my luck. I knew Jen liked to bargain and bet using sex, but her quick agreement was unexpected. "How about on our trip?" I said. "A change of scenery, a BJ from my stepmom while she's topless. It sounds pretty great to me."
She laughed. "Okay, you pervert. Fine."
"But I'd like to see them right now, if that's okay with you."
"My tits? Right now?"
"Yes," I said, then hastily added, "please."
She sighed sarcastically. "Alright, you little perv. A preview, then." She took a deep breath and pulled her straps down. She tugged the tank top down until it was around her slender waist. She wore a black bra that perfectly framed her ample breasts. She was breathing hard, looking at me. She stood up, sliding the tank top down further. "Look only, okay?" I nodded, and she turned around. She reached behind her back and took off her bra, letting it fall onto the bed. She put her hands on her breasts and turned to face me again. I felt my breathing jump as she stood there, teasing. She turned to her side, still holding them, and then let go. Her breasts were large, but still pert and youthful. She turned to face me, and I stared open-mouthed at her tits. She laughed at the expression on my face, and her tits jiggled.
We said nothing for a minute, or an eternity, I couldn't tell. Time seemed to stop. I had seen other women naked before, but something about Jen topless was more erotic. I felt my dick swelling back to life.
"Okay, preview over," she said. She slid the bra back on and pulled up her tank top. Her tits looked magnificent in the tight shirt.
"Thank you," I said, my voice cracking a little.
"Let's grab some dinner," she said, checking her watch as if this was the most normal thing on earth.
Chapter 2
We ate dinner outdoors on the rooftop patio of a local favorite of ours. Her shirt was low cut, revealing a great deal of cleavage. Our water openly stared, which irritated me. Midway through dinner, the conversation turned to her showing her breasts.
"I'd say I can't believe I just did that, but this isn't the first time I've shown someone my tits like that."'
"I bet not," I said. "When did you first show someone, who was it?"
She thought for a minute. "Honestly, so many people have seen them, I'm not completely sure. I mean, my boyfriends had all seen them, of course. But just showing them off? It's a little embarrassing."
"Tell me," I said, urging her on. She looked around to make sure no one could hear.
"Probably my stepdad," she said, blushing.
"What?" I said. "Nick?"
"Yeah," she said. "I remember we were home alone, and in the kitchen. Maybe we were cooking together. I think that's what happened, because I remember getting something all over my shirt and I just pulled it off. I had a bra on, and he was staring, but trying not to stare, you know? And I saw he had a bulge in his pants, so I said whatever I had on my shirt and soaked through to my bra too, and took that off. I remember the look on his face. He told me to cover up, but I could tell he enjoyed himself. After that, it became kind of a game, for me anyway. I'd flash him whenever mom wasn't looking. He was mortified, but also secretly enjoyed it."
My mouth was open in surprise and she laughed.
"I can tell you, my tits have gotten me into a lot of trouble," she continued. "Nick was always cool about it. Mom's pretty top heavy, too, so it just came with the territory for him, I guess. But teachers, guys in school, anyone within ten feet of me just stares at them, or tries to get me naked." She looked at me mischievously, emphasizing that final word.
"I'm still floored that you flashed your stepdad. On multiple occasions."
She ate in silence for a minute or two before continuing. "By the way, I'm impressed. Sex in the church sanctuary, while people were touring it. That's a pretty risky move. Way crazier than any place I've ever done it."
"Hard to believe," I said. Jen was very adventurous when it came to sex. "What's the weirdest/riskiest place you've done it, then?" I asked.
She shifted in her seat, again making sure we couldn't be overheard. "Well, my stepbrother, that was pretty weird, right? But place? I'd have to say in the hospital. Your dad and I had been dating for a year. And he got in a car wreck, broke his arm. He was so pathetic, laying there all banged up. So, in between nurse visits, I sucked him off."
"Damn," I said.
"Yeah," she said, blushing. She paused as our waiter came by yet another time to check if we needed anything, and to check out her tits. When he left she continued. "I figured it would be too painful for him if I got on top of him, so I went down. I did it a few times that night, and almost got caught once. I had to pull away and throw the blanket over him as the nurse came in. He was hard a rock, and it was clearly visible under the sheet, but she said nothing. And when she left I finished the job.
"Also, once in college I worked the equipment issue at the campus pool. And this guy and I did it in the middle of work. I just bent over the counter and he pulled my suit to the side and went inside me. We had to stop and start a few times when people needed kick boards or flippers, but eventually he came all over my leg. I let it dry there and kept working the rest of the shift."
We finished, paid the bill, and drove home. We got home and put on a movie. Jen joined me in an oversized t-shirt. It was an old movie with a fair bit of nudity in it. It was one of Jen's favorites. She settled in next to me on the couch, her legs draped over mine as usual.
During one scene, in which case the young actress reveals her breasts, Jen said casually, "so how do I compare?"
"I'd have to see them again to give you an honest assessment," I said, joking.,
Jen, however, took it as a dare. She sat up and pulled off the t-shirt, revealing only a pair of black underwear. She looked at me expectantly.
"Honestly, yours are the nicest I've ever seen."
"Perv," she said, teasing, but remained topless. She swung her legs off of me and scooted close, leaning against me. She was practically naked, resting her body against me. "To be honest, I'm most comfortable like this."
"You have my permission to go around like this all day," I said.
She laughed, her tits jiggling. "I'd bet you'd like that," she smirked. On screen there was a sex scene, a pretty hot one, with the heroine riding her lover. "Sitting around, watching dirty movies with your topless stepmom."
"Well, I mean, why not?" I said.
"If I go around topless, then what are you going to do, walk around with a tent in your shorts all day?"
"I could go around naked, if that's what you mean," I said.
"Ha," she teased.
The movie continued and we put a second one on afterward. It was getting late and we were both tired. At some point we must have fallen asleep, because I woke in the middle of the night, both of us lying on the couch. Her back was pressed against me, and I realized with a start that my right hand was draped over her, my hand holding her breast. I also realized what had woken me up. There was a subtle movement. Jen was rubbing herself off.
She had done so when she had sucked my dick, and now, sleeping spooned together with her stepson's hand on her tit, she was rubbing her clit hard. I didn't move or let her know I was awake, but enjoyed the feeling of her in my hand. She ground her ass gently against me, and I was getting hard again. She must have thought it was an instinctual reaction in my sleep, because she did not stop. Her breathing was shallow and fast, her movements small to avoid detection. I could tell she was coming because she arched her back, her breath catching as she kept rubbing.
Jen came hard, her body tensing up as she kept a furious pace with her hand. She whimpered, the sexiest sound I had ever heard. I feigned sleep, enjoying this voyeuristic moment. Her motions slowed and her breathing returned to normal. Her hand slipped out of her underwear and she nestled closer to me. She put her hand on mine, readjusting it over her breast.
I couldn't take it any longer. With my hand gently squeezing her breast, I imperceptibly thrust against her soft ass. She was motionless as I slowly pressed against her repeatedly, my throbbing dick nestled against her ass. Eventually she started to press her ass against me to meet each of my thrusts, our bodies barely moving as I got closer to orgasm. Finally she pressed hard against me and I exploded. We froze, our bodies pressed together, as my dick pulsed hard and flooded my shorts with hot cum. She slowly relaxed as I kept coming, and finally we settled into each other comfortably. Slowly my cum soaked through my shorts, and through her underwear, and we fell asleep.
The next morning I woke up alone, with a note on the coffee table that Jen would see me that night. It was a miracle that Jen had unglued herself from me without me waking. I felt awkward, alone in the house after holding Jen all night. My shorts were stiff and stuck to me in weird places, and I got up and stretched with a jolt of pain. I heard my phone buzz and dashed over to check the text, hoping it was Jen. My spirits, fell, only a little, when I saw it was from Christine. She wanted to know if I was home, alone, because she wanted to come over and talk. I replied and went up to shower while I waited for her to come and see me
I showered the previous night's cum off of me and was drying off when I saw her car pull up. I hastily pulled on some jeans and a shirt and greeted her at the door with damp hair.
"Hey," she said brightly, grinning from ear to ear as she entered the house.
"Hi," I said. I was beyond feeling awkward after sex with a woman, Laura got me over that quickly. She had schooled me in the art of showing up, getting it on, and leaving. As Christine walked into the living room I followed her and sat on the couch opposite her.
"What's up?" I asked as casually as I could.
"Listen, we need to talk," she said.
When Jen came home, I was lying on a pool float, drifting aimlessly. I was a mess. An empty bottle of wine was floating in the pool near me, and my eyelids were half closed. She came out back, dressed in jeans and a flannel shirt, and saw the wreckage in the pool that was me.
"What happened?" she said.
"Christine," I said, not bothering to move. "She said she has a boyfriend, and needed a mercenary fuck to get it out of her system. She was a virgin, you know. So she needed someone for her first time, without any emotional baggage...for her. Must be convenient."
Jen said nothing. She surveyed the wine bottle, and then spoke. "How drunk are you?"
"Very," I said. I was too far gone to be angry, that had faded hours ago. I let my arm splash into the pool in a half-hearted effort to steer my slow rotation away from her. She walked around the pool, keeping me in her sight.
"You could have drowned," she said.
"I don't care," I said. "All that matters is this float, it's my whole world.
"You're not making any sense," she said.
"Well, I've been passed around your friends," I said, suddenly bitter. "So I'm just going to float here for a while, until I figure out what I'm going to do. Maybe I'll move out. I don't know."
Her expression changed. "Listen, I'm sorry." She said.
"That's nice," I said, aware of the hurt on her face as I said it. "But right now, I'm going to stay here and not care."
I regretted it as soon as I said it, but my logic was a bit blurry anyway from the alcohol. Jen turned from me, and I expected her to walk into the house to stew a bit. My words were intended to cut to the bone. Instead, she unzipped her jeans and slid them off. She wore blue and white striped underwear, and even in my addled state my dick perked up a little
"Well, I'm sorry anyway, even if you don't care. And if you're going to lay there all night in the pool, I'm going to come to you to apologize."
Jen threw her shoulders back, sticking her chest out. I could tell she wasn't wearing a bra under her flannel shirt. She suddenly flexed her arms backward, sticking her chest out more. As she did one, then two buttons of her shirt popped open. Then, in a violent burst, the rest of the buttons gave way and her shirt opened, revealing her tits.
My eyes popped open and I slipped off the float in surprise. She laughed, hard, and threw her shirt onto the deck. She dove into the pool as I got back onto the float, and swam toward me. She surfaced, propping herself up on the edge of the float. Her tits—even more glorious in the water—rested on the float between her elbows.
"I see I got your attention," she said with a smirk. "Are you going to float around all night, feeling sorry for yourself? Or are you going to accept my apology?"
I sat up a little and she crawled onto the float more. She reached the zipper of my jeans and pulled. The wet fabric fought her, but she eventually pulled my jeans down and freed my dick. I wriggled out of my jeans and she let them fall into the water. She reached forward and took my dick in her hand, casually looking at it, and up into my eyes, as I propped myself up on my elbows. Wordlessly she started to stroke me, gently, my dick growing in her hand.
"I was worried you'd be too drunk for this to work," she said, licking my entire shaft to help lubricate her hand. She slid closer, her tits touching the inside of my thighs. She stroked me, maintaining eye contact, and I wondered what could lead her to act this way. What made a woman give her stepson blowjobs? This was more than a dare, or paying me back, I realized. Her eyes shone with an intensity I'd never seen before.
"Come for me," she urged, pausing her strokes to lick my shaft every now and then. I sat up, and she slid closer, stroking me furiously. "Come on me, please," she implored.
I reached forward, sliding my hands under her tits. She obliged, lifting herself so I could cup them, before resting her weight back down. We were in the deep end, floating in a slow rotation, the motion of her handjob sending small waves through the water.
I was close, and I started to buck my hips. I wanted her to take me in her mouth, but she was enjoying herself. I came, grunting as a large burst of cum shot out over her shoulder. She aimed quickly as I kept coming, and stroked me as I spurt cum onto her neck and tits. I came hard, my dick shooting cum with each stroke of her hand, as if she was in control of my orgasm. Her tits were covered in cum, dripping down into the water that had pooled in the center of the float. When my orgasm ended she let go of my dick and swam to the edge of the water, looking over her shoulder at me. As she swam she slid off her underwear and kicked them off, letting them float away as she reached the edge of the pool. I swam over to her. She swam up to one of the water jets, pressing her pussy against it.
"I used to come like this all the time growing up. We had a pool and it used to give me the best orgasms," she explained. She rubbed gently against the wall, finding the sweet spot as water rushed over her clit. She moaned, pressing her body against the pool wall. I hung my arm onto the deck next to her. I pulled close, putting my free hand on her ass. She moaned as I cupped her ass and the water washed over her pussy. She was getting closer, and I was getting hard watching her come.
"Oh, jesus," she moaned, and started bucking her hips. She came, pressing her body against the pool wall and shuddering. I swung behing her, pressing my body against hers. My dick nestled in her soft ass, pointing straight up between her cheeks.
I thrust my dick upward against her ass cheeks, pinning her to the pool wall. She shuddered, coming again suddenly and violently. The constant stimulation on her clit was almost too much for her. She came a third time, shaking with the intensity of her orgasm as I thrust against her ass faster and faster. She came a fourth time, this time crying out in pleasure, begging me for a break. I pulled away, my dick throbbing. She led me to the shallow end of the pool and motioned for me to sit on the edge. I did, and she immediately pressed her tits around my dick and started to rub me off with them. I was so close, and her tits were so perfect, that I exploded quickly.
This second, smaller orgasm shot upward from between her tits, hitting under her. Pulse after pulse of cum flooded her cleavage as she pressed her tits against me, letting me come in the slick crevice. My orgasm ended, she stepped back, looking at the rivers of cum dripping down her stomach. She dove under, trailing blobs of semen as she retrieved our clothes. She tossed them onto a deck chair and exited the pool. She took my hand and handed me a towel. We dried each other off, and she led me into the house by the hand. I followed her up the stairs, mesmerized by the view of her ass as she led me to her bedroom. She pulled me into her bed, and we fell into spoon positions. I was pressed against her back, feeling her warmth against me as she turned off the light.
Chapter 3
We left the next day for the wedding. When I woke up Jen was already dressed, packing last minute items. She wore yoga pants and a loose top that showed her freckled shoulders. We packed quickly, making good time to the airport. The flight was uneventful, although Jen fell asleep against me and I was treated to a good view of her cleavage the entire flight. By the time we landed, my dick was dripping pre-cum.
Jen seemed aroused, too. Her face was flush, and she kept putting her arm around mine as we walked through the airport or into the hotel. The wedding was on her side of the family, one I was adopted into. Still, even for Jen it was the step-side of her family, and we found ourselves outsiders at the wedding. At the rehearsal dinner we found ourselves at a table with Jen's stepbrother, Jason, and his wife and kids. As we made small talk, I found it hard to concentrate on anything other than the fact that Jason's dick had been in Jen's mouth. Her own stepbrother. Of course, my dick had also been in her mouth. But talking to his wife and young kids underscored how bizarre it must have been for both of them. And, of course, he had fucked Jen's sister. I wondered if he had fucked Jen, too.
My moment to find out came later in the evening. The kids had wandered off to eat more food, and Jen and some of the other women were chatting across the room. I found myself sitting next to Jason, alone at the table. We made some small talk. I liked him, he was an easy-going kind of guy. He had had a few drinks, and I knew that this was the time to ask.
"Jason," I said, making sure no one was nearby to overhear us. "Can I ask you some questions, about Jen, when she was young?"
"Sure," he said, leaning in. "Any time I can embarrass my stepsister, I'm game." He grinned broadly.
"Well, I don't know how to bring this up to you, but she mentioned, one night to me, that she wrecked your car. And you were pretty mad. And she said she made it up to you, but she didn't say how. Did she pay for it?"
"Oh, that," he said, looking around the room. He paused, his fingers fidgeting. "No, I didn't make her pay for the damages. She just apologized."
"That's it? Just an 'I'm sorry.' I thought she must have done something to repay you. I know that when she was in college she'd bet sex on things. She told me about that stuff. So I wondered if, when she wrecked your car, she might have done something," I emphasized the last word.
Jason said nothing, but looked at Jen and his wife talking. Then he turned to me, he face red. "What are you getting at?"
"Nothing, nothing!" I said quietly, throwing up my hands. "I'm just curious, I'm trying to understand her."



He took in my words carefully, and nodded slowly. "Understand her. Does she, um, has she had to...repay you for something?"
"You can put it that way," I said, grinning. I mouthed the word 'blowjob' slowly.
Jason exhaled. "I thought you were going to confront or judge me. Or worse, tell my wife. That was a long time ago," he mused. "So she's still at it, I see." His expression softened, and he grinned. "I can tell you, I was not expecting it. I was pissed, right, because she had wrecked my car. And she came to my room, and was all sweet and innocent about it. She apologized, and while I was ranting at her she just casually said she'd suck me off to make up for it. I thought she was kidding. And then she opened her shirt, and god, those tits."
He seemed lost for a moment, then continued. "So, yeah, I let my stepsister suck my dick. I came all over her, it was in her hair and everything. Our parents were downstairs, and she had left the door open. I was so afraid we'd get caught, it just heightened everything. There she was, on her knees with her tits out and my dick in her mouth. It was—and maybe still is—one of the craziest moments of my life. Anyway, I came and she got up and cleaned up and buttoned up her shirt and that was it. So, has she already, or did she say she was going to?"
"Since we're speaking confidentially," I said, "she already has."
"I wonder if she's as good as she was back then," he mused. "She's certainly had a lot of practice. So just a BJ?"
"Yeah," I said, omitting some of the details. "It was amazing."
"I bet," he said. "I didn't think it could get any better with her." He stopped short. I looked at him and he said, "never mind."
"Come on, you can't say that and stop there. What did you mean?"
He sighed, taking a drink. "Well, since you're not judging, I'll tell you this. We did it, once. And it was wild. It was at our family reunion, a year after the BJ. If you want to get her to talk about it..."
As he whispered his final comments the women returned. I looked Jen over, and I saw Jason do the same. His wife did not notice. Jen extended her hand and said to me, "are you too cool to dance with your stepmom?"
"I'm the least coolest person I know," I said, and took her hand. We walked out to the dance floor and slow danced with everyone else. Jen wore a silver dress that clung to her curves. It was modest, but I also knew she had a bra on and nothing else. When we had gotten to the hotel room we had ended up kissing, naked, her hand wrapped around my throbbing dick, when someone knocked on our hotel room door. We quickly got dressed and she opened the door to well-meaning relatives wanting to say hello. In the scramble, her underwear had ended up tangled in our sheets, and we had headed out to the rehearsal dinner.
We danced as one might expect from a stepson and stepmom. As we danced, she asked what Jason and I had talked about.
"Oh, not much," I said. "Just about you, when you were young and stuff."
"Embarrassing stories about me?" she asked.
"Sure," I said. "Not more embarrassing than anything you've told me. I mean, how many people here have you done something with?" I said this with a smile, and, in the dim dance floor lights, reached down and gave her ass a gentle squeeze before returning my hand.
"Oh, you know," she said casually, "I'd have to think about it." She looked around as we danced. "Just two, here, actually. God, that sounds awful."
"Who else?" I said, looking around.
"You are going to think I'm horrible," she said.
I leaned in close, "given how I've spent my last few weeks, I'm not going to judge. Seriously, who was it?"
"See that guy in the light grey suit?"
"The guy in his sixties?" I asked.
"Well, he wasn't in his sixties back then, but he was older than me by over twenty years. That's my stepdad's friend Mitch. He and I did it a lot one summer, when I was home from college. He hired me to help in his dental office, and I stayed late a lot, and, well, we fucked right on the dental chairs. He was married, which I feel bad about, really. But his wife wasn't interested, and he was interested in me, and we did it once because I felt bad for him. And after that we did it at least once a day, because he was so good at it. Once he fucked me from behind and my mom had an appointment the next day in the same chair. It was crazy. We must have done it like a hundred times."
"Jeez, how many times have you done it?" I asked.
"I couldn't count, to be honest. Let's just say I enjoy myself."
"And who's the other family member—or friend of the family—that isn't here that you've done it with."
The dance ended and the lights came up. She looked around and someone she knew asked her to dance. She smiled and left me to dance. I looked the retired dentist over. I decided against talking to him, and before I could do anything else Jason's wife, Danielle, asked me to dance. We made small talk, all the while I wondered if she knew that her husband had had sex with his stepsister when they were younger. When the dance ended Jen found me and took me by the arm.
"Let's get some fresh air," she said, and led me out of the room. The music faded as we walked through the hotel halls. We wandered, her draped on my arm, before she started talking. "Do you think I'm terrible?"
"No, of course not," I said. Then I asked a question I had wanted to ask, but was afraid to. "Did dad know about all of this?"
"No," she said. "I wasn't keeping it from him, you know. But it just never came up. He knew some things, here and there. Like the football game bet. God, that turned him on. He used to bet me all kinds of things to get me in bed. Even though he'd get me in bed whenever he wanted, it was fun to make it due to a lost bet. Or some kind of favor. I know it's been a long time, but I still miss him."
We walked the hotel grounds, a beautifully manicured garden, in silence for a while. I finally spoke, "about, well, about Dad. I guess he wouldn't be happy with either of us right now."
"When he passed away, he told me to be happy. And he asked me to take care of you. And right now, I'm happy taking care of you. He knew what I was like, I don't think he's mad. Are you feeling guilty?"
"A little," I said. "Just thinking about family a lot tonight."
"I know," she agreed. "Seeing everybody is bringing back a lot of memories. I'm glad I have you here. And don't worry about your dad. You know, he really wanted me to give someone a blowjob in front of him. He never asked explicitly, but I knew he wanted to. He knew that I once did two guys at once, and when I told him he was so turned on he fucked me three times in a row, a record."
"Two at once, huh?" I said.
She stopped, and sighed, "yes, once. It was Jason, believe it or not. And his cousin, Brian. We were visiting for a family reunion, about a year after I blew him. I'd never done anything with him again, although I knew he wanted to. The extended family had rented a campground and we had tents everywhere. Jason, and Brian, and I were hanging out in a tent, mid-day, it was so hot. And I don't know how we got on the subject, but we started talking about whether or not size mattered. Brian, as he liked to tell everyone, had a very big dick. He brought it up constantly to anyone who would listen.
"I remember Brian was bragging about how, by virtue of his size, he was bound to be better at sex. He was specifically trying to get at Jason, and I was defensive of my step brother. I told Brian that size didn't matter, and he said he didn't believe me. So, I told them that I'd judge right then and there. You should have seen their faces. I slipped off my shorts, buried my face in the sleeping bags, and told them each to go inside me and stroke a few times, without telling me who it was. And I'd tell them who felt better, who was better at it.
"So I did. And I remember waiting, with my ass in the air, for one of them to stick it in. I was getting pretty wet as one of them got behind me, his dick probing me. He slid in slowly, and I knew just by the size it was Brian. He was pretty awful, just thrusting away like he was sawing through a log. I let him enter me and thrust for about a minute before I told them to switch. He pulled out and after a little bit Jason slid into me. He was smaller, but immediately he angled differently, and each time he thrust into me I felt an electric tingle building inside me. I let him keep thrusting for a while, and finally said 'whoever this is, you're so much better. Don't stop.' And he started fucking me. I could feel an orgasm building inside me, and I came hard, biting my lip to keep quiet.
"I lifted my head up, and Brian was sitting next to me, looking dejected. His dick—and it was the biggest I'd ever seen—was still pretty hard, and I felt sorry for him. All those years of bragging, and I crushed his spirit. So I told him to let me suck his dick. He jumped at the chance, and Jason was thrusting into me while I sucked Brian. Jason came first, and I let him come all over my ass and back. Brian got close, and I stroked him to the final point, and he came on my face and neck. And I rolled over onto their sleeping bags, exhausted."
We were near the elevator when she stopped talking. I looked at her, and wordlessly I hit the up button. We said nothing as we entered the elevator and took it to our room, as a woman was already in the car. As we walked into the room I pulled her close and kissed her. She pressed her body against me as I unzipped her dress. She let it fall to the ground and took off her bra. She stood, naked, her pussy dripping in anticipation.
"You owe me," I said, "for what happened."
"I know," she nodded.
"But you're not paying me back right now," I said, taking off my clothes quickly. "This is about us, right now. And right now, I want you."
"I want you to," she said, pressing her body against me. I cupped her ass and ground against her as we kissed. I ran my hand through her short, wavy hair and she dipped her head back. I took it as an invitation to kiss her neck, running down and over her collarbone. I then reached down, grabbing her by the ass and lifting. She jumped up, wrapping her legs around me as she fell gently against the wall.
"Now," she said.
I didn't hesitate. I lifted her a little more, so that the head of my swollen, throbbing dick was rubbing against her slick labia. With barely any effort the head of my dick popped inside her, and I thrust deep into her. I was inside my stepmom.
We fucked hard, against the wall, our bodies plastered together. It was all I could do to stay upright, as I held her up and she wrapped around me. Jen came quickly, her pussy tightening around me as she panted hard. I kept thrusting, lost in the feeling of her body against mine, and she came again. This time I could not hold off, and I exploded with her. She cried out as I came inside her, filling her with all of the arousal of the moment, and the hours that led up to it. We stayed against the wall, her pussy and my dick pulsing in unison as I filled her with my semen. Then, as we came off our mutual climax, I set her down gently as I pulled out of her. Cum ran out of her and down her thigh, and she laughed.
I pulled her to the bed, and she lay down and spread her legs wide. She was a dripping mess, and I was still hard. I knelt between her legs and leaned forward to kiss her breasts, crushing her nipples gently between my lips. As I paid attention to her, she stroked my slick shaft, begging me to enter her again.
"How will you repay me if I fuck you again?" I asked between kissing her breasts.
"I'll fuck you every day, how about that?" she panted.
I grinned, and slid into her. She gasped, her eyes closing in delight as I started to fuck her again. It was more enjoyable now that I wasn't holding her up against the wall. My hands were free to roam and I felt her magnificent tits as I thrust into her. I was not even close to coming, and as I thrust into her, she came repeatedly. She moaned softly with each orgasm, her pussy gripping me tighter and tighter. Eventually I felt myself getting closer, and I came inside her again. She laughed in delight as I came inside her a second time, my orgasm just as intense as the first. She sat up and pushed me to lie flat on the bed. She crawled between my legs and started to lick my dick clean.
She took me into her mouth gently, mindful of how sensitive I was. She sucked me slowly, my flaccid dick trying to give up despite her efforts. She swung herself around so her pussy, dripping with my cum and her wetness, hovered over my face. I dove in, licking her labia and clit as she sucked me. I could feel myself getting hard again, but was enjoying the feeling of her pussy in my face. I licked recklessly, listening to her squeals when I hit the right spots. I teased her, avoiding her clit until she'd shift herself so my tongue would hit it. I was hard again, and now she was sucking me in earnest.
Jen came suddenly, her body shuddering. A flood of wetness and my cum leaked out of her and onto my face and chin. Was a mess, covered from her pussy's contractions. I kept licking until she leapt off of me.
"I need a break down there," she panted, laughing. I pulled her close, kissing her. I felt her tits as she stroked my dick, and I was inspired. I straddled her, and put my dick between her tits. She understood, and pressed her tits together around my dick as I started to thrust. I was lubricated from all the cum and wetness, and I slid between her tits effortlessly. She maintained eye contact while talking dirty to me.
"That's it, baby," she panted. "Fuck my tits. Come all over me."
I had come twice already, but eventually my orgasm started to materialize. I was getting closer, and she could tell by the angry, deep red color of my dick. She picked up the pace, rubbing her tits to match my thrusts. I came, a relatively weak spurt of cum shooting from between her tits and hitting her face. Smaller pulses of cum shot out, covering her tits. I kept thrusting, willing myself to stay hard.
When I stopped coming I got off of her and took her hand. She accepted, and let me pull her gently out of bed. She looked puzzled. We both looked worse for wear. Her hair was damp and hung in loose waves over her forehead. We were both wobbly on our feet, and she laughed and fell against me when she stood up.
"What now?" she asked. "I'm a little worn out, it's been a while since I've been with someone with so much energy."
"I had an idea," I said, and gestured to the balcony.
"You've got to be kidding," she said, looking over my shoulder. She was pressed against me, and I gripped her ass gently.
"No one will see who it is at this time of night," I said.
"But anyone who looks up from the grounds will see two people doing it on the balcony," she replied.
I took her hand and led her to the balcony. "I bet no one will see us," I said. I pushed her gently and she bent over the balcony, her ass sticking out to me and her tits hanging over the stucco. It was late, and the neighbor's balconies were empty and dark. We were six floors up, and anyone looking up would see us, but not recognize us.
As I thrust into her, beating my father's record, I looked down on the grounds. She thrust backward to meet my motion, our bodies slapping together. We fucked hard, our bodies exhausted. I never wanted it to end, that perfect night with Jen. I could no longer tell when she was coming, as her body shuddered over and over. She cried out, and a couple down below looked up. Jen's tits were swinging as she leaned over the balcony. It was obvious what we were up to as they pointed up to us.
I came, my body giving out as my dick pulsed inside her. I didn't even know if I had cum left to give her, but it didn't matter. I pulled out of her and we stumbled back to the bed and collapsed together. We were too exhausted to move. As we drifted off to sleep, she whispered in my ear.
"I won that bet."
"You cheated," I said.
"We never said we couldn't make any sound, so I won. And since I won, my prize is that you are going to move into my bedroom when we get back."
"What if I had one the bet?" I asked.
"You'll have to make a new bet to find out," she said, kissing me. And, finally, we fell asleep in each other's arms.
END
Note: My next series is going to be based on Jen when she was younger, coming soon!
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Memory Lane with Mom
All characters are 18 and older
Chapter 1
Life was simpler 48 hours ago.
The sun shone through the wall of windows facing the back yard, our pool glistened in the mid-day sun. I was seated on the floor of the living room, stacks of old VHS tapes arrayed around me like Stonehenge. I was four days into digitizing my family's old family movies, a project my mother gave me to keep me busy over the summer. She picked a project for me every summer since I was eight, and ten years later we were still at it. I didn't mind, it let me flex some of my computer skills, and it was fun going through some old memories.
Mom walked in from the kitchen. She wore a t-shirt that was cut partway up, revealing her toned midriff, and a black bikini bottom. It was her summer uniform. As principal of our magnet middle school, she was off for two and half months, and definitely needed the break. Mom had walked around half-dressed like this my entire life, but now I noticed. My eyes traced her tone stomach, and when she turned from me they hovered on the dimples on the small of her back, and her round ass. Not only were my eyes roving, but my dick was hard.
I had had countless erections in my lifetime, but only in the last two days had my mom elicited such a response. In fact, I was pretty much hard every time I saw her. What had always been an abstract recognition of my mom's youthful figure was now something entirely new and different. I shifted uncomfortably on the floor, trying to fight the growing bulge in my shorts.
"How's it going?" she asked, pausing to grab an orange from the table.
"Pretty good, knocking a few more out," I said. Next to me the old VCR I had scrounged from the second-hand store whirred while my computer digitized the video. A stack of hard drives waited to be filled with family memories, and on the screen of my laptop a small preview showed the movie playing. Any with my dad I marked on my spreadsheet for further review. Ever since Dad left with his junior legal partner, we didn't talk about him. Mom certainly took him for almost everything he had, but the pain still hung in the air when he was mentioned. I saw him twice a year, with his new family and my bratty half-siblings who were all under the age of six.
"Well, this is supposed to take you most of the summer, don't forget to pace yourself," she said with a smirk.
"You just don't want me to finish too soon because I'll have nothing to do all summer," I replied, causing her to laugh.
"You got me, Eric," she said. She finished peeling her orange, tossing the peel in the trash can hidden in the cabinet. "Coming swimming?"
"In a bit," I said, checking the video progress. "I want to load in the next tape beforehand."
"Suit yourself," she said, "see you later." She turned and walked outside, her ass swaying with each step. My dick throbbed in perfect time with her movements.
Two Days Earlier
I knew it was wholly unnatural to get hard because your mom barely wore anything around the house. Hell, if you had suggested it three days ago I would have called you crazy. Yet there I was, hard, my dick aching for release. I shifted how I sat, still uncomfortable. I leaned back, stretching from having sat crouched over to too long. I sighed, looking at the bulge in my cargo shorts. I was going to have to take care of this before I headed out to the pool.
The tape stopped and I took it out of the antiquated player, marking it as digitized with a marker and placing it in a box. The video tapes were organized by year, and then type of event. The next video in the sequence was our trip to several theme parks in California. My dad had had to bail on us last minute, so mom and I went alone. We later learned that he was with his mistress, but mom and I had a blast. I set the VCR to play, and started recording on my laptop. It was a similar vacation video that, two days ago, had upended my world and scrambled my sense of normal.
Two days ago mom was in professional development at the school and I was home digitizing movies. The tape had been labeled 'Greece vacation' with the year 1997, six years before I was born. Mom would have been 25, and she and my dad had not yet gotten married. The footage was mostly a volcanic sand beach, mostly topless people frolicking and some shots of a small house that opened to the beach. If you've never seen a topless beach before, then you haven't missed much. It's mostly saggy tits and pot-bellied men.
As I watched the video in the tiny preview window, I enlarged the view when I saw my mom. She was walking on the black sand, topless, carrying a small picnic basket. There was no mistaking her. I had never seen my mom's tits before and I was more curious than anything. I watched longer than I should have, and then lost interest when the video cut to footage of my parents walked around town. My mom's parents and brother were with them, my dad tagging along as the dutiful and attendant boyfriend. How far he'd fall from grace later, I mused.
I was playing video games on a handheld console while the video ran. I had turned on the sound during the topless beach scene, and it was sudden dialogue that caught my ear. It was my mom, laughter in her voice as she told my dad to stop filming.
"Why?" my dad said from behind the camera. I stopped my game and looked at the scene on my laptop. Mom was in a bikini, much like the one she'd wear these days, cleaning something in the kitchen sink.
"I thought we might settle up on the bet you lost," he said, an odd tone in his voice. Eric turned his full attention to the screen as his mom kept cleaning in the sink.
"You can't be serious," she said, her voice also changed.
"A bet is a bet," he said, "and you lost."
"Yeah, but I was joking," she said.
"A deal is a deal," my dad said.
Mom sighed. "My mom and dad could get back any minute, no way."
"Come on," Dad said, his voice softening. "You lost, fair and square and it won't take too long. Besides, we've been looking forward to this."
She turned slight, "You, too? Serious?"
I wasn't sure what she meant, but I heard a second voice, a man's, off camera.
"I mean, you made a deal, but..." the voice was sheepish, maybe embarrassed, maybe nervous.
"I can't believe you'd actually call out the bet," she said to the off camera man.
"Chrissy, it's no big deal. It's just a blowjob," my dad said, and the handheld fell out of my hand.
"Two blowjobs, for the record," she said.
"But at the same time," the second man said. "So it doesn't count. Besides, it's just a blowjob."
Mom sighed again, but there was a smirk on her face. "You two are disgusting, you know that?"
"This was your idea," dad said.
"You did say that if you lost, you'd suck our dicks," the second man said. His voice seemed familiar but I couldn't place it.
"I was drunk and kidding," she said, exasperated. "I didn't think I'd lose."
"Well, that's a lame excuse," Dad said. "Don't sweat it, if you don't want to, I'll drop it."
"No," she said hastily. "I said I'd do it, and you did win the bet." She turned off the kitchen sink. "Fine."
"Are you serious," the second man said.
"Turn off the camera," mom said to dad.
"The deal was blowjobs and we can film it," he said.
She rolled her eyes. "You two better come quickly, if mom and dad get home..."
The camera shifted for a moment as mom walked toward them. Without ceremony she approached the camera and dropped to her knees. Suddenly my dad's dick appeared on camera. I watched, entranced, as mom took it in her hand and started stroking it. Seconds later the second dick appeared. She looked up at my dad, winking, before taking the second dick in her mouth. The second man groaned as mom sucked him, her hand working his shaft while she stroked my dad. She switched to my dad, trading off on the two cocks.
"Damn, Chrissy," the second man hissed, and she laughed, her voice muffled by my father's dick. I knew I should not be watching this moment, but I couldn't help it. Mom worked expertly between them, never letting one go neglected for too long. I was aware of my own dick stirring. I was shocked. After all this was my mom. On the other hand, this was my mom sucking two dicks.
In this strangeness of the moment I felt like parts of my brain here unlocked, parts that perhaps remain locked for a reason. I noted that my dad's dick looked longer than mine, but skinnier. I was probably average in length but pretty thick. The second man's dick was thick, like mine, and mom was paying it extra attention it seemed. I wondered about the identity of the second man. A friend? Someone they met on the beach? Whoever it was, she was having fun with him. Finally my dad grunted, and mom started to stroke him faster while kept sucking the second dick. Dad came, spurting ropes of cum all over mom's face and hair while she sucked. He laughed as he came, almost an animalistic sound. The second man pulled away, stroking as he came seconds later, splattering mom with even more cum. The second man came harder, his cum dripping onto her tits. Her bet paid off, mom stood up slowly, helped up by my dad. She smiled as she cleaned cum off her face, and the camera faded to black.
I sat, stunned by what I had seen. Of course my parents had had sex, and I knew that surely mom sucked a dick or two in her day, but to see her take two at once on camera, to get covered in cum, shocked me and tapped into something deeper in my brain. The tape was still black, the occasional static line. I looked, wanting more, surprised by my sudden hunger.
As if granting my wish, the video faded in. It was night, and the video showed a doorway in a dark hallway. The cameraman walked slowly down the hall, and I heard the sound of a running shower. The camera entered the room and turned to a small bathroom, it's door partially open. There, in the shower, behind a translucent curtain, was a woman on her knees sucking a man off in the shower. I knew by her movements that it was my mother.
The video stayed on them for a while but then turned to the mirror. It was my father, holding the video camera in his hand. He whispered, his voice barely picked up by the mic. "There's Chrissy, sucking her brother's dick for the second time today."
I don't really remember what happened next. The video camera turned back to the shower, where my uncle Mike, my mom's twin brother, was stroking his dick and coming on my mother in the shower. I could only see their silhouettes but I could see him thrusting his hips as his dick spurt cum onto his sister. I was aware that my hand was around my dick, vigorously pumping, jerking off like a madman. I was so close that I came quickly, surprised by how close to the edge I already was. I came in thick spurts, splattering on the tile floor in front of me, hitting some of the tapes waiting to get copied. My orgasm was so intense that I surprised myself by how much cum I produced, and how far it shot. It reminded my of my uncle coming on mom's face, his cum shooting up into her hair.
As my orgasm faded my dick lost all life immediately, and I sat with a puddle of cum in my hand, the living room a mess. The video had stopped, and I snapped back into reality, stopping the digitizer software. I cleaned the mess quickly, copying the video to a separate folder in my hard drive.
Chapter 2
One Day Earlier
The following day I watched the videos with greater scrutiny than before, meanwhile replaying the video of my mom's blowjobs as I jerked off in my bed. Each time I came like a geyser, and afterward I spent the evening tortured by guilt. Guilt at spying, guilt at using my mom's sex tape for masturbation material, guilt at knowing her secrets. Just general, soul-crushing guilt.
By early evening I had to get out of the house. Being around mom was freaking me out. I was getting hard constantly, and I was worried she'd notice. Plus, just the idea of getting hard was worrisome. Mom walked around in short shorts and a tank top, and I kept staring. Finally, I feigned an excuse and went out to see my friend Charlie. I rode my bike, since he lived only two blocks away, and showed up unannounced at his door.
I was greeted not by Charlie, but by his mom, Julie. She, like my mom, was a single parent, and had treated me as one of her own since they moved in six years ago.
"Is Charlie home?" I asked.
"He's at programming camp," she said, surprised that I had forgotten that my closest friend was out of town.
"Oh, right," I said, running my hand through my hair.
"Are you okay?" she said, her eyebrows furrowed.
"Yeah, yeah, I just forgot," I said.
"Come in," she said, stepping aside. "Let's chat."
"Oh, no, I'm good, thanks Ms. Hausen," I said.
"Nonsense, come in, you look like you've seen a ghost," she said, gesturing for me to enter. I followed her, noting how her ass swayed in the pink sundress she was wearing. Charlie's mom was pretty much the definition of a hot mom. With a jolt, I realized my mom was as well. Did Charlie look at my mom the way I looked at his? I didn't think that was a question I could ask without ruining our friendship. Julie led me to the couch, and sat down with a seat cushion between us.
"What's up, Eric? You look worried."
"Oh, no, yeah," I said absentmindedly.
"Which one is it?" she said, laughing. Her tits, much larger than mom's, jiggled gently. Ms. Hausen never wore a bra, bless her. It infuriated Charlie, but delighted his friends.
"I'm fine," I said. "I was just looking to talk to Charlie about the latest update for a game we're playing."
"That sounds like a nice cover story," she said, "since you can text him while he's gone this week. I think something spooked you enough to make you get on your bike and get over here while forgetting he's out of town, right?"
After hesitating, I nodded.
"Care to talk about it? Is it serious?"
"It's not life threatening. More of an existential crisis, I can't really say what it is."
"Anything illegal?" she asked tentatively.
"No, not like that at all. Personal."
"Ah. A girl?" she ventured.
"Not exactly," I said. "I mean it involves a girl, I mean a woman I guess. But it's nothing, really."
"Eric," she said, scooting closer. My eyes locked in on how her dress rode up, exposing more of her tanned thighs. "You don't have to tell me what's wrong, but you can tell me if you're okay. Do I need to get in touch with your mom?"
"No!" I blurted out, surprising her. She looked even more concerned, so I took a deep breath. "Ms. Hausen, can you keep a secret?"
"You have no idea how good I am at that," she said, grinning. "What's up."
"You swear you'll keep this secret?" I said.
"Cross my heart," she said, dragging her finger across her tits.
"It's about mom. I mean, sort of. I saw something I shouldn't have. A sex tape."
She nodded slowly. "Kinda freaked you out, huh?"
"Yeah, a little," I said, and we both laughed. I was surprised by how much better I felt discussing it with her. I omitted the part about mom sucking her brother's dick. I wanted to avoid bringing that up, because the sex tape by itself was enough to make someone freaked out. "It's, um, well it's made me look at mom in a new light."
"How so? Like you are surprised to see your mom having sex, or are you looking at her as a sexual creature now?"
"What, no?" I said, alarmed, even though that was exactly what I was thinking.
"I didn't mean you want to do it with your mom," she teased. "But once you see something like that, it can bleed over into other things." She paused, drumming her fingers on her knee. "Had to get out of the house while she's there?"
"How'd you know?" I said, surprised.
She sighed, "I think it's inevitable for a kid to see his or her parents naked or having sex. Charlie may have accidentally seen more than he should have just a few weeks ago when I got out of the shower."
"He didn't mentioned it," I said, laughing and relaxing a little. I was surprised by her candor, but she had always been open around Charlie's friends. Again, to his dismay.
"Don't tell him I told you," she said. "So, let me ask you a question that you don't have to answer. Now that you've seen your mom doing it, is it making you hard around her? Is that why you came over here to see Charlie?"
"Ms. Hausen..." I said, but she interrupted me.
"Julie," she said, as she had a million times before.
"Julie," I corrected myself. I started to say something, but just nodded at first. "How did you guess?"
"I can see my poor son try and hide an erection when we are both at home now."
Julie laughed and I laughed nervously. She continued, "I mean, you're pretty hard right now, I can see it in your shorts. It's normal, right? Nothing to be ashamed of. If your mom notices it, she won't think twice about it, believe me."
"You don't care if he's hard when he's looking at you?" I asked.
"If this figure gets blood flowing in the right direction for anyone, I won't complain. I mean, it's working on you."
"This is embarrassing," I said.
"Would it be less so if I told you that all this sex talk has had an effect on me as well? You just can't see it."
I nodded, my head feeling a little fuzzy. There was a moment of quiet between us, where she suddenly edged closer.
"Can I see it?" she asked. She slid closer, her dress riding up even more. I couldn't see much, but I could see her side well enough to know she wasn't wearing anything underneath it. She pushed me back and unzipped my pants in one motion. Julie, like my mom, knew what she was doing.
"Since you were so sweet and told me what was on your mind, and since you're clearly aching for some release, I'm going to help you out," she said. Without another word she started sucking my dick. Her ass was in the air and her dress had slid down to her shoulders. I put my hand on her bare ass and she responded by sucking and stroking me even more vigorously.
I had fantasized about Julie for years, and now, on the very couch that I sat on with her son to watch movies, she sucked my dick. She was greedy, sucking me with an energy I did not expect.
"Mmm," she said, my dick stuffing her mouth. I squeezed her ass as she sucked, my other hand running through her hair. After a few minutes she started to stroke me, and I came quickly, unable to control myself, and as I came she took me back into her mouth and surprised me by swallowing it all. I kept pumping cum into her as she sucked and swallowed, until my dick, now soft, popped out of her mouth. I was panting, exhausted and suddenly sleepy.
She sat up, wiping her lips as she smiled at me.
"Feeling better?" she said, helping me up as I zipped up my shorts. I wondered if I was supposed to reciprocate but she was leading me out the door. When we got to the porch she paused, looking left around before unbuttoning part of her sundress and exposing one of her tits.
"The next time you're feeling that way, come right over," she said, covering her tit and shutting the door with a smile and a wave.
Chapter 3
There I sat, two days after finding mom's sex tape with her brother, a day after Charlie's mom sucked my dick, hard as steel as mom headed to the pool. The video next to me played a hiking trip in Tennessee, but no other tapes had yielded any new secrets. Had mom and uncle Mike ever done anything else, or was it one evening of chaos followed by silence, or regret? My head was filled with questions I would never have answered.
I shut down my laptop when the video ended and stretched. Julie had sent me a text message overnight, telling me to stop by whenever I needed to say hello, and I was tempted to head over right away. Jerking off suddenly seemed boring when there was a woman willing to suck your dick when you needed it. Instead, I looked outside and saw mom laying out by the pool. I headed to the kitchen and fixed her a drink and headed out to greet her.



She was reclining, reading a book. When I arrived she set it down, sliding her sunglasses down her nose a little to get a good look at me. I tried not to stare at her toned body. She was not as voluptuous as Charlie's mom, but she definitely was more fit.
"What's up, kiddo?" she said, crossing her legs as I sat in the adjacent deck chair.
"Taking a break from capturing video. I have a ton to go through that I've already digitized, you know, cleaning them up, putting them in chronological order."
"Seen anything interesting?" she said, unaware of exactly what I had seen. I paused before answering, but then surprised myself. Maybe it was seeing mom suck dick on camera, maybe it was Julie's blowjob, I don't know. But some kind of switch had been turned on in my brain, the kind that crosses all kinds of boundaries and blurs lines.
"Actually, I did," I said, leaning back. "I saw my mom topless on the beach, if that counts as interesting."
"What?" she said, dropping her book. I laughed as she scrambled to compose herself. "You're joking."
"I'm not," I said seriously. "Greece, family vacation. Topless beach. There I was, minding my own business, when I look at the screen and I see a topless beach."
"Oh god," she said, covering her face.
"At first," I continued, "a bunch of saggy, old tits. As far as the eye can see. And then, out of the literal blue, my mom...topless."
"I'm so sorry, I thought that tape was erased years ago."
"It was, kind of. This was after a different movie ended, one that I guess erased most of it. Still, I did, as you asked, see something interesting. Two things, to be exact."
"I am so embarrassed," she said, turning from me. Then, with a pause, she added, "did you see anything else?"
"No," I said, omitting the earth-shattering scenes that followed on that tape. "Just my mom's tits."
"When you say it like that it sounds so vulgar," she said.
"You know, my friends would pay money to see that video," I joked.
"Don't even kid around about that," she said. "You're friends are a bunch of little perverts. I can feel their eyes on me all the time."
"I won't tell a soul," I said.
She sighed, turning to face me again. "Well, lots of people have seen my tits, I just never imagined you'd be one of them."
"Anyway, that was a different time, a different me," she said.
"I see," I said, although I had no idea what she meant.
"So what did you think?"
"What?" I said, and she laughed at my surprise.
"What did you think, dummy," she said slowly. "You saw me topless, what went through your head?"
"Well, I mean besides surprise?"
"Yeah, be honest," she said. "You learned a little about me, now I'm going to learn a little about you."
I paused, choosing my words carefully. "Well, shock of course. But then I went back and looked after it was digitized..."
"You went back?" she said, laughing.
"Let me finish," I cut back, laughing as well. "Yeah, when I went back for a, um, scientific look, I have to say they looked pretty nice."
Mom laughed and looked down at her tits. "That's very sweet of you, I suppose. So there's a digital copy of that tape now?"
I nodded.
"Any chance you're going to delete it?"
"If you ask me to, I'll do it right now," I said.
She said nothing for a moment, and then surprised me. "When you saw my tits, what what else went through your head. Be honest."
"Well, I wondered if there was more to the tape. Maybe a bit more of you."
"So you enjoyed it a little," she asked.
"I mean you look great," I said, "so, it was kind of fun. I guess seeing something you aren't supposed to, I guess it's a thrill."
"I guess it is," she said simply, and sat up abruptly. She reached back, untying her bikini top. Before I could truly process what she was doing she had taken off her bikini top and set it on top of the book on the deck. She leaned back, topless, as if this was the most normal thing in the world.
I stared. I didn't care if it was obvious. Mom's tits up close were even better than on the grainy video. I felt my dick, already turgid, spring to full attention. It pitched an awkward tent in my bathing suit, but I could not hide it. Mom took off her sunglasses and settled into the chair, more comfortable than I had ever seen her.
"Well, this is new," I said, fumbling for something to say. It seemed better than to address her topless body directly.
"I can put the top back on if it's bothering you," she said.
"No!" I said too hastily, and she laughed.
"If you need to get out of that swimsuit, go for it; you don't look comfortable."
"Oh, I, um..." I said awkwardly.
"Here, let me even the field," she said, and lifted her ass and slid off her bikini bottom in a swift, practiced motion. She tossed her bikini bottom onto the deck, and there was my mom's pussy, an arm's reach away. She kept a neatly trimmed triangle of hair, and I could see her pussy was slightly open, perhaps swollen from arousal. My eyes took in everything like a starving man at a lavish banquet.
"I haven't been naked out here in years," she said, gesturing to the yard. "It feels liberating. And speaking of which, are you going to sit there, or take off your swimsuit."
"Well, um, I mean I'm..." I said, trying to form a coherent thought.
Mom rolled her eyes. "Fine," she said, and sat up. She stood, stretching. Her pussy was right in front of me, and I looked up to see her looking down expectantly, her hand outstretched.
"Stand up," she said calmly, as if she was instructing me how to ride my bike again. I stood up, my dick awkwardly poking around in my suit. She pulled the string ties, loosening my suit, and then pulled the waistband toward her, exposing my dick. It was hard, pulsing with desire. Mom looked at it for a moment before pulling my suit down, letting my dick spring out. It pointed at her, swollen with lust.
"I think I've done enough swimming today," she said casually as we stood there, my dick sticking out of my bathing suit. It was an awkward scene, for sure, but oddly felt right at the same time. I slid my bathing suit down and kicked it off, liberated of inhibition.
"Come with me," she said, and led me to the outdoor shower. She turned it on, leaving her hand in the water until it was the right temperature, and then stepped under and started washing off the sunblock and salt water from the pool. I stayed close by but not too close, until she grabbed my wrist and gently pulled me under the water. We were so close, my dick was almost touching her.
"Did you forget how to shower?" she asked, handing me the body wash. She washed herself off and I followed suit, sharing the stream of warm water. It was awkward and exhilarating, and I tried to avoid bumping her with my dick, but failed a few times. It was on one particular poke, where my dick bumped her stomach, where she laughed softly, her eyes on the past.
"At the risk of making this weirder, you definitely did not inherit your dad's dick," she said casually.
"Oh, how so?" I asked, pressing a little close, causing my dick to bump into her again.
"He was longer, but really skinny. You're built more like my brother. Thick."
The word hung in the air. She said it with appetite.
"So you've seen your brother naked?"
"Once or twice when we were older," she said. "But that was a different time."
She reached down and took my dick in her hand. I tensed up in shock but she started to stroke me gently, and my knees buckled.
"Can you keep a secret?" she said. I nodded, and she kept stroking. "One day on that trip to Greece I felt bad for him, and I gave him a handjob. He exploded all over me, I had never seen anything like it. So after that I would jerk him off, and eventually, I sucked his dick."
She kept stroking me, and I was in heaven. I put my hand on her waist, and when she didn't stop stroking me, I moved it to her ass.
"I liked the feeling of his thick cock in my hand," she said, stroking me with an intense look in her eyes. I couldn't take it anymore, I felt myself about to come.
"Mom!" I blurted out, and she started stroking me harder. I gently gripped her ass as she stroked, and I came in thick torrents of cum. My semen splattered onto her stomach, shooting up onto as she pumped her hand furiously. I felt like I might pass out, as my knees gave way and my vision blurred, but I snapped back to reality to see the water washing ropes of my cum off of my mother. She stroked my softening dick slowly, her eyes alight with mischief.
She got on her toes and kissed me on the cheek, a motherly peck. "This is our little secret, okay, kiddo?"
I nodded, dazed, as she stepped out of the shower. She dried off while I stayed under the warm stream, too stunned to move. She smiled at me one last time, picked up her bikini and book, and walked naked into the house.
Chapter 4
I guess when you have the most intense orgasm of your life, you get pretty tired. I found myself on the couch, waking from a long nap. The sun was low in the sky, the so-called golden hour that photographers covet. I had laid down naked, and was surprised to see that mom had put a blanket over me. Was it to hide my nudity? Was she suddenly not okay seeing my dick?
"Good evening, sleepyhead," she said as she walked into the house. She wore a yellow dress, and had several bags on her left arm. As if reading my mind she said "I thought you might get cold."
"I see," I said, sitting up. The blanket still covered my dick. She set her bags on the counter and eyed the television.
"Is that thing hooked up to your laptop?" she made a gesture to the screen. I nodded, and she sat down next to me. I was oddly self conscious, which was absurd given how her fingers had been wrapped around my cock only hours earlier. Still, it felt suddenly strange.
"Yeah, it's all set up. Why?"
"I want to see that video," she said. "The one of me, topless."
"Oh," I said. I had made two versions of the video, one of just the beach, and one of her sucking dick afterward. The latter video was hidden safely in a nest of folders on my hard drive. "Give me a second."
I got up, aware of my dick swinging as I walked. I wasn't hard, but not fully soft either, a sort of in between state I suspected my uncle and grandfather lived in for most of their lives. I was oddly self conscious about it. I grabbed my laptop and logged in, turning on the TV and checking the connection. I scrolled through a folder of dozens of videos, until I found one labeled "secret."
"Secret," mom said, "nice video title."
"It was better than "mom's tits." I said.
"Fair enough," she said with a laugh. "I have to admit I'm a little nervous about you going through these old tapes now. Who knows what else is on here?"
You have no idea, I thought. I cued up the video and sat next to her. I contemplated covering myself with the blanket but decided not to. The video started and she sank back into the couch.
"Oh god," she said as she came into view. "I look so young."
"You look the same," I said.
"Flatterer," she said.
"I'm serious," I said, pausing the video when she got close to the camera. "You look as young today."
"You're just being nice."
"Having seen your tits earlier, I can say they look the same. Here," I said, and I reached over and gently unbuttoned a button on her sundress. She didn't resist, so I undid another, and another, until I was halfway down, and exposed her breasts.
"Still look great to me," I said. My dick was already hard, and she looked down at it. I tentatively put my hands on her tits. They were small but pert, really as youthful as they had been all those years ago. She sighed softly as my hands touched her, gently playing with her nipples as I cupped her tits in my hands.
"This is supposed to be me just giving you some relief," she said.
"It can go both ways," I said.
"It sure can," she sighed. She unbuttoned the rest of her dress and threw it onto the coffee table. Sitting naked next to me, she looked at the screen.
"You know, there is a photo album somewhere in the house from that trip."
"Really," I said, my hand sliding down her stomach.
"Yeah," she said, "we'll have to look for it."
My hand touched her pussy and she shuddered. She was wet, slick with arousal and my hand explored her as she sat back. Almost subconsciously she leaned hard into the couch and opened her legs. I took this as permission and gently probed her pussy with my fingertips. I met no resistance, and gently entered her.
Mom's paused, younger version on the screen beamed, her tits glistening from the sea, while I fingered my mother in the present day. My thumb hit her clit with each thrust and she bucked her hips, a woman driven mad with lust. I felt her pussy contract, getting tighter until it started to spasm. She bucked her hips and whimpered, coming. It felt like an orgasm that was a long time coming. Mom had been single for a long time, devoid of a man's touch, and all of that pent up arousal poured forth. She clamped her legs shut around my hand, her hands gently tugging on her nipples as she cried out. I had no idea my mom was so loud.
"Stop," she panted finally, her body still shuddering. I withdrew my hand. She looked at me in a way I had never seen before. And took my dick in her hand. I was expecting another handjob, but mom had other ideas.
She leaned over, sticking her ass up in the air, and started to give me an intense, slow blowjob. She had the same look in her eyes that I saw on the tape when her brother's cock was in her mouth. The head of my cock slipped between her lips and she closed her eyes, moaning.
Mom took me all the way into her mouth, her lips wrapping around the head of my stiff cock as my hand slid over her ass and then darted for her pussy. My fingers gently probed as she sucked my dick and rocked back and forth. My fingers penetrated her, slipping into her wet, hot pussy, slowly entering deeper with each thrust. Soon I was fingering her again as she sucked my dick. The deeper I penetrated her, and the more I rubbed her clit, the more intensely she sucked my dick.
"Mom, I'm gonna come," I said, unable to hold back much longer. She let my dick pop out of her mouth and she started to stroke it, resting it against her cheek. She rubbed furiously and I exploded, shooting jets of thick cum up her face, into her hair. She laughed as I came all over her, grateful for this sexual creature that had been unlocked. As I came, mom came as well, her pussy gripping my fingers as I thrust them into her harder.
"Oh god," she said, and shook as she came. She pressed her face against my softening dick, still pulsing and shooting cum on face. She pulled her ass away from my hand, letting my fingers pop out. She fell gently to the couch, resting on my lap, my dick touching her chin.
We lay there for a while, saying nothing. The TV screen had gone dark, and I looked down at my mother. She looked young, a glow on her skin. She was curled on her side, and I gently put my hand on her waist, feeling her rise and fall with each breath.
"If you had asked me if I'd ever give my son a blowjob," she said, laughing. I laughed as well, my dick bouncing closer to her face. I was spent, my discharged member devoid of life.
"It's a good thing I found that tape," I said.
"It is," she said, almost purring.
"Mom?" I ventured.
"It's a little weird hearing you call me mom after coming on my face," she said. "But it also feels, I don't know, a little natural. What's up?"
"I love you," I said.
"I love you, too, kiddo," she said. "But we need to figure out what's going to happen next."
My heart sank a little. The moment of regret had arrived, the moment she would tell me it was a mistake and could never happen again. "I understand."
"Do you?" she said. "Because I was thinking we should take a shower. I need to get all this cum off of me, and I enjoy your company."
"Oh," I said, mistaken. I grinned, my dick swelling a little at the thought.
"Come on, kiddo," she said, standing up and reaching out for my hand. "And maybe later, we can go looking for those photo albums.
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Chapter 1
Sarah sighed as they turned the corner down the tree-lined road to the campground. Splayed out in the clearing at the end of the road were cars of all sizes and makes, members of her family milling about as they unpacked. This was the first family reunion she had attended since the divorce, and the last with her boys before they went off to college.
Her twins were both asleep. Cameron was in the front passenger seat, his head lolling with the bumps in the road. Timothy was curled up in the back next to a pile of camping gear. The car felt empty without her ex-husband, but at the same time more bearable. The divorce had been bitter and a long time coming. Still, she did not relish facing her extended family, who would likely view the divorce as a failing on her part.
She had already gotten a few comments of the like from her mother, who had wondered, allowed, if the few pounds she had gained over the years had contributed. Her mom was, and always had been, a bitch about that kind of stuff, but it stung extra now. She had gained a little weight since her younger days, but what woman in her forties had not? She was still angry over the comments.
"Are you alright, mom," Cameron said. He shook his head to wake up fully as she pulled to a stop.
"Yeah, just pissed, Cam," she admitted. She hid nothing from her boys.
"At your mom our your sister?" he asked, familiar with the way she had been treated. He was angry at their family for the way they sided with his dad. His dad, who according to Cam, was the biggest asshole on the planet.
"Mom, for now. I'm sure Susie will have something shitty to say to me as well."
"Let it go," Cam said. "We're here to have fun. Or at least to pretend to long enough to leave in a few days."
"Besides," Tim said, also now awake, "grandma's way off base. The youth today would call you thick, with several c's," he joked.
"So thick," Cam said for emphasis. "It's in these days, mom. You're what they call a MILF. A mom I'd like to..."
"I know what it means," she said, laughing. "You two always cheer me up, even if you're both littler pervs. Come on, let's set up our tent.
It was late July, and the heat of the early evening made setting up hard work. By the end, they were all tired and hot. While various uncles grilled hot dogs and drank beers, the twins mingled with their cousins and Sarah smiled through backhanded comments. After half an hour of faux-pleasantries she needed to get away. It was still hot, and the lake looked cool and inviting. She dipped into their tent, unpacking her swimsuit. She had packed two of them, and settled on the one-piece. It hid more, and wanted to avoid comments about her weight. She stripped naked, wrestling herself into the swimsuit. She was glad there were no mirrors, she didn't want to see herself at the moment; she felt terrible as it was.
She emerged from the tent, a rolled towel under her arm, and marched toward the lake. Her mother said something to her but she ignored it, and soon slipped into the warm water, swimming away from the shore. She had dreaded this trip, but was determined to find moments of joy where she could. In the time since her husband left her, she had cycled through feelings of shock, pain, rage, and now acceptance. She was better off without him, but that did not stop her overly critical family from making comments. She was glad the boys were with her. They had stood by her every second. Now that they were eighteen, they had severed ties with their dad, and refused to visit him and his new, much younger wife; they refused to call her their stepmom, which always made Sarah glad.
She looked toward the shore and saw her boys swimming out toward her. She could barely touch, but when they arrived they were able to stand freely while she treaded.
"Having a good time?" Cameron asked.
"Not really, you?" she said.
"Not really," he admitted.
"Let's try and look at the positives," Tim said. "We get to spend some time together, outdoors. Some of the extended family is pretty nice. We just have to avoid your mom and aunt Susie."
"Easy peasy," she said with a laugh.
"I thought you'd go with the bikini," Cam said casually.
"If I have to listen to my mom tell me how much bigger my ass is, I'm going to lose it," she said.
"Aw, come off it, mom," Cam said. "We like your ass."
"Yeah," Tim chimed in. "You look great."
"You two are always trying to cheer me up," she said. "Thank you."
"It's true," Tim said. "You just got a little curvier. I mean, if you gained some weight, it's where it counts."
She blushed. They had always spoken openly, something her husband always hated. "Yeah? Your friends think so?" 
"We have a standing request to get naked pictures of you and sell them to them."
"Gross!" she said, laughing.
"I didn't say we were going to," Tim said. "I'm just saying our friends all think you've got it going on."
"You are too sweet," she said.
"Well, if you ever want to pose for us, we'd make a fortune," Cam joked.
"Hah, if I ever let you see me naked, I would not let you share that with your pervert friends."
She enjoyed the look of surprise on their face. They always joked around like this, openly talking about whatever subject came to mind. Still, their comments made her blush and, while she couldn't articulate how, feel better.
"Well, thank you both for cheering me up." She swam toward the shore, grabbing her towel and drying her hair.
Cameron and Tim watched her ass sway the entire way to the campground.
Sarah ate dinner, with her boys, sitting on a low bench near the fire. She had changed into khaki shorts and a large t-shirt. The heat from the fire felt good but also amplified the heat of the day. Soon she longed for a cool breeze. Finally, as the sun set the air temperate broke and moderately cool air crept in. She left the fire, heading for the tent. It was a large sleeper, which ample space for their bags. The boys had set up a foam mattress and sleeping bags, a single bed for the three of them. She didn't mind, having them nearby felt good. She peeled off her clothes, putting on thin cotton shorts and a talk top. She opted out of sheets given the temperature, and settled in to sleep.
The twins came in later. She was half asleep, and didn't move or speak as they entered. She heard them changing, but in the darkness she was only aware of them when they crawled onto the mattress on either side of her. She could feel their body heat, and soon the tent was warm. She shifted on her side, trying to get comfortable while trying not to disturb them. As she did, she arched her back, trying to stretch. The bed was small for the three of them, queen sized, and as she stretched she bumped into one of her sons. Such collisions were common sharing a tent and a mattress, but this time was different.
Her son was rock hard.
She froze, registering his erection pressed against her soft ass. He didn't move or react. Perhaps, she thought, he was asleep. She lingered, longer than she should have, feeling his swollen manhood pressed against her. While she knew this was her son, and pressing against him like this was wrong, a hard cock was a hard cock. It has been so long since she had felt a man's hard member against her. What was the harm in lingering for a minute?
Tim had frozen when his mom suddenly pressed her ass against him. They had bumped into each other before, but this time he was hard, his dick pulsing with energy. He had gotten hard thinking about his mom's ass, which he knew was wrong. But he could not help himself, he reasoned. His mom's round ass had been a topic of conversation. She was still small waisted, her weight gain had mostly gone to her ass, which had just gotten rounder and bigger. His friends fixated on in, and he had to admit they were right. As she pressed close to him his dick got harder, until it was fully erect, pulsing with his heart beat. Maddeningly, she did not move. He wanted her to go, yet longed for the contact.
Sarah felt him stiffen further, felt the heat of his arousal through their clothing. She told herself to move away, yet found her body unwilling. Time seemed to slow down. Had she pressed against him for seconds, or minutes? All she knew in that moment was that her own body was responding. She felt warm, flush all over, her heart rate elevated. Slowly, aching to stay, she shifted her body an inch away, breaking contact with him. She immediately felt his absence, but told herself it was an accident, and that it was best forget it happened. Maybe he was asleep, she reasoned, dreaming about some girl.
Still, she slowly slid her hand under the waistband of her thin shorts, and ran a finger across her panties. They were soaking wet.
Chapter 2
Sarah woke early, the sun diffusely lighting up the tent. The tent windows were zipped up, but a single skylight was unzipped and let in the early dawn light. She stretched, surprised by how soundly she had slept. Their tent was away from the cluster of tents from the rest of the family, and they had some quiet. She was on her side, facing Tim. He lay on his back, sound asleep, his mouth slightly open and his chest rising and falling. Her eyes traced his muscular frame, her eyes eventually settling on the bulge in his shorts. Like most men, he had an early-morning erection. Normally her eyes would have passed over it, filtering the information out before it reached her consciousness. But having had it pressed against her last night, she registered it for what it was.
She looked at the stiff member straining against the fabric. She sat up slowly, looking at Cameron. Like his brother he was hard, his dick pitching a comical tent in his shorts. She wondered if they were identical down there as well.
She shook her head in an attempt to clear it. She was invading their privacy, and staring at something she should not. Quietly and deftly she slid off the mattress, slipping off her thin shorts and putting on the khaki shorts she had worn before. She rummaged through her backpack, and quietly exited the tent, zipping it behind her.
She needed some privacy. She has surprised herself with her arousal the night before, and sometimes a girl needs to get off. It had been a while, even by herself, and she felt her body responding in that familiar way. She jogged lightly to their car, and started the engine. She was thankful for the hybrid engine's electric motor as she silent crept out of the campground, leaving her boys and the entire family behind her.
She drove a few miles down the road. It was early and everything was deserted. She pulled off the main road into a copse of trees. Checking to see she was well hidden, she leaned the seat back until she was out of sight. She threw one leg over the center console, spreading herself wide, and unzipped her shorts.
Her hand slid under her panties, over the neatly trimmed blonde pubic hair her husband had detested, and over her slippery labia. She was surprised by how wet she had been when she woke. Had she been dreaming? Her fingers slid up and down, feeling how wet she had become. She decided not to think about why she had gotten so aroused. Right now, she needed to come.
In a motion practiced for decades, her fingers circled firmly and quickly around and to the left of her clit. Touching it was too intense, and this nearly proximity was enough. She worked feverishly, panting, aware that she was rubbing herself off in the middle of a forest in her car.
Tim's hard cock popped into her mind. She thought of it pressing against her. Why had he been hard, and what was going through his mind? Was he awake? If he was, he must have just thought it was an accident. Had he been startled, mortified, or turned on? The latter thought got her fingers going faster, and she spread her legs wider, enjoying the cramped conditions of the car. Alone, far from anyone else, she cried out as she felt an orgasm building. She rubbed faster, bucking her hips in her seat, feeling her body tense up and then release in powerful spasms. The car rocked gently, the windows foggy from her body heat. She rubbed harder, crying out in a climax that blurred her vision.
She pulled her hand away, panting. Breaking contact sent electricity through her as her orgasm continued to wash over her like a tidal wave. She arched her back and thrashed about, enjoying the privacy to truly experience an orgasm without fear of waking her sons. For too long she had stifled her pleasure, enjoying muted climaxes by herself. Now, as her orgasm faded, her fingers slid down her stomach and over her damp pubic hair. Just one more, she thought, since she was already out here by herself.
Sarah's free hand gently played with her tits as she rubbed herself fiercely. While rubbing herself off was highly pleasurable, she missed a stiff cock inside her. Subconsciously her left hand slid downward, her fingers entering her as she kept rubbing herself. She came quickly, more intensely than before, her pussy clamping down on her fingers as she cried out loudly, the surrounding trees her only witnesses.
She ground her ass in the seat and sighed as her orgasm faded. She lay there for a while, legs spread, pussy dripping, her heart beat slowing. She could have stayed there all day, pleasuring herself, but one look at the clock and she reluctantly zipped her shorts and drove silently to the campsite, thoughts of Tim's hard member still in her head.
The morning fog burned off quickly. The boys were still asleep when she returned, and she made breakfast and greeted some of her extended family as they emerged from their tents. Her sons were still asleep at ten o'clock and she entered the tent with a flourish. She noted with a slight wistfulness that their erections had subsided in their sleep.
"Wake up, you guys," she said. "I made a stack of pancakes out on the picnic table."
There was general groaning as they sat up. In the meantime, she didn't know if it was coming hard earlier, or something else, but she was feeling playful. "I'm going to change into a bathing suit, it's going to be hot and I'm going to swim a lot. So either turn around or close your eyes." 
"Mom, can't you wait until we're out of the tent?" Cameron asked, putting on his glasses.
"Sure, but I'm not going to," she said, and unzipped her shorts. Cameron sighed and turned around, while Tim merely made a show of closing his eyes. She looked at him for a second and unzipped her shorts, squirming out of them and her panties in one motion. She peeled off her tank top, and pulled out the bikini from her bag. She waiting a moment before putting it on. She wondered if Tim's eyes were fully closed, or if he snuck a glimpse of her when she was naked.
"Okay, I'm done," she said. The boys went about getting ready and she left them in the tent. She had not felt that giddy in a long time.
They spent the day canoeing, Sarah and the twins sharing a canoe as the whole family explored the lake shore. Sarah enjoyed the heat, laying out in the canoe for part of the trip while the boys rowed. It might have been her imagination, but a few times she caught both boys looking at her. She adjusted her bikini, showing a little more of her tits and hiking her bikini bottom, wedging it slightly into her pussy. She hoped the boys got an eyeful.
"It looks like everyone is heading back," Tim said, indicating the convoy of canoes that was breaking off. In total there were eight of them, glinting in the sun as they cut across the water.
"You feel like going back?" Cameron asked.
"I'm fine out here, it's up to you guys," Sarah said. She was laying back, sunning herself.
"Let's keep going, we'll meet them for dinner," Cam said, continuing to steer to the far shore. After some time Sarah slowly spread her legs, stretching.
"Do you guys want me to help paddle?" she asked, her eyes shielded from the sun by a straw hat.
"Nah, I'm good," Cameron said.
"Me, too," Tim agreed.
"Well, then I might as well sit up and enjoy the view," she said. She sat up and hopped onto the middle seat, taking in the sights.
They paddled further until they reached a small clearing in the reeds. She directed them to the shore, and once they reached the silty bottom, grinding to a halt, she stepped out of the canoe.
"I'm going to get into the water to cool off a bit," she explained. She waded in until she was chest deep, then swam around leisurely. The boys joined her after a few minutes, using the lake to cool down.
"Didn't feel like hanging out with family?" Cam asked when they reached her.
"I don't know why we came on this trip," she admitted. "I had to listen to my mom tell me this morning that if I lost a few pounds, I could get a new man."
"That's awful," Tim said. "Grandma is kind of a jerk."
"Kind of is an understatement," Cameron added. Cam's blue eyes sparkled behind his black framed glasses. Tim always wore contacts, one of the few ways most people could tell them apart. Sarah knew that each boy's part in his hair was different, and there were slight differences in their jawlines. They were both handsome men, and she was proud of who they had grown up to be.
"You two are the best, you know that? And screw my mom. I don't care how I look."
"Mom, you look great," Tim said. She raised an eyebrow, wondering how much of an eyeful he had gotten earlier.
"You think so?" she said.
"Of course," he said. "I mean, you'd have to be blind to miss it."
"Like we said, all our friends think so," Cam added.
"Yeah, but what about you two? Can you objectively say your mom is attractive?" She asked, afraid of their answers.
"Well, I'll go first," Cam said, taking the lead. "Like we said, you've got all the right assets. Plus you're still pretty fit."
"Yeah, definitely," Tim said. "I'd say you're definitely still hot."
She blushed.
"Thank you both for the compliments. You two keep me from feeling too old."
"I mean, you've got a great ass," Tim said.
"And nice tits," Cam ventured.
"Okay, okay, I get it," she said, blushing. But she was secretly pleased and long to hear more.
Shall we head back?" Cam asked, sensing the silence that was about wash over them.
"Sure," she said, but as she swam she bumped past Cam. It was a brief collision, her thigh with his hard dick. She pretended as if she didn't notice, and exited the water. She watched both of her sons awkwardly adjust their bathing suits as they exited the water, their erections revealing themselves as the fabric clung tight to their bodies. She grinned, stepping into the canoe with flushed cheeks.
The evening grew hot, and as the sun set the air was warm and stifled. Sarah excused herself from the campfire early, followed shortly by her sons. She was opening screened sunroof windows, turning on a small fan powered by a solar battery. It would give them a few hours of runtime before needing to recharge in the sun tomorrow. Still, it was better than nothing.
"If I wasn't worried about animals, I'd leave the tent door open," Tim said as he entered behind his brother. Both took off their shirts.
"I don't know about you guys," she said, eyeing their muscular chests. "But I'm going to sleep with as little on as possible."
"In front of your sons?" Cam asked in a mocking tone.
"Ha ha, you said I have a nice ass," she retorted sarcastically. "Turn around, guys."
They did ask she asked, and she slipped out of her shorts and slid on a thin tank top. She let them turn around, noticing their eyes lingering on her tits. They were still perky, despite gravity's nonstop assault. The tank top was tight, and the thin fabric was practically see-through in the dim tent lighting. She felt warm inside, and it had nothing to do with the heat of the evening. She decided to have a little fun.



"You two should just sleep in your underwear. It's going to be too hot even for those cargo shorts.
The twins looked at each other apprehensively. She could guess why.
"I'll turn off the lights," she said, switching off the solar lamps, "if that helps."
She heard rustling in the dark as she laid down. She could feel herself tingling slightly, thinking of the boys in just their boxer shorts. She'd get a pretty good view tomorrow morning, she thought.
She didn't dwell much on the propriety of the situation. It was hot, after all. They had seen each other in swimsuits all day, this was no different. Besides, she reasoned, they weren't doing anything, just laying down.
She scooted closer to Tim after some time, once again pressing against him. He was hard, as she had hoped. Was he awake? Would he think it was accidental, again? Thoughts ran through her head and it in some ways intensified the thrill of his swollen cock against her ass. The fabric that separated them was much less than the night before; she could feel the warmth of his erection on her ass cheeks.
Tim had not expected his mother's ass on his dick, but he certainly welcomed it. He assumed that once again they collided on the small bed, and expected her to move away. Yet, just as the night before, she didn't. She must certainly be awake, he thought. Still, maybe she didn't register that she was touching his dick. Or, he thought, maybe she did. Maybe she was embarrassed, or trying not to embarrass him. Either way, it felt like heaven.
Tim had been thinking about his mom's ass all day, and not in ways he should. He was hard just knowing she had pared down her clothing in tent, and now he was throbbing. He decided to press back against her, holding his ground. They pressed against each other, feeling their warm bodies making contact.
He is definitely pressing his dick on my ass, she thought. Her mind raced. This was wrong, and she should stop it immediately. Still, it felt good; too good, in fact. She had not realized how much she had craved this feeling all day. His cock felt warm, hard as steel against her. Slowly, gently, she squeezed her ass against him, almost imperceptibly. He responded, gently pressing against her, grinding his dick on her ass.
This is wrong, she thought to herself. But I don't want to stop, she added. They ground against each other, both barely moving. She was conscious to move as little as possible. She didn't want to alert Cameron, and she didn't want to admit to herself what was happening. It was all accidental movement, she rationalized.
She was startled when Tim's hand gently settled on her hip. There was no pretending now, she thought, and she let him hold her. She kept squeezing her ass against him while he gently pressed. She could feel him growing harder, warmer, his hand gently squeezing her hips.
And then, without warning, he came. She froze as he gripped her tightly, his dick throbbing violently, pulsing against her. He, too, froze, likely just as surprised by his orgasm. She wondered if he was terrified by what had happened. Surely this was too far, she reasoned, yet she squeezed his ejaculating dick and put her hand on his as he held her hip, reassuring him. Finally his orgasm ended and she scooted away letting his hand fall away. She rolled to face him. While she couldn't see him in the dark tent, she senses him face inches from hers.
She wanted to reassure him, and took his hand. She held it, pressing the back of it against her tits. Even in the dark she could feel his warmth and knew he was okay. She was aware, suddenly, of Cameron. She had hoped that their clandestine grinding had not been picked up by her other son. She felt him move, slowly, and like his brother press up against her ass. She wondered how he'd known, and then realized that the twins must have compared notes. They were inseparable and shared everything. Had Tim told Cameron that his had pressed against their mom's ass the night before?
As if to answer her question, Cam pressed hard against her ass. He felt different, she realized, than his brother. His dick probed her ass crack, the head pressing against it instead of the shaft. She realized that he had freed his dick from his underwear, his naked cock pressing against her panties.
While Sarah knew she should stop him, she didn't want to. Plus, she reckoned in a bizarre twist of logic, Tim had gotten away with it, why shouldn't Cam get to explore a little? He gently thrust, his dick pressing against her. Like his brother, his hand found her hips, but unlike Tim, Cam slid his hand over her ass, feeling it while he thrust against her. She let him, welcome his touch in the inky darkness.
How Sarah got to this point was beyond her. One son with boxer shorts full of cum, the other with his dick out, pressing on her ass while copping a feel. It was wrong on so many levels, but she wanted it. She took Tim's hand, still held close to her chest, and turned it, letting him feel her tits while Cam felt her ass. She pressed back against Cam, who got bolder than his brother. She felt him slide her panties slightly, and felt the head of his cock slide under them. Slowly, steadily, he ground his dick against her bare ass. Skin on skin, with no way to pretend what was happening was anything else.
She let him press his dick against her ass, his hand now holding her hip as he pressed slowly against her. Their skin touching sent electric jolts through her. Like his brother, he barely moved, not disturbing the small mattress. Tim, meanwhile, felt his mom's tits, sending thrills through her body. Cam came suddenly, thrusting one last time as he shot hot cum up his mom's ass, splattering the inside of her underwear. She bit her lip as he came, splashing against her. There would be no denying the lines he was crossing, and that she had let him. He came hard, her whole ass wet with his cum. Finally spent, he rolled onto his back, his hand now gone from her side.
Tim, meanwhile, was exploring her tits in earnest. She slid closer to him, letting him feel her unfettered. Meanwhile, she reached down and tugged at the waistband of his boxers. Her hand slipped into them, feeling his once-again hard cock, slick with the cum from his last orgasm. No longer a passive participant, she freed his member, her hands gently stroking it as she steered it to her labia. She started to rub the head against her clit, feeling his hard shaft and the give of the head against her. She stroked her clit with his cock, bringing herself close to orgasm. The movement of their activities had rekindled Cam, who was now pulling her panties to the side and probing her slippery ass cheeks with his swollen cock.
Tim came again, grunting softly as he splattered her pussy with his cum. She let him
come all over her labia while his brother slid along her ass, gliding on the cum from his first orgasm. Sarah came as she rubbed Tim's pulsing dick, his cum spurting all over her as she shuddered. Cam came, too, his dick shooting cum all over her ass.
Her twin sons were pressed against her, the tips of their dicks just an inch apart and slowly softening. She was plastered with their cum; she had never felt so much of it at once. They were sandwiched together, the heat of the night be damned, and as she slowly drifted to sleep, she had a smile on her face.
Chapter 3
Sarah woke up with a buzzing feeling in her head. It was a pleasant buzzing that drown out everything else. The sun streamed in through the sunroof windows and she could hear kids, her younger nieces and nephews, playing in the distance. She was on her back, and quickly became aware of her surroundings. She sat up, her boys asleep on either side of her. Cameron was nude, his thick dick erect in his sleep. She smiled, thinking of how she had made him come twice the night before. On her right, Tim was asleep, his dick limp and hanging against his thigh.
She stretched slowly, sliding off the mattress. She peeled her panties off her body; they were stuck to her with dried cum. She took off her tank top and surveyed the mess her boys had made. She had reveled in all the cum the night before. Now, in the morning, she felt warm just thinking about how they had exploded onto her, unable to contain their lust. She tried not to think about how close they had come to the entrance of her pussy. She grabbed a towel and wrapped it around her, sneaking off to the outdoor shower. The water was cool, but not freezing as it hit her body. She let it wash over her, removing her sons' semen.
She had forgotten how much an eighteen year old could come, or that they could come multiple times in a row. The advantages of youth, she guessed. She showered thoroughly, washing her hair and, now accustomed to the cold water, enjoying the change from the heat of the evening. She lingered as long as possible before wrapping the towel around her body. She walked across the campground toward her tent, running into her mother.
"Someone might see you half naked," her mother said, her tone full of judgment.
"So what?" Sarah said calmly.
"Well, you'd at least want to drop a few pounds first," her mother quipped.
"Oh, mom," Sarah said, shaking her head, "I'm so sorry that your life is so empty that picking on me is all you have, but I'm over it. You can make all the comments you want about my weight; what you think about it doesn't matter to me." She grinned at her mother, and walked back to the tent with a spring in her step.
Sarah found herself better able to enjoy her family now that she told her mom off. Her mother did her best to alternate between scowling at her or acting hurt, but she didn't care. Sarah knew she could turn a few heads and harden a few cocks, no matter what her mother said.
They spent the day fishing. Neither she nor her boys caught anything, but they enjoyed their time on the dock with relatives. Sarah wore her bikini again, enjoying the glances her boys were sneaking. She thought of those hard dicks and knew they'd be waiting for her tonight.
A concern slid into her thoughts, like a rain cloud threatening the sunny feeling in her head. As lines were crossed and boundaries blurred, what was she willing--and not willing--to do? The boys had come dangerously close to her pussy, she thought to herself. What if they wanted more? Did she want more? She wasn't sure what to think, and found herself needing a swim in the lake.
She excused herself and swam away from the dock, almost out of sight of the campground. The water was cool and felt good against her flush skin. She saw Cameron wading into the water, waving. She waved back and waited for him to join her.
"Hey, kiddo," she said. Cameron was her sensitive son, the thinker. Tim was all action. As Cam approached she tried to read his face. Was he coming to hang out? To talk about things? Did he want comfort, or to come? The blurred lines made it hard to tell.
"Hey, Mom," he said circling her before stopping. "I'm just checking in on you. Making sure you're okay, after last night."
"Oh, I'm okay," she said, relieved by the tone of his voice. "How about you?"
"Confused, but good. I'm still kind of wrapping my head around things. Tim said I'm over thinking, as usual."
"Tim's not wrong," she mused. After a few moments of silence she spoke again. "I mean, what happened was amazing, but also not something I'd talk about with others."
"I agree," he said, swimming closer to her. His sandy hair was curly as it dried, his glasses speckled with water. "I wanted to make sure you were okay with it. I wanted to talk to Tim about it, but haven't had a moment."
"You have one one," she gestured behind him. "Cam, Tim's coming."
Cameron turned to see his brother swimming toward them. The lake was clear and Sarah could see her son's erection under the water as he watched his twin approach. She reflected on what had already happened between them. Surely in other cultures, other points in history, what she had done would not be considered taboo, she thought. Surely a mother loving her sons in a physical way was just part of the strong bond between them?
When Tim approached her thoughts shifted to the feeling of the two of them with her the night before. Their hands exploring, their stiffened members probing, her own needs met and then some. She had never experienced such pleasure, and thinking about it wiped out any reservations about what was happening between them. She could worry about the propriety of it later. Right now, she needed her sons.
"Follow me," she said, wading to the shore and stepping into the nearby trees. Cameron and Tim followed, bewildered. Once they were out of sight of the dock, she turned to face them.
"I want you both to see me," she said, and without warning she untied her bikini top from behind her neck and let it fall. They stared, open-mouthed, as she tossed the top onto a nearby log. She slipped off her bikini bottom and twirled once slowly, bouncing on her feet as they got a good look.
"Well?" she asked, her chest heaving? "What do you think?"
"You're a goddess, mom," Tim said.
"You look amazing, better than I imagined," Cam said.
She blushed at their comments, smiling. "Are you two going to stand their gawking at me or are you going to show me your stuff?
They nodded and both slipped off their swimsuits. They stood looking at her, their cocks swollen in anticipation. She looked at them both, and stepped between them. They immediately fell into a preordained arrangement. She took one of her sons' cocks in each hand and stroked them. Cameron put one hand on her ass while the other cupped one of her breasts. Tim, meanwhile, let his mother lean against him as he started to touch her stomach, slowly moving south.
The woods were quiet, with the occasional bird call and the sounds of their heavy breathing. She stroked them both deftly, enjoying the feeling of their thick members in her hands. They were decently sized, she mused now that she got a good look at them, and she enjoyed stroking them, feeling them in her hands. Meanwhile, Cameron was gently stroking her nipples, pressing himself closer to her, while Tim's hand slipped between her thighs and concentrated on her pussy.
She shuddered as he started rubbing her clit, her pussy already slick with anticipation. As if telepathically linked, Cameron's fingers slid down, reaching underneath and penetrating her pussy. In two swift movements her son's were fingering her in a way she had never experienced. Cameron's fingers deep insider her, and Tim's fingers swirling around her clit.
She tried to maintain focus on their cocks but it was too much. Between their hands, she was helpless, a rag doll being brought closer and closer to the edge. What would her family think if she stumbled across this scene? Her body trembled at their touch. Suddenly she came, her pussy gripping Cam's fingers, and she moaned and leaned against her sons as her legs shook. Standing during her orgasm took extra effort, and the struggle seemed to heighten the buildup and final release. Her legs buckled, but she was sandwiched between her sons, who supported her weight as she climaxed.
As her orgasm ended she renewed interest in the twin cocks at her disposal. She stroked them faster, enjoying the building tension in both of them. Finally, Tim exploded, grunting softly as he spurted cum up her belly and side. She was amazed by how much he could come, thick ropes showering her body. She held his softening member as she stroked his brother, who was close, his knees buckling slightly.
"Mom," Cam gasped, and came, his ccum jetting out in hot torrents onto her, spraying her pubic hair with his seed. She stroked him as his dick softened, and then stepped back to survey their odd trio.
"Let's swim back," she said, "the lake can take care of the evidence.
At dinner the boys sat with their cousins and Sarah ate with her mother and sister and her brother-in-law. All around them the evening was full of chatter, but Sarah's thoughts dwelled on what had happened that afternoon. In broad daylight, openly engaging in pleasuring each other; the lines had been crossed. For Sarah, there was just one line left.
"I'm thinking that we'll leave tomorrow," Sarah said suddenly to her mother.
"But you were supposed to stay through Saturday," her mother said, frowning. "I thought you were having a good time?"
"We're having the best time," she said. "But I want to spend some time with the boys this summer."
"They are great young men," her mother mused as she watched them entertain their younger cousins.
You have no idea, Sarah thought.
That evening she went to bed early, stripping down and waiting, naked, for her sons. She resisted touching herself, saving it for them. Her mind was made up, and when they arrived at the tent, waves of anticipation gave way to a feeling of relief.
"Whoa," Tim said as he saw her waiting for them.
"Holy shit," Cam said. "I don't want to get used to seeing you like this," he said.
"Thank you," she said, rolling onto her stomach. They closed the tent behind them, each slipping out of their clothes. They lay next to her, their dicks casually touching her legs. She let them touch her ass, running their hands along her back and thighs. Finally she turned on her side, facing Cam. She kissed him on the lips gently and whispered in his ear before turning to face Tim. She kissed Tim, a longer, harder kiss. He responded, his hands already on her tits. Behind her, Cameron's hard dick was probing her wet labia, rubbing against her, teasing her.
Her tongue slipped into Tim's mouth as his brother penetrated her. She gasped, pressing against Tim as Cam's thick cock slide into her. He buried himself deep, pausing to revel in the sensation.
Cameron was deep inside his mother, pressed against her back, feeling the warmth and wetness of her pussy. He had returned to the place of his birth, he mused, taken aback by the thought. He shook his head, putting a hand on his mom's tit and he started to thrust into her. She took him readily, shoving back, shaking the mattress as they fucked. She was glad to hear family singing by the campfire, no one would hear them fucking. She kissed her other son, gently holding his cock in her hand while Cam fucked her.
Tim put a hand on her hips, gently urging his cock forward until her hit her clit. She rubbed his dick against her clit, stimulating herself while Cameron continued to fuck her. The sun was setting and the tent darkened, and in the darkness Sarah lay between her sons, Cameron thrusting deep inside her.
"I'm coming," he said, gasping. She felt his cock pulse inside her as he buried himself deep. She had not intended for him to come inside her, but in the moment she let him, and let out a soft cry as he filled her with his cum. His dick throbbed inside her and she found her eyes were wet with joy as he emptied himself into her pussy. He withdrew from her, and she instantly missed the feeling of fullness. Without thinking, she reached down and guided Tim inside her.
Tim was surprised to enter his mother, already slick with Cameron's cum. He slid into her effortlessly, his virginity officially a thing of the past. He started thrusting, awkwardly at first, until he got a rhythm going. It felt surreal, sharing his mother's pussy with his brother, but at the same time he pumped into her furiously, wanting more of her with each second.
Sarah was coming. She didn't know when it started, well before Cam had erupted inside her, but orgasm after orgasm blurred together. It was more than having two cocks pleasure her relentlessly. These were her sons, returned to her after so many years outside of her body. She took their vigorous, youthful thrusting gladly, throwing her leg over Tim as he thrust into her. She felt Cam's stiff, cum-covered cock press against her ass and sighed contentedly, her orgasms now a constant, low rumble in her mind.



Tim came, adding his cum to his brother's, spurting deep inside his mother. She reveled in his orgasm, feeling him pulse inside her, filling her. Finally spent, he pulled out, a thick trail of cum gushing down her thigh. She had never experienced so much cum in her life, and was grateful to share this moment with her boys, they were her entire world.
Foggy from repeated orgasms, she rolled onto her stomach, exhausted. She felt a hand on her ass. Tim's? Cam's? She couldn't tell. She wiggled her ass encouragingly and the mattress stirred as one of her son's mounted her prone body, guiding his hard cock into her wet pussy. She lay still, resting, as one of her boys fucked her, his body slapping into her ass. She was turned on not knowing which twin was inside her, and let him have his way with her. She was so tired it was all she could do, willingly accept them and their youthful energy.
The twin fucking her pulled out, coming on her back and ass. He got off of her, trailing cum on her leg as her other son mounted her, grunting softly as he entered her. He thrust hard, plunging deep inside her. She let them take turns; she was tired, and happy to feel them inside her.
Chapter 4
Sarah woke, sore, her body covered in dried cum. She has lost track of how many times they had fucked her, but she guessed that she must have fallen asleep during part of it. She looked at her sons. Their cocks were spent, drained of all life. She stretched her muscles aching, She smiled at them and reached down and gently playing with their members.
The boys stirred, grinning as they say their mother sitting up between them, stroking their cocks.
"How do you two feel about heading home today," she asked.
"It depends," Cam said as he closed his eyes, enjoying the handjob. "Do we still get to do it with you?"
"Absolutely," she said, and then laughed, "but my pussy needs a day off, boys, you two are relentless."
"That's fair," Cam laughed. He closed his eyes and put his hands behind his head, enjoying himself.
She kept stroking them, watching their cocks grow in her hand. She bent down, taking each one in her mouth briefly, then stroking them fast. Tim came first, spurting cum high into the tent. When Cameron came, she leaned forward, taking most of his semen on her tits. Both boys looked spent, their night of fucking too much to recover quickly.
"Let's clean up, and pack our things and say goodbye to everyone," she said. "Tomorrow, when we're home, let's buy a bigger bed for my bedroom."
End
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A Mom's Reluctance
All Characters are over 18 years of age.
Chapter 1
I stirred my tea slowly, letting the steam rise and the smell of the black tea help wake me up. I had slept fitfully, and had been awake since four in the morning. It was now eight o'clock, and the house was quiet except for the ticking of our kitchen clock. My fatigue made it hard to focus, although I was also distracted by a million thoughts racing through my head like panicked bees. I was so engrossed in them that I did not hear my mom come into the kitchen until she was right next to me. I started when I saw her.
"Good morning, Stephen!" she said a little too brightly. My mom's voice was higher pitched than normal, borderline manic in tone. Her eyes were a little too wide and her smile a little too big. She was like a cartoon of her normal self, dripping with a nervous energy. I dropped the spoon I was holding on the counter, its clanging punctuating the still morning.
"Mom. Hi! Good morning, um, hello!" I said, words spurting out like staccato pulses, my voice equally shrill. We sounded like stereotypical tourists speaking their native language louder, thinking that volume somehow meant people would understand. I stood rigid, my back to the counter and the dropped spoon, my muscles tense.
"Did you sleep well?" she said, her voice still edgy, her eyes wide, searching for anything in the kitchen to look at other than me. I too avoided eye contact as she fidgeted. Of all the rooms in the house, I thought, we had to meet up here for the first time. The kitchen brought back too many memories.
"I did!" Why was I talking so loud, I wondered. Why didn't I tell her the truth? I shifted from one foot to the other, wishing I had something to do with my hands, which just hung to my sides, useless.
"That's great, really great," she said, barely letting me finish. I turned to pick up an apple when she reached for one as well, our hands briefly touching.
"Ah!" she said, laughing a little too hard. "I'm sorry!" She pulled her hand back like the apple was electrified.
"No, I'm sorry!" I said, forcing out a laugh I didn't feel.
"No, it's me," she said, "I'm such an idiot."
"No, it's me," I said, and we both took a sharp breath inward, leaving the kitchen suddenly silent. Mom was standing close to me--too close. I looked down at her, and she looked up at me with her searching green eyes. Her black hair was short, growing out of a pixie cut she had experimented with over the summer. Her bangs hung over her eyes and her hair was messy as always. Intentionally messy, she would always say.
Mom cleared her throat and took a step back, sitting on the edge of the kitchen table. She wore a bulky sweatshirt and baggy jeans, a mug of steaming tea in her left hand. In the silence we looked around, and then at each other, and then around the kitchen again. It seemed to go on forever until she finally spoke.
"Well, I've got to go to work, you've got class later today?"
"Yeah," I said, relieved that she was leaving the house. She smiled, opened her mouth to say something, and decided against it. I made a lame excuse to head back to my room and left, waiting until I heard her car start downstairs before I could exhale in relief.
"Shit," I said to myself, sitting in the awkward silence.
Things were not so strange twenty-four hours beforehand. I has been making lunch in the very same kitchen. It was a Sunday, and the autumn day was overcast as a cold front blew in. The recent time change away from daylight savings time had thrown me off, and I found myself fixing an early lunch out of habit more than hunger.
"Hello, Stephen," Mom had said as she entered the kitchen. She slid slightly on wool socks as she opened the refrigerator. Mom was small. Petite, she would say. In truth she seemed even smaller because I was six-three and she was just under five feet tall. She used to joke that she didn't know how she had a giant for a son. Mom was ninety pounds, and was built like an elf. Dainty, you might say. As such, she was always cold. She had a long-sleeve shirt on and jeans, but I could tell it was only a matter of time before she found a blanket and hid under it.
"Hey mom," I said, reaching over and opening the refrigerator door for her. She smiled, grateful, and took a carton of orange juice out of the refrigerator. She poured a glass and hopped onto the counter, her favorite place to perch.
"What's the plan for today?" she asked. She was, as usual, brimming with energy, like she had too many cups of coffee.
"Not much, the usual."
"I see," she said, edging closer to me. "Video games, avoiding sunlight, scrolling on your phone?"
"Hey," I said, feigning offense. She laughed and hopped off the counter. She turned to leave but looked over her shoulder and added, "or are you going to surprise me by inviting a girl over."
She laughed, and started to walk away. She had struck a nerve, but I knew she hadn't meant it. I had been on yearlong bad luck streak, but she didn't know that. Nevertheless, her words stung a little, and I wanted to come up with something witty to quip back but nothing came to mind.
I don't know why I did what I did next, but it was the moment that changed everything. I reached forward and hooked two of my fingers in her jeans waistband and gently pulled her back. She slid backward, a look of surprise on her face as she slid on her socks toward me.
"Hey!" she said, laughing. She tried to walk away and I pulled her back again. She giggled, turning to face me. I let go over her jeans as she spun around and she put her hands on my chest to push me away. "Knock it off," she said, stepping back a step.
"Knock what off?" I said innocently, and again slipped my fingers past her jeans waist and pulled her by her jeans back to me. Again she slid on the tile floor, laughing as she half-heartedly tried to push back from me."
"Don't pick on me for being small," she said, still laughing. She still had her hands on me and pushed weakly to get away. My fingers were hooked into the front her jeans, my fingers touching the smooth skin below her waist. It only occurred to me at that moment that I was touch my mother inside of her jeans, below the waist. Her skin felt warm against my fingers, and the proximity, the intimacy was suddenly hitting me like a brick in the face.
"Don't pick on me for being unlucky with girls," I said, also laughing. I pulled her closer and she slid toward me. Mom was laughing hard now, mock struggling against me. We had wrestled and played around many times, although not in many years. She gently grabbed my wrist and tried to unhook my hand from her jeans, but in the struggle my fingers slid deeper into her waistband, further south. My fingers touched the edge of her underwear and something shot through me like electricity. My hand was not supposed to be there.
"You can't grab me if they're unzipped," she said, laughing. She reached down and in one switch movement she unbutton and unzipped her jeans. The fabric parted into a V shape that drew my attention to the purple underwear she was wearing. Mom was breathing hard, her chest heaving, her eyes wild with an energy I could not place. She was grinning, her face flush. I was laughing, too, my ears burning, I must have been blushing. I should have left things there, they had already gotten strange enough. But I didn't.
"I never give up," I said, and reached down and grabbed her jeans. As I did my hand slid over her skin, grabbing her underwear. My fingers poked under the elastic and slid downward as I pulled her to me. Her body collided with mine as she slid closer, my fingers resting agains--to my complete shock--the soft tuft of hair down below.
In that moment we were still, quiet. I could hear her breathing, hear my own heart hammering in my ears. I was touching my mom's bush, her labia warm against the tips of my fingers. Dully, I registered the heat coming from her, the slick wetness of her desire. At the same time I was painfully aware of my own desires, manifested in the stiff member throbbing in my jeans.
"Stephen, don't you dare," she said. Her voice was full of surprise, but not anger. Her eyes were wide, her grin faltered. I felt frozen in time, my fingers touching my mom's wet pussy. I couldn't fathom what I was supposed to do. Instead, something in my brain shifted and a part of me I had never met took the wheel. My hand slid further down her underwear, brushing along her wet labia.
Mom gasped and gently gripped my arms. Before she could say anything my hand was suddenly moving up and down along her slick labia, parting them slightly. Two fingers ran north and south, her clit gently held between them. She was so wet, her curly hair damp against my fingers the hand stuffed down her jeans explored her intimately.
"Stephen," she said, this time a whisper. She rocked against me, resting her head against my chest as I rubbed her quietly. Her hands found my jeans and unbuttoned them. My rhythm was interrupted for a moment as she slid her small hands down my jeans and started stroking my swollen member. I was rigid with desire. As I looked down, my dick looked massive in her small hands.
I resumed rubbing her pussy, her hands moving expertly up and down my dick. Like her I was slick with desire, and her hands moved softly, paying special attention to the head before sliding slowly back down. Her grip intensified suddenly and she stopped stroking. She shuddered and I realized, in completely shock, that my mom was coming.
She ground her body against me, writing and breathing in a shallow rattle. I kept rubbing and she resumed stroking me. She intensified her efforts now, and I felt her coming a second time, this time she let out a small moan as her body shuddered. She kept stroking, and I felt myself lose control. I came, my throbbing, swollen dick exploding in her hands. I sent pulsing jets of cum shooting upward, landing on her shirt in thick ropes. She kept a firm grip near the base of my shaft and kept stroking, causing me to continue to come hard in thick spurts. I had never come so much in my life.
And then it was over. Mom stepped back, casually wiping her cum-covered hands on her already splattered shirt and jeans. She looked down and my swollen dick, now softening slightly, as if seeing it for the first time.
"I'm going to shower," she said awkwardly, and quickly left the kitchen. I stood there, dumbstruck, the last drips of cum splattering onto the kitchen floor.
Chapter 2
It was strange enough rubbing your mom off while getting a handjob. I still couldn't wrap my head around it. But the awkwardness between us was the foremost concern on my mind. When we did interact it was in high-pitched, frenzied voices as we eagerly avoided the subject, and each other. Four days later I found myself reading a book in my room when I heard mom come home from work. It was Friday night, and normally we watched a movie and unwound from her long workweek and my week of college classes. I had been lucky to live at home during college and save some money. Now I was wishing that I had someplace else to go to avoid mom. Once you touch your mom's pussy, things change, it seemed.
I waited a while to go downstairs and found my mom in the kitchen. She was digging through the refrigerator for leftovers, our Friday usual dinner. She was wearing baggy pajama pants and a t-shirt, again a Friday usual.
"Hey mom," I said, startling her.
"Stephen!" she said, alarmed.
I sighed, "Mom, we don't have to talk about anything serious, but can we just have a normal Friday night? One where we don't loud-talk over each other to avoid really talking?"
Mom was taken aback, and sighed. Her whole body seemed to deflate a little bit, as if the tension drained from her. "Let's have a normal Friday night, that sounds wonderful," she said, the relief in her voice clear as a cloudless sky. She grabbed a small container with some leftovers and headed to the living room, a glass of wine in her other hand.
We chose a new superhero movie. I was glad, anything with too much nudity or sex would have been more awkward. Besides, it was easy to lose oneself in the popcorn-friendly plot and banter. Soon we were talking about our day, laughing. It felt good to feel normal.
When the movie ended mom stood up and stretched. My eyes gravitated to her midriff, causing my body to stir in response. I had never really looked at my mom like that before, but after our surprise early in the week, my eyes dwelled on her. Mom looked down to see me staring, and my face felt flush.
"Got an eyeful?" she asked, laughing. Then she surprised me by raising the hem of her shirt, showing me her entire midriff. My eyes widened and she laughed again before lowering her shirt. She picked up her wine glass and emptied it, turning to head to the kitchen.
Again, I don't know why I did it, but something in me made me step gently on the hem of mom's long pajama pants. They were baggy, like I said, and soft cotton; pink with white clouds on them. She got two steps away from me when her pants went taut and slid down a little.
She paused, unmoving. The top of her small, round ass was exposed, maybe just an inch or so, but it was causing my dick to stir. She looked back at me as I sat on the couch, anchoring her in place. She moved slightly away from me, and her pant slid down more. I realized, with a shock, that she nothing on under them.
"Are you going to keep me here, or are you going to let me get some more wine?" she asked, laughing softly. I stared at her exposed ass a second longer and she moved further away, causing her pants to slide down more. She pivoted to face me, and her pants slid and shifted further. I stared at her hips, at the expanse of soft, smooth skin before me. Her waistband of her pants was so low that I could see the very top of the curly hair that covered her labia. Like her hair, it was jet black.
I took my foot off her pants leg and she straightened up but did not adjust her pants. She was panting softly, her cheeks blushing. "You seem to have a thing about my pants," she said.
I opened my mouth to say something, perhaps an apology, but she set down her wine glass and turned to face me. She hooked her thumbs into her waist band and let the natural weight of her arms slide her pants down a little more, revealing more of her bush. My mouth was still open, dumbstruck.
She reached down and tugged at my jeans. I was surprised, and froze as she unbuttoned them. After a week of awkward exchanges, this suddenly felt normal.
"I shouldn't be doing this," she said, to her self, as she unzipped my jeans. I expected her to put her hands on the throbbing bulge straining against the fabric but instead she sat down and straddled my thigh. She grinned and slowly slid along my thigh, grinding her pussy against me. She closed her eyes and made a small o-shape with her mouth as she humped against me. I decided to become an active participant and put my hands on her hips. She did not object or stop me.
It was quiet as mom ground her pussy against my leg. I could feel her quickening her pace, grinding harder against me. My mom was rubbing herself off against me. She moaned softly and rest her head on my shoulder, still grinding as she sighed and shuddered. My mom was coming.
She sat up suddenly, her eyes wide. She reached down and grabbed my dick through my underwear, stroking it. It was too much, I barely lasted a minute before my turgid member exploded, pulsing cum and flooding my underwear. She let go of my dick, her senses suddenly coming back to her. She sat, the tinge of awkwardness returned.
"I'd better get ready for bed," she said, not looking at me, and left the room.
Chapter 3
Mom avoided me for the next two weeks. Sure, we spoke here and there, in bursts of awkward conversation, but it was clear Mom was staying away from me. I felt a mixture of things. I was nervous, even a little guilty. I was also angry that she wasn't speaking to me, and of course a big part of me longed for another encounter, but she gave me no such opportunity. I was masturbating constantly, thinking of nothing but her, my brain becoming addled with thoughts of her body against mine.
Finally, I couldn't take it anymore. I was tired of the awkwardness, but I also missed my mom. Determined, I headed to her room while she sat in bed reading one night. Immediately she pulled up her covers and looked panicked. I didn't want her to feel cornered, so I hovered by the door, leaning against the frame.
"Mom, can we talk?" I said.
"About what?" she said, feigning ignorance. She again looked panicked and while part of me wanted to retreat, we needed to talk.
"Do I have to say it out loud?" I said.
"I don't know what you're talking about," she replied, looking at her book. Her avoidance of the subject was starting to annoy me. Exasperated, I cut to the chase.
"Are we going to talk about how we each got each other off, twice? I mean, we can agree it's not a typical thing to do together. We need to talk about it."
She sighed, closing her book. "Fine, okay. We can talk about it." She set her book in the nightstand and patted the bed. "Sit, tell me what's on your mind."
"That's just it," I said, taking a seat next to her. "I don't know what's on my mind. Too many things."
"Regrets?" she said.
"Yes," I replied.
"Both not enough regret to do it a second time?" she mused, taking off her glasses and setting them on her book.
"Right," I agreed. "Plus general confusion, and, if I have to be honest, it's all I've been able to think about."
"Good or bad?" she asked matter-of-factly.
"Good," I blurted out, and she laughed.
"Can I ask you a different question," she asked. "Why did you grab me by the waistband in the first place. Not something you'd normally do to your mom."
"I don't know," I said, shrugging. "It just sort of happened."
She nodded, "I guess we can say it all just sort of happened."
"But you've been avoiding me for weeks, I've been feeling guilty."
"That's why I've been avoiding you," she said, "I feel terrible for somehow tempting you into this kind of thing. It's not something we should be doing."
"I agree," I said. "But when will we do it again?"
"Nice try," she said, laughing. "Not a chance."
"I think they're a little more of a chance than that," I said, and I pulled her covers down a little.
She pulled them back up, but laughed. "You're not getting into my pants just by pulling down my sheets, or my waistband," she said.
I tugged at the sheets again and this time she was ready for me. She pounced, pushing my back on the bed and pinning back my arms. I pushed back, and one hand slipped free. She laughed as my free hand caught the hem of her shirt and lifted it up, exposing her midriff. I would have kept going but she pinned me back down, straddling me. Her shirt was still halfway up her back and this time I freed a hand and pulled the back of her shirt over her shoulders and head. She sprang up and her shirt came off, flying off the bed as she sat up on me. She was straddling my hips, sitting right on my dick, topless.
Mom was panting hard and I reached up and pulled her down onto me. I raised my head and my lips made contact with her nipple. I sucked it gently, my mouth exploring her as I once had as a baby. It was a weird thought, but sucking on my mom's tit was was about as primeval as I could get. There was some weird psychology shit going on in my head, but I didn't care.
Mom sat up and deprived me of my prize. I tried to not look disappointed, but she looked wild. She sat up and got off of me long enough to free my dick from my pants. I was in shock as she started to stroke me and then bent down taking me into her mouth.
I sighed deeply as she sucked my swollen dick. It filled her mouth and she moaned as she sucked and stroked me. Mom had superb skills and for a moment I wondered how often she had done this. But never with her son.



She stopped sucking me and I immediately missed the feeling of filling her mouth. She got on her knees and slid off her pajama pants. She again wore nothing underneath, and her pussy was dripping, a thick strand of her wetness making a bridge to her thigh.
Mom straddled my face, lowering her pussy to my mouth. I did not hesitate, and licked her furiously. I grabbed her ass and focused on her clit, licking it wildly. Mom ground her wet pussy against my face, her hips bucking. This was not a mother-son activity that most would condone but I was beside myself with lust. I licked, exploring her with my tongue, listing to her gasps and moans as feedback.
Mom came hard, her hips bucking. I was worried she'd ride too hard but she controlled it. She flooded my face with her wet desire, and I felt like the king of the universe. Her moans of pleasure made my dick harder than I thought possible, and I wanted more than anything to please her like this anytime she wanted.
Mom's orgasm faded and she got up, straddling me in reverse. Her pussy made contact with my tongue as she leaned forward and took me into her mouth. I licked her as she sucked me, our mouths making wet sounds as we pleased each other. My mother was insatiable, and came again quickly, moaning with my dick in her mouth. It was a sexiest sound I had ever heard.
Mom came a third time, her pussy a flood of wetness, as I exploded. I came hard, surprising her, but she didn't stop sucking me. I emptied weeks of desire and frustration into her mouth and she swallowed it all without stopping. I finally had to pull away, too sensitive to continue. She sat next to me on the bed, her pussy making a considerable wet spot on the sheet. She pulled me over to her, and I rest my head against her chest, my lips casually kissing her tit.
She let me kiss her tits gently, eventually sucking on them, my tongue pressing against them as I took them into my mouth, gently crushing her nipples. She stroked my hair gently as I sucked her tits, my mouth greedy for her. Eventually I reached down and stroked her damp hair between her legs, my fingers gently probing her pussy. She let me continue, fingering her gently as I sucked her tits.
"That's it, baby," she said, playing with my hair. I rubbed her clit slowly but in firm, small circles, her tit in my mouth and my other hand holding her by the waist. Her body tensed up each time she came, her pussy flooding my fingers. She came once, then again, each time holding my head close, bringing her tit to my mouth. Finally, spent, she begged me to stop. I was hard again, and she looked down at my dick musingly.
"Can I say something really weird?" she asked.
"I don't see why not, all of this is weird. Good weird, though," I added.
"I never breastfed you, maybe this is why you're so into my tits."
"I'm into them because they're really nice."
"And, because I'm your mom?"
"Especially because of that."
She laughed, tussling my hair. She touched to tip of my dick with her finger. "What can I do about that?" she asked.
"Surprise me," I said.
She grinned, and pulled me so I was laying on my side. She spooned next to me, nestling my dick in her ass cheeks. She was so petite, I could have commanded what happened next, but I let her lead. She rubbed her ass against my dick; I was in heaven.
I reached around and gently held her tit and thrust against her, fucking her against her ass. She was soft, smooth, and as I thrust against her I knew I would not last long. She panted softly and made a slight whimper, begging me to come. Suddenly, as the urge to come overtook me, I started to spurt between us, sending hot jets of cum up her back.
"Yes," cried out, rubbing harder against me. It was a smaller, less intense orgasm. I envied her ability to come so many times. But I was grateful as I spurted against her, plastering us with my cum.
Mom reached down, pulling the covers up over us. "You can sleep here, but you're not getting any more tonight." Quietly, we drifted off to sleep together.
Chapter 4
I stirred awake to find an empty bed. I was naked, covered in dried cum, and both happy and bewildered. Something primal in me had awakened, and I wasn't sure what was happening but I did not question it.
I found mom downstairs, readying for her day. The awkwardness was gone, and she beamed when she saw me. Maybe having my dick in her mouth took the weird edge off of things, I didn't want to overthink it.
Mom wore jean shorts and a t-shirt, and I marveled at how round her small butt was. It was hard to believe a woman as small and slender as she could pack such an ass, but there it was.
"Sleep well," she said, patting me on the arm as I passed.
"I did," I said, as if this was a normal morning. Was it a normal morning, I wondered?
"What do you want for breakfast?" she asked, turning to face me.
"I think you know," I said, and leaned in to give her a kiss. I was surprised when she put her hand on my chest and stopped me.
"No," she said, not unkindly.
"Okay," I said, stepping back, awkwardly. There was a sudden tension in the air, a weirdness between us, the same feeling that had permeated our house for weeks. I decided to test a theory and hooked my fingers into her shorts waistband and pull her gently to me.
She complied, sliding closer and locking her lips to mine. She was suddenly pressed against me, my hands unbuttoning her jeans. One hand slid around her waist to her ass, sliding under her underwear and gently squeezing her small, round ass.
"Okay," she said, giggling, "if you insist."
"I do," I said, with a grin. I took the hem of her shirt and lifted. She raised her arms and I stripped it off of her, exposing her glorious tits.
"Suck them," she said, grabbing my hair and bringing my face to her nipple. I dove forward, taking her breast in my mouth, crushing her nipple gently between my lips and tongue.
"That's it, baby," she said, her voice a whisper. As I kissed and sucked her breasts she slid out of her shorts and underwear, and unbuckled my belt. My shorts fell to the floor and my dick, already at attention, sprung out at her. She giggled and took it in her hands, stroking it gently.
"If you want me, you have to take me," she whispered, and I now understood everything. I pulled her close, our bodies plastered together, and picked her up. I kicked off my shorts and my member, swollen and at full attention, pressed against her pussy. She was slick with desire, and I pressed her against the wall and entered her. In one, slow stroke, I was fully inside my mother. I had returned the place of my birth a conqueror.
"That's it, fuck me," she pleaded, and I did not hesitate. I thrust into her slowly and steadily with small movements. I stayed almost completely inside her, greedy for the feeling of her pussy enveloping me. My lips found her nipple and I sucked, and my mother wept. Not tears of anger or pain, but of something else I could not understand. We were one, rutting like animals, her pussy contracting around me as she came for the first time.
I kept fucking her as her pussy contracted hard around me. It was almost too much too quickly, but holding her up distracted me enough to last longer. I thrust into her as deep I could, burying myself inside her. I was close to coming. In the moment, it occurred to me that I should pull out before I exploded.
As if reading my mind, she said "come inside me, baby, fill me." It was all I needed to hear, and I let my guard down and came. I pressed my body against her to keep us both against the wall as my member, harder than it had ever been, pulsed inside her. I emptied myself into her, coming longer and more intense than any other time of my life. As I filled my mother's birth canal with my cum, she pressed my head to her tits, which I took into my mouth again and gently sucked.
As my orgasm faded I continued to gently thrust into her, almost leisurely. I was getting tired, though, of the acrobatics and set her down. As I did I exited her and a torrent of my cum spilled down her leg.
"Wow," she said, "that's a lot." She stood on her toes to plant a quick kiss on my cheek. "Come here," she said, and led me by the hand to the couch. She guided me to lay on my side and lay facing me, throwing one leg over my hips. We were pressed together, our noses touching, and I needed no prompting to enter her again.
We fucked slowly, steadily, mom coming repeatedly as I thrust into her. One of my hands gripped her ass as I penetrated her deeply, her pussy slick with her wetness and my cum. Finally I felt my second orgasm build and thrust into her one last time, freezing as my dick pulsed hard inside her. She sighed, feeling my come inside her. Mom's hair was disheveled and her face flush, the look of a women fucked hard and fucked well. I felt pride welling up inside me that I had done this for her.
Mom kissed me on the forehead, standing up. Cum dripped out of her and she surveyed herself.
"Do you understand how this is going to work now?" she asked. I nodded and she smiled. "Good, now I'm going to shower. Next time you want me, you know how to get me, got it?"
"Got it, mom," I said. She giggled and bent down to kiss me. I surprised her by taking one of her tits in my mouth. She gasped, laughing, but let me suck for a minute before getting up and heading to the shower. I lay on the couch, spent, my brain fried from what was happening. I had fucked my mom. I had come inside her, twice. I wondered, in that moment, what was going to happen next.
I couldn't wait to find out.
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Chapter 1
Maggie Thomas was drunk. Tipsy, really, more than anything. There was an empty bottle of wine on the counter and she was responsible for the whole thing. The stack of papers on the counter were freshly signed, her divorce was official. She looked at her signature, in dark blue ink, on the top page. She had signed multiple times, with each stroke of her pen she won more of her freedom. Finally, she said to herself, it's over.
Maggie's husband, Pete, had left her for one of his dental hygienists. Her lawyer was good, and took everything she could from him, including half-stake in his dental practice. She had moved out, and was settling into a new house. All around her boxes formed stalagmite-like structures. She'd get settled once her sons arrived.
Her sons, Michael and Bradley, were coming from college to help her get settled over the winter holidays. It was another sunny Florida winter, and they were eager for some warm weather as much--she assumed--as they were to help their mom. Michael was a junior and Bradley was a freshman, both living in other states. She missed them terribly, and the divorce has been difficult to handle alone. She was ecstatic to see her boys.
Her boys. More like men, she thought to herself. Both were sandy-haired, handsome men who took after her more than their jerk of a father. At the thought of her ex-husband, she reached for a new bottle of wine and uncorked it. As she drank she fought dark feelings by thinking about her new life, and what it entailed. A new house, a new start. An empty space. She poured a full glass of wine and drank it.
Maggie continued to drink as she unpacked. The house was warm, with the windows letting in the evening breeze as she continued to sip wine. She felt warm, flush, and soon started dancing as she worked. She enjoyed movement, feeling her body move. It was a sore point in her marriage; her husband never noticed her. It turns out he was too busy having sex with twenty-year-olds in his office. She had given him two sons, supported him through dental school and in the early days of his practice. She had stayed fit, for him, for nothing.
Maggie downed another glass of wine. She paused as she dropped a box off in her bedroom. She stood in front of the mirror, examining herself. She hadn't really looked at herself in the mirror since her married went sour, really looking herself over. On a whim, and maybe it was the wine, she slipped off her shorts and shirt, standing in a bra and panties in the mirror. She spun once, then twice, giggling as her balance faltered slightly. She studied herself; she was still fit, trim. Her tits, she mused, had succumbed slightly to gravity but were still full. Her butt, she noted, was still a tight bubble.
She felt warm, but not from the weather. She unhooked her bra and let it fall to the flood, and slipped off her panties. A neat but full bush of light-brown hair burst forth from between her legs, and she lightly touched her soft hair there.
"The boys aren't due in yet," she thought to herself, and laid down on her bed. She spread her legs wide, her pussy already damp with anticipation, and she slid a finger down her stomach while her other hand cupped her breast. It had been a long time, she thought, as her finger slid along her slick labia. "Just one," she said to herself. Her fingers parted the slick, soft folds below and she traced them slowly, her fingers electric against her skin. Her free hand roamed her breasts, she always loved when a man touched them. It had been too long.
Her hand worked in earnest, hitting her clit expertly as it had hundreds of times. She spread her legs wider, her hand moving at a faster pace. She gripped her breast and bucked her hips as her orgasm overtook her. Waves of pleasure crashed over her and she bucked and thrashed on the bed. She stifled a cry but then let it out, there was no one home to hear her. A guttural moan escaped her lips as she let go of herself and thrashed lightly on the bed. Immediately, she heard a voice.
"Mom?" It was Michael, somewhere in the house.
"Shit!" she hissed to herself, darting up off the bed. She had been careless, she knew they were driving in tonight. "Hang on, just changing!" The door to her bedroom was wide open, she hoped they would not come down the hall just yet. She scooped up her panties and slid her t-shirt back on. She went to put on her shorts but looked in the mirror. She didn't need to walk out there braless in front of her sons, but the last thing she wanted was to do was put her bra back on. She quickly dug through a suitcase and found some overall-shorts and slid them on. Better than nothing, she thought. She picked up her wine glass and headed down the hall, her legs still unsteady from her orgasm.
"My boys!" she exclaimed as she entered the living room. Her sons were standing next to their bags, surveying her new house.
"Mom!" they exclaimed, rushing over to meet her. She hugged them both, almost cracking their ribs with how hard she embraced them each. Hugging them so soon after climaxing reminded her of being a young mom, when her boys would burst into her room shortly after she and their father had had sex. She shook her head slightly, and walked into the kitchen and poured herself some wine.
"Let me give you the tour," she said. She led them through the house, explaining her plans for what items would go where. She had them for two weeks, and was determined to put them to work while also spending some quality time with them. She instantly felt better having them in the house.
"Holy shit, is that a hot tub?" Bradley exclaimed, looking into the back yard. There was a hot tub built into the pool, a first for them.
"I wasn't going to hold back," she said.
"You deserve it," he said, giving her a high five. Michael was quiet, looking around the house as they toured. She also noticed him sneaking glances at her braless tits. Even with the overalls she was showing more than usual. Maybe it was her imagination, but Michael always seemed to enjoy her physically, which made her blush. She didn't mind the attention. Sure, he was her son, but a young man staring at your tits was not to be taken for granted.
Maggie found herself flush and feeling, for lack of a better term, extremely horny. It was a mix of wine, having just rubbed one out, and knowing Michael was looking at her tits. She had thought of his gaze often. Maybe because their father was so neglectful, she thought, taking a sip of wine.
"This is a nice place," Michael finally said, his eyes roaming the room and her as well.
"It will be even nicer when we're settled," she said. "I can't thank you boys enough for spending Christmas with me."
"We wouldn't miss it for anything," Bradley said.
They finished the tour and ended in the living room. The couch was laden with suitcases so they sat around the coffee table. A pizza arrived and they ate while she drank more wine. She was drunk, not slurring drunk but definitely not a minor buzz. The wine made Maggie even hornier. She was going to have to masturbate several times tonight to fall asleep, she thought to herself. Just thinking about it made her wet. She stretched, leaning back, and thought she caught Bradley and Michael taking a look. She enjoyed it. Even though she knew she shouldn't, she always enjoyed giving the boys a look or tease. She knew it was just normal hormonal curiosity, but she loved it.
Maggie would later wonder why she did what she did next, but never once did she regret it. "I'm going to change," she said. "Let's test out the pool." She got up and headed to her room. She left the door open and unbuttoned her overalls. She let them fall to the floor. She stripped bare and fished a bikini out of her bag, slipping on the bottoms. She heard someone approaching and turned her back to the door, still topless.
"Mom," she heard Michael say from the hall, she looked behind her, he was lingering in the hall, seeing her open door and waiting.
"Come in," she said, her back still to the door. She heard him enter. She put on her top, sure that he at least saw the sides of her tits.
"I didn't know you weren't decent," he exclaimed, his eyes straining to look anywhere but at her body.
"It's fine," she said. "What's up?"
"Oh, um, I just wanted to know if you had unpacked towels?" It was a flimsy excuse, she knew, to see her like this. She had wondered, before, if she should discourage his interest. But he was just looking, after all. She nonchalantly adjusted her bikini top, revealing more of her tits as she did, and then adjusted the bottoms as well. She noted his eyes were glued to her.
"They're in a huge box in the front bathroom. Grab a couple, we haven't hooked up the washer and drier yet," she said, patting him on the arm as she walked past. She had turned on the heater for the pool and hot tub and she was glad that she did. It was a warm night but even so the warm water felt good when she slipped into the pool. The boys appeared with towels, her bottle of wine, and her glass. They set a full glass on the edge of the pool and joined her. They swam and made small talk, all the while she stopped to drink more. She found she was now maintaining a constant buzz, and she enjoyed the fine line between control and letting loose that she was straddling.
They talked about college, about how their year was going, and avoided any discussion of their father. It was only when they transitioned to the hot tub that she finished a glass and said "I'm so glad you're spending your break with me, and not your father."
The boys grew solemn. Michael spoke first, "Mom, Dad's a complete asshole. Even before you caught him cheating, I hated spending time with him."
"Me, too," Bradley said. "I'm fine if I don't see him again."
"Don't say that," she said, but she also smiled. She leaned back, letting the water soothe her. Her mind drifted, and she kept thinking about how good it felt to come earlier. Part of her wanted to call it an early night and get under her sheets, but part of her was enjoying time with her sons. As she leaned her tits rose out of the water, and she saw Michael sneaking a look at them. It might have been her imagination, but Bradley seemed to be doing the same. She thought of the times they has almost walked in on her over the years, and wondered how many times it was intentional.
The boys got out of the hot tub and went to grab more pizza. Maggie shifted in her seat and was pleasantly surprised to find a jet of water hitting right between her legs. She sighed as the warm water rushed over her. This, she thought, was going to be worth the price of buying this house. She untied her bikini bottom and stuffed the loose fabric under her thigh, letting the water hit her pussy directly. She didn't care that her sons were walking back to the hot tub. They couldn't see what she was up to, and she needed to come again. It wasn't the first time she had snuck an orgasm in front of others, she used to rub herself off in the back of the car on family road trips, her parents and sister unaware of her covert climaxes.
The boys slipped in across from her. They talked about their finals, how the semester went, and other things as she felt her pleasure build. Her nipples were rock hard, pushing against the white fabric of her bikini. The boys took notice, eyeing her tits when they thought they were being sneaky. Their furtive glances made everything more intense. She bucked her hips slightly, trying to avoid arousing suspicion, and felt her body lose control. She was coming in front of her sons, and they had no idea.
She sighed softly, again trying to avoid giving it away. She had to move back from the jet as she became overstimulated. Her legs trembled as her pussy contracted hard. As her orgasm faded she was now bottomless, her bikini had washed out from under her when she moved. She panicked until she found it again, unsure of which way was forward as she fumbled to slip it back on surreptitiously. The stealth orgasm has been the most intense she had ever experienced. If only her boys knew she had just gotten off, what would they think!
Chapter 2
Maggie woke up with a slight hangover. She groaned, her head throbbing. She downed some Tylenol and drank a lot of water as she showered and got ready. She paused as she got dressed, looking herself over the in the mirror. She looked good, she thought. She felt good, which was even more important. She still felt horny from the night before. Coming in the presence of her sons was intense. The stealthy nature of it only heightened the experience. She had enjoyed their eyes on her tits. She stood naked in her room, looking at the shut door leading to the hallway. She selected a pair of short khaki shorts and put them on, feeling the freedom of not wearing anything underneath. She pulled her hair into a messy bun, admiring her tits, gingerly cupping them. She shuddered. Control yourself, she thought. She put on a bra and a tight talk top, checking herself in the mirror one more time before going downstairs.
Bradley and Michael were already up and clattering about. Bradley was unloading dishes in the kitchen, while Michael was unpacking books. Both boys gave her a good look over, and she grinned to herself. They spent the day unpacking, focusing on the business of putting things where they needed to go, and making a list of what she needed to buy to complete her new house. The boys cast furtive glances at her tits and ass, and she enjoyed the tease.
At one point she bent over to pick up a dust bunny, and caught them looking right down her tank top. They blushed and tried to act cool, but she decided to have a little fun with her boys.
"When you used to have friends over, they'd trying to look down my shirt all the time," she said casually, not acknowledging them directly. "Some of them were pretty blatant about it." Their friends used to check her out all the time, and even though these were her own boys, she enjoyed the attention. They were just normal young men, she told herself, checking out some available sights. It didn't matter that she was their mother.
"Our friends didn't just sneak peeks," Michael said.
"Yeah, they definitely strained their necks to get a look," Bradley added. "Some of my friends begged me to get a picture of you changing or something."
"Did you?" she asked, surprised, but surprisingly not upset.
"Hell no," he replied. "If I had a photo like that, I would never have shared it with them."
"So you're saying you'd never share a nude pic of your mom, but you didn't say you wouldn't take one," she teased. Bradley blushed, as did Michael. She felt her nipples get hard.
Mid-day, she poured her first glass of wine.
By the time they broke for dinner, Maggie was both buzzed and incredibly horny. Her mind wandered, and she found herself even telling a sexual joke or two, to the surprise of her sons. She played it off as banter, but saw them staring more afterward. She decided to have a little more fun, she thought. She went to her room, stripping off her clothes, again with the door open. For some reason the open door was alluring to her, the idea that they could come down the hall at any moment and see her naked. She downed her glass of wine and checked herself in the mirror. She put on her bikini and headed back down the hall. As she did she ran into Michael, whose eyes widened and zeroed in on her tits.
"Hey, Michael," she said, enjoying his gaze.
"Oh, hey, mom," he said, trying to invent a reason for coming down the hall.
"While you're here, would you retie my top for me?" she said, turning around. She felt his hands on her back as he untied her top.
"Tie it tight," she instructed, and she felt his fumbling hands against her. She turned, tugging the top this way and that, giving him an extra view. She saw him staring. "You're just like your friends," she teased, and headed down the hall.
They finished dinner while she elicited stares from her boys. She knew she shouldn't, but she was enjoying their interest. They were just responding to a half-naked woman, she thought to herself. They're my sons, after all, and they're just curious. She had another glass of wine and felt lightheaded and dreamy.
"Come on, let's go swimming," she said. She headed for the pool and was joined by her sons shortly afterward. They swam in the pool, again grateful for it's heated temperature. She swam close, sometimes hanging off of her sons as they stood in the parts too deep for her. She pressed her breasts against their backs as she wrapped her arms around their broad shoulders. She was less drunk than the night before, and in her improved clarity she noticed both sported erections under the swimsuits, and fought in vain to hide them from her. Knowing that they were aroused made her hornier, surprising herself. Maggie surprised herself, swimming closer and treading next to them.
"You boys have been so sweet to come and help me. I didn't want to make you guys spend your entire break with me. I'm sure you have fun stuff to do."
"Of course we'd spend time with you," Bradley said.
"Well, I want you to know I appreciate it very much," she said. Then she swam to the hot tub. The boys followed her as she slid to her new, favorite seat. She already had her bikini bottom off before they joined her, and the water was hitting her clit perfectly. She leaned back, enjoying the feeling of the hot water on her pussy, and her sons' eyes on her tits.
"We had a hot tub when I was growing up, I used to sit it in with my sister and cousins all the time after high school," she said casually, her voice dreamlike as she felt her body ripple with pleasure. She was so turned on from the all-day tease that she came fast and hard, her body fighting her to trash about. She maintained composure, enjoying holding back for her unwitting audience. When her orgasm ended she moved a little further from the jet, letting it hit her but not as intensely.
"Can I tell you two a secret," she said, giggling from the wine and her climax. "When my parents weren't home, my cousins, sister, and I would play show and tell in the hot tub."
"What?" the boys said together. Michael added, "Your cousins Nicky and Matt?"
"Yup," she said, grinning. Carrie and I convinced Nicky to take off her top one day, and then we all did. And poor Matt was definitely aroused. After that it was kind of a game, to see if we could do it without getting caught. I miss those days." Without another word she reached back and untied her top. The boys eyes widened as she took it off and tossed it into the pool. They stared at their mother's bare tits, and she felt her whole body tremble slightly.
"Go ahead and look," she said, taking a sip of wine. "I don't mind you looking, you've been sneaking peeks all day anyway." They tried to protest their innocence but she just laughed sweetly. She closed her eyes and let the water hit her clit harder. She knew they were staring, knew they were hard, and she felt herself coming. As she came, she was surprised by the visions in her head of two hard cocks sprung in her face, seeking her mouth. She opened her eyes to see them still sitting, staring at her tits, as her pussy contracted and she came. She bucked her hips slightly, stifling a more intense response. Coming in front of them, topless, was the best thing she had ever done.
Something had come undone in her head, she thought. This was not a normal thing to do--and I don't care.
Michael swallowed hard, finding his voice finally, "did you see Matt naked?"
"At first, no, the bubbles covered everything up, so it was just tits for him. But eventually he took off his suit. I saw the tip of it a few times, and then the whole thing finally. We almost got caught that time, because after a while we kept our tops on but sat with nothing else," She looked at her sons, and they shifted uncomfortably. "If you two want to take off your swimsuits, I don't mind, I can't see anything right now." To illustrate the fact she fully removed and tossed her bikini bottom into the pool. The boys looked at each other, transfixed.



"It's okay," she coaxed, "really. I don't mind. You can't be comfortable right now." This tacit acknowledgement of their arousal seemed to spur them to action. They shifted around, slipping off their swimsuits and, like their mother, tossing them into the pool. They sat across from her, naked under the bubbles as she was. "Now what?"
"What do you mean?" Bradley said, his voice breaking slightly from nerves. She enjoyed how on edge he was.
"I just meant you're staring at my tits, now what? I mean, I just want you to know it's fine if you look. Your my boys and I don't mind in the slightest."
"You really don't mind?" Michael said, disbelieving.
"Take a look all you want, I'm glad you're enjoying them."
"Did your cousin enjoy them?"  "Matt? Poor guy, he was so surprised when the three of us took off our tops. I don't even know what he thought. I mean, one of us was his sister so that must have been extra surprising. When we finally saw him get out of the hot tub, I knew he was having a good time. That was the first naked cock I'd ever seen."
Saying that word to her sons was thrilling, she realized. She moved closer to the jet again for more stimulation. "Of course I've seen others, but Matt's was the first and the most fun. Poor guy, he was so hard." She knew her sons would be equally hard right then, and she felt her pussy already contracting. She was in a near-constant state of arousal and came quickly and intensely. On instinct her hand moved to feel her tits but she caught herself, instead rocking back and forth slowly, grinding through her most powerful orgasm yet.
After that they conversed about normal things, as if they weren't sitting naked in a hot tub together. The mundanity of their conversation made their nudity more exciting. She leaned back away from the jet, her pussy trembling. She was getting overstimulated. She yawned, stretching. Bradley also yawned, then looked into the pool furtively.
"What's up?" she asked, sitting up.
"I'm headed in, I'm beat," he said. His cheeks were flush and she suspected he needed to go in and take care of his erection. "But my suit is across the pool."
"Then get it," she teased. "Go ahead, I don't care."
"But, mom," he pleased, "you'll see it."
"I am aware," she said with a laugh.
"Mom, I'm...hard," he said, emphasizing the last word.
"Bradley James Thomas," she said, using his full name for effect. "I don't care if your cock is hard. I'm going to see it when you get out anyway."
"I didn't think that far ahead, I was just shocked you took off your top," he said, laughing. "Are you sure you don't mind?"  "I promise," she said. She was not prepared to see it, though. She had seen many cocks in her day, and they had all paled in comparison to her cousin Matt's, who hard sported a sizable one. As Bradley stood up she actually whistled, surprising herself. It was impressive, perhaps the biggest she had seen. He blushed, but there it was, proud, hard, pointing right at her.
"See, that wasn't so bad," she said, smiling. He grinned and slipped into the pool, retrieving his swimsuit but exiting the pool naked. He wrapped a towel around himself, waved, and headed toward the house. She looked at her oldest son, who was looking at her with a mixture of surprise and a look she had never seen in him before.
"Well, tonight has been full of surprises," she said.
"It has," he agreed. "My mom showed me her tits."
"I also saw one of my son's cocks. Surprises all around."
"Do you want to see your other son's cock?" he asked, his voice surprisingly eager.
"Very much so," she said, and he stood up. She felt her pussy quiver slightly. She hadn't felt this--this mischievous--since those days with her sister and cousins. "Very impressive," she said. Both her sons, she was pleased to see, were packing impressive members. It must come from her side of the family, she mused. She motioned for him to sit next to her, and he did. Wordlessly, she wrapped her hand around his cock. It felt huge in her hand.
He gasped and stiffened. "Mom..." he said. It was plaintive, barely audible.
"I'm drunk," she said. "I wouldn't normally do this," she said, almost to herself to justify what she was doing. She stroked him slowly, feeling his member in her hand. He closed his eyes, his body writhing against her motions as she deftly stroked him. She concentrated her efforts near the tip and he gasped loudly. He suddenly stood up, his dick inches from her tits, and she understood. He was too close, it was too much, he was coming. She stroked him rapidly, and he grunted. A massive rope of cum shot out, landing between her tits. She kept stroking and he kept spurting, covering her chest with an impossibly large load of cum. She stroked until his legs buckled and he sank into the water next to her. He snuggled next to her, pressing his softening dick against her leg.
What did I just do? She thought to herself. She was drunk on wine and orgasms, and as her mind cleared she felt his semi-rigid cock against her leg. She had gone too far.
"I better get to bed," she said, standing up. He disengaged from her and looked at her naked pussy and ass as she got out, retrieved her bikini, and headed inside. As she passed Bradley's bedroom she saw him passed out on the bed, his dick soft and at rest. When she got to her hallway, she paused at her door, leaving it door open as she slipped under the covers naked. She drifted off to sleep immediately, too tired to contemplate what she had just done, and what lines she had crossed.
Chapter 3
When Maggie woke, her covers were bunched up around her waist. Her legs and tits were exposed, and as she looked at her open door, she wondered if her sons had seen her like this. She groaned, her head hurting from the wine and her mind reeling from the realization that she had given her oldest son a hand job.
"I'm a terrible mother," she said to herself as she lay in bed. She could blame the alcohol, but she definitely wanted to do it, and wanted to do it for him. She had let go of all her inhibitions and in the moment had not hesitated. She adjusted the sheets, covering her body, and lay there with her head hammering. She decided to skip the wine today and keep her head clear. The last thing she needed was to do that again, she thought.
Was that the end of the world, though, she wondered. In other cultures mothers took care of their sons' needs that way in part to keep them out of trouble. It was no different, she thought. Besides, she had wanted it, no matter what she told herself otherwise. This was no mother with a helping hand, though. She thought of his cum, splattering against her, and the look on his face as he lost control and came all over her. She sighed. What happened was wrong, and what happened was wonderful. And it couldn't happen again.
When she came downstairs she wore a baggier t-shirt and longer shorts than the day before, as it to keep temptation--hers and theirs--at bay. The boys greeting her enthusiastically but no different than other days. It seemed that seeing her tits, and her seeing their cocks, was natural. She felt a knot in her chest loosen a little. Maybe they could move on and be normal.
"Morning, mom," Bradley said brightly, pecking his mom on the cheek. She turned the kitchen to find her favorite breakfast ready for her. Maybe, she thought, showing them her tits had it's perks. She saw a mimosa on the table, but intentionally avoided it. They chatted over breakfast and made plans for the day. Their big plan was to set up the bathrooms, and do to that they needed some items from the hardware store. There was a big box hardware store down the road, a perk of living in her new neighborhood. Michael volunteered to go, while Bradley went upstairs to shower.
Maggie busied herself with unpacking more kitchen items while she heard the shower running. She was surprised, some time later, when Bradley entered the kitchen, his hair damp from the shower.
"Did you sleep well?" she asked.
"Not as well as Michael did," he said. She looked shocked but he continued. "He told me this morning. Relax, I'm not judging. I mean I'm surprised, but not judging."
"I can't imagine what you must think," she said, averting his gaze.
"I'm thinking a lot of things. But back when you were in college, with the hot tub and your cousins, did you guys, did you ever do anything?"
She paused, sitting on the counter before speaking. "It depends. I mean, we got naked in front of each other, and saw everything. And then of course you couldn't see anything under the bubbles. So, yeah, I gave my cousin Matt a hand job under the bubbles now and then. I suspect my sister did. I don't know if his sister did, I never asked."
"That's hot," he said, and grinned and left the room. She looked him up and down, and kept looking as he walked away. Maggie made a decision. She set down her box and walked down the hall to his room. She knocked on his door. "Bradley?"
"I'm changing," he said through the door.
Maggie took a deep breath and walked into his bedroom. He was sharing it with Michael, and he saw his mom and tried to cover himself with his hands in surprise.
"Relax, I've seen it already," she said with a wave of her hand. He was still covering himself, and she giggled softly at the sight. She stared at his hands, and then took off her shirt. His eyes grew wide as she unhooked her bra, releasing her tits and exposing them to her younger son. His dick immediately started to grow, escaping his attempts to hide it.
"There," she said appraisingly, "I owe you."
"Oh," he blushed. "That was a spur of the moment thing, I thought. I didn't expect..."
"It was spur of the moment," she interrupted. "And so is this." She stepped closer and took his hands away from his swollen member. She put her hands on it and his knees buckled.
"Lean against the dresser," she said, and he shifted his weight against it. He looked at her hungrily as she stroked his shaft slowly. It felt powerful in her hands, and she wanted it, more than she dared to admit to herself. "Just tell me when you're close."
She stroked him slowly, with both hands, feeling the heat of his manhood against her skin. He stared at her breasts, and she found herself getting wetter by the minute. She reminded herself that this was as far as she would go. She quickened her pace, as if to end the act before she could change her mind.
"Mom," he blurted out, and she sank to her knees, barely breaking her rhythm. Bradley came, exploding in a torrent of thick ropes that fell across her chest. She laughed as he spurted warm cum all over her tits, and she kept stroking until his knees gave way. She let go of him, his cock swollen and an angry shade of red. She looked at the mess on her chest and stood up, surveying his handiwork, and hers.
"Now you're even," she said, and gave him a kiss on the cheek. She scooped up her shirt and bra, and headed to the shower. She turned on the water and stripped off her shorts and panties. Cum was running down her body and she felt an electric thrill as it formed rivulets down her stomach and toward her pussy. She stepped into the water and detached the removable shower head. She had bought it in anticipation of single life, and turned the water flow to a pulsating jet setting. Her pussy was wet and swollen with anticipation, and she aimed the water jet onto her clit and leaned against the wall.
She didn't hesitate to spread her legs and buck her hips. The water always did the trick, but in her aroused state she came almost instantly. Her body bucked and she moaned softly as she ground against the shower head. She gripped her breast tightly with her other hand and kept the water pressure focused as she came a second time, this time she saw stars in her eyes and decided to stop before she passed out.
When she exited the shower she changed. She put on another tank top, some short running shorts, and nothing else. When she exited her room, Michael was back and the boys were unpacking the garage as if nothing was out of the ordinary.
Maggie laid off of the alcohol all day. She had been sober when she gave Bradley a hand job, but that was to make things even between her boys. At the same time, she found herself drunk on another feeling altogether. She spent the day rationalizing it, but she was horny, lustful. She wanted to see those cocks again, to see how hard she made them. It made her feel good about herself, reminding herself that she still could make a man hard. She caught them sneaking glances at her tits and ass and she stopped several times throughout the day to sneak off and rub herself off. By dinner time, her pussy was absolutely slick with desire.
They went out to dinner. She wore a sundress and sandals, and the boys dressed up as well. They ate on the outdoor terrace, taking in the south Florida sunset. Both boys acted normal, and she was glad that their encounters had not outwardly warped them. Still, she wondered if she was messing up her sons, if she was somehow damaging them in a way that would require years of therapy. When they got home, she was determined to go to bed and fight her urges, but then the boys asked her if she wanted to go swimming.
"Sure," she said, "I'll run up and change."
"No need," Michael said, and headed outside. He stripped down and jumped into the pool naked. Bradley followed suit, and they waved her to join them. She sighed to herself, and wondered if the alcohol was really the culprit in the first place. She kicked off her sandals and joined them. She stood by the edge of the pool, hands on her hips, as her sons swam. Their cocks bobbed as they tread water. They were already semi-erect.
"Come on in," they said, "drop that dress and join us."
"I don't know," she said. "After last night, maybe I shouldn't."
"Oh come on," Michael said. "Live a little. You deserve to unwind and have fun."
She sighed, and pulled the tie on her back and cinched the waist. She let the dress slip off her. She took off her bra and panties and was glad it was too dark to see how wet she was. She slipped into the warm water and swam. They were right, it felt good, it felt right, to be with them. She watched their cocks get harder as they swam, and they talked about next semester's courses and their summer plans. She was glad to hear them talking about the future, about plans with their friends, about next summer's schedule. She didn't want them obsessed with their mother. After all, they needed to find girls their own age.
She retired to the hot tub and they joined her. She needed to come, hard, and quickly. The jet did the trick, sending her off after only a few minutes. She maintained composure through her first orgasm, but then decided to let a moan and sigh escape when her second orgasm hit. The boys' eyes widened when they realized their mother was coming.
"What?" she said as she came to from her climax. "Did you think I don't come? Or were you too busy staring at my tits to see my facial expressions?"
They blushed, and she laughed. "Come here," she said, and they moved and sat on either side of her. She wrapped a hand around each of their swollen cocks and stroked slowly.
"Mom," Bradley said hesitantly, "can we, can we touch your tits?"
She kept stroking while she pondered his question. When she was touching them, it was a service, a kindness to her boys. If they touched her, it was definitely a reciprocal act. She wondered if this was somehow crossing a line, and then she remembered she was holding their dicks in her hands.
"Be gentle," she said, and closed her eyes and leaned back. She let the jet hit her pussy while her sons' hands explored her tits. Her orgasm came quicker, harder than ever. She was surprised by how their hands felt on her. They weren't the first men to touch her, but their touch was unlike any other. She moved back from the jet to focus on them, stroking them as they cupped her breasts. Michael leaned forward and put his mouth to her tit, licking her nipple and sucking it gently. She cried out, softly, and Bradley echoed him.
Her sons sucked and kissed her tits, and she wept. The tears surprised her. They were not tears of pain or sorrow but of a deep longing that she did not realize lived inside her. She stroked them faster, and Bradley's hips began to buck. He sucked her nipple harder as his cock spasmed in her hand, coming underwater. He relaxed and fell back, face nuzzled in her neck as she stroked Michael to orgasm. He came, pulsing underwater, the hot tub swirling with her sons' seed.
Maggie was shocked to suddenly find Bradley's hand on her inner thigh. She spread her legs slightly, giving him access. She wanted his touch, and soon he was rubbing her clit while the water washed over her pussy. She came, harder than ever, bucking her hips widely. She held her sons' softening members in her hands still, gently cradling them, not wanting to let go.
When her orgasm ended they lay there, together. Bradley's hand rested on her thigh while Michael rests his hand on her breast. They said nothing, but sat in the tub until she lost consciousness.
Chapter 4
Maggie woke up feeling wonderful. No headache, no hangover. She was tired, exhausted from her many climaxes. She found herself in bed, covered in a light sheet. The boys must have carried her to bed. She sat up, her whole body feeling electric. She found herself grinning uncontrollably, a feeling long missing in her life. Maybe, she thought to herself, maybe she'd be alright. The divorce had sucked so much of her life out of her, and she felt like that vacuum was finally being filled.
She put on a bikini and over it her overall shorts. She admired herself in the mirror for a few minutes before putting her hair in pigtail braids. After the break, she was determined to go out more with her friends, and make new ones. She felt the chains of her bad marriage slipping off of her one by one. She was, for the first time in years, unfettered.
The boys were repositioning the couch for the tenth time when she came into the living room. They were nearly finished unpacking, and it was three days until Christmas. Not that you'd know it by the weather outside. The sun was streaming into the house, bathing them in warm, golden light.
"Good morning," she said brightly, grabbing a bagel from the counter. She held it in her mouth while she poured herself some tea and sat on the couch. "I like this spot better than before."
They looked her over slyly and she grinned. She had a mouthful of food and they made her feel like the sexiest woman on the planet.
"I want to thank you both for bringing me inside last night. How long were we out there?"
"We stayed pretty late, you were asleep for most of it," Michael said. "And then eventually we got cold so we carried you into the house."
"Carrying your mom to her bed, how chivalrous," she teased.
"The view was worth it," Bradley said.
"If you keep up the flattery I won't complain," she said.
"Michael and I are heading out to get something. A surprise," Bradley said, eyeing his brother.
"Is it a surprise if you're telling me you're going to surprise me?" she said.
"It's a surprise if you don't know what it is," he replied.
When the boys left she sat back on the couch, happy that--hijinks aside--they were normal. She half expected them to whip out their dicks when she first saw them. And, she told herself, she wouldn't have hesitated to jerk them off. She also wondered if she would do more? Would she cross the line and do more? What wouldn't she do?
She was left alone with her thoughts, and her thoughts were both troubling and exciting. She felt like the situation's momentum was getting way from her. When the boys returned, she was surprised to see them lugging in a Christmas tree.
"We figured you didn't have anything for the holidays," Bradley said as he and Michael set it up. They brought in ornament boxes and lights, and the three of them settled in to decorate it. They had not put up a tree together in years. As they had guessed, she didn't have a tree, and hadn't even thought about purchasing one. They set it up by the large picture window overlooking the backyard. As they strung up lights and hung ornaments, Maggie was overwhelmed with a warmth and love for her boys.



"I didn't get you guys anything for Christmas yet," she said quietly, looking at the tree with them.
"You don't have to," Michael said. "This time together has been the best gift."
She laughed, but also wiped a tear from her eye. She leaned back against his chest, feeling his warm body against hers. In that moment, she knew she would do anything for her sons.
Maggie reached behind her and took Michael's hands. She brought them up and put them under her overalls and onto her tits. He gently cupped and squeezed them through the thin bikini fabric. At the same time she looked at Bradley, who unbuttoned her overalls, letting them fall to the floor. He stood in front of her, untying her bikini bottom as Michael slipped his hands under her top, cupping her bare breasts. Bradley was close to her, and she was sandwiched between them. He slipped his hand down her stomach and over her slick pussy.
Michael untied her top, and she was now naked, her sons touching her everywhere. She closed her eyes and let them explore her, their hands like fire against her skin. After some time one of them was rubbing her clit, she was no longer sure whose hand was whose as they moved around her, touching her. She sank to her knees, delirious with want, and looked up at them expectantly.
They wasted no time, freeing their turgid cocks. They sprung out and pointed at her, both throbbing with anticipation. She took one in each hand, and then shocked them both by putting Bradley's in her mouth. He gasped and she laughed as she started to suck his dick. She then switched to Michael. She took turns sucking and stroking them. She knew her sons were close to coming, their cocks were swelling and stiffer as they approaches their climax. She stroked their shafts and took them as deep into her mouth as she could.
Michael came first, his cock pulsing her mouth. She kept him in her mouth and kept stroking and sucking, swallowing his cum. She let his dick slip out of her mouth and some of his cum dripped onto her tits. Bradley helped her up and led her to the couch. She followed. By the light of the Christmas tree he sat on the couch and she crawled over his legs and resumed sucking his dick. From the corner of her eye she looked at Michael, his cock still hard and a violent shade of red. He approached her and, to her delight, got behind her on the couch.
"Mom," he said touching her pussy gently, "you're so wet." He nudged the head of his cock against her and she pushed backward. And with that, he entered her. Her other son's cock was in her mouth, stifling her moan as Michael plunged deep inside her. Her son was home.
She sucked Bradley as Michael fucked her. She bobbed up and down on her son's shaft while her oldest boy plunged his cock deep inside her. The lights twinkled as the sun set, the living room quiet except for panting and the sound of Michael thrusting against his mother. Bradley moaned, coming. His cock pulsed and she tried to swallow it all but it was too much. When he stopped coming she let his dick slide out of his mouth and rested her head on his stomach. He held her hand as Michael fucked her.
Maggie was coming. Her son hit her in the right spot over and over and her pussy contracted. She had not come this hard in years. She grunted as he continued to thrust deep into her, until he thrust one last time, burying his member fully inside her and coming. She felt his cock pulse and came a second time, gripping him.
Michael pulled out of her and she gasped. Bradley got out from underneath her and she lay on her stomach, exhausted. She was surprised when Bradley, still hard, straddled her outstretched legs and slid into her slick pussy. Where one son had left, the other had taken his place. Both of her sons had been inside her again, and she wept tears of joy as Bradley fucked her. He sank deep inside her, filling her completely. She came, hard as he fucked her. Michael sat on the floor, spent, and watched. Finally Bradley came again, filling her as is brother had done.
Exhausted, Bradley sat by his brother by the tree. The soft green and red lights flooded the room. Maggie got off of the couch and sat between them, her pussy leaking their mixed seed. She had never had two men at the same time before, and that she shared that experience with her wonderful sons made it all the better.
"Having you boys here with me has meant everything to me," she said quietly. They looked at her, their cocks already springing back to life. Oh, she thought, the vigor of young men. She could get used to this.
"I'm going to feel this tomorrow morning," she said as she lay on the carpet. The boys took turns kissing and sucking her tits, grinding their semi-hard members against her thighs. each of them slowly recharging for more.
END
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Chapter 1
The cabin was just as I remembered it, frozen in time. It was my mother's summer cabin growing up, built by her grandfather and used for decades by the family on the lake. It had been the site of countless summer vacations, family reunions, and at least one marriage proposal. And now, we were here to prep it for sale.
My sister Chrissy, my mother, and I stood in front of the cabin as if we were seeing it for the first time. Small waves lapped the dock, where a small boat was winterized and waiting for family that would not come to ride this year. The decision to sell it had not come lightly, my mother was now the sole owner and we had not been to visit in four years. Why keep a dusty old cabin in the woods, she had asked us. She didn't want us to inherit a burden, she had said.
Now that we stood in front of it, my senses were flooded, bringing back memories. The sounds of the water, the smell of the wild flowers by the front steps, all of it took me back to days when dad was still alive and we met our cousins and aunts and uncles for weeks at a time in the summer. We would grill every night and go tubing behind the boat before sitting out on the immense back porch and watch the fireflies dance in the night. I remembered my grandfather and grandmother, still very much in love until they passed, and how after that the cabin saw less and less use.
Over the years the back porch got a hot tub and the cabin got good internet, and fewer relatives visited. When dad died, mom stopped coming, and with our grandmother's recent passing mom was the sole owner of the cabin. Her response had been immediate. "I don't want it." Since then, we had made plans to spend a month out here, cleaning and getting it ready to sell. A strange start to our summer vacation.
I was home from college and Chrissy had just graduated. She was off to grad school in the fall and I was starting my junior year. I was close to my mother and sister, particularly after dad died. I was happy to see them, although the occasion felt bittersweet.
"Come on," mom said with determination, "let's at least assess how things look and unpack." We followed mom up the steps and she unlocked the door. The alarm chirped it's warning as she punched in the code to disarm it. The house was in good shape despite being dormant for a few years. Mom took in an audible breath as she first looked over the large, open ground floor.
"You okay, mom?" Chrissy asked.
"Yeah, I'm okay, just took me back for a moment," she said.
"Me, too," Chrissy said, and slipped her arm around mom's. I set down a large tub of cleaning supplies and brought in our bags. Chrissy helped while mom surveyed the house. One year a cat had gotten into the house and had a litter of kittens waiting for us. Luckily this year the house was free of small visitors.
Mom handed me a list of things to check. Mom was a consummate list maker, a trait she inherited from our grandmother. I walked the property, checking for water leaks and inspecting the dock and boat. It was a small boat, designed for a handful of passengers. Chrissy checked the upstairs while mom headed into town to get groceries. When she returned, I was surprised by the amount of beer she bought, but alcohol had always been a staple at the cabin. The first time I got drunk was as a teen, sneaking a few beers with Chrissy and our cousin Kate.
As I hauled in groceries and stocked the refrigerator it dawned on me that we weren't just sprucing up the cabin. This was our last vacation in it as well. We unpacked, and checked the house from top to bottom as the sun got low over the lake. Mom looked out over the water through the window, and spoke to us without turning.
"Throw a frozen pizza in the oven, let's sit out on the deck."
Chrissy and mom changed into bathing suits and I met them by the hot tub with dinner and a few beers. Mom sat on the deck, cross-legged, eating and looking out at the water. The sun cast everything in a golden glow, and I felt like a kid again. The feeling dissipated when Chrissy pulled a metal box, a little longer than a shoe box, out and set it on the deck between us.
"What is that?" I asked.
"I found it in the upstairs bedroom, behind some boxes in the closet. It's a bunch of old photos."
"Oh, god," mom said. "You shouldn't go through those." She reached for the box but Chrissy kept it out of reach.
"Why?" Chrissy said, but she had already opened the box and had taken out of stack of photos. "Oh, I see why," she giggled, passing them to me.
The photos in my hand were old, judging by the paper and the look of the film. Most were shots of the cabin, but the one on top was of two women, completely naked, standing shoulder to shoulder. One I instantly recognized as my own mother. She was about my age, probably 20 or 21, but I'd recognize her face and smile anywhere. Of course there were new things I had not seen before. My mom had a narrow waist and curvy hips, and apparently had them when she was young. She also had large, perky breasts. I found myself looking at them too intently.
"I'll take those," mom said, reaching over and taking the photos from me. But Chrissy had others, her eyes wide as she flipped through them and laughed.
"Geez mom, your whole family is naked in these," Chrissy said, passing me the photos. Mom tried to stop her but Chrissy just giggled and scooted back from mom. The photos were now scattered around us. Shots of people in the cottage, on the boat, having fun and completely naked. Lots of bush, I noted, but it was the times. Pictures of mom and grandma on the boat, smiling and naked. I was surprised by how casual it was to look at naked photos of your family, maybe that was just the vibe of the cabin.
"It was a different time," mom said, also giggling. She opened a second beer and took a sip. We passed around the photos in silence for a while. Suddenly Chrissy gasped and passed me a photo. It was a picture of our mom, her brothers, and her mom and dad, all naked. They were lined up in front of the boat, all grinning in the high sun. Her mother was next to her, also top-heavy but some of her youthful firmness had given way to time. But what struck me was all three men were sporting large, flaccid dicks. They just hung there, almost otherworldly in their size.
I thought of my own, and wondered if I measured up. I thought I probably did, but I had never really thought of it much until seeing that photo. A virgin, I had not had any experience to really tell me if I was average or not. Clearly, big dicks ran in the family.
"These are huge," Chrissy said, holding up the photo. She picked up another one and showed it to us. It was our grandfather, wearing a fishing hat and holding up a fish he caught. His member, hanging between his legs, was bigger than the fish.
"Let's put these away," Mom said. She gathered up the photos and put the box inside. When she returned the sun was almost down. She turned on the string lights on the porch and switched on the hot tub. I had cleaned it that afternoon, and we were all dying to try it out.
"I'm glad you warmed it up earlier," mom said as she slid into it. Chrissy grabbed her beer and we joined her. We sat in silence for a while, until Chrissy spoke.
"Does the entire side of your family have big ones?" Chrissy asked. She was buzzed, and her filter was gone.
"Chrissy!" Mom said, shocked.
"I'm just asking, mom. They're huge! And who walks around naked all day, and takes pictures?"
"It was a more liberated time," Mom said. "Besides, no one is around for miles, we could do whatever we wanted."
"But that's a lot of nudity," Chrissy said. I sat back, nursing the single beer I had opened earlier. My sister was getting drunk, as was mom. "I mean a whole lot of dick in those photos. And they were't even hard!"
"Chrissy, you're drunk," mom said, but she laughed and playfully splashed her. They laughed and I joined them. I was still thinking about the photos, and realized that my mom still looked good for age, and that Chrissy looked a lot like the younger version of mom from the photos.
"I am," Chrissy agreed. "Peter," she said, looking at me, "do you take after mom's side of the family?"
"Chrissy!" Mom said, causing Chrissy to laugh hard and splash mom.
"It's fine," I said, blushing. "I don't know, really."
"There's no way you don't know," Chrissy said. "Every boy I know has measured theirs."
"I haven't seen that many, certainly not in person. I guess you have," I retorted, and my sister laughed. "I mean, are your tits the same as mom's when she was younger?"  I don't know why I said it out loud, but I had been wondering for about an hour if that were the case. Chrissy looked at me, and then at Mom, and then sat up in the hot tub. She untied her bikini top and took it off before Mom could protest. She sat up, her chest heaving, her tits out in the open. I stared, my mouth agape.
"Well?" she said.
"Chrissy, for god's sake," Mom said. "Put your top on."
"Oh come on, Mom," Chrissy said. "It's the cabin, it's what we do out here, apparently."
"That was a long time ago," Mom said, a funny look in her eyes.
This exchange happened while I was looking at Chrissy's tits. I knew, abstractly, that she had a nice pair, my friends all said so. But looking at them, even though this was my older sister, was stirring a physiological, instinctual response in me. I knew I shouldn't feel that way. I wondered, suddenly, if my uncles had felt the same stirrings when mom was naked.
"I don't know, I see the appeal even today, Mom," Chrissy said, and leaned back in the tub. "You didn't answer my question, Peter."
"Oh," I said. The question had seemed to have been asked years ago. "I mean, they look the same."
"Thank you," Chrissy said proudly, taking a long sip of beer. "See, Mom? Peter doesn't mind. I bet yours still look good, you were pretty hot back in the day, and you've still got it going on."
Mom blushed and said, "You guys are too much sometimes." She laughed as she said it.
"Show us tits, Mom," Chrissy said. "Come on!" She gently splashed me, urging me to join in. I found myself joining in with Chrissy, imploring mom to take off her top. It was surreal to even have the conversation, let alone contemplate the possibility. Mom laughed, and took a drink.
"Are you okay with this?" she asked me directly. I nodded, stunned, and mom stripped off her bikini top. Her tits were bigger than in her younger years, and not as firm, but still stunning. I was equally surprised by my erection, this was my mother after all. I told myself it was just the surprise of the situation.
"Actually, this brings back a lot of memories," Mom said wistfully. They sat quietly, drinking until their beers were empty. Mom hopped out, her tits jiggling, as she headed into the house and retrieved two new beers. She popped the top and handed one to Chrissy as she slid back into the hot tub.
"Okay," Chrissy said after taking a long drink. "Let's see it, Peter."
"What?" Mom and I said together.
"We're comparing old to new," she said. "I want to see if how you compare to Grandpa, uncle Mike, and uncle Scott."
"Chrissy, that's enough," Mom said. She reached for her top, and I desperately wanted her to keep it off.
"It's fine," I said, and I slipped out of by bathing suit. I dropped it with a wet thud on the deck next to the hot tub. I cleared my throat, surprisingly nervous, and stood up. My dick was hard, but not fully so, waving with leftover momentum from my movements.
"Peter," Mom said, but said nothing else. She was staring, transfixed. I felt self conscious but also, oddly liberated.
Chrissy stared. "Okay, it's genetic," she declared, holding her hands like as if measuring it. "Damn, Peter. Nice."
"Sit down," Mom said, as if she was scared to continue looking at it. I sat back into the water, blushing. I felt a little giddy, as if doing something forbidden was also a little intoxicating.
Normal conversation ensued but in some ways a seal had been broken. I tried not to stare at their tits but failed. I still couldn't believe I had shown my mom and my sister my dick. I was mortified by my erection at first but over time I forgot about it. Over time the conversation shifted to tomorrow's plan for cleaning. Chrissy and I were supposed to clean out the gutters. Mom wanted to get the worst chores done first, which was fine with me. That way the latter part of the month we could enjoy the lake house one last time.
I felt giddy, intoxicated, as my dick bobbed around in the swirling water while I looked freely at my sister and mother's tits. Yes, they were family, but tits are tits and they looked great. Chrissy kept looking over at me and smirking, I think she enjoyed the attention. After a while we got cold and Mom hopped out, her tits bouncing heavily. Chrissy saw me looked and raised her eyebrows playfully. She sat back, sinking to her neck under the rolling bubbles.
"Who's getting out first?" she said after mom left.
"Does it matter?" I asked.
"I want to see it again," she said simply, as if she was explaining how to solve a math problem. "You've been looking at our tits all night. It's only fair."
I sighed and she giggled. I stood up, reaching for a towel, suddenly self conscious of my swollen member wagging left and right as I moved. She stared at it, a grin on her face.
"This is weird," I said, reaching for a towel. Chrissy stood up, too, her tits dripping water. It was so erotic and I had to remind myself, for the umpteenth time that night, that this was my sister.
"I'll see you in the morning," she said, sliding out of of the hot tub and wrapping a towel around herself before heading inside.
Chapter 2
I slept fitfully, my erect member and forbidden thoughts held at bay by reason. I told myself that if I came by my own hand I'd be crossing a line. So I tried to sleep in vain. When I finally woke, mom was knocking on my door.
"Rise and shine, Peter," she said. "Chrissy's got breakfast going, I'm going to check the dock for bad planks."
I got dressed and met Chrissy in the kitchen. We ate and discussed the day's chore--cleaning the gutters. She wore jean shorts and a t-shirt, and I found myself surprised that I longed to see her naked. Did my uncles feel the same way about my mom back in the day? Maybe you get used to the nudist lifestyle. I'd have to ask mom.
We got to work. I was on the ladder and she had a large trash can below me. I'd shovel out years worth of dirt and leaves and she'd catch what I missed. We worked slowly, until she suggested I get on the roof. Even then, it was hot work. It was necessary, but not fun in the slightest. The only perk was I could stare down at Chrissy's cleavage. I was surprised to find myself interested, but I was. How did people who get naked around their family cope? Was I weird, or was this normal?
As if reading my mind, Chrissy said, "So, Pete, was it weird, last night?"
"Which part?" I joked. "Your tits or Mom's, or showing you guys my dick?"
"Good point," she mused. She looked out toward the dock, where mom was hammering in a fresh board. "I wonder if our uncles, or even grandpa, ever got hard in front of Mom or grandma."
"Maybe they never took photos while hard," I guessed. She nodded and we kept working. After a time I asked, "Was it weird for you?"
"I'm not gonna lie," she said. "Seeing Mom topless was weird. Then seeing your dick, well it was weird, too. Not bad, but weird. Definitely not how I planned to end my day. But, still, it was kinda fun, too, right? I mean it seemed like you were having fun."
"It was fun," I agreed. "Strange, and fun." The sun beat down on me and even though I wore a hat I was roasting. We were about halfway done when I suggested we take a break. I climbed down and we sat in the shade and drank water. We were both sweaty and my shirt was soaked. I was worried about getting burned so I took off my shirt and rubbed sunscreen on my chest and arms.
"Will you get my back?" I asked.
"Sure," she said. She rubbed lotion on my back and neck. "You've been working out."
"I have," I said. "I have a lot of time in between classes."
"Well, you look good," she said. She cast a glance at our mom, who had moved down the dock and was prying up an old board. "Would you get my back, too?" Before I could answer she took off her tank top. My eyes widened as she reached back and unhooked her bra. It slackened and her tits fell slightly. She peeled it away and she tossed it onto the table next to us. She turned her back to me and held her breasts in her hands.
With shaking hands, I put sunscreen on my hands and rubbed it into her back. I had done this many times but never while she was topless. I tried to keep calm but I also looked over her shoulder and the gently downward slope of her breasts. She let go of them and I felt myself fully stiffen at the sight of them. When I finished she took the sunscreen and put it on her face, arms, stomach, and--to my delight--rubbed it into her tits.
"Let's get back to work," she said.
The hot and dirty job of cleaning the gutters was much more enjoyable after our break. I got an unfettered look down at her tits, and I was glad the cabin was remote. Mom finally came back from the dock and saw us. She paused, looking at us, but said nothing and headed inside, her tools tucked under her arm. My dick throbbed as we worked, but I was not about to take off my shorts on a hot roof. When we finished, it was after lunch, and I was starving. Chrissy rinsed off with a hose on the side of the house and handed it to me.
"I used all the warm water from the hose," she said with a grin. I rinsed off, the cold water cooling me off and also tempering my erection. Maybe, I thought, this was how my uncles and grandfather kept erections at bay. I joined Chrissy under the shade of the porch, where I was surprised to see my mother topless as well. They acted natural, and I tried my best not to stare and not to react. Of course, some autonomous parts of me definitely reacted.
We ate in the cool shade and discussed plans to paint the front door in the afternoon. After that, mom said, we could swim in the lake and relax. As we ate, Chrissy asked a question we had wondered while we had cleaned the gutters.
"Mom, did you guys just one day end up naked? And why did we not know about it earlier?"
"I'll answer your second question first. Your dad was, I'll put it delicately, not going to be okay with family nudity. And my brothers' wives are also not so open minded. So once they came into the picture, it all stopped. I guess it started before I was born. We were never naked at home, but when we came to the lake house, it was totally normal to be naked."
"Did your brothers ever get hard?" Chrissy asked, and I blushed.
"They did," Mom said nonchalantly. "It's normal. I mean there was a lot of tits and ass around, all the time. And, my mom was a very attractive woman. I had seen my dad get hard before, and he and mom would disappear for a bit and then he was relaxed. I remember the first time I saw my oldest brother get hard. I stared at it as it grew and he was embarrassed. But really most of the time it was no big deal."
"So your parents--our grandparents--used to sneak off for sex all the time?" I asked. I don't know why I did. Even Chrissy, the less inhibited of the two of us, was surprised.
"Yes," Mom said, and blushed a little. "You had to be careful not to walk in on them. They would find a place they thought was secluded but once I needed the gas can for the boat and opened the shed and found them going at it. I ran off and they kept going. Of course Mike and Scott tried to catch them in the act, it was a game for them. Let's just say your grandparents got caught a lot," Mom laughed, her tits jiggling.



"It's so hot," Chrissy said. She got up, and unzipped her shorts. She slid them off, wearing nothing underneath. I stared at the neatly trimmed bush of dark hair between her legs. She looked at me, and raised an eyebrow while looking down. I understood, and stood up and unzipped my shorts. I let my dick spring out, hard and throbbing, and sat back down as she did. We continued to eat, my dick dripping with arousal.
Mom got up and picked up her plate as if everything was normal. This was, it seemed, how it was going to be at the lake house. She started to walk away but Chrissy whistled softly and gave her the same look.
"You don't want to see me naked," Mom said.
"It's not about us, it's about you," Chrissy said, gesturing to the two of us. Mom put her plate down, contemplating for a second.
"I don't know if this is a good idea," Mom said.
"Come on," Chrissy said, and I echoed her. We continued, bursting into applause as she stripped off her shorts, then her panties. Mom's bush was a little less trimmed but still kept up. I was entranced by the wildness of it. She took her plate and walked inside. I watched her ass the entire way into the house.
We painted the door and swam for a while until the sun got low. After that we rinsed off and Mom cooked dinner. Like the night before, we ate outside in the warm evening air. After dinner, Chrissy slipped into the hot tub, her tits floating as she leaned back into the water. I joined her. My dick had gone through phases of erection and dormancy, and I thought perhaps I was getting used to the nudity. Mom joined us, slipping into the warm water with a sigh. I was sore from the days work but content. Somehow, working in the nude made it seem like less work. We chatted and mom answered questions about the house, until Chrissy got out to use the bathroom. While she was gone, I asked my mom a question.
"How did your brothers deal with, um, being aroused?" I asked quickly once Chrissy was inside.
"Oh," Mom said, blushing. "Well, I mean, how do you handle it yourself?"
It was my turn to blush. The answer was so obvious. "Did you ever think it was weird that they got hard around their family?"
"Not at all, Peter. In fact, I'd get aroused, too, it just wasn't so obvious. Plus, my room was above the downstairs bedroom, and I could hear my parents having sex. It had an effect on me. So, like them, I'd have to just take care of myself periodically. It's nothing to be ashamed of."
Mom drank some more beer and we were silent. Chrissy returned, slipping back into the water next to me. Her thigh touched mine and I almost jumped at the contact. We were too close to be naked, my brain told me. My dick told my brain to shut up for once. Her touch felt electric, and both right and wrong at the same time. If she felt the same, she gave no indication. Instead she joined our conversation as we shifted the topic to the next major tasks for the house.
After a while Mom got out of the water, and I watched, transfixed, as water dripped off of the curly hair between her legs. I shook my head to clear it. After she left, Chrissy continued to sit hip to hip despite the size of the hot tub. She was quiet for a few minutes, before she said "come to my room after you dry off, I want to show you something." She got up, and I was treated to an up-close view of her neat bush and pussy. My dick twitched in response.
I waited a few minutes before shutting off and covering the hot tub and locking up for the night. By the time I went upstairs, my dick was limp but dripping from my previous erections. I contemplated putting on clothes before going to Chrissy's room but at the last minute decide against it. I knocked softly and poked my head into her room. She sat, naked, on the bed with the metal photo box in front of her.
I entered and she held a finger to her lips. "I don't know if Mom's asleep," she explained. I sat across from her, and she opened the box. She took out a stack of photos and put the box on her night stand. She had gone through the photos, and took the top half and set the aside. They were photos we had seen before. Below them were the photos we had stumbled across with our nude relatives. Chrissy set those aside as well.
"Check these out," she said. She handed me the bottom few photos. There was a group shot with Mom, her dad and mom, and her brothers. All three men were fully erect, grinning in the sun. I flipped through them, and in each photo all the men were hard. At first I didn't see what the big deal was, until I came across a photo of our mom and grandfather. He had his arm around her waist, and they stood close, so close that his erection was pressed against her thigh.
"Whoa," I said quietly, and Chrissy nodded. She handed me a photo she had cleared saved for last. It was our grandmother, a view from the side. She was sandwiched between her sons, who both stood close to her. So close that their cocks were pressed against her. No son's member should touch a mother like that.
"Do you think, do you think they did stuff?" she asked. Her voice was the barest whisper. I searched her face for revulsion, shock, but all I saw was curiosity. The way they were pressed close was certainly, at first glance, sexual. I thought of the way I looked at Mom, and Chrissy, and how they looked at my erect manhood. Certainly, I thought, the line could be crossed. However, that was a big leap from the photo.
"Define stuff," I said. "I mean, there's a range."
"Yes, there is. Stand up." She stood and I joined her. She stepped as close as our uncles had been to their mother. My dick pressed against her stomach and I knew instantly that that photo was well beyond normal nudity. I could see in her eyes, she thought the same.
"You're hard as a rock. And you can't see it, but I'm so wet. So, let's just say that you're standing with your brother, and he's got a really nice cock pressed against you, and you're horny. What would stop you from touching it?"
I thought the question was rhetorical but she leaned forward and kissed me. I kissed her back and she wrapped her hand around my swollen shaft.
"Oh my god," I whispered, reaching between her legs. As she said, she was dripping wet, her pussy slick with desire. We fell onto the bed, the photos of our naked family all around us as I gently rubbed her labia and she stroked my shaft. We worked quickly, both not wanting to stop before reason set in.
"That's it," she said as I gently stroked her clit with my fingers. "Don't stop."
"You feel so good," I said, gently rubbing her. She stroked me with both hands.
"I love your cock," she said. "It's so big. I want you to come for me."
We kissed and stroked each other on the bed, writhing in pleasure. I was close, and I could hear her getting closer. "I'm gonna come!" I blurted out, and she gasped and stroked me faster. I lost all focus as I felt the intense wave of pleasure overtake me. I pulsed in her hands, spurting cum all over her stomach in hot jets. She gasped but kept stroking me until I begged her to stop. My cum was splattered over the mattress and on some of the photos of our naked family.
I resumed rubbing her off, and slipped two fingers inside her. She inhaled sharply but smiled and kissed me. I rubbed her clit with my thumb while my fingers gently massaged the upper wall of her pussy. She was so wet I moved effortlessly.
"Keep going, I'm gonna come," she said, bucking her hips. She bit her lip and whimpered as her pussy clamped down on my fingers with each of her contractions. She came hard, stifling a loud cry as I rubbed her off. I kept going, and she threw her leg over me to give me better access. I kept stroking and rubbing her, until she whispered "I'm coming again."
She came a second time, gently thrashing about until she withdrew from my hand and rolled onto her back. I sat up, admiring her firm body, her tits, and the smeared cum all over our bodies. I had never come so much in my life. She was panting softly, her hand on her breast. In the dim light of her room I had never seen anything as beautiful in my life.
"You're stunning," I said, surprising us both. She smiled. I cleaned some of the photos and put them back in the box while she rested. Finally, she sat up, my cum running down her body.
"They definitely used to do that," she said, patting her own thigh. "There's no way they didn't."
"But who?" I said, saying aloud a question eating at me. "Mom and her brothers? Mom and grandpa? Grandma and her sons?"
"I don't know," she said, her breathing still deep and heavy. Her whole body was flush. I had never seen anything like it. I felt my dick stirring slowly.
"That was amazing," I said, putting my hand on her knee.
"Better than anything I've ever experienced," she agreed, her eyes twinkling. "So you're not freaked out, right?"
"No, I'm not," I said, and I meant it.
"Good, because we are definitely doing this again," she said. With that she kissed me on the cheek and led me to the door.
Chapter 3
I woke up hard. I looked down at my stiff member, standing at salute in the morning sun. I had slept naked, it made little sense to do otherwise. I headed downstairs, my dick subsiding after showering and brushing my teeth. Mom was downstairs, nude. It seemed we had fully resumed the old ways of the lake house. Maybe more than old ways than mom knew. I looked at her and my cock stiffened. Whether she took notice or not, I don't know.
"Good morning," she said brightly, as if we were totally clothed and her children had not gotten each other off the night before. Of course, she didn't know that point. We discussed the day's to-do list. Chrissy came downstairs eventually, also completely naked. She winked at me when mom wasn't looking, and glanced down at my turgid dick with a grin. Today we were going to check the boat, and Chrissy volunteered to go into town to get groceries. She put on clothes, which now seemed odd to me. By the way she fidgeted with the clothes, I could see she found it odd as well.
Mom and I sprayed down the boat and put gas in it. The battery contacts needed cleaning but the boat started up just fine. She hopped in next to me and I took the boat onto the lake.
"Don't get too close to the other shore," she said, pointing at a house at a distance across the lake from us. She gestured to her tits and I understood. The lake house offered privacy, but that privacy would be lost if we got too close. I drove around for a bit while mom put sunscreen on her body. I watched eagerly as she got her tits. She had me stop the boat not far from our dock, and stood up, bracing herself on the boat canopy.
"Can you get my back?" she asked. Like Chrissy the day before, I applied sunscreen with shaky hands. I got to the small of her back and ventured lower. I did it out of curiosity more than anything, but soon I was touching her ass, rubbing lotion on it without hesitation. She sighed, letting me explore her ass. She finally stopped, laying on her back in the sun, her legs spread as she tanned. I continued to drive toward the dock, where I moored the boat. She lay there, tanning with her eyes closed.
I ventured a question that had been at the front of my mind. "Mom, did you guys, did you ever, do anything together?"
"Do you mean play volleyball, or do you mean other stuff," she said with a laugh, emphasizing the last two words.
"The second one," I said. "I just, I don't know. I am not trying to be weird, but..."
She cut of me off. She opened her eyes and looked at me. She still lay on her back, her legs spread, and beckoned me to sit next to her. I did, sitting close to her spread thigh. "What do you want to know? I mean, we were naked a lot, but that's not what you're asking, is it? My mom and dad, well of course they did it, a lot. I mean a lot. But tell me what you really want to know."
"Well," I said, steeling myself. "Did you and your brothers ever explore things, sexually? Or with your dad? Or whatever?"
She was quiet for a moment. "Do you really want to know?"
Her answer confirmed my suspicions, but I wanted to know more. I pressed her and she answered.
"Getting yourself off all the time gets old. So, yeah, at some point, my brothers and I did things, together, to relieve the constant arousal. I know what society would say but I don't regret it ever. It was a freer time, and our family loved each other and respected each other. It was just natural. And, yeah, I'll just say I've seen my dad come. And my brothers, they both did our mom."  "At the same time?" I said, shocked.
She laughed, "not always, but sometimes. I mean, it started innocently enough. A handjob here, a blowjob there. And then at some point, well, you want it inside you and then you're fucking your brother. Or your dad."
I was in shock, but she kept talking. "Dad knew, of course, about Mom and my brothers. And she knew about me and dad, and me and my brothers. Do you want to know specifics?"
"Desperately," I said. I was surprised by the desire in my voice. I was rock hard.
"Maybe another time," she said with a smile. She reached over and wrapped her hand around my dick. I was shocked but also expecting it, and she expertly stroked me.
"I'm glad you've got a big cock like my side of the family," she said. "My dad and brothers were nice to hold." She stroked me and I struggled to keep from coming immediately. Mom's tits jiggled with the motions of her arm. "How does this feel?"
"Um, it's amazing," I managed to get out.
"My brothers loved when I'd do this. Of course Dad didn't mind either. But he was more of a 'bend you over the counter' kind of man."
My brain was short circuiting from the information I had just learned and from the amazing handjob my mom was giving me. I was too close to coming, and I gasped and moaned and Mom understood. She aimed my dick and kept stroking and I exploded, shooting cum all over the thigh. A thick rope landed in her damp, curly bush and I almost blacked out from pleasure.
"See?" she said. "This is how we did things."
I nodded feebly, and she spread her legs even more. "Now, it's your turn, I've been pent up for days, I need you."
I stood up, my knees wobbly. Chrissy would be back soon, and I didn't know how she would react, but I also couldn't resist my mother. I knelt between her legs, registering that this was the woman who brought me into this world, and I was once again between her outstretched thighs. Without thinking I leaned forward and clamped my lips over her clit, my tongue circling it with a greedy intensity.
"Oh my god, yes!" Mom cried out, her hips bucking against my face. "Lick my pussy, baby."
I obliged greedily. I gingerly brought my fingertips to her pussy and then plunged deep into her warm, wet canal. She gasped and thrashed about. She begged me not to stop, gently held my hair as I licked her. She ran her hands through my hair and moaned as I went down on her, her body writhing in pleasure.
"Dont' stop, I'm coming," she said, and her pussy clamped down on the three fingers I had inside of her. I focused on her clit and she came, bucking her hips like she was possessed. I kept licking until she pulled away from me, her whole body shuddering. I sat back on my heels, and she closed her legs, her body still shaking. She looked at me with an intensity I had never seen before. My dick, spent from my orgasm, was slowly swelling.
"Chrissy's back," she said calmly, pointing at the car coming down the drive. "I better hose down the boat again." She stood and climbed out of the boat, turning on the spigot. We hosed ourselves off with the warm water and then cleaned off the boat, my cum washing off of the cushions.
I was jumpy around Chrissy all day. By the day's end we found ourselves in the hot tub again, drinking beers and making plans for tomorrow. It was awkward for me, knowing I had done things with both of these women that I should not be doing. Mom was content, slinking around like a kitten, a smile on her face. I thought of the photos of our family and how everyone seemed joyous at all times. Now I knew why.
Mom went to bed early, saying she was tired and grinning at me. I sat next to Chrissy, our legs touching, in silence for a few moments.
"Pete, what's your deal?" Chrissy finally asked as I jumped when she touched my arm accidentally. "You're so twitchy today. Was is because of last night?" She said the last words almost inaudibly.
I cared about my sister too much to lie to her. "Listen, while you were gone, Mom gave me a handjob, and I went down on her. I didn't know...we never said if we... if you and I..." I said, but she put a finger to my lips.
"Be quiet, dummy," she said. She patted me on the thigh and looked at me intently. She kissed me on the cheek, a sweet exchange meant to reassure. "Now, relax and tell me everything."
I did. I told her what mom said about their past, I told her about the handjob. I told her about the oral sex. I started to apologize and she stopped me.
"I knew it," Chrissy said with a smirk. "I knew they all did stuff." She looked like a teenage sleuth who just solved the case.
"You're not mad?" I said.
"No," she said, laughing. "Is that why you've been so jumpy? Guilt? You are the sweetest little brother ever. No, I'm not mad. You're free to do what you want, with whoever you want. But you know what this means right?"
I did not, in fact, know what it meant. She sighed and kissed me, reaching down. I was already hard, a permanent status for my swollen member. She stroked me a few times, and then she gestured for me to hop up on the tub's edge. I was not prepared for this, and in my awkwardness I thanked her. She actually laughed before taking me into her mouth.
"You better warn me before you come," she said before resuming my first ever blowjob. I ran my hands through her hair gently as she worked my shaft. I was in heaven, and she started to stroke me with her hand as well as taking me into her mouth.
The water sloshed around gently as she sucked my cock. Her tits bobbed in the water and the only other sounds were my breathing and her moaning. I couldn't last long, I knew I was close.
"Chrissy!" I blurted out. She took me out of her mouth and stroked with both hands as I came. Thick ropes of cum spurted onto her chest, and she laughed as I splattered her.
"Holy shit," she said, looking at the mess as she kept stroking. When I was finally spent she sank back into the water and pulled me with her. We kissed, and my hands found her tits and ass as I held her close.
"Touch me, make me come," she said, and I slid my hand down her stomach and over her pussy. She gasped as I gently rubbed her, my fingers focusing on her clit. "Faster," she implored.
I obliged, holding her close and kissing her as I rubbed her off. She panted and whimpered, begging me to make her come. I cradled her as I rubbed her off, kissing her passionately. I listened to her breathing and her panting and found the right rhythm and placement, and soon she was coming.
"That's it, don't stop. Don't stop, please," she begged, and she came. She trashed about in the water until she clamped her legs tight around my hand and begged me to stop. We sat entwined for a while, the warm water caressing us as we caressed each other.
"You are the best, Pete," she said, kissing me one last time before climbing out of the tub. I got out after her, my dick hanging flaccid, exhausted, as I wrapped a towel around my waist and padded silently inside.
Chapter 4
"Peter?"
I heard my mother's voice and opened my eyes slowly. It was early, the sun was barely up. Mom sat on the edge of my bed, naked. My dick instantly stirred and she looked at it growing and smirked.
"Morning," I said, reaching for my glasses. She was stunning, radiant in the dim light. She kept looking at my dick and I felt it twitch as it reached it's full size.



"Good morning," she said brightly. It no longer felt strange to be this close, naked, and aroused, around my mother. It was if the lake house had this effect on people. At least on my mother's side of the family.
"I need you to know that Chrissy and I have been, um, experimenting."
"I know, Peter," she said without a trace of concern. "Trust, me, I assumed as much, given how she looks at you. Plus I saw you two last night in the hot tub. I can see it from my bedroom window. I don't blame her."
"Everyone is remarkably calm about this stuff," I said.
"I never intend for you two to learn about my family history, let alone live part of it. But here we are. My mother said the same thing to me, when I was your age."
"Was this before or after you saw her and grandpa getting it on?" I asked.
"Oh, well after. At that point, I had probably let me dad fuck me a few times. And I knew my brothers were fucking mom. I guess this house, and what we did, just lingers in the air."
"And you never told dad?" I said.
"He would not have understood," she said. Our dad had passed away years beforehand. "And your uncle Mike, his wife is a prude, she'd die if she knew. Your until Scott, well his wife would probably be into it, to be honest, she pretty fun all around. But I don't think he ever told her."
"What went through your mind when you first crossed that line? Who was it with? Did it happen after you met Dad? When was the last time you did it with one of them?" I asked rapid fire. Hearing her talk about it, I wanted to know more.
"Well, it was with Scott first, if you must know," she said. She shifted on the bed, sitting cross legged. Her leg touched mine and my dick, still hard, throbbed. "We were on the boat and he was really hard and I asked him about him and Mom. I had suspected they had done something, and I was was pretty horny all the time. He confessed that he had done mom in the shower just a day beforehand. And then I asked him to show me. So we fucked on the boat. And after we got to shore, Mike found me and he took me in my room, bent over the bed. They must have talked. I think Mom was glad I had started, because she was having to satisfy three horny men with big dicks. It was exhausting her. Dad was a later thing. He and I arrived early the next summer before Mom came down my brothers. By the end of the first day I was sucking his dick. The next morning he fucked me for the first time, on all fours in his bed. I had never come so hard in my life. After that, well, we never did things opening in front of each other, but we did things all the time.
"But the last time was not too long ago. Remember when we were here two years ago with Mike's family? Well, his wife is pretty withholding and we talked about it one night. He hadn't gotten laid in over two years and so I fucked him. I felt that he needed it, and I have never seen someone come so much in one go! I let him fuck me a few times a day the entire vacation, it was hard sneaking around with all of you around, but he needed it. You must think I'm a total whore."
"I don't," I said, and I meant it.
She looked out the window over the lake in silence for a moment. She got up and straddled me, sitting on my thighs.
"I want you inside me, whenever you want me," she said, looking at me seriously. "When we're here, I'm yours." I nodded, dazed, as she got up and then impaled herself on my dick. She was so wet I slid right in, fully inside my mother.
"You're so big," she said, pausing as I fully entered her. She slowly ground her hips, grinding her clit against me. I grabbed her ass and she rode me harder, still grinding. "That's it, baby," she said, impaling herself on my member over and over.
"You're so amazing," I said, and she gasped with delight. My hands roamed up her stomach and she leaned forward a bit so I could cup her impressive tits. I wanted to suck them, but she was too busy grinding against me. Before I knew it, Mom was coming. Her pussy gripped my cock and she rode me harder, grunting. It was too much for me, and I came, spurting inside her. In the moment I was overcome with fear, I wasn't sure if this was a line too far, to fill my mother with my seed, but she smiled broadly as we came together.
Mom fell forward and my dick fell out of her with a messy sound. Her breast touched my lips and I was in heaven. She pressed close to me, letting my mouth work over her breasts, her pussy leaking my cum onto my thigh. After a time she sat up, surveying the mess we had made.
"My brothers like my Mom's tits, too," she mused. "They always made them happy."
"I'm happy right now," I said.
"So am I, sweetheart," Mom said, and bent over to kiss me on the cheek before leaving.
I spent the day finishing up some painting while Mom and Chrissy went through items in the house. Mom was going to have a moving company come and pack everything up so we could take pictures of the empty house before leaving at the end of the month. They were placing stickers on everything that was leaving. As per our new normal, everyone was naked. I found myself relaxed and not fully hard the entire day, but in a sort of semi-aroused state. If nothing else, it made my dick look bigger, like the photographs from the old days.
I was inspired, and went and got my phone. Like all phones, it had multiple cameras and took pretty good pictures. I was surprised that I had not touched my phone in days. I went into the downstairs bedroom where Mom and Chrissy worked and brandished my camera. They smiled as I snapped a few pictures, and then Chrissy took the phone and took a few of me and Mom together. Finally, Mom took a picture of me and Chrissy.
"We'll have to add these to the collection," Chrissy said.
"There are more," Mom said. "But back at home, in our safe. If I had known these were here, I would have taken them home."
"But then we would never have seen them. And we wouldn't be having so much fun," Chrissy said. She reached down and took my dick in her hand. I was shocked that she did this in front of our mother, but Chrissy didn't bat an eye and neither, to my surprise, did mom.
"You guys used to do it in the open, didn't you?" Chrissy asked. It was not accusatory, more curious than anything.
Mom sighed. "Eventually, yes. Not all the time, but sometimes you just wanted it and didn't care who else was around."
Chrissy stroked my dick and my knees buckled. "I bet that led to a lot of group activities," she said.
"You have no idea," Mom said, and stepped over to us. Mom sank to her knees and Chrissy followed suit. I stared, in amazement, at the two of them. And then, to my utter delight, Mom started to suck my dick. I was in heaven, and Chrissy suddenly took my mother's place. As she did Mom looked on until she swapped out again.
"That's it, baby, suck his cock," Mom said, stroking Chrissy's hair. They took turns, sucking me off, their tits moving hypnotically as they sucked. And I felt myself close to coming.
Mom, as if sensing it, let me pop out of her mouth and she started to stroke me. I erupted, and she aimed my dick, letting me come on both of them. I gasped and Chrissy giggled as mom stroked my spurting dick. When my orgasm finished they stood up, and Mom surprised us both by putting her hand on Chrissy's pussy and stroking it.
"Mom!" Chrissy said, shocked.
"Should I stop?" Mom asked.
"No!" Chrissy said. They stumbled to the bed, rubbing each other's pussies. I sat on the bed edge, trying not to interfere but also touching them. Finally I slid my fingers into my mother's pussy, and with the other hand entered my sister. They gasped and we rubbed them off together. Mom came first, followed by Chrissy, who groaned like an animal when she climaxed. Finally, spent, we lay in bed together. My dick was growing again, getting a second wind, and I sat up and looked at them. Chrissy grinned and mom nodded, so I climbed between Chrissy's legs and entered her with one swift thrust.
"Not so hard," she grunted, and I eased up on my thrusting. Mom, it seemed, could take more of me and more forcefully. Chrissy was tighter, but both felt heavenly. Mom lay on her side, watching us, as we fucked.
"Okay, deeper," Chrissy implored as she acclimated to me. I thrust fully into her, her tight warmth enveloping me. I was far from coming, having only recovered from my last orgasm, and Chrissy came, gripping me cock hard. I kept fucking her, keeping my rhythm and angle, and she cried out loudly as she climaxed.
"Don't stop, don't change anything," she panted, and I obliged. I kept thrusting and soon she came again. This time her whole body shook and her pussy gripped me tighter than before. Still, I was not close to coming.
"I can't, I can't keep going," she panted, and I withdrew. Her pussy was open as I pulled out of her and it slowly closed as I sat back, my cock glistening and throbbing. Mom rolled over and put her ass up in the air.
"Fuck me," she said in a whispered voice. I grinned and moved over behind her on my knees. I penetrated her easily and deeply. This angle provided a new view and I instantly became a fan. I gripped her ass tightly and fucked her hard, thrusting deep inside her.
Mom grunted and Chrissy panted, her legs spread and her body flush. I looked at my sister while I fucked my mother, and my brain short circuited. I knew I could never go back from this moment, that this would forever be my preferred way to seek pleasure. I fucked Mom steadily, her pussy gladly accepting me entirely. I thought about my uncles, each inside her, and my grandfather, and it dawned upon me that I was the third generation to enjoy my mother's pussy.
I thought of my grandmother, a cock in her mouth and another in her pussy, and of my mother, sandwiched between those lustful men. I thrust harder. Mom was groaning, an orgasm building deep inside her. I felt invincible buried deep inside her, sliding repeatedly into the place of my birth.
"That's it," Mom said. "I'm coming, I'm coming." Her words were desperate, and she cried out in ecstasy. I felt her pussy grip me and I thrust harder, causing her to groan in delight. Mom came and Chrissy watched us through half-closed eyes. I gripped her ass and thrust all the way into her as she reached the peak of her orgasm. Mom fell forward onto the bed, her legs shaking.
I was still hard, and wanted to come. I looked at my sister, who was fading into a nap, her eyes half closed. Mom lay on the bed, her body quivering. I climbed onto my mom, sliding back into her as she lay prone on the bed. She accepted me fully, and I thrust into her rapidly and deeply.
"I can't take much more," she said, her voice husky with lust. "Come inside me."
I thrust harder, rocking the bed. Chrissy's tits jiggled and she smiled softly as I fucked our mom hard. Finally I came, a feeble orgasm compared to my other two, but pleasurable. I filled my mother's pussy with my seed, pulling out and laying on the bed between them. They both converged on me and we fell asleep entwined.
Chapter 5
I woke up alone, spent. The sun was setting and Mom and Chrissy were somewhere in the house, I assumed. I got up, straightening my glasses. I was sore, the kind of sore one gets from exercising. I thought back on the pictures of our family, and now understood why my uncles had such defined abs. I grinned, stretching tired muscles.
Mom and Chrissy were in the kitchen. I joined them, noting they also looked exhausted. I imagined that back in the day they had to pace themselves. Mom could surely show us how. They greeted me and I went out back to look at the lake. The sun was low, we had slept for hours. Chrissy came out and joined me after a while.
"You okay?" she asked.
I nodded. She put her arm around my waist. I was flaccid, hanging low, utterly spent for the time being.
"How about you?" I asked. She stood on her toes and pecked me on the cheek.
"I'm exhausted, but otherwise wonderful."
We watched the water for a while. We said little, but I had never understood someone better than in that moment. We looked back and the house, and nodded. We stayed on the dock until Mom called us in for dinner. We ate and chatted about normal things, and I was surprised by the mundaneness of our dinner, given that we had just fucked like rabbits hours beforehand. Maybe that was part of the magic of the lake house.
"Mom," I said, asking a question that had been gnawing at me. "Did you guys ever do things back home?"
Mom paused, taking a drink before answering. "I'd be lying if I said no. But not like here. Out here, there were no rules. But back home, it was always one-on-one, always private, and never discussed. At least, I think it was."
"You think it was?" Chrissy asked before I could.
Mom sighed. "If you think my brothers could resisting sticking their dicks in me, you would be wrong," she laughed. "And of course I still found time for Dad, but much less often. I'm sure my brothers still 'visited' my mom. We never talked about it, but it had to have happened."
My dick stirred a little, but I was too tired for it to fully grow.
"But our here, it was complete freedom. We didn't go around naked at home, which I think cut down on the sex, to be honest."
We finished dinner and sat in the hot tub. We had a little over three weeks left of our trip. A real estate agent was coming in two days, which meant we had to wear clothes and we'd be going over details of selling the place. I nudge Chrissy, who finally spoke about it.
"Mom, we were thinking. You don't need to sell the place for money, right? So what if we kept it?"
"Kept it?" Mom repeated, sitting up a little. We had wondered, at the time, why Mom wad the sole owner of the house. Perhaps it was because she and my grandmother had done all the hard work back in the day, keeping up with all of those eager men. With grandma's passing, it was hers. "I just didn't want you to be burdened with it's upkeep."
"This is not a burden," Chrissy said, gesturing widely to the lake. "I'd rather keep it."
"Me, too," I said, sitting up.
Mom looked at us in surprise. "Are you sure? It's a lot of work to keep it up."
"Mom," Chrissy said, "I think we've proven willing to put in the work."
Mom smiled and sank back into the water up to her neck. "Okay."
We rejoiced, hugging each other and laughing. Mom had tears in her eyes, and Chrissy's were alight with possibilities. I sat back, letting the water course over me, giddy and in a dream-like state. Under the water Chrissy wrapped her hand gently around my semi-rigid member, and I closed my eyes, ready for whatever came next.
END
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Chapter 1
The text had been short but clear. "Can you come home for the summer?" Mom had sent it a few weeks before finals. She knew I was looking for an internship after my freshman year of college, one that would keep me from spending my summer with her. Her text, which I received in the middle of physics lab, had no context but I knew why she had asked. Even though it meant missing an opportunity so early in my college career, I pulled out my phone and texted "of course" before my lab teaching assistant could catch me.
Finals came and went, and Mom showed up with a rented truck to load out my dorm. My college friends marveled at my mom, but it was just how things went for me. My mother was young. She had met my father, who was forty-five years her senior, when she was twenty. She had me two years later, and Dad has passed a year ago in the middle of my senior year of high school. I was the only family mom had, and I knew that my friends all found her attractive. I had heard about it for years. She was slender, pale-skinned, with long black hair. She maintained her figure and, due to good genetics, looked like she was in her early twenties still. We used to joke that she was immortal. My friends, on the other hand, joked that she was the hottest of our moms. I had to agree.
My college friends helped us load the truck and we were off, driving two days across the country. We stopped in Texas on the first night, staying in a hotel that was open late but still nice.
"Do you care if we share a room?" Mom said.
"Of course not," I said. She smiled, a silent thanks for not having her stay by herself. Since Dad's passing she had been alone, and I knew spending my summer home was for her benefit. Still, I loved my mom and she was my whole world. Having a much older father meant I spent a lot of time with my mom. In some ways, we were closer than most sons and mothers.
I read a book while Mom showered. There were two queen beds and I took the one by the door, as was our custom. She exited wearing a bathrobe and a towel wrapped around her long hair. She was brushing her teeth and smiled at me when she saw me. In my entire life, she had never failed to smile when she saw me. Mom hung up the bath robe and crawled into bed, bidding me goodnight.
After a while, in the dark, I heard my mother's voice.
"Stephen?" she said, searching.
"Yeah, I'm still up," I said. I had been scrolling on my phone while I thought she had fallen asleep. I saw her get up and cross over to my bed. I understood, and lifted the sheet. She slid in next to me, turning her back to me and curling up with a pillow. My mom had sometimes crawled into my bed at home, and did so much more often after Dad's passing. She said nothing, and quickly settled in to sleep. I thought nothing of it, and scrolled some more before finally set my phone down to fall asleep.
I woke up first. Mom was asleep, her back still to me. She wore pajama pants and a t-shirt. The sun was bright in the room and I put on my glasses and sat up in bed. We had a eight-hour drive and we could afford to sleep in a little. I sat up and looked at my phone while mom slept. Mom has a small waist but had a good figure, and I noticed she looked as youthful as ever. I did notice a few grey strands in the long black hair that spilled onto the mattress like liquid darkness. Those were new.
Mom shifted in her sleep, arching her back. She shifted enough that her pajama pants slipped down over her hips, showing some of her back. She had deep dimples on her lower back, and I looked at the twin indentations on her smooth, pale skin. Mom never tanned, and her pale skin was in stark contrast to her hair. I found myself looking at the curve of her hips, and noted how perfect she was in proportion. Mom was a little shorter than average, and her narrow waist made her appear even smaller.
She shifted again, moving toward the headboard. Her pajama pants slid down further, and to my surprise they slid down enough that I could see several inches of her bare ass. Mom, apparently, had nothing on under her pants. I knew I shouldn't look, but I found myself unable to do anything else. I set my phone down and looked her over. Her curves were soft, smooth, and in the morning sun seemed to shimmer. I don't know why I kept looking, but I did. My friends has always teased me about how attractive my mom was. In fact one of my closest friends made no secret that he thought she was hot. The fact that she looked exactly the same for my entire life didn't help fuel my friends' comments.
Mom rolled over, still asleep. As she moved her pants rode lower, and I looked down her smooth midriff and caught my breath suddenly. Her pants were so low on her hips that I could see, in the slight bridge they made across her hipbones, the faintest wisps of her dark, curly bush. My eyes widened and I felt my cock swell suddenly. It was like a magnet, I was drawn to it without thinking. I was ashamed by my biological, instinctual response. This was my mother, after all.
My shame aside, I still was intrigued. I slid down my pillow slowly, getting a better angle down her pants. I could see a jet-black tangle against her pale skin. My dick kept growing, and I told myself it was just the surprise factor. I also felt a strange pull to keep looking, and it took considerable will to look away. When I did I noticed my mom's tits. They were a decent size, not too big but not to small. Through the thin fabric her nipples were hard. It was cold in in the room, after all, I told myself.
The view was surreal, amazing. My dick was fully erect and throbbing, and my mother slept peacefully. In a moment of hormonal irrationality I picked up my phone and opened the camera. I took a picture of her tits, straining agains the tight, thin fabric of her shirt. I then angled my camera carefully, taking a picture down her pants. And then another.
Mom inhaled slowly and I almost dropped my phone. I closed it and stashed it as as rolled onto her side, her eyes opening slowly.
"Good morning," I said.
"Goor morning, Stephen," she said sweetly, her eyes half closed. I was painfully aware of the bulge in my pajama pants and turned from her to sit up, using the opportunity to adjust myself. I stood up and looked out the window, willing my erection to subside. This was, I had to remind myself, my mom. Some inner part of my brain reminded me that I had just taken pictures of her bush, and my dick throbbed in response, almost mocking me.
"I'm going to take a shower," I said, and headed into the bathroom. I turned on the water and stripped down, my dick pointing out angrily, pulsing with my heartbeat. It might have been my imagination, but I had never been so hard. I told myself to just take a shower, we had a long day of driving ahead of us. I stepped into the shower and looked down and my swollen, turgid member. I had never been this hard, and I was struck my the realization that it looked a little...bigger. It was an optical illusion, I told myself, but it definitely struck me as different.
I thought about the soft curves of mom's ass, and her perky tits, and of course of the dark bush under her pajamas. It called to me, almost like a siren's song. Before I knew it, I was stroking my shaft. I had masturbated hundreds--maybe thousands--of times in my life. I had discovered masturbation early, and I still remember the first time I ever came. I had no idea what I was doing, and was rubbing against a pillow when my orgasm overtook me without warning. I remember crying out in surprise, but also wanted to chase that feeling forever. Since that first moment of pleasure, I had probably masturbated every day. I found that each time I came,I felt an electric energy for the entire day.
This time was different. I had of course thought of many things while pleasuring myself, but never my own mother. Yes, she was gorgeous, but you can compartmentalize those things. However, I thought of her smooth stomach, her hard nipples, and that tantalizing dark tangle between her legs. I stroked myself and wondered what it would feel like to brush my fingers against her soft, curly hair over her soft mound.
I was coming. I bit my lip and kept stroking as I erupted. A forceful pulse shot cum across the shower. I kept spurting cum, surprising myself by the force and volume of my orgasm. My knees buckled and I kept stroking, my cock now an angry shade of red as I pulsed over and over. Finally, the past ropes of cum spurting out feebly, I leaned against the wall and let go of my cock. Slowly, it softened, but hung heavily between my legs. I had never come so much, or so hard. It felt like that first orgasm I had been chasing for over a decade.
I stood panting for some time, starts flitting in and out of the corner of my eyes. I told myself it was so powerful because I hadn't taken care of my needs for a day or two, a rare dry spell for me. Even as i tried to tell myself otherwise, I thought of the dark patch of hair between my mother's legs. I shook my head in an effort to clear it, and finished showering, making a point to rinse all of the cum off of the shower glass.
In my desire to get in the shower and get off, I realized I had not brought a change of clothes into the shower with me. I dried off, and wrapped a towel around my waist. I poked my head out of the bathroom. Mom was still in bed, looking at her phone. She looked up at me and beamed.
"You've been working out," she said, lookin back at her phone. I blushed, maybe in part because I had just been pleasuring myself.
"I'm just going to get dressed," I said, wondering why I would even explain what I'm doing. I was certainly not going to leave the hotel wrapped in one of their towels.
"Go ahead," she said, her eyes still on her phone. "I'm not looking."
"I'll just change in the bathroom," I said, grabbing my jeans and a t-shirt.
She was still looking at her phone. I felt self-conscious and picked up my clothes and stepped back into the bathroom. I got dressed, stuffing my semi-swollen member into my jeans. I had opted to wear nothing else underneath for a while, and enjoyed the freedom. When I emerged mom was already changed. I wondered if she would have changed had I stayed in the room with her, and chastised myself for even thinking it. Mom put on a linen shirt and a tank top. She had a straw sunhat on and was already packing her small overnight bag. We checked out and hit the road after a quick breakfast.
I drove the truck. Mom had flown out to get me, and I didn't have a car at college. She sat in the passenger seat, her knees drawn up. She always looked impossibly youthful. We were silent for a while, both still tired from the day before. It was only once we were on the interstate that Mom spoke.
"Stephen, thank you for coming home this summer. I know you didn't take an internship, and I'm grateful."
"There is plenty of time for an internship, I didn't mind coming home. In fact, I've missed you, Mom."
She smiled, "I've missed you, too, kiddo." It was like old times. Even when Dad was alive, his advanced age made it difficult to keep up with a rambunctious boy, and Mom did most of the parenting. My father was a historian at the local university. I didn't really know what he did for a living, but he had a home office and talked about old manuscripts and things like that. I was going to college with an undeclared plan for life. Mom had been sad to see me go, and I regretted leaving her in our empty house when I left. I had a great time my freshman year, but I still called or texted Mom every day.
We talked about the end of my semester and Mom updated me on the renovated master bathroom at the house. When I was young Mom wrote and sold a novel that had unexpected success, enough to quit her office job and keep at it. She used a pseudonym, as her novels could get a pretty steamy. They weren't tawdry romance novels but they were very popular with women. I had read them all.
After a time Mom fell asleep, as she often did on long car rides. I drove in silence, occasionally looking over at her. When I stopped for gas she was still asleep, and I took a long look at her before resuming the drive. Her tank top was tight and through the thin fabric of her top and bra her nipples were hard and poking through. Her smooth, toned legs were curled up on the seat and her skirt rode up a little, showing more of her thigh than she would normally do. I longed to look closer, but started the car, aware of the growing bulge in my pants.
We stopped for dinner, eating outside on the patio, enjoying the warm summer air. Mom poked at her salad, picky as always. She never seemed to eat much, but then again neither did I. We chatted for a while, our conversations always so effortless.
"By the way," she said after the waiter refilled her drink for what felt like the fiftieth time, "I was surprised you were so sheepish this morning."
"Oh, changing?" I said. I looked around but no one was nearby. "I don't know. I just haven't before, I guess I was embarrassed or something."
She smirked. "I said I wasn't going to look, Stephen. Besides, it's not like I haven't seen you naked before."
"I was a baby, that's different."
"Not just a baby," she said with a grin. "I guess you don't remember, but you used to shower with me until you were about six or seven."
"We used to shower together?" I said.
"I always wore a bikini bottom, but I wanted to make sure you showered correctly, I couldn't trust you to do it by yourself that young."
"A lot has changed since then," I said.
"Maybe so," she mused, stirring her salad a little. "You had a big one back then, I assume it's still pretty big."
"Mom!" I said, a little too loudly. A table across the patio looked at us but I ducked my head and lowered my voice. "What the hell?"
"Okay, sorry," she said, laughing. She put up her hands and then said, "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to embarrass you." As she laughed her tits jiggled and my dick twitched in my jeans.
On the drive home I brought up the subject. We were away from fellow diners and nosy waiters, and what she had said had been on my mind. "Mom, were you being serious? About what you said at the restaurant? That I was, big for my age?"
"Totally," she said, looking over at me. Her tits bounced with the truck's poor suspension. I tried not to look but failed. "I got comments about it when you were little, on playdates. It was abnormally big. Let's just say I got a lot of compliments about it. And, before you ask, you get that from my side of the family, trust me."
I took in this information. My dick was swelling up slowly. In part because we were talking about something that we shouldn't and partly out of, I didn't know, maybe pride? My mother beamed at me with her perfect smile. She never wore makeup, and always had a radiant beauty. Aside from those few, new gray hairs, she had not aged a day.
We got home and decided to unload the truck the next day, we were too tired. I grabbed a few essentials and headed back into our house. It felt, for lack of a better word, right to be back. My father's passing had left the house a little quieter, but being here with Mom felt like I was in the right place, at the right time. Mom seemed to brighten even more, looking at me fondly as she always did. I was her whole world, and now we were home.
Still, I slept fitfully in my old bed. It was familiar but nine months away had made it feel different. At the same time I was grappling with my thoughts and feelings. I felt overstimulated, and my mind kept returning to my mother's comments about my member, and how she had looked that morning, and how her tits had jiggled in the truck. She always wore clingy tops and my friends had commented about her tits for years. I was surprised to find myself thinking about them. I was also, for what felt like the hundredth time that day, hard.
I knew if I just came I could fall asleep. I hesitated, knowing that my mom was on my mind, and that doing so while thinking of her was wrong. At the same time another part of my brain picked up my phone and pulled up the pictures I took down my mother's pajama pants. My other hand had already freed my dick from my pajamas. It was stiff, pulsing in my hand and dripping with desire. I didn't care about the mess I was about to make, I started to stroke.
I looked at the pictures of her black, curly hair down her pants, and my mind wandered to her jiggling tits in the truck. Any thought that this was my mother was eradicated from my mind. I wanted to come, and thinking of her intensified my need. I bit my lip, bucking my hips and waiting for the release I desperately needed.
In my mind I suddenly saw my mother, dressed as she had today, standing over me. A golden, almost blinding light radiated from her. She looked down at me with the same loving gaze she always had for me. In my vision I was hard, my dick in my hand but my phone nowhere to be seen. Wordlessly she lowered herself, sitting on and impaling herself on my dick, her linen skirt flowing over me. I felt her warm, wet pussy envelop me, and I came. My hand worked furiously, the vision now gone. I was alone, in my room, my dick pulsing in my hand. The first spurt sent a thick rope over my head onto my pillow. The second hit my chest, with each successive pulse fading in intensity. I kept stroking, my whole body electric with energy. For a moment, I felt like I could almost see in the dark. My swollen cock was clearly visible in my hand, with huge stands of cum streaking up my body.
I was too exhausted to clean up, and with my softening dick still in my hand, I fell asleep. In my dreams, my mother visited me. She wore a white dress, her hair in an up-do, gold bracelets on her arm. She looked as young as ever but from a different time.
Chapter 2
We unloaded the truck the next day and I returned it. It felt good to drive my car again, a birthday present from my mother. My mother's books had definitely paid off over time, and we lived comfortably. I spent the day visiting friends and when I got home, Mom was in my dad's office. I rarely entered it growing up, as it held little interest when I was younger. Behind my mother, built into the wall, was a safe that I had never seen open. It was ajar now, and my mother was returning a book to it. She saw me entered and beamed as she shut the safe door.
"How was your day?" she asked.
"Pretty good, saw some friends, did some stuff." I had not grown out of the teenage habit of saying the minimum amount of detail. "What are you up to?" I asked.
"Some stuff," she replied with a smirk. "I write in here sometimes, but it's pretty stuffy, not my style." She had a cup of tea on the desk and a document open on the desk top. I paused, looking around the room. On the desk were photos of dad, of us, from various stages of our lives. I picked up one from when I was in first grade, smiling with my then-oversized ears--thankfully I grew into them. Mom looked the same.
"Mom," I said. "You don't seem to age, ever."
"Oh, don't be ridiculous. I'm ancient," she teased. She took back the photo and her hand brushed mine. Her skin felt energized. She didn't seem to react the same. I sat on the leather couch and looked at her as she leaned against the desk.
"What's in the safe?" I asked.
"Some documents, a few books, nothing exciting. Come on, take your mom out to dinner." She held out her arm and I took it, and we headed out for the evening.
When we got home we went swimming. The pool was warm, and the evening was hot. Mom loved the water and spent as much time as possible in our pool. She wore a green bikini and I marveled at her figure. Her tits seemed to defy gravity, although to my knowledge she had not done anything cosmetically. I was intoxicated in her presence, it was a new sensation for me. I had always been close to my mother, but now I found myself appreciating her in new ways. Ways in which I shouldn't.



As we swam we talked. Mostly about school and her new novel, she had a few sticking points she wanted to run past me. It was only late in the evening that the conversation turned to Dad. She swam close to me, her voice low.
"I know you miss him," she said.
"I missed you, more, Mom," I said. I felt guilty saying it, but my father's passing had not been as traumatic an event as expected. He succumbed slowly, and he and I were never close. I was, to him, a distraction from his academic pursuits.
"But I'm glad you had fun in your first year of college, and you did well in your classes," she said proudly. "Plus I'm sure you had time to experience life to the fullest."
"It wasn't that full. Mostly studying and playing video games."
"Oh, come on," Mom said. "I'm sure you had some fun with girls."
"I didn't, really," I said, blushing. Mom swam closer, her tits moving hypnotically in the water.
"You are a handsome young man, who is funny and smart, and charming," she said, "anyone would be lucky to have you."
"You have to say those things because you're my mom," I said.
"True, but I mean them," she said. Then she gave me a mischievous grin and said, "and I might add that you're probably packing a lot downstairs, you'd make a girl very lucky."
"Mom!" I groaned. She laughed and swam around me.
"Am I making you uncomfortable?" she said. We had never spoken this way, and I found I didn't know how to handle it. I was also turned on by what she was saying, and self conscious about it. "Fine, I won't mention it again."
"Well, I didn't say that," I said hastily, and she laughed. "I mean I enjoyed the compliment."
"I figured you did," she said. The steamier scenes in her books got her fans flustered, they were subtle but had an effect on the reader. She had written a lot about 'members swollen with anticipation and longing' and the like.
"I'm guessing Dad's wasn't?" I ventured. Bringing Dad up was always a touchy subject. There was always an edge when she now spoke of him. I could't place its meaning.
"Your father was alright, down there," she said. Mom was so open about everything, I was not surprised she told me. "But I imagine yours is much bigger."
"You write about big ones a lot in your books," I said.
"I like big ones," she replied with a smirk, and laughed as I regretted what I said. She She got out of the water and dried off.
"Good night, kiddo," she said, and walked into the house wrapped in a towel.
I went to bed late, playing video games online with some friends for a while. When I finally turned off my lights I heard a knock on my door. Mom entered after I answered. She looked at me with a soft expression and I motioned for her to crawl into my bed. She settled under the covers and said goodnight.
That night I dreamt that my mother was hosting a dinner party, the house full of her guests--all women. I was serving drinks, completely naked. I felt self conscious and tried to leave and go change but women were everywhere. All the while my mother entertained and flitted about the house, checking on me now and then, as if everything was normal.
I woke up with a start. We had slept in, and my body was stiff from sleeping in an odd position. Mom was asleep on her stomach, her hair spilled out over the mattress. I sat up quietly, not wanting to disturb her. I was admiring the curve of her round, firm ass when she woke up. She looked at me through half-shut eyes and shuffled closer to me. She snuggled up against me, her head on my chest, and she fell back asleep. Our bodies were pressed close together, and to my horror my dick started to grow.
I tried to think of other things to no avail. Slowly, a tent formed in my pajama pants. Mom wasn't touching it but if she woke up it would be there, impossible to ignore. It didn't help that her tits were pressed against me, the thin fabric telegraphing her hard nipples against my chest. She slept soundly, her black hair draped onto me. I needed to extract myself from the situation, or at least to calm down. I tried thinking of other things, but in the back of my mind I thought of my mother in a bikini, and how she looked better than anyone I had ever seen.
I was acutely aware of how my dick throbbed and I wanted more than anything to release my tension. There was no way I'd be able to do it with my mother there. But I also wanted nothing more than to come.
Mom woke up, sitting up slowly. I hastily moved the sheets and adjusted my swollen cock, hoping she wouldn't notice. She stretched, slowly, revealing her smooth midriff.
"Good morning," she said. She lay back down, putting her head on my chest. "Is it okay that I come in here some times? I've been so alone in this house."
"I understand," I said. "It's like the old days when you'd sleep in my bed, or I'd sleep in yours when Dad was out of town." At the mention of his name she stiffened a little and I regretted saying it.
"It's a little different now," she said, although I didn't catch her meaning, if there was one. She got up, stretching again, and left the room. I spent the day unpacking and getting settled into being at home for three months. I was taking a few classes online to stay ahead of things, but I had most of the summer to myself. I found mom floating in the pool that afternoon, the same green bikini clinging to her skin. She bid me to come and join her, and I went upstairs and changed.
I swam while she floated. At some point I swam up to the float and hung off of it for a while. We drifted in silence for some time. Her nipples were hard under her bikini, and the bottom formed a bridge across her hipbones. I strained, trying to get a good angle without being obvious, trying to see down her bikini bottom. I could no longer deny, as my attention centered on that effort, that I was attracted to my mother.
Mom's eyes were still closed but she spoke. I tore my eyes from her bikini bottom to look at her face. She spoke quietly, evenly. "I get so lonely, and I couldn't face the summer without you."
"I'm here," I said, and she smiled though her eyes remained shut.
"You're too sweet," she said. "I shouldn't have kept you from that internship."
"No, it's fine, Mom, really. It's fine. I am happy to be home."
"Well, I feel guilty, I don't want to keep you from your friends, from hanging out. You could be meeting some girls."
"I'm fine, I see my friends all the time. Plus, to be honest, I'm pretty unlucky in the girl department."
"I still can't believe that's true," she said. She cupped some water in her hand and doused herself gently, cooling off. Her bikini got wet and clung to her skin. I watch, greedily.
"You're too handsome and charming to be single," she said.
"You're too nice, and you're my mom, so you have to compliment me."
"I'd do if it I weren't your mother," she countered. She slid off of the float and swam around me. She ducked under water and I was worried that if she opened her eyes she'd see my erection sticking out under my bathing suit. She swam gracefully, moving through the water as if she was meant to be in it. She surfaced near me, treading water as she was too short to stand where I was. She grabbed my arm and pulled close to me. Her touch exhilarated me.
"Come with me," she said. She exited the pool and wrapped a towel around herself. She led me into the side door that led directly from the pool to her master bathroom. The air inside was chilly on my damp skin, and I was thankful that my erection shriveled in the cold. That was until my mom reached into the glass shower stall and turned on the water. She felt the temperature, and then when satisfied, gestured that I follow her. I did, numbly, unsure of what was happening. Mom shut the shower door after I entered. It was a spacious shower, built for two.
"What are we doing?" I said, dazed.
"Taking a shower, dummy," she said kindly. She let the water douse her long hair. "Before we go out for dinner." I nodded feebly, confused. We have five bathrooms, why share one? My question was answered immediately.
"I used to love taking showers with you, it was an escape for even twenty minutes a day," she said kindly. She then reached back and untied her bikini top. My mouth opened as she took it off and hung it over the shower wall. My mother was topless, her tits more glorious that I could have imagined. She looked youthful, pert, and I was stunned.
"You said you didn't remember showering with me," she said. "So here we are. You can close your mouth, Stephen," she said with a laugh.
"Oh," I said, and she turned her back the shampoo her hair. I reached for the soap and started to shower, trying to treat this as mundane as possible. She turned, her hair full of lather, and looked down at my swimsuit.
"You're supposed to take them off, that's how this worked," she said simply, as if giving me instructions on how to bake a cake. When I faltered she continued, "Your shorts, Stephen, they come off."
"But Mom, I'm not a kid, and...well things are different."
"You don't have to do it," she said sweetly. "In fact I'll put my top back on."
"Wait!" Said, and she laughed. She looked down at my shorts, expectantly, and there was something about her that made me want her to be happy no matter what. In that instant, I would do anything for her. I untied the drawstring of my swimsuit and gingerly slid it over my throbbing member. She was passive, looking at me nonchalantly as I stripped it off. She smiled as if this was the most normal thing we could be doing.
She handed me a sponge and she showered next to me. She said nothing of my nudity, or the erection violently pointing at her. She kept her bikini bottom on and I resisted the urge to beg her to take it off. After a few minutes she rinsed off and stood on tiptoes to tell me "See? I told you that you had a big one."
She reached for a towel and stepped out of the shower she left me to my own devices. I did not hesitate. As soon as she was gone I grabbed my member and stroked. It was too much. She was perfect, her pert breasts and flat stomach, even the way her wet hair fell down her back. I stroked furiously, hoping she wouldn't come back soon, and hoping at the same time that she would. In my mind she was still there, inches from me, water running down her firm body. Just as before, in my imagining she reached out, and it was her hands stroking my cock, begging me to come. I could almost feel her touch, though it was just my imagination. In my head she stroked me, told me I had a beautiful, big cock, and that she wanted my cum. My knees shook and I came, leaning against the back wall of the shower while I spurted cum all over the shower floor. I came in torrents of lust, no longer disguising what I wished, what I longed for.
I kept stroking, my orgasm seeming to build over time until finally, my legs buckled and I had to steady myself. I kept pulsing, shooting the last few small strands of cum into the floor. The water washed them away and I looked down at my member, red and semi-hard, as it dangled between my legs. I rinsed off and grabbed a towel to get ready for dinner.
Mom took us somewhere expensive. She drove, and I was treated to a good view of her legs. She wore a black dress, with a flowing lower half. I had dressed up as well, and as we hit the town it dawned on me that we looked close in age. Mom still looked like she was in her early twenties, and I was about to enter my early twenties. Our valet gave us a look and I wondered if he thought we were a couple.
We were seated near the back of the restaurant, enjoying some privacy. Thankfully we had a woman server, so they didn't come to "check in" on Mom constantly. Mom treated us, although as usual we ate little. We talked about everything but the shower, and while we didn't avoid it, I didn't feel like we needed to discuss it. It was just something we had done, and didn't need elaboration. If she felt differently, she didn't show it. We walked for a while afterward, her arm slipped around mine. We were in an upscale part of town with shopping and lots of things to look at. She stayed close to me, and she seemed to almost glow in the soft light.
"Mom," I said after a time, "I don't want to sound weird, but I like spending time with you."  "Me, too," she said. "We're so much alike, sometimes I feel like you're in my head."
I thought of how she had appeared to me during my most carnal moments, erotic visions of the one person I should not be thinking about. I also thought about her body, the way she smiled at me, at the furry patch of hair I could only get a glimpse of, and let myself stiffen as we walked.
That night mom called me down to her room. It was late, and she was in bed editing her manuscript. She set the stack of paper on the bedside table and smiled.
"I know this is weird, sleeping next to your mom, but I really don't want to be alone, if that's okay with you?" She had a slight pleading in her voice.
"Of course," I said. I was wearing pajama pants but wanted to go and put on something more substantial. She patted the bed.
"Hop in." I could not resist her invitation. I got into bed next to her, the very air around her seemed charged. She shut off the light and snuggled next to me. Of course my cock responded, but I did not care. The lights were off, and she wouldn't know. I would instead enjoy her warmth and proximity. On one hand this was my mother. On the other hand, this was the most alluring woman I had ever met, who was sleeping next to me. I would do anything for her.
As I drifted to sleep my dreams were vivid. I dreamt we swam, naked, in the sea, but the sky was a color I had never seen before. It was a deep, green blue, with iron-grey clouds that hung low and rumbled. Birds with leathering wings flew overhead. It felt wrong, but also familiar at the same time. Ancient. In my dream Mom emerged from the sea, and I followed her. I was young again, frolicking behind her. She laughed as we played, Mom looking over her shoulder as I ran after her. And then I heard a voice, seemingly from everywhere. My mother stopped, terrified, and the sand opened beneath us. Mom reached out to me but she was swallowed into the sand. I tried to scream but nothing came out but sea water. In an instant she was gone and I fell to my knees in the sand, searching for her. My dream shifted, and there was my mother, in our house, looking happy and sad at the same time. I had forgotten about the sadness behind her eyes sometimes, lost long ago with my earliest memories.
Then my dream shifted again and we were laying in her bed, which was somehow once again on that strange beach. The water crashed gently on the sand and mom slept next to me as birds flew overhead. Mom lifted her head, surveying the surroundings and seeing me. She wore a white, flowing dress of linen, and I was naked. She looked at me and reached down, caressing my stiff member. I let her, closing my eyes and listening to the sounds of the sea. Suddenly I felt a new sensation. I opened my eyes and she took me into her mouth.
My dream continued and my dream-mother sucked and stroked my cock. She said nothing, but again her skin glowed golden and I felt the rest of the world recede. She sucked me lovingly, her hands working my shaft. Next to her petite frame I felt mighty. I felt pleasure welling up from inside me, and the first spasm of my throbbing member overtook me.
I woke up as the first jet of cum erupted from my cock. My mother was sleeping next to me, the beach just a fragment of a dream. I tried not to buck my hips as I came, flooding my pajama pants with hot cum. I realized with a shudder of terror that mom had thrown her leg over me, and her thigh was pressed against my pulsing cock. If she didn't feel it throbbing against her, she would certainly feel the flood of cum that was going to seep through my pants any moment.
It was dark, and mom stirred. She slid her leg off of me and muttered something in her sleep. She stayed close to me, and draped her arm across my chest. I lay there, softly panting, my body energized by a massive orgasm, my mother sleeping next to me. I felt protected, welcomed, and loved.
Chapter 3
I woke up with Mom next to me. My pajama pants were stuck to my body, and I winced as fabric detached from skin. My nocturnal orgasm has been my most powerful yet, and I looked at my sleeping mother with a new appreciation. She was curled up against me, and I put my arm around her waist. In her sleep she pressed closer, throwing her leg across me so her smooth thigh once again rest on my cock. It was soft, although I knew it was only a matter of time before it sprang back to life with her touch.
I looked down at mom and brushed the hair back from her face. She was smiling in her sleep. It might have been my imagination, but the few gray hairs had disappeared. It must have been a trick of the light. Mom seemed to almost glow, and I wondered if my eyes were playing tricks on me.
Mom stirred, sitting up. She did not react to my stiff pajama pants or my stiff member. She patted me on the shoulder and stretched. She kissed me on top of head and headed off to the shower. I wasn't sure if I was supposed to follow her, or go to my own room, but then she popped her head into the room and beckoned me to follow her. I got up, bounding after her. She was already topless, turning on the shower and adjusting the water. I looked at her expectantly and she gestured to my clothes.
"Come on," she said, and then to my shock stripped off her pajama pants. I stared at her trim, yet wild bush. It called to me like the rolling sea of my dreams, the jet black curls crashing against her skin like waves.
"I take it you've never seen a naked woman before," she said.
"Even if I had, no one would be as beautiful as you."
She actually blushed, her pale cheeks turning red. She turned to get into the shower and I admired her round ass. I took off my clothes and followed her into the shower.
It was not sexual, despite my erection and my desire to see every inch of her. She talked of our day, playfully splashing me once or twice. My cock, stiff and throbbing, bumped into her side. Each time I touched her I jumped as if touching a live wire. She paid no attention, and showered as if this was something we had always done. I wanted nothing more than to touch her intimately, to pull her close, but after all that had happened in the last few days, this was still my mother.
I also wondered by we really only saw each other naked in the shower. Maybe this was a safe place and way for her to experiment, or just to feel close to me. I reminded myself that I was here this summer at her request, to be close to her. My cock, rigid and throbbing, longed to be even closer.
Mom stepped out of the shower and dried off. I followed, my dick bobbing in the air. She looked at it and giggled, seeming much younger than her actual age. I left with a towel wrapped around me and got dressed. I was dripping with desire but before I could take care of my needs mom called me downstairs. She was dressed in a white and blue sundress, sandals, and her usual broad sunhat.
"Let's go shopping, I want to spoil you today."
We spent the day driving around, her car slowly filling with gifts. Mom never splurged before, my Dad was always the big spender. Ironically, it was her money he was spending, as her novels were the major source of our family income. Mom was effervescent, bubbly, and her pale skin seemed to shine in the sunshine as we walked arm in arm. I didn't care that we were so close in public. Like I said, she looked young enough to be my sister, or my girlfriend.
At the latter thought, my dick twitched. It had been semi hard all day and dripping. As if she sensed my thoughts, Mom moved in closer to me, hugging my arm. As we walked I asked a question that had been on my mind.



"Mom, did you love Dad?" I knew this was a complex question, and I felt Mom stiffen next to me as we walked. She sighed, looking straight ahead as we walked.
"I love that he brought you to me, into my life," she said. "I love that he was a good father to you. You are my entire world, Stephen, you always will be."
"But that doesn't really answer my question."
"Why do you want an answer? Is if because you saw your mom naked? Or because you got aroused around her? I see the way you look at me, Stephen. Growing up, that sort of thing was normal for me. I think you take after me more than you realize," she didn't speak for a moment. And patted my arm and we turned down the sidewalk toward her car.
"I want you to know, first and foremost, that you are my son and I love you more than you realize. You being here with me, sacrificing an opportunity to spend the summer with me, means more than I can say. And to answer your question, your father was good to me, but your father's work was more important to him than I was. And he was more than happy to spend the money I earned, while chasing old manuscripts. If I'm going to answer your question honestly, I have only ever loved my parents, my siblings, and my son."
"I understand," I said, although I knew I was only catching parts of the truth. I do not think my Mom was lying, but I felt that she withheld something.
"Do you think less of me?" she asked. "I've never wanted to come between you and your dad."
I stopped, facing her. She was holding my hand and it dawned on me how unnatural that was, but also how right it felt. "Mom, I want you to know that I love you no matter what, and I could never think less of you."
She reached up and kissed me on the cheek. My skin was hot from the touch of her soft lips, almost like a dull stinging sensation. It had to be my imagination. "You're just saying that so you can maybe see me naked again," she teased, and I laughed. All was back to our new normal. We held hands and walked to the car.
As we drove mom surprised my talking more about my dad. "I met him in his early 50s, and he swept me off my feet, almost literally. We were married pretty quickly, and I soon found myself alone while he worked. And, quite frankly, I was unhappy. I wrote my first novel out of frustration more than anything. He didn't want me to publish it, and was almost jealous of it. But I sent it out anyway, and I was surprised how quickly it got snapped up."
Mom's first three novels were a series of fantasy novels with a heavy romantic component. They sold very well, and she had signed movie rights that never got made, but had given us a hefty paycheck. She kept a low profile, publishing under a pseudonym.
"The fake name was your dad's idea," she explained as we drove. "I think in part to distance it from his academic work. He had initially hoped I would help him with his work, but that didn't pan out. I think he was done with me at that point, but, on the bright side, you were already on the way."
I processed what she had told me. When we got home we unloaded the car and had dinner outside by the pool. She changed into her bikini and we sat together, watching the sunset. As the golden light streamed over her, she spoke without looking at me, her voice faraway.
"There's magic in this world, Stephen, all around us."
The words stuck in my head. It was a paraphrase of the preambles to one of her books. My dad's research was on the history of magic, and Mom had always had a fantastical element to her books. I assumed they worked together, him researching historical accounts and Mom writing fiction. Now I wondered.
Mom slipped into the water, creating almost no wake. She moved gracefully, but in the water she seemed to move effortlessly, like a dancer. I watched her swim for a while, admiring her beauty. With each passing moment my mother felt different to me. I loved her more than anything, but now I also wanted her more than anything. I knew this was wrong to feel, let alone admit to myself, but I had to face reality. I hadn't thought about anything except for her for days. I wondered if this was normal, but my train of thought was broken when she playfully splashed water in my direction.
"Come in," she invited.
"I'll go change," I said. I was still wearing jeans and a shirt.
"Just come in," she said, and swam under and surfaced near the edge of the pool.
I stood up and took off my shirt. Mom stripped off her bikini top and tossed it onto the deck. I took off my jeans, my dick already semi-rigid, and mom untied her bikini bottom and let it float away like seaweed. I dove into the pool, opening my eyes underwater to see her naked body. I was surprised by how clearly I could see underwater, almost like I wore goggles. It might have just been a trick of the setting sun, I thought. I swam by my mother, who circled me effortlessly. We swam and talked, laughing. She was alight, her eyes sparkling and locked on me.
"This is so much fun," she said. "Swimming with you, naked."
"I don't think most people would agree with us," I said.
"When I was young, I used to swim naked in the sea with my family," she said. She never spoke of her family, and I had never met them. Mom had no accent, but I always had the feeling she immigrated to the United States. I realized I knew little about her, at least before she met my dad.
"It was normal," she continued. "I always wanted to let you swim naked but your dad wasn't okay with it. I suspect he was jealous."
"Jealous?" I said.
"Of how much I love you," she said. "Of how kind, and good, you are. And jealous of that." She pointed and my erection and giggled.
"It's kind of embarrassing, to be hard in front of you."
"I don't mind, if that helps at all," she said. "I take it as a compliment. Like I said, I love you more than anything, I don't care if you look."
She touched my shoulder and I almost jumped. It was like a spark transferred from her skin to mine. She didn't recoil, and put her other hand on my shoulder, steadying herself as she swayed in the water.
"It's hard not to look," I said, my throat suddenly dry. Her tits swayed as she floated next to me. My dick bobbed, inches away from the curly bush that led to something I would have never imagined wanting, and now wanted more than anything.
"Mom," I said softly. She looked at me intently. She let go of me, and swam to the edge of the pool. She pulled a float into the water and slipped gracefully onto it. She lay on her back, floating lazily. She paddled with one hand and eventually reached me. She lay, her eyes closed, as the deck lights came on and the sun set. The pool lights turned on, and she seemed to almost glow in the dark.
She kept her eyes closed and whispered, "go ahead and take a look, I don't mind. I love how you look at me."
I looked, I stared at her pussy, a thin slit of soft folds hidden by her curly, wet bush. Her pussy lips glistened and I didn't know if it was from the pool or if she was actually aroused. She shifted her legs slightly and her labia parted gently, and I saw the inner folds, pink and dripping wet.
I suddenly felt a warm breeze, and closed my eyes. When I opened them I stood in the sea, the same one from my dream. The water was calm, and Mom was there, floating on a bed of seaweed and driftwood, woven together to support her. She lay, her eyes closed, as the moon shone over her body. In the distance I saw a mass, maybe an island or mountain, I couldn't tell. Nearby shapes swam under water but I knew not to fear them. They were there to protect me, to be with us. My mother lay still, her body glowing with a golden light that lit the surrounding water. The mass in the distance shifted, maybe it was a trick of my eyes. Her legs were partly spread, and though her mouth was closed I heard her voice, distant and soft my in head. 'Come.'
I blinked and I was back in the pool, mom floating next to me. I heard the echo of her voice in my head, 'Come.'
I wouldn't call what I had a vision, or a hallucination. Maybe it was just a daydream from a horny mind. No matter what, I sank in the water to my shoulders, gently holding the float to keep mom from moving away. I stared at her pussy, a surprising fold of pink on her pale skin. She almost seemed to glow, or at least I imagined it. With my other hand I gently stroked myself. It felt wrong to do this while she lay next to me, but if she was aware of what I was doing she didn't show it. She breathed slowly and deeply, as if asleep, and I slowly stroked myself. Her skin was drying and showed goosebumps but her pussy stayed wet, dripping slowly.
I took my time, trying avoid rocking the water or the float, and took in the sights of my beautiful, impossible mother. My cock was warm in my hand, and it was difficult to stroke it in the water, but I managed so slowly build my pleasure. Mom's breathing remained steady and I watched a bead of her arousal drip down her ass. I wanted more than anything to put my lips to her curly hair between her legs, to taste her arousal, to give her pleasure.
My cock erupted, coming underwater. I looked down as spasm after spasm flooded the water around me with clouds of cum. Despite having come so many times in the last few days, each orgasm seemed impossibly large. I never seemed to tire, and as I came I felt like I too was glowing. My dick softened and I looked at the water around me. The cloud of my seed was dissipating, strands drifting off around us.
Mom opened her eyes and rolled onto her stomach. She looked at me, her eyes alight. She looked down at the cloud around us and at the now flaccid member. I opened my mouth to apologize but she put a finger to my lips.
"Shh," she said with a giggle. She slid off of the pool float, right into the swirling strands of my orgasm. I was shocked but she acted as if nothing had happened. She swam around me once, and i enjoyed knowing she was swimming through water filled with my seed.
"I'm going to get ready for bed," she said, and she headed out of the pool. I stood there, waist deep, as my cum dissipated in the water.
Chapter 4
I woke up early, my dreams filled with a dark mass towering over the water, casting a shadow across me as I treaded water around dark shapes swimming around me. When I woke mom was next to me, sleeping on her stomach a foot away. Her round butt drew my attention and soon I was hard. She slept soundly, her hair spilling down her back and across her sides, like a spill from a bottle of the blackest ink. As usual I woke up hard.
I scrolled through the news on my phone for a while, surprisingly disconnected from the goings on of the world. Mom breathed softly next to me, and I stared as her ass for a while. She rolled over, and I could see down her shirt. Her tank top was pulled to the side and I could see one of her pale, soft nipples. Her tits were so firm, I was mesmerized. I stared at her pale tits and my dick was soon throbbing.
I thought of the night before, and of the strange visions I had in my head. I had decided to call them visions, rather than hallucinations. The latter meant I was crazy. The former also I meant I was crazy, but a different kind of crazy. I looked at my mom and tried to reconcile how I felt, and what was happening. How did she feel? She certainly was okay with seeing me naked, and being seen naked. We had showered together. But we had never touched, not in an intimate way. I knew I was the most important person in my mom's life, but did she feel the same attraction I did? Was she, as I was, in love?
I couldn't take it, I was overcome with desire. I knew I'd have to clean up a mess but I slipped my pajama pants down, freeing my turgid member. If Mom woke up then I'd have to explain. Part of me wondered if she'd even mind. I stroked myself slowly, trying not to rock the bed.
I expected a vision, or dream, or whatever you'd call it, but there was nothing. Just me, my mom, and my lustful thoughts as I stroked myself. I took my time, trying to keep as still as possible. My cock leaked with arousal and I slid up and down the shaft, almost stopping at the base and head each time. I felt a small wave of pleasure well through me, and then Mom moaned softly.
I stopped stroking, my hand mid-shaft. My dick throbbed forcefully in my hand with each heartbeat. I had definitely heard my mom moan. I feared she would wake up and see me stroking myself. She rolled back onto her stomach next to me, still asleep. She was still and slowly, after a minute or two, I resumed stroking. I started to get into when Mom moaned again. Again I stopped, and contemplated getting out of bed and going to my own room to take care of my needs. This starting and stopping was agony.
However I noticed movement next to me. Mom was asleep, her face buried in her arms, but her hips were slowly grinding against the bed. I could see her ass tense up as she slowly rubbed against the bed. As she did I felt a pleasurable sensation along my cock. It was too erotic to resist. I started to stroke myself. As I did she kept rubbing, her movements increasing but never rising to the level of waking movement.
I was close to coming, and I forced myself to stop. Mom kept grinding softly in her sleep, almost whimpering. I felt a warm sensation all over my body, and for a moment I thought I smelled salt in the air. I resumed stroking and Mom's grinding intensified. If I stopped, she slowed down. When I sped up, she ground against the bed harder.
Mom moaned softly, and I could almost hear it in my head. Finally, she shuddered, and I felt a warmth settling over me, and my cock felt like it was being gently gripped even though my hand worked along it's length. Mom ground against the bed, her body tense. She was coming.
I came, too. My cock pulsed hard and cum shot up my chest and over my shoulder, splattering the pillow next to me. I came hard, shooting cum all over my shirt. Mom rolled onto her side, her tit spilling out of her tank top, her skin flush and pink. I let go of my dick, still spurting smaller pulses of cum, my breathing ragged and deep. There was cum everywhere. My shirt, the pillow, it was a mess. I slipped out of bed and threw my clothes in the laundry in my room. When I returned, changed, I vowed to deal with the pillow later. I slipped back into bed, and Mom curled up against me, still asleep.
Mom had a meeting with her editor mid-day, taking the virtual call in the living room rather than my dad's old office. While she met I went to the office, looking over the bookshelves. My father had books on the history and perceptions of magic, witchcraft, and the supernatural. He never believed in the stuff himself, he studied the history of belief. It was all very dry, and the books did not stir my interest. I looked at the desk and noticed Mom had rearranged it. There was a silver picture of Mom and me from when I was little, and one of us taken before I left for college. The pictures of my dad were gone.
"Hey, kiddo," Mom said from the door, surprising me.
"Oh, hey, Mom," I said as she entered. I made no mention of the photos and neither did she.
"Well, I'm signing a new deal," she announced with a grin. She had a five-part series, with the first manuscript finished, and had attracted attention from several publishers. This deal contained movie rights as well, and while I didn't know the details, this was a major move for mom.
"Congratulations, we should celebrate," I said.
"We will, once everything's signed," she said. She stretched and leaned against the wall loaded with books. She seemed relaxed today, her movements almost liquid, flowing. I had noticed over breakfast the few grey hairs I had seen were gone. Whether she plucked them, dyed them, or they went away on their own, I could not tell. I could tell that my mother blushed pink when she woke up this morning, and that made me feel on top of the world. Although she had come in her sleep, I felt like I had made it happen, impossible as the thought was.
"Do you want to help me with a project today?" she said. I looked at her, puzzled, and she gestured to the office. "It's time to clear out this old stuff. Neither of us is going read these old books, and I want to put my own, personal touches to this room. What do you think?"
I nodded, and we got to work. Mom bought boxes and we filled them with books, loading them in my car. It took three trips to donate them all, although we both wondered who on earth would want a book like A History of Witchcraft in Ancient Greece.
"These books are all garbage anyway," Mom said. We took down Dad's diplomas, and she put those in the attic crawlspace. We both worked up a sweat, but by lunch the office was cleared out. All that was left was an old rug that covered the middle of the room, Mom's computer, and the two framed photos on the desk.
"I hate this desk," she said, and I was surprised by the bitterness in her voice.
"I have an idea, Mom," I said. I went to the garage and returned with a hammer and crowbar. She looked me quizzically until I drove the crowbar into the desk and split the top in two.
"Wait, let me move my laptop," she said, and rescued her computer while I demolished the desk. It took some work, and I had broken into a sweat, but I tore the desk into pieces. As I started to haul off chunks of the desk I caught the carpet and pulled it with me. As the rug moved underneath I saw the floor was scuffed and roughly sanded. There was a circular, ten feet wide, sanded down to bare wood. Mom's eyes widened, and I knew enough that she did not like what she saw.
"Let me get a shovel," I said. She looked at me, puzzled. When I returned I hit the parquet floor hard. I broke through the sealant, and the first few wood tiles popped up. Mom's eyes widened but she didn't stop me. I slid the shovel under the section I had broken and wood popped up, flying ahead of me. Mom stood back as I demolished the center of the flooring.
"Let's get rid of all of it," she said, a suddenly seriousness in her voice. She helped, getting a second shovel and helping me move the couch to get all of it. When we finished the sun had set. The were a giant pile of dusty, damaged flooring in the center of the room. Next to it were the remaining pieces of the old desk. I was panting, exhausted. Mom leaned on her shovel, panting but as beautiful as ever.
"I'll call a contractor tomorrow," I said. "To get them to haul this stuff out."
"I've got a company in mind. They can redo the office while they're at it. A new floor, and we can replace the wood paneling with something more modern." She picked up her laptop and picture frames and left the room, closing the door behind us. "We can afford it."
"I feel gross," she said, examining her dusty clothes. She led me outside. There was a shower by the pool, and she turned it on. It was always cold, and she jumped under the water, clothed, and rinsed off. She hopped out and motioned for me to follow. As I did she stripped off her clothes and dove into the pool. I was sore from a day's hard work and the cold water of the shower invigorated me. I stripped and dove into the pool.
"Thank you," she said as she swam close to me. "For destroying that office," she said. She didn't elaborate, but I understood I had just done something important for her.
"Of course, I'd do anything for you," I said, meaning more than I could say with those words. "Why did you work in it for so long?"
She said nothing but swam close to me, her tits swaying in the water. My dick was hard, and as she swam close ii bumped into her. She hugged me, my cock pressed against her as she held onto my shoulders. She wrapped her legs around me, the hair between her legs brushing against my thigh. This was too much contact for a mother and her son, but I never wanted to let her go. I wanted, more than anything, to be inside her, to fill her and never stop.



But I didn't. I was paralyzed, unable to act on my basest desires despite our proximity. She hugged me close and I closed my eyes. In my head she was kissing me, stroking me. I imagined that I was touching her, gently parting her labia with my fingers, exploring her warmth. I heard the waves of the sea as I held her, my cock massaged by the waters. She was panting, and seemed, like me, to be imagining intimate touch. I opened my eyes and I still held her, and her arms were wrapped around my shoulders, but her hands were nowhere near my cock, although I felt as if she were stroking it. She bucked slowly in the water, her eyes closed, her face contorted in pleasure.
"Don't stop," she pleaded, and I closed my eyes, thinking of stroking her. In my head I rubbed her pussy softly, our lips meeting for the first time. She moaned softly in my arms as she stroked me.
"Mom," I said, plaintively, urging her to continue.
"Like this," she said in my ear. It was her real voice, not imagined. Yet I knew she was not touching me, even though I felt like she was.
"Y-Yes," I said. "Am I doing it right for you?"
"You could never do it wrong," she assured me, and in the real world she pressed closer to me, my cock pressed against her thigh. Her course hair was scratchy against my side and those real sensations only heightened the vision in my mind as she stroked me with her soft hands. She gasped and called out, "I'm coming, I'm coming."
I felt my whole cock enveloped with a tingling warmth like before, as if the water itself were stroking it. Mom stiffened in my arms and she buried her head in my shoulder, resting on my collarbone. She cried out, her body grinding against me. I felt my own orgasm build.
"Mom," I said, pleading.
"Come, come for me," she said, and I erupted. I felt my dick spasming in the water, flooding the water between us with my seed. She pressed close to me and gasped in my ear. I felt wetness on my shoulder and realized she was crying. I opened my eyes and realized several things at once. My mother was looking at me, tears hanging from her eyelashes like stars, and surrounding us in the pool was a cloud of my seed, shot forth from my spurting cock. And that cloud was glowing gold.
I blinked and shook my head, sure it was a trick, but the water glowed around us, lighting up our bodies. "What's happening?" I said, a panic rising in my voice.
"Stephen," she said, her eyes fearful. "It's okay, I'm here. It's okay."
"But, do you see..." I began, I stopped as I heard a roaring sound above me. We were suddenly in the sea of my dreams, holding each other, while the massive dark object on the horizon towered over us. It was not an island, or a mountain, but rather a massive tangle of tentacles and beaks. Like some mutated kraken bristling with power and fury. I had seen this before, in nightmares when I was a boy.
"It's okay," she repeated, pleading. She held me close and tightened her hold on me, as if I might run away. She looked terrified, but not at what we saw. I understood that she was terrified I would leave. My instincts kicked in and I held her close as the golden glow dissipated. We stay there until the waters became clear again. She finally let me go, my cock flaccid and floating. My mother seemed to glow, and as I looked at my own skin, I could have sworn I was faintly glowing, too.
The massive beast towered over us. The dark objects in the water were gone, there was no one to protect us. The beast roared and the sea shook with its rage. My mother let go of me and stood in front of me, the water up to her shoulders. The beast swelled up, sucking the tide in. The water fell to our waists, and then lower. I felt exposed in my nudity, but Mom stood wild, powerful.
"Enough," she said, and her voice echoed in my head like thunder. In a second we were back in the pool, the water faintly glowing gold from the strands of my cum that drifted away from us.
Mom looked at me in a way that both captivated and terrified me. "It's time. It's time that I told you everything. About me, about what you really are."
Chapter 5
We sat on Mom's bed. She had changed into shorts and a t-shirt, and I had done the same. She looked tired, her hair disheveled. Her outfit and messy hair gave her the appearance of looking the same age as me. As I thought about it, I realized she looked exactly like girls my age, but beautiful, utterly perfect. Between us sat the book mom kept in the safe in the now-demolished office. Tears streamed down her face.
"Before I tell you everything, I need you to know that I love you," she said. "I have loved your longer than men have known time."
I was struck by what she said, but she continued. "What I'm going to say sounds crazy, or out of one of my books. But it's real."
"There is magic in this world, all around us," I said without thinking. She nodded.
"There are things beyond our normal understanding," she said cautiously, gauging my face for signs that I might run in terror. "Through the years there have been men who have attempted to learn of them, to harness them, and exploit them."
I nodded, although I understood nothing.
"What some view as forces of nature, or luck, or circumstance, are none of those things. There are forces, beings, far beyond comprehension." She reached opened the book. It was full of arcane writing and diagrams that looked like the work of a madman.
"Your father was one of these men seeking to discover, to exploit. He devoted his life to the study of the arcane, but while he posited it as academic study, he believed."  "And you?" I said, although I knew her answer already.
"Me? I'm older that civilization."
My mother, the sea-goddess.
"Your father performed a ritual to summon me here, to this place and time," Mom said as calmly as one would discuss yesterday's weather. She gestured across the house. "In that office."
"I know, I was there when it happened, wasn't I? On the beach. He's not my real father, is he?" I said. Visions--no, memories--of my mother disappearing on the beach flooded my mind.
"He is, and he isn't," she said. "It's complicated. He called me here, and before I could protest he had taken me, on the floor in that binding circle he had created. Once he spilt he seed I was bound to him, a slave to his bidding. I wept on that cold, wooden floor, so different from the sand and sea of my home. And my son, my perfect boy, left alone without me. I knew my sisters and brothers would watch over you, but I missed you every day.
"And your father, he gloated at his achievement, and of his prize." She spat the word out bitterly. "I was subject to his whim, and his greed and desire. I was unable, unwilling to resist due to the magic that brought me here. Until one day I got pregnant, and worked a little magic with the little power that remained inside me. My wonderful son, my world, returned to me."
She looked at me, tears in her eyes. She searched my face for signs that I might not believe, or might reject her. I took her hand, reassuringly, and felt a jolt. I closed my eyes and Mom and I were standing together on the beach, the sea now calm. Towering over us again was the massive beast. At the water's edge stood men and women, all pale like my mother, black hair flowing in the wind. They were all beautiful, specimens of perfection.
"Your family?" I asked.
Mom nodded, and then pointed to the beast lumbering above them. "And my father."
I looked up and felt something inside me stir, a flood of emotion followed by a calm peace.
"He's saying goodbye, at last," she said. "I can't return, this time has past. She looked at her brothers and sisters, tears in her eyes, and held up one hand.
I felt a jolt again and we were sitting on the bed. Mom was crying, but she smiled, wiping tears and laughed softly.
"I have been called many things," she said. "Siren, mermaid, sea-witch. We are nameless, here before the first animal crawled to the shore and took its first breath. We are forever."
I let my mom's hand fall away and sat back on my hands, breathing deeply. What Mom was saying was crazy. Was I some ancient fish-person? I was aging, although my mother seemed never to.
"I have so many questions."
"I know," she said, kindly. "And it will take a lifetime to answer them all."
"Do I even have a lifetime," I said dryly, "or will you have to watch me get old and die?"
She paused, "I need you to understand something. You are from both places, both timeless and mortal. Even though you are my son, your means of conveyance, through your father, limits your form."
"Limits?" said, my head spinning.
"You will grow old, and die," she said, a sadness in her voice. "Unless."
"Unless what?" I said.
"Stephen, I know how you feel, or felt, about me. I know you can sense how I feel. Things for, for beings like us, transcend what humans think. I was born not of a mother but from an explosion of lust and rage from my father. When his seed struck the sands, my brothers and sisters were born, new beings near the dawn of the time. You came to me on a wish, a perfect boy--a perfect man. And then your father stole me from you, from my family and my place in the universe. And ravaged me, subjugated me.
"You are my son, but you are more."
Understanding hit me alike a tidal wave. "I have to choose."
She nodded, "you can live a normal life, and experience all the joys and sorrows, or you can be with me, forever. You would stop aging, and that means inventing a new life time and time again, there are ways. There are others, like me, who have been stolen by men craving to control magic."
These things settled in to me. "You had to wait for Dad to die first. You couldn't do anything while he lived."
She nodded, tears in her eyes. I pulled her close and she burst into tears. I left her sob in my arms, releasing twenty years of pain. I held her for hours, and as the sun rose I got up, lighting the fireplace in her bedroom. The gas kicked on and she looked, puzzled, at me.
"Can we burn that book?" I asked.
"There is a lot of knowledge in that book," she said.
"Do we need it?" I asked.
"No," she replied flatly. I took it and tossed it into the fire.
"I don't want anyone else to ever do what he did," I said, referring to my mother's captor. I would never call him my father again. We sat on the bed, she between my legs as I held her around her waist. She leaned back against my chest.
"How do I choose you," I said.
"You know how," she said. "But you cannot undo your choice. You must be sure. I would understand if you couldn't."
"But you want me to," I said.
"Our destiny was to spend eternity together, until it was taken from us."
"It's still our destiny," I said. I reached up under her shirt and felt her bare breasts in my hands. She sighed and turned her head to kiss me. Our tongues intertwined and I tasted sea water. Our kiss was electric, and I felt the roar of the sea in our ears as we kissed. Her firm breasts were warm, her nipples hard in my hand. I kissed and caressed her, the sound of the fire subsiding as the book burned.
"Please," she said. I slid my hand down her stomach. We kissed and i gently fondled her breast while my other hand slid over her damp, curly hair and over her slick labia. She gasped as I rubbed along her wet folds, parting them gently. I slide two fingers up and down, sandwiching her small clit and sliding alongside it. She panted, letting me explore her as her tongue sought mine. She spread her legs over mine and gave me complete access to her. Slowly we worked her top off of her, her bare tits rising and falling with each breath.
This was my mother, older than time, a creature of mythology, radiating power. My hand worked over her clit rhythmically. I wanted nothing more than to give her pleasure, a moment just for her and for no one else. I gently rubbed her nipple between my thumb and fingers and she moaned. I slid my other hand lower and probed the entrance of her pussy with my fingers before returning to her clit.
"Stephen, my darling," she said.
"I love you," I replied, and kissed her. She spread her legs and started to buck her hips.
"Don't stop, I'm coming," she said. She thrashed against me, her body rolling like waves. Her pussy flooded my hand and she cried out, spreading her legs wider.
She pulled my hand away and sat up. She wiggled out of her shorts and then pulled mine down until my dick sprang out. She took it into her mouth without hesitation or ceremony.
"Mom," I whispered, and she moaned, my cock barely in her mouth. She bobbed up and down, and I ran my hands through her jet-black hair. I reached forward and cupped her breast in my hand and I gently bucked my hips upward.
"Stephen," she said, and sat up, still stroking me. "If you enter me, I give you myself willingly, and you will be forever changed. You will lose the mortal half of yourself."  "I have been yours forever," I said. Her eyes well with tears as she straddled me. She paused over me, and I put my hands on her hips. She sank onto me, slowly accepting my throbbing girth and length perfectly. It was as I was made to be inside her. I realized, suddenly, that I had been.
"Once you come, it will be complete," she said. She rode me slowly, fully enjoying herself as I filled her and then slowly exited, almost completely. I cupped her breasts and gently rubbed her nipple with one hand will I held her ass with the other. She gasped and laughed playfully, enjoying our touch. She felt like electricity, or a powerful wave pushing me to and fro. I had never experienced pleasure like the feeling of being inside her. My Mom looked down at me and smiled at me, tears of joy dripping into my chest. She road faster, sinking hard onto me, until she started to grind her pussy against while I stayed deep inside her.
Her orgasm was powerful and her pussy gripped me hard. I thought I might come but she shifted and started riding again with long movements. I sat up, pulling her close as I slipped out of her. I was slick from her pussy and I lay her on the bed and she put her feel on my shoulders. She was bent in half as I leaned forward and placed the head of my cock at the entrance of her pussy.
"I will love you forever," I said, and plunged deep inside her. She gasped and cried out, gripping my arms as I thrust into her over and over. I felt like the biggest tidal wave to ever crash on land was building behind me. Her tits swayed with each thrust and I sank deep into her. I looked down at her, and she seemed to glow. I thrust into her deeply, crying out, and came. I pulsed hard, filling her with my seed. She gasped and I felt the tidal wave crash, destroying everything in my life before that moment. Spasm after spasm filled her, and she shuddered underneath me. She moved her legs to the side and I fell gently toward her, resting my head on her soft breasts. I was still coming, spurting feebly inside her, the longest orgasm I had ever felt.
I finally pulled out, sitting up on the bed. My cum leaked out of my mother, glowing gold. She looked at me lovingly, her body glistening as if we had just gotten out of the water.
"How you do feel?" she said cautiously.
"I don't know," I said, panting. "Different, whole." She pulled me close and we held each other in silence.
After a time I spoke. "Mom, you said there are others, who have been brought to this time."
"Yes," she said. "I know of them, but we've never met."
"Are some of them, bound, like you were?"
"Many," she said grimly.
"Can we help them?"
"Together," she said, "we can do anything. But, first, let me enjoy the first day of forever with you." With that she reached down and held my flaccid member in her hand. It started to grow, slowly, as I lowered my lips to her hard nipple, kissing it gently. My hand slid over her wet pussy, our bodies moving in concert like the waves of the sea.
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Chapter 1
Sarah sat on the edge of her pool, her feet dangling in the water. She nursed a beer as she looked at the sunset. Its red and orange hues streaked across the sky in vivid detail as her sons, Cameron and Tim, grilled dinner. She looked at her twin sons wistfully, their casual posture belying athletic frames. They wore t-shirts and bathing suits, and it struck her as odd to see them clothed like this in the back yard. She wore a bikini, not too revealing, but it felt foreign on her, something she had not worn in a year since discovering her sons.
The "discovery," as she called it, had happened on accident, pent up lust and close proximity in a tent during a family camping trip. Her boys had touched her, explored her, and changed her life. Since then they shared her daily, rutting like animals in heat, filling her with their lust. She had surrendered to them wholly, and it seemed at any time one of them would lift her skirt or unbutton her jeans from behind, pushing her panties to the side and taking her. Then the other, always ready, would follow suit. She had been the constant focus of their endless desire; it was heaven, she mused.
There were some unintended, and welcome, side effects to their lifestyle. Always a curvy woman, she had toned up and looked better than ever from their constant, vigorous fucking. She felt more confident, and her business was doing better than ever from that new attitude. And her boys, her wonderful sons, were happy, content to indulge their primal desires.
As she looked upon them she felt an energy, a hot desire stir like a flood inside her. She had to clamp her legs together to control it. The boys were joking with each other, laughing boisterously, and what she wanted to do right then was pull them away from the grill, sink to her knees, and take their cocks in her mouth. Their manhoods, as identical as they, were average in length but thick, and she loved the solidity as she held them in her hands at the same time. But her desires would have to wait.
She stood up, stretching, and gave them one last, longing look before heading inside. She paused by the back door, peeling her bikini bottom forward a bit. She was soaking wet, and glad her bikini was black to hide it. She shuddered with desire, and then adjusted her suit and went back into the house.
"Come on, Sally," she said as she reached the guest bedroom. Behind the door her younger sister spoke.
"I can't, I look awful."
Sarah sighed. Over the last year, where Sarah and the twins discovered every inch of each other, Sally had gone through a bitter divorce. When Sarah had gotten a divorce in several years ago, Sally and their mother had been unrelenting in their judgement. And now that it was Sally's turn, Sarah had invited her to stay with them and pick up the pieces of her life. Sally had been mortified by her sister's generosity in spite of how Sally had treated her, but had accepted the offer. Sally's presence was severely curtailing Sarah's enjoyment of her sons, but family was family and Sally needed help, financially and emotionally.
"Open the door, the boys are outside," Sarah said kindly. After a moment the lock clicked and Sarah entered the bedroom. Sally stood, covering her body with her hands. She wore one of Sarah's bikinis, white and blue striped. It was, like the black one Sarah wore, neither too modest nor too revealing. "You look great," Sarah said.
"I look like a whale," Sally said, aghast. "I don't know what you've done in the last year to get fit, but I can't wear this. Don't you have something more, I don't know, more one piece or something? I didn't think to bring a bathing suit."
"I've got these two, and that's it," Sarah said. She neglected to add that she never wore them. While she didn't parade around the house naked all the time, she always swam naked. The twins, however much or little she wore, were seemingly in a constant state of arousal. The power of youth, she thought to herself. "I think you look fantastic," Sarah added, walking around her sister and giving her a good look. Sally was full figured, with a round ass that Sarah still retained. Sally's breasts were bigger, and she had a little bit of padding, but she was what her boys would call "thick" in a good way.
"I can't go out there in front of Tim and Cameron," Sally said. Sarah took her sister's hands off of her body and held them firmly.
"Yes you can, they're not going to mind," Sarah said. "Come one, I promise."
Sarah led her sister reluctantly downstairs. When she opened the back door she heard Sally's breath hitch. "Relax," she said. She led Sally outside. The boys looked up from the grill, grinning at them.
"See?" Sarah said. "I told you. Besides, the boys appreciate a woman with a figure."
"But I'm their aunt," Sally said.
Sarah stifled a laugh. "They are at an age where they appreciate a woman regardless of who it is, trust me."
"Even you?" Sally whispered conspiratorially. Sarah just smiled and headed to the pool. She slid into the water while Sally walked self consciously toward the grill. The boys were finishing up grilling dinner. She noticed them looking her over and it made her blush. Boys will be boys, she mused.
"You look great," Tim said, unprompted. Sally blushed. She had trouble telling them apart sometimes but Tim's watch band was blue and Cam's was green. Unless they swapped watches, she planned to use that system while she stayed with them.
"Yeah, wow," Cam agreed as he piled roasted vegetables onto a platter. Sally felt flush, and while she shouldn't, she admitted to herself she liked their praise. She found her hands on her hips, no longer covering her body as she spoke to them.
Dinner was full of laughter, and Sally was on her third beer and feeling giddy. The twins had ditched their t-shirts to swim for a bit and Sally admired their toned bodies. She knew she shouldn't, but she still enjoyed the view. Her ex-husband had let himself go physically and emotionally, and she was happy to be around nice men, who happened to be good looking. They sat and talked and laughed as night fell. Eventually the only light came from the pool, and in the darkness she sipped her beer and felt warmth spread through her body.
"This is nice," Sally said. "I've been so stressed."
"I know what you need," Sarah said. "These boys are wizards with a back rub, trust me, you'll be jelly when they're done, and you won't feel any stress."
"Oh, I don't know," Sally said, suddenly self conscious. She had not been touched in any way by a man for a long time.
"Nonsense, relax," Sarah said. She motioned to Cam, who got up in and stood behind his mom as she sat on a deck chair. He placed his hands on her shoulders and got to work. Sarah closed her eyes and let her shoulders drop. She sighed gently as he rubbed her shoulders and neck.
Tim looked at Sally and smiled kindly. She sighed, "okay, okay." He patted her hand and said "just tell me if something isn't working."
"You don't mind?" She said.
"It would be my pleasure," he replied. He disappeared behind her and gently placed his hands on her shoulders. His hands were warm and she felt her body stir as he slid his fingers along her tense muscles.
It was dark out, and the pool light made everything else almost impossible to see. They sat in silence for a while, with Cam working out knots in his mother's back. His hands moved down her back as he sat behind his mom in the deck chair. He slid his hands down her shoulder blades and, looking over to ensure his aunt was looking, he moved his hands gently to his mom's sides.
Sarah froze. She glanced sideways at her sister, and who was leaning back and lost in her own world as Cam's hands gently reached around and touched the sides of her breasts. She let him explore, her body reacting to his touch. Slowly he inched around, his fingers ever closer to her nipples. She suddenly moved forward and his hands retreated.
She turned and looked at him, and she stood up slowly and quietly. She nodded to her boys, and headed inside. Cameron followed her.
Sally heard them leaving but she was enjoying her back rub. Tim didn't seem to mind and she didn't mind letting him touch her back. She sighed, and felt his hands move deftly.
"This isn't tiring, is it?" She asked.
"Not at all, I'll keep going until you say stop or fall asleep," he said. She closed her eyes, enjoying herself. She had to admit, he was good at his job, and she also enjoyed the feeling of strong hands on her body. She chastised herself for that last part as it crossed her mind. Yet the thought was there, a seed planted deep in her mind. Tim was handsome, and his hands were on her, and that made her feel content.
Sarah had barely made it into the house before Cameron pressed his body against hers.
"Go quickly, I need you inside me," she said. She was suddenly against the wall, his body against hers. He freed his member, rock hard and dripping with lust, and pulled her bikini aside. She wanted it feral, animalistic, and Cam was happy to oblige. In the three days since Sally's arrival, she had had to sneak time with her boys, and only one at a time. It had been almost an entire day without sex, and Sarah was unaccustomed to it. Cam grunted softly as he probed the entrance of her pussy and gently thrust into her. He entered with a pop and Sarah gasped as he slid into her fully, filling her with his thick cock.
"Fuck me," she begged. There was no foreplay, no teasing. They had limited time and if Sally came in right now there'd be no explaining how why her son was pressed against her, buried deep inside her. Cam obliged, thrusting into her wildly. She was so wet that they fucked loudly despite making no vocal sounds. He held her tits with his hands as he pressed against her, slapping into her round but. His bathing suit was bunched around his knees, his bare ass thrusting.
Outside Tim knew Cameron was fucking their mom senseless. He knew he had to stall Sally for a while, and he didn't mind. He'd visit his mom tonight at some point and take his turn with her. He liked Sally, she seemed much nicer since her divorce. Besides, he enjoyed the view of her ample tits as he rubbed her shoulders. He was hard, thinking of his mother and looking at his aunt's cleavage. He wondered what her tits looked like unfettered by a bikini top.
As he massaged her he slowly moved over the top of her shoulders and gently massaged the soft skin under her collarbones. Sally was surprised as he rubbed the top of her chest. Tim seemed at ease, as if this was part of the plan or something he had done before. She felt that it was perhaps a bit too close to her tits, but she didn't stop him. She was enjoying herself, and didn't think her nephew would get much closer.
She sighed, feeling his fingers gently press the softness of her body. His hands seemed to stay in the same place yet were someone imperceptibly lower. Still not touching her tits, he was definitely closer to to them. He massaged her gently and she knew she should say something, or perhaps move slightly, or stop him. But she felt good, and she had not been touched like this in a long, long time. At some point she stopped thinking of Tim as her nephew, but as a strong, young man who's hands were now perilously close to touching her tits as he gently massaged her.
Sally felt the same heat between her legs and clamped them together in an effort to stop it. She sighed, and Tim's hands froze. She felt him about to retreat and she put her hands on his. She rested them there for a second, keeping him in place, and then her desires took over. She wanted, more than anything, for him to touch her intimately. She didn't know if that was his desire, or even his plan, but she was acting on instinct.
Tim felt his aunt's hands on his and knew he had gone too far. He hadn't intended on getting that close to her tits, but she was sighing at the right times and seemed to let him move south, so there he was. And now she had stopped him. He was about to retreat, to apologize, and then she surprised him. Gently she lifted his hands off of her chest and set them back down, cupping her ample tits. She pressed his hands against her breasts, squeezing his hands gently.
Just inside the house, pressed against the wall, Sarah was close to coming. Cameron's cock was hitting the front wall of her pussy in just the right place. Each thrust was like an electric jolt. She was panting, and he grunted softly in her ear like an animal. She peered outside the nearby window and saw the shadows of her sister and other son, still by the pool. She let herself go, and felt her orgasm take over.
"That's it, I'm coming," she whispered, her her pussy gripped her son's thick member as he continued to thrust into her, slapping against her ass. She whimpered and her body shook as her orgasm washed over her. Cam kept thrusting, feeling his mother's pussy grip his cock. She shuddered as he pressed against her. It had been too long since he had been inside her, robbed of opportunity by Sally's visit, and Cam lost control. He came, too, spurting deep inside his mother as they climaxed together.
Outside, Tim cupped his aunt's tits and she sighed, feeling their weight lift in his hands. He gently massaged them, scooting forward and pressing himself against her. She felt the stiffness and heat of his cock and worried that she had gone too far. Sally knew this was wrong, but it felt--she admitted--primal, like something deep inside her was unlocked. Was this how people, long before civilization placed rules on everything, behaved? Did aunts let their nephews touch them this way, pleasing them? As Tim expertly felt her tits, paying attention to her nipples, a flood of her wet desire escaped between her legs and she gasped. As if on cue, her nephew's right hand left her breast and moved down her stomach.
Sally knew she had to stop him, but she didn't want to. She wanted him to slide his fingers under her bikini, brush past her curly hair, and touch her damp lips. She wished so hard for it that when he did just that she sighed and felt tears coming from her eyes. She felt a man's touch, a man's lust, for the first time in years.
Inside, Cam was pulling out of his mother with a wet sound. Sarah straightened up, her face flush. She turned to head back outside, but Cam caught her arm. Before she could protest he scooped her into his arms and her resolved melted.
"I'm not done with you," he said with a grin. With her pussy dripping his cum, he carried her upstairs.
Tim's fingers slid down his aunt's wet pussy lips and parted them. He gently traced her clit as he traveled back up, and she panted heavily. Tim knew exactly what to do, and gently circled her clit in a strong, rhythmic motion while gently rubbing her left nipple with his other hand. Sally spread her legs, giving him access, hoping her would continue. He did, rubbing her faster, bringing her closer to orgasm. Sally no longer cared that this was her nephew pleasuring her. She needed to come.
At the same time she was aware that he was grinding against her, his turgid cock pressed against her soft ass. She marveled at the feeling but soon lost focus. She was coming. She moaned, a little louder than intended, and started to buck her hips. Tim didn't miss a beat, zeroing in on her clit and deftly bringing her over the edge. She rocked her hips back and forth, grinding against his erection, as she came.
In a moment of clarity she panicked with the thought that her sister would come out, or see her through the window. But at that moment Sarah was upstairs in her bedroom, her head hanging off of the bed as her son slowly slid his cock into his mother's mouth. Sally meanwhile stopped thrashing about and begged Tim to stop. He did, gently pulling his hands away. She turned to face him, her body on fire.
"Stand up," she said, and he did as she asked. She wanted to return the favor, and to see and feel the manhood that had been pressed against her. She pulled at his waistband and freed his cock, it's thick shaft throbbing with anticipation. She looked up at him and took it in her hands, stroking it, tentatively kissing the head and tasting his precum in the process.
She started to suck his cock, marveling at how thick it was. She wondered what was going through Tim's brain as his aunt sucked him off, she wondered if he was as shocked as she. But he didn't seem shocked. In fact, Tim seemed right at home. She worked his member deftly, the skills that had been so rusty suddenly reawakened in her. He gently ran his fingers through her hair, and tucked one strand behind her ear lovingly. She was so touched by the gestured that she was surprised when he grunted softly and started to come.
It had been a long time since that had happened to Sally, and she was taken aback as his cock spurt cum onto her lips. She flinched, and the second and third spurts hit her chest. She kept stroking him, letting him plaster her with his seed. She was amazed by how much he came, still spurting as she held his cock in her hand. He finally stopped, and she stood next to him, his dick hanging outside of his bathing suit like an angry, spent serpent.
"I think this should be our secret," she said quietly. Tim nodded, dazed. She wiped the cum from her lips and kissed him on the cheek. "I need to clean up and go to bed." She grabbed a towel and cleaned herself off before heading inside.
Sally showered, and in her post-orgasm clarity the wrongness of the acts she had just participated it filled her with shame. This was her nephew. Tim was sweet, and kind, and she had taken advantage of him. Or had she? She recalled his hands wandering closer to her tits. What was he doing? As she thought about it the memories of pleasure filled her and made her wet again. She lay in bed, her pussy damp with desire, clamping her legs shut to keep from touching herself. She moved between remorse and lust, and the juxtaposition threatened to drive her mad.
She had wanted him, plain and simple. And letting him touch her in that way, and taking him into her mouth, was absolutely wrong. And yet thoughts of regret were overwhelmed by the memories of pleasure, of the look in his eyes as she took his swollen cock into her mouth. She shook her hear, trying to clear it.
Finally, unable to sleep, she left her bedroom to get a snack and get her attention away from the throbbing sensation between her thighs. A liquid desire ran through her. She had put on a tank to and shorts, surprised by her wetness. Sarah's room was down the hall, and as she thought of her sister guilt washed over her like a flood that threatened to destroy her. If Sarah found out, she would never forgive her, Sally thought.
Suddenly the door to Sarah's room opened and Sally ducked back into her room. She kept the door cracked and looked down the moonlit hallway. One of the twins, it was impossible to tell who in the dim light, exited Sarah's room. In the dim light she could see he was naked from the waist down, his cock semi-hard and hanging, clearly recently spent. Sally's eyes widened and a gush of wetness flooded between her thighs. Seconds later, the second twin emerged, completely naked and spent. The brothers headed downstairs, and Sally shut the door.
The implications of what she had just witnessed hit her as she sank on the bed. She didn't even wait to fully process what was happening. She lay back and spread her legs, her hand darting under her shorts and over her slick pussy, rubbing furiously. She had so many questions, but in the moment she thought of Tim bringing her to climax, and why he had seemed so at ease with it. The twins were fucking her sister, their mother. A year ago she would have left the house immediately and never spoken to any of them again, horrified by their actions. Now, as she rubbed her clit furiously she thought of the boys in her sisters room, and of Tim's thick cock as he spurted all over her chest.



As she came, her body shook and she fought every urge to scream with release. Her pussy flooded the bed, and as her orgasm ended she slowly fell asleep, her hand still touching her throbbing pussy.
Chapter 2
Sarah woke up late, her body sore from a good workout. She had taken a risk last night letting the boys both visit her, but she needed release and needed their hungry cocks. The boys had been ravenous, both lasting a long time before finally coming. They had brought her to countless orgasms in the process, and now she lay in bed, her pussy tingling at the thought of her sons.
Sarah showered, slowly, savoring the laziness of it. She washed their dried cum off her tits, her face, and let the hot water invigorate her. She heard a knock on her bathroom door, expecting one of her sons for a morning fuck. Instead she heard her sister's voice tentatively call her name.
"Come in," Sarah said. The master shower was glass, a recent renovation she and the boys did together to further enjoy their time in the shower. She made no effort to hide her nudity; she and Sally had seen each other nude hundreds of times.
"Sorry," Sally said, averting her eyes sheepishly, "I didn't know your shower was glass."
"It's fine," Sarah said, waving her hand to dismiss the thought. "Come on in, the water's perfect."
Sally paused, but then stripped off her tank top and shorts, finally kicking her panties to the floor. Sally thought of how wet she had gotten the night before, and reminded herself that her nephews had been in this very bedroom, naked. When had this started, she wondered. How? Did they take turns, or take her at the same time? Was it strange to give yourself to your sons like that? She thought of how freely she had given herself to Tim the night before. Could she go as far as to let him enter her, to fuck her? It dawned on her that her curiosity predominated any other thoughts of wrong, or propriety. What had happened to her?
She said none of these thoughts, instead lathering her hair as they shared the water. They had showered before, many times growing up, but not since they had been adults. They had grown apart, admittedly due to Sally's judgmental behavior. Her treatment of Sarah had been gnawing at her like a virus.
"Sarah," Sally said, "I'm sorry I was so terrible to you during your divorce. You've been nothing but kind and gracious, and I don't deserve it."
"Nonsense," Sarah said. "I'd be a terrible person if I let that stop me from helping you. And I know it's not your fault. Mom's a judgmental bitch."
Sally gasped as her sister's words, but then she laughed. "You're right. She is. Do you know she told me I was too fat to get a new man, and should just put up with Dan's bullshit?"
"She told me the same thing when I got divorced," Sarah said.
Sally ventured, curious, "But I guess the boys helped you get through it all."
"Oh, you have no idea," Sarah said with a grin. "They have been my rock."
More like rock hard, Sally thought, but she only said "They are pretty amazing. Tim is so sweet."
"He really is," Sarah said fondly, her eyes alight. Sally found her pussy throbbing just talking about him. She realized that perhaps her sister had given in to her sons' desires and reaped the benefits. So why couldn't Sally do the same? Of course it was wrong, but Tim's cock felt right in her hands. She felt a hopefulness, a newness about her.
"Speaking of the boys, they've really grown up. They are both good looking guys. I hope you don't mind my saying that."
"I don't mind at all, I agree," Sarah said. "They are handsome."
"You look great, too," Sally said, eyeing her naked sister. "You've been working out a lot since I saw you at the camping trip."
"Thanks," Sarah said. "I work out every day, it keeps me feeling energized. You knoiw, you don't look bad yourself."
"I could stand to lose a few," Sally said, casting an eye downward.
"Nah, not really, sis. You'd be surprised how much being full figured is in these days."
Sally grinned, she already had a good idea about that.
They exited the shower and Sally wrapped a towel around herself to head back to her room, her laundry in her hand. She gasped as she almost ran into one of the boys, who was heading down the hall with his backpack over his arm. A quick glance at his watch told her it was Cameron.
"Oh, hi, Cam," she said, suddenly aware that she was just wearing a towel. "Sorry, heading back to change."
"No worries, Aunt Sally," he said, although she caught his eyes lingering on her tits. She felt the sudden, deep urge to fling off her towel and show him her body. She restrained herself, but marveled at her newfound confidence in her appearance. The thought that he was her nephew, and absolutely should not see her naked, never entered her mind.
"Just call me Sally," she said, and turned and walked down the hall. She could feel his eyes on her, and felt her body flush at the thought.
As Sarah headed to work she looked in the rearview mirror at the house. She smiled to herself, wondering just how long it would take her sons to seduce her sister. When Sally had called in tears about her divorce, Sarah had grown angry inside at the hypocrisy of it all. Sally had been relentlessly judgmental, and now needed help. Still, they were sisters and Sarah cared for Sally. She didn't want her little sister to suffer as she had. So she extended a helping hand, knowing Sally could use the financial relief of living with her while she picked up the pieces of her life.
Plus, Sarah had decided, her boys had liberated and changed her through their lust. From the first time they had pressed their swollen members against her, she had changed. She had lost twenty pounds from a year's worth of fucking, and she felt more alive than she ever had felt. She knew her boys were insatiable and it was only a matter of time before one of them made a move on her sister. She didn't mind. Their relationship was already as unconventional as it could get. And Sally could definitely stand to get laid, Sarah thought.
Sally found a spring in her step that day, and she kept blushing when she realized it. She felt, she admitted to herself, giddy and hopeful. It was a new feeling after several years of a marriage in the midst of disintegration. She also found herself in a state of nearly-constant arousal. Several time she had to clamp her thighs together while thinking of the night before. Sex with her ex-husband had been a chore, but Tim had unlocked something in her. She wanted more.
Sally went out for a run, the first she had taken in years. She went slowly, she was not in shape for a major effort. As she jogged her tits fought her sports bra and she grinned. The sun beat upon her shoulders and she felt the warm air envelop her as she glistened from the effort. When she returned she found the house empty except for Cameron. He was reading a book on the couch, and as he looked up to greet her she caught him scanning up and down her body quickly. She grinned as she greeted him.
"I was going to take a quick swim, do you want to join me?" she announced. He closed his book and nodded. She headed upstairs and changed, peeling off her workout clothes and putting on the bikini she had borrowed from her sister. It didn't fit well, but she didn't care. She had a theory to test.
When she got to the pool Cameron was on the deck, testing the water with his hand. He looked up at her and she noticed his appreciation in his eyes. "You look good, the bikini suits you," he said casually, sitting on the pool edge and dangling his legs into the water.
"Thank you," she said, feeling more confident. "It's a little smaller than I'm used to, I don't normally show this much skin."
"You should," he said, and she was taken aback by his confidence. "You look fantastic."
She blushed. She decided to push her theory that the boys had shared notes. "You are too sweet, Cam. I appreciate the compliment. Still, this bikini is ridiculously tiny, it's hard to feel comfortable in it."
"You could take it off," he suggested. His voice was calm, his face placid, as if he what he suggested was the most normal thing in the world.
"I could," she mused, slipping into the water. "But then I feel things would be lopsided, you'd have to take yours off, too."
"If it would make you more comfortable," he said, and stood up. He didn't wait for her to respond. He slid off his bathing suit, his thick cock semi-rigid. She stared at it, hungrily. He was identical to his brother in every way. She wondered how on earth Sarah handled that girth. He looked at her, expectantly.
"If your mom comes home, we'd have a lot to explain," she said, and took off her bikini top. Her tits, freed from the constraints of the bikini top, floated gently in the water. She slid off her bikini bottom, suddenly self conscious of the triangle of curly hair between her legs. Cam slid into the pool and swam near her as if nothing was different.
"This is fun," she admitted as the tread water together. His cock, now stiff, bobbed in the water. Like Tim it was not that long, but it was the thickest she had ever seen.
"It is," he agreed. "I'm glad you came to stay with us. And, by the way, you look great."
"Do I?" She said.
"Yes," he said, and pulled her close. His hand was around her waist and she let him pull her to him. His cock bumped against her and she could feel its heat. Their chests pressed together and he kissed her. She closed her eyes and kissed him back, her body melting against his. His hand was now on her ass, holding her close to him as his tongue searched for hers. She was his, surrendered completely.
"Someone might see us," she said.
"Let them," he replied, nonchalant to the end. His other hand slid down her stomach. He stood, holding her as she was pressed against him. His fingers brushed her bushy pubic hair and Sally wondered if she should have shaved. But his fingers playfully intertwined her bush as they kissed. Finally, after what felt like an eternity, his fingers slid lower to her clit.
She found herself crying as he stroked her. They were tears of release, of being wanted, of pleasure as he gently touched her most sensitive areas, his lips still on hers. This was, it seemed, all for her, and in his strong arms she knew she would do anything for him, and for Tim. She wrapped her legs around him as he continued to touch her, increasing the pressure and rhythm, bringing her closer to orgasm.
She was grinding against him, getting rubbed off in broad daylight. If Sarah came home, what would she say? The danger made her even more excited. What if Tim came home? She knew, in that moment, exactly what she would do if Cam's brother found them like this. The thought of it sent her over the edge.
"I'm coming!" she gasped, gently biting his shoulder as her body shook from the force of her orgasm. She fought to cry out, lest any neighbors were outside to hear her. She thrashed in the water, and Cam held her steady as she lost control, his hand still rubbing her pussy. She surrounded fully; she was his.
"I want you inside me," she whispered, and he scooped her into his arms. He carried her to the steps and slowly carried her out of the water. She felt the weight of her body as she exited the water, but in his strong arms she felt like she was floating. He set her gently on the deck chair, her body dripping with water and her pussy dripping with desire. His cock was a violent shade of deep red, throbbing and thick.
Sally spread her legs and pulled him onto her. They kissed as his hand found her tits. The head of his cock was pressed against her and she gently bucked her hips, willing him to enter her. He teased her, pressing against her but not penetrating her soft, wet folds. She whimpered in desire, begging him. Finally, when she couldn't stand it anymore, he gently thrust into her. The head of his cock popped into her and she gasped. She was wet, ready for him, and yet she still wasn't ready for his girth. He slid into her further, stroke after stroke, and she felt the tension build. Finally, he was fully inside her, her pussy feeling fuller than it ever had been.
She came almost immediately as he started to fuck her. She clamped her legs around him as he thrust deep inside her. He was strong, and he fucked her with powerful strokes that sent jolts of pleasure through her. She had never experienced anything like it. As she came her pussy gripped his cock and he struggled to maintain the rhythm, but Cam was an expert it seemed. She mused, as her orgasm faded, that he must have had a lot of practice with her sister. What had it been like to fuck his own mother, to thrust into the place of his birth as he was thrusting into her now? The thought sent her over the edge and into another orgasm.
As she came she cried out softly, unable to contain herself. She didn't care of the neighbors heard. Cam was bucking harder, his body trembling. Then she felt his cock pulse inside her, it's immense thickness pressing against her in all directions. He came, emptying his seed deep inside her, filling her. His arms buckled and she pulled him close to her, their bodies pressed together as he pumped into her. Finally, spent, he pulled out of her but remained close, kissing her. She felt his thick cock, now softening, against her thigh.
"We need to get dressed," she whispered, playing with his hair gently. He nodded, dazed. He sat up, kissing her once on the lips, once on her nipple, and ran his fingers through her damp pubic hair once before getting up, his spent cock dangling between his legs as he pulled on his bathing suit. She slid into the pool, fishing out her bikini and tying it back on as Cameron went inside. She swam slowly, hanging on the edge of the pool, dazed but happy.
That evening they watched a movie together, sharing the sectional sofa. Sally sat between Tim and Sarah, with Cam on the far side from her. She felt sleepy, content, and happy. She had not felt this happy--or safe--in years. Any thoughts of judging her sister were gone. Sally thought of her sister, wondering how this lifestyle had come to be. When had it started, who initiated it? She wondered if it was Cam, the more forward of the boys. What had gone through Sarah's mind the first time she saw her sons' thick cocks. What had she thought when the first entered her. In the darkness of the movie she sat, aware of the growing wetness between her legs.
After the movie the boys announced they were going out with friends. Sally and Sarah sat on the couch, drinking wine and talking. Sarah felt warm and happy, the wine fueling her mood but also that Tim stopped by her office that afternoon. He had taken her over her desk, one of her favorite ways to get fucked. He had bent her over the desk, lifting her skirt and entering her hungrily. They had waited until the office cleared out, and he fucked her with abandon, finally coming inside her. She could always count on her boys for an office visit, although she never dared to have them both there at the same time. Now, her pussy still full of his seed, she was content.
Sarah noticed the change in her sister's body language, her languid posture, and smiled. Tim had told her what had happened the night before, and Sarah surmised that Cameron had worked his magic on Sally. Judging by the way she drank her wine and the number of times she absentmindedly touched her thighs, Sarah guessed Cam had fucked Sally's pussy hard. She wanted to tell her little sister that she knew, that it was okay, but she hesitated. Finally, after a while, Sally changed the subject to the boys.
"Your boys have been so welcoming," Sally said, a distant look in her eyes. Sarah nodded, knowingly.
"They are wonderful, aren't they?" Sarah agreed.
"And so are you," Sally said, clearly a little drunk. Her eyes were alight and her fact flush. "Thank you for having me here."
"You're staying as long as you want," Sarah said, patting her sister on the thigh. She let her hand linger a moment. She had never thought of a woman sexually, but something about felt different. Maybe it was knowing that had both shared experiences with her sons, maybe it was seeing her this morning in the shower, knowing Tim's cum was on her body. Either way, Sarah felt her body flush.
"I can't thank you enough," Sally said. "You've really saved me. All three of you."
"I'll take some of the credit. The boys are really the life savers, mine as well."
"They are wonderful," Sally said with a deep sigh. Sarah was surprised to find her hand still resting on her sister's thigh. Sally registered Sarah's hand, it felt warm on her skin.
"Also, I've been a little jealous," Sally said, feeling her own body flush a little. "You look so amazing lately, whatever workout you've been doing has really made a huge change."
"Don't be jealous, just give yourself some time," Sarah said, thinking of the workout Sally was likely already getting. "Besides, you look good naked."
"Oh, stop," Sally said.
"I'm serious," Sarah said. "You do. I've always been jealous of your tits. Come on, take off your top and I'll tell you how good you look."
"No!" Sally said, giggling.
"I saw your tits in the shower this morning, I've seen them like a million times. Take it off," Sarah said, playfully tugging at her sister's shirt. They giggled, wrestling for a few moments as Sarah struggled to remove Sally's shirt. As they laughed and wrestled Sarah slid her hand under Sarah's shirt and cupped her breast over her bra.
Sally gasped but didn't stop Sarah. Instead she pulled her shirt off. She was panting, Sally's hand resting on her tit. New emotions ran through her as part of her deep subconscious guided her. She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. Sarah let it fall before cupping her sister's bare breast in her hand. It felt right to them both.
"Jesus you've got nice tits," Sarah said. Sally felt her pussy flood with wetness as her sister touched her.
"No fair, take off your top," Sally panted. Sarah stood up and took off her top, flinging it and her bra onto the top of the couch. Sarah stripped off her panties for good measure. Sally saw her sister's curly bush and noted it was almost identical to hers. She slid off her shorts and panties, sitting naked while her sister stood in front of her.
There was a moment of silence between them. Both of them were panting, their ample breasts rising and falling in anticipation. This was out of either of their sets of experiences, yet they acted on instinct. Sally took Sarah's hand and pulled her toward her, on top of her. They collapsed as one on the couch, their hands moving with surprising surety despite their complete inexperience. They had always looked fairly alike, and through years of knowing their own bodies, they knew what to do. Sarah took Sally's nipple in her mouth as her fingers caressed the slick folds of her sister's pussy. They rubbed each other, kissing and sucking each other's breasts gently. There was a quiet in the house, the only sounds being the ticking of the kitchen clock and their heavy breathing.
Never in Sally's life had she been attracted to another woman. Yet in this moment, there was nothing she could think of outside of her sister and her pleasure. Sarah was deft with her fingers, and Sally worked with similar ease on her sister. They were panting, their bodies sticky with the effort, the occasional moan escaping their lips. Sarah was beside herself, giving in to a lust and longing she did not know she had. She knew exactly what to do, surprising herself as she slid one, then two fingers into her sister. In an odd moment the thought crossed her mind that they should have done this years ago.
Sarah was the first to come, her pussy flooding Sally's hand as she climaxed. She cried out loud, burying her face in Sally's tits. Sally rubbed her relentlessly, causing Sarah to shake with pleasure. Sarah clamped her lips on Sally's breast and rubbed her faster, causing her sister to come after her orgasm. They rubbed each other and kissed and groped through another shared orgasm, more powerful than the last.



Finally, Sarah released her sister, panting hard. They were sticky and flush, their pussies dripping. She stood up, taking Sally's hand. She led her upstairs to her bedroom, where she pulled her to the bed. She was ravenous, beside herself with desire and acting on a primal level. She straddled her sister in a reverse position, plunging her tongue into her sister's wet, curly-haired labia as she lowered her own pussy over Sally's face. Sally reciprocated, licking her sister with abandon.
Sarah had tasted herself on her son's cocks many times, but the full sensory feel of burying her face in her sister's pussy was too much for her. She came quickly, bucking as Sally's swirled her tongue around her clit. Sally kept at it as her own orgasm hit her, until they were both a quivering mess, their faces slick with each other's wet desire. Finally spent, Sarah got off of Sally and lay next to her, kissing her with sticky lips.
They held each other, their pussies throbbing from so many orgasms, their chests heaving and their bodies exhausted of all energy.
"I can't believe we did that," Sally said after a while. It was not an admission of regret, there was no need for that.
"I can't believe it took us so many years to figure it out," Sarah said. Sally nodded, kissing her.
"I love you, sis," she said.
"I love you, too, Sally."
"Thank you for saving me," Sally replied, and they held each other and drifted off to sleep.
Chapter 3
Sally woke up naked in Sarah's bed, alone. It was ten in the morning, Sarah must have untangled herself and gone to the office. Sally stretched, her body stiff but happier than she had ever felt. Had they not grown up in a strict household, she wondered if she and Sarah might have discovered each other earlier. How would their lives have changed? She touched herself gently, thinking of the whirlwind of days. She had given and received pleasure from Tim, feeling his hot cum splash against her. She had let Cameron take her, plunging his thick cock deep inside her. She had given herself freely to her sister and experienced not just pleasure on a new level, but a connection to Sarah she did not know existed.
As she lay in bed she found herself getting wetter. She stretched slowly, feeling the electricity of her arousal run through her. She got up to shower, letting the shower get hot before stepping in.
She was lost in her thoughts when she heard a tap at the door. She responded, and grinned when Tim poked his head in. She was surprised that she could now tell him apart from Cam. She appreciated her sister's all-glass shower and the large mirror across the wall, giving him a full view of her. He looked sheepish but she motioned for him to come in.
"Hi," he said, almost bashfully.
"Come in," she said sweetly, cracking open the shower door. He did not hesitate, and stripped off his clothes. He was fully hard before he even stepped into the shower, and she gently grabbed his cock and led him in toward her. They kissed without exchanging a word, and he grabbed her ass while she gently held his throbbing member. She let him explore her both with his hands and mouth, savoring his lips on her nipples, before turning her back to him and leaning against the glass. She stuck her ass out at him plaintively, begging him to take her from behind. She was so wet, so ready, she hoped he would enter her without teasing.
Tim obliged. He pressed the thick head of his cock against her pussy and pushed, sliding in an inch or so. She let out a low, grunting sound and Tim thrust hard, fully impaling her. She whimpered softly as he started to slowly fuck her. She was wet and ready, but it took a minute to get used to his girth fully. It wasn't painful, but she found she needed to relax to fully enjoy the feeling of being stuffed by him. She looked at herself in the mirror, her tits pressed against the glass, her body rocking as he fucked her, and she darted and hand between her legs, rubbing herself furiously.
The shower steamed over from the heat of the water and their bodies as Tim held her hips and thrust into her hard. Her whole body throbbed with pleasure as his girth pressed against the walls of her pussy. She game, her body shuddering, but Tim kept the pace even as she threatened to throw him off from her thrashing. He gripped her waist and thrust hard. She gave up on rubbing her clit and let him do all the work. He thrust harder, her body shaking, and a second orgasm hit her and she bit her lip and pressed against the glass as he thrust into her.
"That's it," she said. "Don't stop."
Tim thrust harder, fully buried inside her. One of his hands slid over her ass, pressing his thumb gently against her ass. He did not enter her there, but the pressure, knowing where he was touching her, sent her over the edge. Her pussy gripped him so hard he came, thrusting deep inside her. His pulsing cock filled her with cum, and her legs shuddered as he pressed against her. They were still has he came, his throbbing cock the only motion between them. Finally, he pulled out of her. A torrent of his cum fell between her legs as she turned to kiss him. He gripped her ass once and grinned before exiting the shower.
Tim disappeared and she leaned back against the tiled wall, surprised by it's coolness against her skin. Tim had left her shaken, her body reeling from powerful orgasms. She heard another knock and assumed Tim was back, when Cameron popped his head into the bathroom. He saw her and grinned, entering the bathroom naked, his hard cock bobbing.
So, she thought, they definitely share everything. Cam opened the shower door and entered. She smiled at him, and he pulled her closer. Without preamble he kissed her once, cupping her ass with one hand and her breast with the other.
"Take me," she said, surprised by the eagerness in her voice. She had just given herself freely to one man, and not five minutes later she was begging his brother for more. He turned her around and pressed her against the glass again, sliding into her and thrusting away. She was slick from her desire and Tim's cum, and Cam fucked her hard. She was exhausted, her whole body still quivering from her earlier orgasms, and Cam thrust into her with vigor. She had never had sex with two men in the same day, let alone minutes after each other. She was slick inside and Cam thrust into her, hitting her in the right spot to bring her to climax.
She came, crying out. She didn't care if anyone heard her. Everyone who might be in that house had made her come today. She let her body rest against the glass, grateful for its sturdiness as Cam penetrated deep inside her. She came again, her body shaking, and she was unsure of how much she could take. She was almost relieved when Cam came, his thick cock pulsing, his cum mixing with Tim's inside her.
Like his brother, he pulled out with a grin. Her pussy quivered, overloaded from stimulation. He kissed her for a few minutes and she felt his cock start to revive. She needed a break, and she was grateful when he refrained from fucking her more and instead left her to finish her shower.
Sally spent the day tired and content. She sat lazily in a chair, curled up with a cup of tea and a book, her body awash in endorphins. She has never felt so relaxed and happy. She understood her sister's transformation and relished getting to share some of that. When Sarah came home she pecked Sally on the cheek and gave her a look. Sally returned it and nothing needed to be said between them. Sally was wearing shorts and a t-shirt and nothing else, flaunting her sexuality. Sarah looked at her in a way Sally was unaccustomed to, although she welcomed it. When Sarah came back downstairs she was wearing a tank top and shorts, her tits clearly unfettered. She winked at her sister, making Sally's body tingle.
In the evening they sat out back, watching the sun set as the drank wine. The boys joined them eventually, and by then Sally was a little drunk and very horny. Her thorough back-to-back fucking had left her tired all day but she felt a new energy as the sun grew low on the horizon. She had come with each person sitting around her in the last day, and the realization made her smile. She stood up, her body warm and her head a little dizzy from the wine.
"I'm going to sit in the hot tub," she announced, and casually stripped off her shirt and shorts. She turned, naked, and walked over to turn on the jets. As she slipped into the hot water she was joined on either side by her nephews, now naked, their cocks semi hard. She smiled as they settled in beside her. Sarah joined them, stripping down and sitting opposite Sally.
"When did it all happen?" Sally asked lazily. Under the water Tim had a hand on her thigh and she held each of her nephews' swollen cocks with her hands. She just held them, feeling their pulse as she sat.
"Last year, while camping with the family," Sarah said casually.
"I can't believe no one noticed."
"We're very careful," Sarah said, smiling fondly at all of them.
"We had to throw out those sleeping bags, though," Cam joked. They all laughed, and Sally slowly stroked them both. They sat and enjoyed the fading light, their bodies awash in gold.
Sarah moved across the hot tub and kissed her sister on the lips, cupping her breasts with her hand. Sally let go of her nephews' cocks and put her hands on her sister's tits. The boys made room and watched in appreciation as the sisters kissed and touched each other. Sally was in heaven. As much as she loved the boys' cocks, she relished her sister's touch in a a way she couldn't have anticipated. The touched each other, stroking each other's pussies gently, the rush of the jets drowning out their breathing.
Sarah stopped and moved away, patting the edge of the hot tub while looking at her sons. They both hopped onto the edge, sitting with their legs apart and their cocks at full attention. As if they had done this countless times--and they had, Sarah moved between Cam's legs and started to suck his swollen manhood while Tim looked on, waiting his turn. This time, Sally was there and her sweet nephew would not have to watch and wait. She slid over between his legs and took him into her mouth as she had before. The sisters knelt side by side, suck off the twins, each bobbing their heads on the thick shafts before them.
Tim was almost too thick to suck and Sally relaxed into it and after a while found a rhythm. She cupped his balls, holding them lovingly, longing for their release. Next to her Sarah sucked with a wild abandon, and Sally took note and tried to match her pace. Sarah reached over and took her sister's hand in hers, holding it while they each sucked their respective man. Sally could hardly process what was happening and surrendered to the chaos, letting her body do what it wanted and living in the moment of pleasure.
Cam came first, standing up and exploding. He took his dick in his hand as he came in thick ropes up his mother's face. Cum streaked up her face and into her wet hair, splattering her. Sally redoubled her efforts, and Tim came, also aiming and covering her face. She let him, feeling his cum rain down on her in thick jets as he grunted softly. With both twins spent, Sally looked at her sister, her face covered in cum, and kissed her.
The boys watched as their mother and aunt kissed, their faces covered in cum. The sisters reached down and rubbed each other off, each of them relishing in each other's touch. Sally was aware of her nephews, sitting on the hot tub edge, their spent cocks growing again. Finally Tim got up, gently putting his hands on his mother's shoulders. She stopped kissing and touching Sally and let him carry her to a deck chair. She spread her legs wide as he knelt between them and plunged deep inside her.
Cam carried Sally to the neighboring deck chair to the sounds of his brother fucking her mother hard. Tim's body slapped against his mother's and they made a wet sound as they fucked. Sally lay back and let Cam thrust into her, entering her in one deep stroke. She looked at Sarah as Tim fucked her, and the sisters held hands as the boys thrust into them vigorously.
Sally let herself go. She came, time after time, as Cam fucked her with deep thrusts. She readily accepted his thick shaft as he buried himself in her. Having come recently, he seemed to last forever, thrusting into her without pause. Her orgasms blurred until she felt his cock pulse inside her, once again filling her with his seed.
Somehow, at some point, someone had carried her to bed. She found herself worn out with a trail of cum leaking down her thigh, curled up next to Sarah. With a small smile on her lips, she drifted off to sleep.
Chapter 4
Sally woke up sore. The sun was streaming into the room. She wasn't sure what time it was, but she had slept in. Sarah was next to her, nude. She looked warmly at her sister, a hazy feeling as she did so. Sarah stirred and Sally pulled close to her, spooning her.
"Mmmm," Sarah said, "I am going to get used to this."
"Me too," Sally said. "I did not expect to find this when I came to stay with you. But you did, didn't you?"
"Not this part," Sarah said, snuggling closer to her sister. "I just thought the boys would fuck you senseless, like they do to me."
"I still can't believe what I've done in the last few days," Sally said.
"Do you regret any of it?" Sarah asked.
"I regret the time I lost before it," she said.
Sarah turned, kissing her sister once. "Don't regret anything. Just enjoy yourself."
"I'm enjoying my sister for sure," Sally said. "If I had known, think of all the fun we could have had."
"Think of all the fun we're going to have," Sarah said, putting her hand on Sally's bushy pussy. She rubbed it gently, and the door knocked as if on cue.
"Come in," the sisters said together, and laughed.
The boys entered, naked and aroused, and quickly joined them on the bed. The sisters faced each other, kissing and touching, as Tim got behind his mother and Cam got behind Sally. The sisters lay on their sides as the brothers rubbed their hard cocks against them. Finally Tim entered his mother, thrusting into her. Cam entered Sally, relishing her wet tightness.
The boys thrust while the sisters kissed and cupped each other's breasts. Sally's senses were overloaded as she was pleasured by two people at once. At some point Sally was unaware who was making her come. Maybe they both were. Cam thrust into her, his hands on her hips, and the bed shook with their machinations.
"Oh fuck," Sarah said, coming. She grunted, her sister's tongue suddenly in her mouth. Tim came, too, spurting into his mother as he had hundreds of times before. Each time felt like the first time to him, and his eyes saw stars as he emptied into his mother. He kept thrusting, staying hard while Cam fucked Sally, his hips slapping her ample ass loudly. Finally, Cam came, filling Sally. She gasped when he pulled out of her and she felt the boys hop off the bed and rearrange. In an instant Tim was behind her, entering her only moments after his brother had left. Cam took Tim's place behind his mother and they resumed, fucking while lubricated by each other's cum.
Sally came again and felt her sister's hand on her clit, intensifying her orgasm. The sisters kissed and both cried tears of joy as the boys fucked them wildly. The room was full of gasps and grunts as the women came over and over. Cam pulled out of his mother, coming all over her ass, and then Tim came inside Sally, cum overflowing from her pussy.
Spent, exhausted, and limp, they lay there, the sisters touching noses and plastered together as a twin spooned each of them. Sally's pussy was sore but she didn't care. This was a new chapter in her life, and she couldn't wait to see what was on the next page.
"We're going to need a bigger bed," Sarah said, and she kissed Sally tenderly, their tongues intertwining.
END
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Chapter 1
I was home from college after my freshman year. Most of my friends were still in classes but I was free, bored, and to be honest, dejected. My freshman year had been a struggle for many reasons, including professors who barely taught the subject material and my own distractions that led to a middling grade point average. I was left wondering if going back made any sense, or if maybe my major or college choice was right for me.
Luckily, I had three months to figure things out. I privately wondered if I could delay the inevitable return and spend some time at home with my mom. Mom and I were close, since my dad left when I was ten. She put on a brave face when I left for college but I could tell she was glad I was back home for the summer.
In the months since I had last visited, mom's new job had really paid dividends. I wasn't even sure what she did for a living, she said she was a consultant and worked from home. Before that switch, she had been an accountant and while we did okay, we were never what I called rich. Now, our new house had a pool and picture windows facing the back yard, and mom's new car suggested that whatever this new job was, it paid well. She was packing money away for retirement, she said, and with the house and car I was left scratching my head about what on earth she was consulting about. Accounting, I guessed.
The move to the new house happened while I was away, so my bedroom was all boxes when I arrived. I busied myself with unpacking and setting up my room, although mom kept finding errands for me so she could "get some work done." I wasn't sure how I was possibly disturbing her since her home office was downstairs, but I honored her requests and did what she asked. After all, she was paying my tuition and I was unpacking my stuff into a beautiful new home.
It was on the fourth day home, when mom asked me to pick up some flowers from a nursery that was an hour away, that I finally asked why on earth I was having to drive to the ends of the earth while she worked. She looked at me but said nothing for a bit, then sighed. "I'll tell you what, I'll take you to dinner tonight and tell you about my job." She pecked me on the cheek and went back to her office.
Mom took me to my favorite pizza place in town, a local spot close to the beach. It was a typical sunny day and the breeze was warm and salty. We sat outside, a steaming pizza between us as we chatted about the house and my disastrous second semester.
"Forgive me for saying it, but I wonder if some time away would do you good, James," she said. "I know you're struggling in classes, and maybe taking some time off would help you reset. Or figure out what you want to do."
"Like this new mystery job you have?" I asked. She gave me an odd look so I quickly added, "I mean, you seem to like it better and it looks like it pays really well."
"Yeah, about that," she said, suddenly distracted. She looked at the neighboring tables. She suddenly lowered her voice and said, "I don't know how to tell you this, but I guess I'll just dive into it. You'll figure it out sooner or later, and it's hard to work around you being home anyway."
She took a deep breath, and put her hands on the table. She looked around again, and leaned in. "I have an OnlyFans account."
I laughed. My mom always joked about opening up one of those to make money. My mom, though in her early forties, was an attractive woman. My friends all thought so, and while I didn't vocalize their animalistic thoughts I could see why they saw her that way. I kept laughing but my mom's face was firm, as if she was about to deliver--or was expecting--bad news.
"I'm serious," she said.
There was silence now, aside from indiscernible chatter from other tables. No one could hear us, but I dropped my voice lower and leaned in. "You can't be serious."
"Dead serious," she said. Then, straightening her shoulders, "do you think less of me?"
"I don't know what to think. I mean, you always joked about it," I said. "But, I didn't think you were even remotely thinking about it."
"Me either, I wasn't," she said. It was weird to have this conversation, as if we were discussing something as mundane as what toppings to order on our pizza. "But, then, well, I did."
"How?" I said, shaking my head to wrap around the fact that my mother was, for lack of a better term, a sex worker of some kind.
She actually blushed, which was endearing considering the bombshell she had just dropped. Are models in this occupation capable of blushing? She took a sip of water to clear her throat and said, almost inaudibly, "I've joked about it for years. And I hated my job. I hated the firm, the work itself, the clients. So one day, after a particularly bad meeting with one of our corporate accounts, I sat around the kitchen and drank a bottle of wine. I was just so sick of getting yelled at by clients because they were losing money through bad business practices. So I took a photo, topless, and cropped out my face and posted it online as a test."
"Where?" I said, embarrassed to hear my voice so high pitched.
She laughed. "Reddit. Under a throwaway account. And it got a lot of comments, DMs, the usual men being gross. But quite a few offered me money for more pictures. And I thought to myself, this is a lot less work than what I currently do. So I sat down and did the numbers."
"Of course you did," I said, rolling my eyes.
"And I figured I'd try it out as a side thing. Just posting pictures, nothing crazy. It turns out there's a huge market for this stuff, and for women, um, of a certain age."
"Mom, you know you're good looking, everyone thinks so." I said it automatically, and it was true. She blushed again. I continued, "so you made some decent side money."
"I made half a million the first six months," she said flatly. I almost choked on my drink, drawing attention from nearby patrons. We had to wait a bit to resume our conversation.
"Half a million?" I said.
"Yes. So I quit my job, bought the new house, and set up some nice photo and editing equipment. I learned how to do all that since Christmas when you last visited. Also, I'd like to note that you are handling this better than I expected."
"This is a lot to take in, so maybe I'll freak out later," I said. She laughed, but nervously. I quickly switched back to learning more. "So, the money is great, do you feel--I don't know--degraded or whatever?"  "I get weird requests and I delete them. It's mostly just pictures and videos of me around the house, naked. I don't really do much else, but it seems to really push the right buttons for a lot of guys with money to burn. I'm happy to take that money.
"I did the math, and I want to retire early. I can do this for a few years and be set for life, at least if I can grow my base. Then I 'retire,' and either do something else or do nothing and live off of the interest in the money I'm investing. The way I see it, I can swim naked and make enough to buy a car in cash, and still have most of my day to myself. I work like 10 hours a week, fifteen tops, including editing. It's pretty great."
I sat back, feeling winded. This was a lot to take in. She gave me a moment to reply, and when I didn't, she continued.
"Are you going to be okay with this? I mean, you're at home and all."
"I don't think I get to say whether or not you can do it, it's your life and livelihood. And I'm staying in a house you paid for."
"But you know what I mean, James."
"Okay, let's start by saying this is a huge surprise. I figured you got a job accounting for a hospital or something, hence the new house. But I'm not mad, or ashamed or anything."  "I didn't want you to find out from one of your friends," she said.
"Are my friends subscribers?" I said a little too quickly.
"No idea," she said, gesturing for me to hush. "But I have a lot of subscribers. I'm in the top half of a percent on the site. I'm very popular," she said with more than a hint of pride.
I had not thought of this fact. As if to distract me, she said "come on, let's go." She set down some cash on the table and led me out of the restaurant. As we walked, I saw some men look at her. This was normal, my mom had sizable breasts and a firm, round butt. Everyone noticed it. I noticed it, although on a much more clinical level than others. I was used to men staring at my mother, but now I felt a twinge of protectiveness, or some other feeling I couldn't describe.
"So that's my job," she said as she drove. The sun was setting and she took the long way home. "I hope you're okay with it, because I love what I do, the money is amazing, and I'm going to retire and live the life I've dreamt of."
"When you put it that way, how can I complain?"
"Well, there's another part to this," she said. "No offense, but it's hard to make content while you're at home. Hence the errands."
"Hence the errands," I repeated. "Are you asking me to move out? Or make myself scarce when you're filming?"
"No," she said matter-of-factly. "But if I wanted, say, to take a swim naked, what would you do? I mean I want to respect your space and everything."
"Well, I guess there are a few options if I'm around. One would be that I leave, which is inconvenient. Or you could change what and where you film, but that might impact your creative process. Or I guess I could just suck it up and act like this is something that always happens."
"The last option would make my life easy, but is that something you could do?"
"I will give it a try. I would have said 'the old college try,' but that has not worked for me yet."
She laughed, "I'm sorry, it's not funny, but your timing was good with that one. I'll tell you what, let's give it a shot, and if it's weird, we'll figure it out."
"Deal," I said.
I'd like to say that I did not look up my mother's OnlyFans account that night in my room. I'd like to say that my curiosity did not hijack my brain and send me down a rabbit hole. It took a while to find anything that was freely available, and let me start by saying that while I knew my mother was a knockout, I was unprepared to see her naked. It was a video, only a minute long to garner interest in the paid material, but it explained how she made so much money. She was showering, her dirty blonde hair falling down her back. Her ass, much rounder without layers of clothing, was framed by a pair of deep back dimples. I watched as she turned around, her impressive tits dripping water as she rinsed herself off. The video ended with her blowing a kiss to the camera, her usual, infectious smile taking on a different meaning.
I watched it on repeat, ignoring the throbbing erection between my legs, until I fell asleep.
 Chapter 2
The next morning I was on my phone when my mom came into the living room. It was early, for me anyway, around 10 in the morning. She was wearing a long t-shirt that went halfway down her legs, almost a tent, really. I thought of the video I saw the night before and felt guilty.
"Good morning," she said. "I have to say you took the news well last night. How are you feeling today about it?"
"The same," I said, setting down my phone.
"Did you look me up last night?" she asked with a smirk.
I blushed, and she laughed softly. "I figured you might. So you've seen me naked."
"I have," I said. "Although to be fair, it's not the first time."
She laughed again, setting her orange juice down on the coffee table. "So you remember that, I wasn't sure."
"Walking in on your mom isn't something you forget."
"I guess not," she sighed. "That was my fault for not locking the door. But that was a lifetime ago," she said.
"It was a formative experience, mom," I said. She looked at me inquisitively so I added, "let's just say I've developed a type over the years."
"Based on me," she said.
"I know it makes me sound insane," I conceded. "But if you look at the girls I've dated, they all, well, they all share a certain set of features."
"Such as," she asked, prodding me.
I sighed. There was no point in sugar coating it. "Blonde. Big tits. Nice Ass. There, happy now?"
"Yes," she said with a smirk.
"So," I said, "are you working today?"
"As a matter of fact, yes," she said, pointing outside. I hadn't seen the cameras set up by the pool, but there they were. They looked expensive. "Just swimming, may lay out a bit as well. Do you mind?"
"Don't let me get in the way of your retirement," I said.
She smiled, and walked over and pecked me on top of the head. "You're the best. Now I'm going to ask you one more time if you're cool with it."
"Yes, stop asking," I said, exasperated.
"James, you're going to have to see me naked," she warned.
"I saw you naked last night."
"Ah yes, you did indeed. And, I believe you said I had 'big tits' and a 'nice ass.'"
I groaned, but she laughed. She stepped away from me and grabbed the shirt around her waist. In one swift motion she hoisted it up and over. I watched as her thighs, then a neatly maintained bush appeared. Next was her flat stomach and then her amazing tits. In a split second, my naked mother stood in front of me.
Part of me wished I wasn't enjoying the view so much. She stood in front of me, then slowly turned. Seeing her close up, five feet away, sent my brain into high gear. I was accessing parts of my subconscious that I wasn't meant to access, and my dick was swelling in my shorts.
"Well?" she said.
"I can see why you're so good at your job," I said.
She smiled and headed outside. I sat forward on the couch, my erection uncomfortable.
"Come out and keep me company," she said. I was surprised by how natural it felt to converse with my mom while she swam naked. I enjoyed the view but we also talked while the cameras snapped at intervals or recorded. Finally, she exited the pool, posing in front of the camera while talking to me.
"What did you see last night?" she said.
"Um, a shower video," I said.
"Those are very popular," she said. "I've made ten grand just taking a shower before."
"Does anyone ever recognize you?" it was a question that had been eating away at me. In some ways, I didn't want to know.
"If they do, they don't act like it," she said. "I can't imagine their girlfriends, if they have them, would approve. So what did you think of the video?"
"Production quality wise?" I asked.
"No, dummy. What did you think about ME in the video," she said with emphasis.
"Oh. Well, I mean, you looked nice," I said.
"You make it sound like I was trying on a suit," she said. "Seriously, what did you think?"
"Do I have to answer?" I said, sounding a little ridiculous. I kept adjusting how I sat, uncomfortable with arousal.
"Yes," she said firmly. She stood a few feet away from me, dripping wet like a goddess from the sea.
"You look, amazing. I mean perfect, really."
"Thank you," she said. "I have to admit, I wondered what you thought. Glad to know my son thinks I'm hot," she teased.
"Hey!" I exclaimed, but she just laughed, which caused her tits to move hypnotically. She caught me looking, but I decided to just lean into this new situation.
"I mean, you've got really nice tits." As soon as I said I wondered if I had crossed a line, but she cupped them gently, smiling to the camera as it clicked, and then turned to face me.
"I'm glad you think so. This is more fun to do when I have someone to talk to." She reached over and switched off the camera, and then the second. She picked one up and gestured for me to grab the second one. I followed her inside, and was more than a little sad when she put her oversized t-shirt back on.
"So this is where I edit," she said later as we sat in her home office. Two massive screens were up, as mom cut and spliced the video into something more media-friendly. She was also sorting photos. Some were marked for future posts. "You've got to spread stuff out," she said. "I've also been banking a lot of content in case I'm ever sick or on vacation. Plus, if I get a lot of stuff now it should last for years. I can release stuff ten years from now, while still looking like I do now. I've been doing a lot of research into this stuff."
I nodded. Mom, to her nature, had done the math. My eyes strained to look at her, rather than the photo on the screen of her holding her tits. I wondered if it would be weird to get a copy. "Does it bother you, knowing that a bunch of dudes are watching this and, you know..."
"Jerking off? I could care less. They are funding my retirement, they can do what they want in the privacy of their own homes. Besides, maybe I'm bringing a little joy into their lives."
"I'm sure they appreciate the view," I said. I certainly had. We were sitting in matching chairs as she worked. She had changed into shorts and a regular sized t-shirt, and my brain kept thinking about her naked. Of course, the dual monitors with her naked body plastered all over them didn't help. My poor dick was in a constant erection. I contemplated jerking off in my room, just to release the pressure, but something about doing that and know why I was hard made me hesitate.
"You're so sweet," she said, patting my knee absentmindedly. We were silent for a while when she said, "What do you think of my work?"
"It's weird, I'll admit it. But I mean I am not judging."  "You've only seen a shower video and me swimming naked."
"Wait, you do other stuff?"
"All solo," she said quickly, "but yeah. You won't find it online, I'm pretty good about finding leaks and squashing them. In fact it takes a few hours of my time each week but it's time well spent.
"I could help you with that," I said, surprising myself. "I mean I can hunt down leaks for you so you don't have to."
"That would actually be awesome, but are you sure? You might stumble upon some of my stuff."
"Mom, you're a nude model. I'm going to see something you weren't planning on me seeing, I'll survive. Besides, if I can contribute, I'd be happy to help."
She looked at me and smiled. "You're the best, James. I'll tell you what, I'm going to let you see an example of the content that's out there." She opened a folder and double clicked a file. It was a video, paused so the first frame was just a black screen. She got up and patted me on the shoulder.
"I'm going to let you watch this in private, and you can tell me if you still want to hunt down leaks for me. Just don't judge me too harshly, okay?"
I started to say I wouldn't but she was already out the door and down the hall. I took a deep breath. This was weird, but I was also insanely curious, and more than a little aroused. I put the headphones that were on the desk over my ears and pushed play. The video faded in and it was my mom, naked. She was sitting on our couch, reading a book in the nude. I marveled at her body, my dick throbbing in time with my heartbeat. Mom was amazing.
As the video played her hand left her book and gently traced her breast. I watched as she touched herself, her eyes locked on the page as her fingers gently brushed her hard nipple. I wanted more than anything in that moment to touch her breast myself, to replace my hand with hers. I reminded myself this was my mother, and some other part of my brain told the first part to fuck off.
Mom's hand traveled south, her fingers gliding along her firm stomach as she slowly spread her legs. I watched, mesmerized, as her thighs parted and I saw her pussy in all it's glory. Yes, I had seen my mom naked before. Yes, it was a formative experience. But seeing your mom's glistening labia spread open is something altogether different.
On the video, Mom was rubbing her clit and I realized I was slowly grinding my hips. I steadied myself and just watched, reminding myself who this woman really was. My mom. Suddenly she got up, and reached for something next to her. I gasped when I saw it was a pink, translucent dildo. She stood up, setting her book down on the couch. She placed the suction cup on the coffee table--our coffee table--and slowly lowered herself onto it.



As she impaled herself slowly on that silicone rod, I realized my hand was resting on my erection through my shorts. I sighed, and gave in. I unzipped my shorts and freed my rigid member as my mother rode the dildo, her sighs and moans only fueling my desire. This was wrong, and I knew it, but I needed release. Mom's tits bounced as she rode slowly, grinding against the pink missile buried deep inside her. She rubbed her clit furiously and started to shake. My mom was coming.
She cried out, her pleasure echoing in my ears as I stroked myself. I realized I was going to come and ran into the bathroom. I barely made it to the sink as my dick erupted, shooting ropes of cum all over the counter. My hips bucked and my vision blurred from the intense release.
As my orgasm subsided I looked at the mess on the counter and realized I had just jerked off to a video of my mom. I felt a level of shame I didn't know I could feel, and grabbed the towel and started to clean up the bathroom. As my dick slowly gave up its lustful rigidity I thought of the video, and why mom had asked me to watch it. In the post-orgasm clarity I found myself ashamed. Still, part of my brain retorted, she looked great and the video was amazing. When I returned to the office the file had ended so I closed it.
I headed into the kitchen to find mom making lunch. She looked at me expectantly, as if to say "well, what did you think of the video" with the arch of her eyebrows.
"That was unexpected," I said. I had hoped that my body wouldn't betray what I had just done while watching it.
"Did you enjoy it?" she asked. I nodded and she smiled. "So, are you going to help me track down leaks?"  "Yeah," I said. "Also, I think you could also use a cameraman."
Chapter 3
And that's how I started operating one of the cameras. Mom kept one on a tripod with a shutter timer, taking photos every few seconds. I operated the second one either for video or photos. For the next few days my routine settled into hers. She liked to film in the mornings, and edit afterwards. She was always done by lunch time. I usually spent an hour in the evenings hunting down websites and forums that tried to leak my mom's content. If I'd find anything, I'd send a notice from an email my mom set up through her production company. For two weeks we settled into this groove, never working weekends.
Mom was only naked while working, and I found myself looking forward to our sessions. With me in the room at first she only did things like cook naked (a very popular series for her fans), or shower or swim. After a week she touched herself, but not to orgasm. Finally, she did it, rubbing herself out in front of me. I filmed, getting a variety of angles we'd cut later into a cohesive video. My dick throbbed as she pleasured herself, and when she looked into the camera as she came, I felt like she was looking at me.
Mom laid there, on her bed, panting as I shut off the camera. Her legs were still open and her eyes half closed from an intense orgasm with a rabbit vibrator. My poor dick was completely rigid, throbbing to the point of discomfort. I would definitely have to go take care of my needs after this, but in that moment I was fixated on the rise and fall of her chest as her breathing slowed.
"You okay?" she said to me dreamily.
"Yeah, why wouldn't I be?" I said kindly.
"Oh, you know, your mom just got off in front of you, that's all." She sighed, patting her stomach. Her pussy glistened from her wet arousal, the vibrator lay next to her thigh.
"I mean, let's just get that out of the way, it was not something most people do, but it does't feel weird to me."
"Me either," she said, nodding lazily.
"Plus, it was fun to watch and film," I said. I was looking forward to editing later. I now had access to her computers and had been editing some older content for her as well. I was inundated with visuals of my mom in a sexual context for hours a day. I wasn't getting desensitized. If anything, I was more into it than ever.
"Can I tell you something?" she said. "But it's a little embarrassing."
"Mom, I filmed you naked for two weeks straight, you don't need to be embarrassed."
Her face was flush, but I couldn't tell if it was the orgasm or something else. She looked at me and said "It's been fun to be naked with you here, like I said. But that," she said, gesturing to indicate her session with the vibrator, "was way more intense with you here."
"A live audience," I said.
"No, more than that," she said. She sat up, her tits swaying. The bed was wet from her pussy. She stood up, standing next to me, impossibly close. "It was more intense because it was you." She pecked me on the cheek, and walked into the bathroom.
Processing what my mother said took time, because my mind was somewhat wiped by the intense orgasm I experienced minutes later in my room by myself. I had taken to putting up a picture of my mom, or a video, as I stroked myself in my room. After networking our computers so I could edit and work without her, I had access to thousands of images and videos to keep myself occupied. I sat in my chair, a t-shirt bearing the brunt of my orgasmic explosion, panting.
When I came downstairs later mom and I decided to go out for dinner down by the beach. Afterward we walked along the sand together as the sun set behind us, the light golden and my mother positively radiant.
"I'm having fun working with you," I said. "It's weird to call it work, though."
"It doesn't feel like work when you're there. It's more just being naked in front of my son."
"When you say it that way it sounds extra dirty," I said, and she laughed. "But I know what you mean. I mean, you look amazing, but there's a bit of taboo element knowing who your cameraman is."
"I have to admit I have thought of that, too, and it's made the filming extra fun." She paused, the water lapping at our bare feet. She looked around, the beach was pretty empty. She game me a look and I took out my phone. I took pictures as she walked into the water, splashing as the small waves hit her. She emerged, dripping wet as her sundress clung to her body. I took pictures and marveled at her stiff nipples. She looked left, then right, and saw now one was around, and she quickly lifted her dress up to show me her damp bush. I took photos and she adjusted her dress, grinning.
We walked as she dried off in the warm breeze. By the time we got to the car she was mostly dry, and I spread out a towel for her in the passengers seat. I drove, and as I did she hiked up her dress and said "keep driving," as she filmed herself slowly playing with her pussy. It was hard to drive, for many reasons, but I took the scenic way home as she slowly rubbed herself, increasing intensity until, parked in our driveway, she came. She bucked her hips and cried out in pleasure.
I pulled into the garage and went around the car to offer my hand. She took it, standing on wobbly legs. She was grinning and blushing, and she looked radiant. As the garage door shut she untied the front of her dress and slipped it off, setting it on the washing machine as we walked in. She added her bra to the laundry and led me into the house.
Mom led me to her bedroom, and then into the bathroom, where she stepped into the shower and turned it on. The shower was all glass. I went go get my phone but she said "no camera, this isn't work," and proceeded to shower. I watched, horny and entranced, until she stepped out of the shower and dried off. She wrapped her hair in a towel and looked at me with a burning intensity I would remember for the rest of my life.
"I've been thinking," she said. "The account's doing well, really well. But I get a lot of requests that I haven't felt comfortable doing, but I had an idea. What if, and just hear me out, we take some photos where your...well your dick is in the frame. As if to imply there's going to be more going on."
"What?" I said, a little too alarmed.
"Well," she said with a pause, "I mean my research shows I'd more than double our revenue, but I've never wanted to bring some random guy into the picture, no pun intended. It would be stunt photos, just staged to show what might happen, or might have happened. I've been thinking about it. What do you think?"
"You want shots of me, in the frame. Naked."
"And hard, which, to be honest, isn't a problem. I see you trying to adjust yourself," she said. I blushed, but she patted me on the cheek. "I think it's flattering, really."
I was unable to process the request, to be honest. I was incapable of thinking about the implications, because she was completely short-circuiting my brain, and she was naked.
"I'll tell you what," she said, "I'll give you some direction and we'll go from there, okay?" I nodded, somewhat slowly, and she continued. She sank to her knees, her hair still wrapped in a towel. "Unzip your jeans and take it out. And snap a picture, that's all you have to do."
I hesitated, and opened up to her. "I'm nervous."
"No one will recognize you, James, I promise."
"No, I'm nervous because you'll see it."
"That's how it works," she said, teasing me. "Come on, let me see it."
I still hesitated but she shook her tits a little and something in me took over. I unzipped my jeans and with some effort freed my stiff member. Her eyes widened as it pointed at her, throbbing angrily, mere inches from her.
"Wow," she said, and something inside me swelled. I felt proud, and I wanted her to see it.
"Now, take a picture, or two or ten," she said, laughing. Her eyes were fixated, and as I snapped photos with my phone she looked like she was looking at something to devour, or at least take into her mouth. In that moment I realized I would have let her if she had tried. She stood up and kissed me on the cheek, taking care not to bump against my turgid cock. We were naked, a foot apart, with my throbbing dick pointed at her like some angry missile.
"Is this okay?" she said.
"Yes," I said, surprisingly out of breath.
"Good, we can edit in the morning." She turned and fished out a t-shirt and loose shorts from her drawer, pulling them on. Reluctantly, I got dressed.
That night, I came so hard I almost passed out.
Chapter 4
The next morning we edited and posted the new content. The photos of my mom, with my cock hovering over her eager face, had an almost immediate response. Her messages were flooded, most of them begging for more. I could see Mom was pleased with the new interest, and I was pleased that I got to help her achieve success. Of course I also enjoyed taking the photos in the first place. When we were finished, Mom declared a day off and I was a little disappointed.
"Come on, let's spend the day together and celebrate," she said. She took me shopping, upgrading my game controllers and treating me to lunch. We also looked at some camera lenses and she actually winked at me as the salesperson asked what kind of subjects were we photographing. It was nice to spend a day doing normal things, which dawned on me might have been my mom's intention.
For several days of we shot content in the mornings. Most of it was her usual stuff but my cock made several appearances, always looming over her, or casting a shadow across her bare tits as we took a sneaky shot at the beach. That particular one was one of my favorites and had a huge reaction from her fans. But when Mom rubbed herself off in a video, she did not ask me for a cameo. I wondered why, but I didn't want to press it. However, in the aftermath of her orgasm, she patted the bed and bade me to sit down.
"Can I ask you a question?" she asked.
"Of course, what's up?" I replied.
"Let me start with a statement, just to be direct. I know you jerk off. I mean you've been doing it for years and I did your laundry before you went to college."
"Mom!" I said, mortified.
"Well, if it's any consolation you know for a fact that I, too, get off by myself. But that's not my question. Have you, well, have you gotten off since you started working with me?"
I hesitated, and she pressed on. "And, when you get off, are you thinking of me?"
"Not just thinking. I also have your content up," I admitted. I was embarrassed but she took my hand gently.
"I figured you might. It's okay, really."
"Is it?" I said, laughing. "Is any of this okay?"
"Do you want to stop?" she asked gently.
"Hell no," I said, and she laughed, causing her tits to jiggle. "I'm just stating this is not a normal situation. But to hell with normal. In fact, I had a question for you, but first, is that all you wanted to ask me?"
"For the moment. What did you want to ask?"
I took a deep breath. What I really wanted to ask was forbidden, so I didn't. Instead I asked another, important question. "What if I took some time off from school, and stayed here?"
She was silent for a moment, and I wondered if I messed up. But she spared me from too much spiraling when she said, "and work with me? Like as my assistant?"
"Cameraman, editor, content manager, whatever you need. Stunt dick."
She laughed at the last one. "Yes, we can't forget that. Are you sure?"
"I know you're working to retire early, and earning a bunch of money. I'm not asking you to pay me, I'm just asking you to let me live here and eat your food in return for assisting you. You're numbers are through the roof right now. I'm happy to help you ride that wave. College can wait."
"Or we might make enough money that the investment income would set us both up for good," she said simply. Her mind was made up. "Yes, if that's what you want to do, then yes."
My heart swelled, as did my still semi-rigid member. I looked her up and down, so grateful for this gift from the heavens laying next to me.
"Can I ask you something else?" she said. "It's a big ask."
"Let me hear it and I'll tell you what I think," I said.
"I know you're going to go to your room and jerk off," she said. "It seems like a waste. What if you, you know, did it here? Like on camera? I think it would really catapult our numbers."
"You're monetizing me jerking off," I said.
"I monetize myself coming, why not do the same? You're going to go and do it anyway, we might as well increase that interest dividend check down the road. What do you think?"
"Is it a step too far?"
"That's a question only you can answer, James," she said. "I asked, so you know where I stand on it."
"So I just whip it out and come, and that's it. Like on the bed or a towel or something."
"No, dummy. On me. Like on my tits or something."
I was dumbfounded. I had fantasized about this, and now I was receiving a gilded invitation. "All for the ratings."
"James, you know it's not just ratings. I'm having fun, and I have to say coming in front of you is way better than coming by myself. So why don't you also have some fun? I'll make you a deal. If you like it, then anytime we film you can do it. Deal?"
"Deal," I said.
"But only when we're working," she cautioned. She settled back in the bed and said "hit the camera."
"Oh, yeah," I said, and started both video cameras. One was positioned over her, the other from the side facing my torso. My face was off screen.
"Take off your clothes and stroke that big cock," she said. Her words, so unmotherly, sent my brain to new places. "Come all over me."
"Anywhere?" I asked, already naked and stroking.
"Anywhere," she breathed. She squirmed a little in anticipation as I stroked myself. I was beside myself. Mom got into it, cupping her tits and moaning softly. I wanted her to touch herself below but she did not.
"Shoot your cum all over me," she whispered. Despite the fact that I was living a fantasy of mine, it was taking me a while to get close. She spread her legs, and I stroked faster. Finally, I came, grunting as the first rope of cum shot across her tits. Spurt after hot spurt splashed across her tits, forming rope bridges across her chest. I stroked until I was spent. She laughed softly, sweetly, and I grabbed my phone for a third camera angle and took photos of her cum splattered tits.
"That's a lot of cum," she said, sitting up. In ran down her stomach, and I took some more photos. "They're going to go nuts when we post these.
My heart sank a little, as I reminded myself that this was--in fact--work. But I consoled myself with one fact. I was making a lot of money, getting to see my mom naked, and now come all over her. It wasn't a bad job, after all.
And I entered this new job phase with relish. The next day Mom rubbed one out in the car and then got on her knees in the grass of a shady side road as I came all over her tits. They were my favorite target, although we also took photos of her with cum on her ass and her stomach. A few days later we got to enact a 'fantasy' shoot that was a custom request that paid a lot of money. Mom basically laid there naked, pretending to be asleep, while a shot a load of cum in hair. It was a little strange, but I didn't think of her as sleeping, and when she woke up she wore a look of shock for the camera, but then smiled at me. I filmed her showering the cum out of her hair, my dick getting hard again in the process.
I started filming her while I was naked, and would release the stress by coming on her. It was fun, and I enjoyed the edging as we worked, culminating in a huge orgasm for me. We openly rationalized this as a job, and it helped soothe what remaining pangs of guilt or shame I may have had.
The deadline for fall class registration came and went, and I spent my days filming, editing and posting, and then spending the rest of the day hanging out with my mom. I found, outside of working, she was so much fun to be around. We shared so many inside jokes, and spent our days taking walks by the beach. When we sat on the couch watching movies she sat right beside me, our thighs touching, a bowl of popcorn on her lap.
It was about that time that I admitted to myself that I was in love with my mom. At first it was just a nagging thought, then it lived at the forefront of my brain. And while I was having fun, a growing part of me was saddened knowing this was monetized sex. Sure, we were going to be set for life as I jerked off onto my mom's tits, but I wanted something that I couldn't have.
Chapter 5
We traveled to Colorado for a week to escape the heat and see some mountains. We rented a spacious house and brought one of our cameras, just in case we decided to do a little work. I was grateful, as I wondered if a true week off meant I wouldn't even get to see her naked. Despite how much time we spent together naked, I was always excited when she stripped in front of me. And the growing part of me that longed for her outside of work ate at the back of my thoughts.
We were hiking, talking about the trees and the weather when talk turned to work, as it did. It never bothered, me, as it was a family collaboration, after all.
"I've been thinking," she said, "about changing some things up."
"How so?" I said, hoping she wasn't about to dial things back.
"Well, I've had to justify a lot of stuff to myself," she said. "When I started, it was just pictures, and I justified that it was really just some nude photos, no big deal. Then I made videos, and told myself this was nothing, really. When I started coming on camera I told myself I was bringing happiness to other people while bringing happiness to myself."
"I think that's all true," I said.
"And then when my son came home, I justified telling you because you'd figure it out sooner or later. And I justified showing you because, well, it's my job and I'm not ashamed of it. And I told myself it was fine for you to film me, because I enjoyed you being involved and I knew you enjoyed it too. So I've had to tell myself a lot of stuff, because my son has seen me naked, filmed me coming, and now he's coming all over me."



I didn't like where this was heading, and the gnawing doubts and worries in my brain flared up, but she continued.
"James," she said, "I want you to know that while society would frown on what we're doing, I don't care. We are securing our financial future, and if we're having fun doing it, that's wonderful."
The gnawing feelings grew into a wasp nest inside my head.
"So," she said, taking a deep breath, "if it's okay with you..."
I was prepared for the worst.
"I'd like to touch it."
"Come again?" I said.
She laughed. "Exactly."
"No, Mom, I mean I don't get it."
She looked at me with the same look she used to give me when she'd help me with algebra. "My fan base leans hard into the cougar thing, and they've surmised that there's a younger man in the photos and videos. They're not wrong. And while I'm having so much fun when you come, I feel like we'd do even better if I were to touch you. You know, like hold it in some photos. If, that is, you're okay with it."
Was I okay with it? On one hand the idea of my mother touching my dick was exciting, and exactly what I wanted. On the other, this was more monetization to her, and part of me was more than a little hurt. My dick won out in the end, though.
"So how much touching?" I asked.
"You'll see," she said.
We kept walking, and she took out her phone and handed it to me. I took it on autopilot, opening the camera app. While most of her content was shot on high end cameras, the phone cameras were pretty good and lent an immediacy to some of the photos and videos. As she walked she slipped off her flannel shirt and tied it around her waist. She turned, walking backwards along the path, and grinned at me. There was speculation online as to who I was, with some of her fans guessing that I was a young suitor, others just a cameraman who was lucky enough to get to finish on her. No one guessed my real relationship to her.
The trail was deserted but she looked around a few times as she walked backwards, then stopped and lifted up her shirt. She wore a sports bra and was teasing a lot of cleavage. I snapped pictures like crazy. We kept walking, and I was getting hard. I think this might have been her strategy, because as we approached the house she stopped as we stood on the wraparound porch.
"You okay with this?" she said in a whisper. I nodded and she reached down and unzipped my pants. My dick was already straining and she freed it deftly. I gasped as her hand made contact with my swollen cock.
"Camera," she reminded me, as I stood there in shock. I nodded, and she laughed as she sank to her knees. She held it in her hand as it got harder. She didn't stroke it, but held it and that was enough. I took pictures, angling so my dick loomed over her cleavage.
"Is this too weird for you?" she said, looking up at the camera.
"No," I said, although I was fighting the urge to take my dick in my own hand and come all over her.
"Okay," she said, and lifted off her sports bra. Topless, and knelt in front of me, holding my dick, and pressing herself closer so my dick pressed against her tit. I moaned a little and she grinned.
I thought that she would let go of my dick, but she surprised me by stroking it once. My knees buckled and she laughed. I switched to video and she started to gently stroke my cock, holding her tits with her other hand.
"This is going to get so many views," she said, and snapped me out of my reverie. Of course, I reminded myself, this was a transaction, a future commodity to be sold. The bitterness in the back of my mouth surprised me. Yet again I was disappointed, but at the same time I was getting a handjob. A handjob from my mother, no less.
I focused on the camera screen instead of the real thing. If my mother was going to use me for views and subscribers, then I might as well lean into it. It was clear to me that I'd never be anything else to her than a cameraman and a cock.
"Keep going," I said, surprising myself. I never spoke on her videos. By the look on her face she too was surprised, but she stroked me a little faster.
"Come all over me, baby," she said. In the moment I was filled with bitterness and I wanted nothing more than to release. It was, after all, part of the job and why I was there. The conflict between my lust, the physical sensations of an excellent handjob, and my bitterness kept my orgasm at bay for a bit. Mom played with her nipples and stroked me, her eyes expectant in the camera lens.
Finally I thrust my hips forward, and she sank lower on her knees. I came, hitting her neck with a violent burst of cum. Several massive ropes fell on her tits, and I kept coming, dumping my seed all over the breasts I fantasized about when I was alone. My knees buckled and she kept stroking me until I was soft in her hands.
"Come with me," she said seductively, and led me inside. The master bathroom had a glass shower, a prerequisite for our kind of work. Mom turned on the water and stripped down. She took the camera from me and motioned for me to strip down. "We'll edit out your face, don't worry," she said.
I complied, and she set the phone on the counter and hit record. She pulled me into the shower, where she washed the cum from her body. She handed me the soap and a sponge and turned her back to me. Numbly, I washed her back. I was in a state of dissonance. In part from the massive orgasm I just had. But I was also surprised she let me touch her like this. And, of course, I was mad that I was getting to put my hands on her for the audience, not for each other.
I have no frame of reference for what goes though young men's minds as they soap up their mom's ass after getting a handjob from them. But in my case I was angrier than I thought I would be. I wondered if this occupation was ruining my life. I already missed the fall semester registration. I hadn't seen my friends much either. It seemed as if I was a sperm machine for my mom's online content.
The autonomous part of my brain, however, was registering the naked woman I was now running a sponge over. Mom turned around, and I ran the sponge over her body, eventually setting it down and feeling her soapy tits. She let me, and both my confidence and my cock grew with each passing second. I was hard, my dick pressed against her body, and i wanted more than anything to bend her over and slide my cock inside her, to return to my origin point, to fill her with my seed.
Instead, I slid my hand down her front, and she let me. I figured we were in the touching phase of our working relationship, and as my fingers slid over her labia I could feel she was slick with desire. She moaned, and I kept touching her, eventually rubbing her clit with a steady, gently pressure. She leaned against the glass and I pressed my cock against her as I rubbed her off. She moaned, loudly, and my other hand gripped her ass and held her close as she ground against me.
"James!" she cried out. I was startled, we'd have to edit that out later, I told myself. She started to come, her body spasming. I kept rubbing, feeling her body shudder as she leaned her head back against the shower glass.
"Okay, okay," she said, and pulled my hand away, shuddering. She turned from me for a moment and I worried that perhaps I had gone to far. But when she turned again she dropped to her knees and started to stroke me again.
"You can't make me come like that and not expect to return the favor," she said. I knew the camera wouldn't pick that up over the water, and realized she was saying it just to me. My heart lightened a little, buoyed by her hands stroking my shaft.
"Are you going to come for me," she said.
"Yes," I panted.
"All over me," she said. Again, it was inaudible to the camera.
I was aroused beyond my imagination but I took a long time to come a second time. She stroked and rubbed herself, coming a second time before I finally erupted onto her tits again. After my orgasm she stood up, rinsing my cum off her tits before exiting the shower. I stood in the cooling water for a few minutes, my brain fried completely.
That night we sat on the porch together. It was cool, and we shared a blanket.
"I had an idea," I said, and she perked up.
"About what?" she asked.
"About work," I said. I kept my voice even, I wanted to keep work and life separate. My lines were too blurred. "I think we should open an Instagram account. And post stuff that just showcases how hot you are. It's a way to steer people to the real content."
"That's a good idea," she said. "Are you going to be my social media manager?"
"Unless you want to hire someone to do it, yes," I said.
"No, I like your work. If your idea is half as good as your on-camera work we'll be set."
"About that, Mom. I know it's work and all, but I wanted to say thank you. For the helping hands."
She laughed. "I wasn't expecting you to get me off like that, that was a nice surprise. I'm sure it's going to go over well."
I soured a little, though I doubt she noticed.
"It was fun, all of it," she said, leaning her head on my shoulder. "Although I would never have imagined that I'd be holding my son's cock."
"Well, you can imagine most people would disagree," I said, intentionally leaving out the phrase 'with our line of work.'
"But I don't, that was fun. I'm a little embarrassed to admit out loud that it's much more fun with you around. And not just because I was doing things by myself. I'm having fun with you." She emphasized the last word, and my heart leapt a little.
"I like working with you, too," I said flatly. I was not going to let myself get hopeful that this was anything more than monetized orgasms and online content.
"I could tell," she joked. I've never seen you come that much, and I've seen you come a lot."
"Just a regular thing for a mom and her son to do together," I joked. She laughed, and she moved slightly closer to me under the blanket.
"What would my friends say?" she said.
"Their husbands would all subscribe," I said. She laughed again, her joy easy and fluid next to my conflicted feelings. We sat together as the sky darkened and the air cooled.
Chapter 6
Our new social media accounts paid massive dividends as mom's account climbed higher in subscriber numbers. Our financials were looking better with each passing orgasm. While I still longed for her in ways I was unable to articulate, I was enjoying the more hands on approach. i was coming daily, the camera lens capturing each rope that spilled onto my mom's body. I yearned for more, but had to remind myself what I was really doing.
After a few weeks the bitter gnawing grew and with it my frustration. I wanted more, and I knew I couldn't have it. I knew that, for my mom, this was a job. A strange job, with some amazing benefits, but still a job. The cameras, ever present, were a stoic reminder that this was not love, this was a performance. And while we were very good at it, that was all it would ever be.
In an effort to be a little more normal outside of work, I started spending time with my friends. I had dropped off their radar, but I got to see the ones who were still in town at the start of the fall semester. It was one afternoon, hanging out with them, that made my stomach drop.
"Hey," my friend mike said. "I've been meaning to ask you something, kinda serious. Or pretty serious, I guess." The two other guys I was playing video games with all set down their controllers. We were at Mike's house, eating pizza and racing on his playstation. That morning my mom had been on all fours, stroking me until I came violently all over her face and over her head onto her back. It had been an explosive orgasm, all filmed in high definition. I had left her to shower as I met my friends.
"Listen, I don't want you to get pissed," he said. I knew where it was going so I just shrugged. I figured, sooner or later, my friends would find my mom's account. I wasn't going to confirm it preemptively, in case they were going to discuss something else.
"Do you know your mom has an OnlyFans account?" he said it and winced in case I reacted negatively. I decided to lean into it.
"Yeah, I've known for a while." I could feel the tension in the room. "I assume you've all seen it?"
They nodded. My expression was neutral, passive. They seemed to relax a little.
"We didn't know if you'd be mad," my friend Charlie said.
"Of the account, or that you saw it?" I replied.
"Both," Charlie said.
I laughed and the remaining tension left the room. "If you paid to see my mom naked, then thanks. You're paying off my car as we speak."
"It doesn't bother you, knowing your mom is posing and stuff," one of them said.
"And getting lots of dick from someone," another added.
"Your moms are getting dick, too. Mine's just making a fortune doing it," I said.
"Our mom's aren't as hot as yours," Mike said. I laughed at that one. He added, "so who's the lucky guy? Or guys?"
"I don't know," I said, hoping they bought it. "I just know she has an account."
"You haven't seen it?" my friend Isaac said.
"I have, some of it," I said. "I mean, I was curious enough to look."
"At your own mom?" Isaac said.
"Isaac, if your mom looked like James's, you'd not only take a look, you'd be a top subscriber," Mike said. After that our conversation devolved into making fun of each other and we eventually got back to our game. Now that my friends had broached the subject they had clearly been discussing without me, they seemed more relaxed. They did vote Charlie's mom as the second-hottest next to mine, and then discussed what they'd each like to do to each other's moms. It was a standard conversation, and while they usually got pretty graphic about my mom, they toned it down a bit this time. Perhaps because they were still unsure how I was taking the news.
Still, I was more perturbed than I let on. I knew thousands and thousands of men had seen my mother on her account, it was close to home to learn my friends had subscribed. My feelings for my mother were complex and I was equally falling for her and starting to resent her. When I got home she was sitting on the couch, reading a book.
"How are your friends?" she said.
"Subscribers," I said flatly.
"Oh," she said. "I'm sorry."
"Don't be, Mom. More money in the bank." I failed at keeping the bitterness out of my voice. She set down her book, concerned.
"Do you want to talk about it?"
"I don't," I said, surprised by the curtness in my voice. She looked down, and I softened my tone. "It wasn't a big deal. Just the first time I've confronted it. You're so popular, it was bound to happen."
"I've lost a friend or two over it," she said. "I'm not happy about that, but it's idiotic to judge someone by their occupation. No one stops being friends for being an accountant."
"I guess it's the nature of the work. Fucking for money." I said it and barely contained the acid in my heart. The mercenary nature of it was eating away at me from the inside.
She paused, and folded her legs underneath her. "Should we stop?"
"That's not something to put on me. I mean, if them seeing your account is a problem, they've already seen it. We both know the content on there, and so we know that my friends have seen you jerk some guy off all over your face."
"Not some guy," she corrected. "I don't think I could make that content with anyone else."  I didn't know how to handle that information. Instead, I forged ahead with the idea that this was all about money to her.
"In that case," I said, "let's forget about my friends and get some work done right now."
"Right now?" she said, surprised.
"If you're up for it," I said.
"Are you up for it?" she asked.
"Take off your top and I will be." We had good cameras all over the house, at an arms reach, and I grabbed one and turned it on. Mom was already topless, reading her book, and I unzipped my shorts and let them fall. My dick was semi-hard, swinging between my legs as I walked over to her. She smiled and took my dick in her hand, stroking it.
"What if you posed with it in your mouth?" I said. I had been thinking of a way to bring it up, and now seemed like as bad a time as all the other times.
"I'm not giving you a blowjob," she said firmly.
"Just stunt photos," I said.
"That's a fine line, James."
"I bet it will be popular," I said, gently thrusting my hips as she held my cock in her hand.
"Okay," she said. "I'm going to put it in my mouth, but don't you dare move when I do. We'll take some photos. And then I'll use my hand if you'd like."
"Deal," I said. She sat up, and I could see she was a little nervous. This was a line we were about to cross, even with the guardrails she set.
My dick throbbed in her hand, and she took a deep breath. Finally, she leaned forward and kissed the underside of my swollen cock. I gasped, and she looked up and me and smiled. Precum dripped from my cock and she pressed it to her lips. It was the softest feeling in the world. Finally her lips parted and the head of my dick slipped into her mouth.
I gasped, snapping photos on autopilot as she let me slide into her mouth. She took me in as far as she could go, and my body moved slightly toward her. She put her hand on my stomach to steady me, and took the camera from my hands. She took some photos from the side and let my dick slide out of her mouth. She pressed closer, so my glistening member rested on her face.
I couldn't take it anymore. I gently pushed her back and took the camera from her. She lay on the couch, confused until I straddled her torso. She nodded, and pressed her tits together around my cock, gripping it. As I filmed I thrust, fucking her tits hard. She moaned and gasped, performing for her audience as I fucked her tits.
"That's it, baby," she said, her tits jiggling with each thrust.
"Oh fuck," I said, panting hard. I was close.
"Your cock felt so good in my mouth," she said, and I knew I was about to lose it. I went to grab my cock but she surprised me be grabbing it first and stroking it hard. I exploded, and she opened her mouth and took shot after shot into her mouth. I came so hard I almost passed out. When I was finished, she swallowed, leaving a trail of cum running down the side of her face.
I set the camera on the coffee table and positioned it so her side was showing. As she panted I peeled off her shorts and panties, which were soaked. I didn't wait to ask, and buried my face between her thighs. She gasped loudly and clamped her legs around me, but didn't stop me as I voraciously licked her clit. My tongue worked feverishly, applying firm pressure as I tried to experience all of her at once. She grabbed my hair gently and pressed me harder between her legs. She said no blowjobs, but she didn't say I couldn't go down on her.
Mom panted, her hips bucking against me. I knew she was getting close, and slowly worked two, then three fingers into her. This was new territory and I didn't know if she's stop me, but she was too far gone to. She cried out, her pussy clamping down on my fingers as I made her come.
"That's is, baby, that's it, I'm coming," she panted, and her body shook and she bucked hard against me. I kept at it until she begged me to stop. I sat up, my face slick from her pussy, while she lay panting on the couch.
Mom eventually fell asleep on the couch naked. I edited some of the stills with my dick in her mouth and posted them to our account, and eventually fell asleep on her bed, alone.
The next morning I went down, camera at the ready, to find my mom asleep. She was naked, glorious in a disheveled kind of way. Her left cheek was covered in dried cum, and my already stiff member twitched at the sight. I picked up the camera and took some shots of mom sleeping. Then I kicked off my shorts and let my turgid dick flop out and dangle over her. I was getting harder, taking photos, until I nudged her breast with my cock.



"Mmmm?" she said, waking up. She opened one eye and looked at me groggily. "Up already?"
I grinned and she looked into the camera and rolled onto her side. "Do you remember the first time you saw me naked?"
"Yes," I said. Mom had been asleep, and I walked into her bedroom to find her like this, naked on her side. What I didn't tell her is that formative experience included a major erection and a wet dream that evening.
She opened her mouth slightly and I took this as an invitation and pressed the tip of my cock to her lips. She kissed it gently, grabbing it with her hand and stroking it while pressing her lips to the swollen head. I gently bucked my hips forward, urging her, but she stroked and rubbed it against her lips and cheek. Finally, as if a small gesture, she gave it a lick.
"Put it in your mouth," I pleaded.
She pressed it hard against her lips, looking up at the camera lens. My heart sank a little, wishing she was making eye contact with me, but those feelings vanished when she opened her mouth and let me slide in.
I gasped and almost lost my hold on the camera and I entered her mouth. Her tongue pressed against me as I slowly slid in and out. Her hand stroked me at the same time and she started to take a more active role, giving me a blowjob.
"Don't stop," I panted, gently thrusting while she sucked and stroked. She held her tit with her other hand and gently pinched her nipple. I wish I had set up a second camera.
She broke away, still stroking, to say "your cum is still on my face from last night." She winked at the camera and started sucking again. I was getting closer, and I was hoping she's swallow my cum again but as soon as I started to spurt she took me out of her mouth and smeared my cock all over her face. I came in hard explosions, cum ropes splattering across her cheek and nose. Her face was a mess.
"I need a shower," she said, assessing the mess I had made. "You can make me breakfast in the meantime, since you woke me up." She got up and kissed me on the cheek before walking slowly to her bedroom.
The introduction of blowjobs was wildly popular for our account, with the number of users almost doubling. We were also fielding emails from production companies interested in featuring mom in adult films. She declined them all, stating that she has monogamous and not interested in partnering with other companies. The bank accounts grew with the users, and I found that getting my dick sucked daily was a pretty good way to make money.
Yet I yearned for eye contact, not lens contact. I yearned for her to want me off camera, they way I wanted her.
Chapter 7
"Mom, I've been thinking," I said as we cooked together on Thanksgiving.
"About what, sweetheart?" she asked, taking a sip of tea. It was overcast, and we were enjoying a cozy day indoors. Even though I was getting out more, I still spent a lot of time with Mom, even when we weren't working.
"I have an idea, but you may not like it."
"Well if you put it that way, I might not," she said.
"Okay," I said, taking a deep breath. "I know we've been humming along with the site and content, and we've got so much backlog for rainy days and stuff, but I wonder where to go next? I mean, I was thinking..."
She set the knife she was using on the cutting board and leaned against the counter to talk to me. "James," she said, "just jump to it."
I took another deep breath. "I think we should take some photos where I put it in you."
"Oh," she said.
"Bad idea, huh?"
"I am just surprised. I thought you might say 'can I invite a friend or two over for a BJ.'"
"No, I'm too greedy for that," I said.
She laughed. "Oh I know. But for the record I am not interested in other men. But putting it in me? I don't know, James. That might be too far."
"I understand," I said, trying to hide my disappointment.
"But pretty much everything we do is probably considered too far. I mean, I thought I might pose with your cock in my mouth, and here I am, sucking that same cock daily."
"I didn't know it was a burden," I joked.
She giggled and continued, "but of course you're good at getting me off. No, I get it, some pics that look like you're fucking me would do insanely well. I just, I don't know how I'll feel when you stick that thing in me."
I ventured, sensing an opening. "What if we just tried it, once, and you can decide if you want to or not. Off camera."
"We never do anything off camera," she said. I tried to hide my disappointment about that fact. "But it might work, as a test. Just this one time, you know, to see what we think."
"Are you serious?" I said, trying to tamp down my excitement.
"Yes, let's try it," she said. "But when, or how?"
"Um, why don't we try something first," I said, greedy for her touch without a camera. I was unprepared for how much I wanted it. I gently put my hand on her breast over her dress. She sighed, letting me touch her tits. I gently massaged them, pulling her closer and running a hand down her stomach.
"We should get a camera," she said, panting.
"Not yet," I said, slipping my hand under her dress. Even though we were always dressed when not working, mom never wore panties. I ran across her trimmed, blonde bush and found her labia slick.
"James," she said "I don't know, this might be a bad idea."
"I won't if you don't want to, but we could try."
"This is some kind of just the tip situation," she panted and laughed. I helped her hop onto the counter, moving the cutting board. She spread her legs and hiked up her skirt. Her pussy was slightly open from arousal.
"Just the tip," she said. I freed my rigid cock and rubbed it up and down her labia. This was the first time these parts of our bodies had touched, and I shivered. I pressed gently into her, letting the head slip in.
She sighed, closing her eyes. We stood there for a second, my cock penetrating my mother's pussy. I laughed nervously.
"What's so funny," she said, opening her eyes.
"Nothing, just a little surreal."
"You can go in a little more," she said.
I didn't ask if she was sure, I just did it. I slid about halfway in.
"Okay, you can go all the way in, but just stay still."  "We're not fucking," I said.
"We're not fucking," she agreed. "You're just going in."
I pressed into her, burying completely. She closed her eyes and breathed slowly. I could feel her heartbeat in her pussy.
"Well?" I said.
"Don't talk yet," she said. "And stop doing little thrusts."
"I'm not," I said, "we're both just breathing."
"Okay, take it out," she said.
I did, dejected. My dick glistened from her pussy and her labia stayed slightly parted. Mom's expression was inscrutable, but she laughed to herself.
"What is it?" I asked.
"It's just a dumb thought," she said. "That's the second time that thing has been in me."
"I thought the same thing," I said, "How was it?
"Well, I mean a little weird, right? The first time I put your dick in my mouth I had a weird moment as well. But it was nice. And, if you can control yourself, we can add it to the photos."
"Really?" I said, a little embarrassed by my exuberance.
"Yes, really. Now help me with dinner."
We had crossed a line. Of course we had crossed so many others, was it really a line anyway? But after a week of staging photos, where'd we'd fool around, then pause to awkwardly stick my dick into my mom's pussy, I was more dejected that ever. Sure, I got a blowjob or got to jerk off onto her tits afterward, but the buildup and tease was getting to me emotionally, if not physically.
I was thinking more and more of quitting. Of going back to school and slogging through a degree program that I hated, getting middling grades. I'd talk to girls my own age, and maybe meet someone with mutual interests. I had deluded myself for months and months of what was happening, of the feelings I was developing. And each day I grew more desperate as I realized that what I wanted was not only wrong, but impossible.
I had tried to work up the courage to bring up quitting to my mom, but then every morning she's strip down and we'd fool around. I'd lose my resolve instantly, cursing my weakness in the aftermath. I had resolved to quit today, to keep it in my pants, when mom came out in a bikini and a long, black beach robe.
She handed me a camera she had just ordered, one that could shoot under water. She winked, flashing me a bit of nipple before heading outside. I sighed, my dick already stiffening. I knew how this would end, and decided to roll with it yet again. I'd quit tomorrow, I told myself. Besides, it's not like I wasn't about to get off.
For money. I reminded myself this was all work, mom's job. I was her employee, or colleague, I don't know. All I know is that I was only in the picture, so to speak, because I was home and in her way, and then I become useful. Lucrative, even. I hated myself for thinking it but I hated myself more because I knew it was true.
Mom was already in the water, swimming slowly. I adjusted the camera a little bit and went to slip into the water when she said "take off your clothes."
"Oh, okay. You still had a bikini on so I didn't know what you wanted." The words tumbled out of me with a little more venom that I intended. I don't know if she caught it or not, but she submerged and swam over to me. She rose up, inches from me, water running down her neck and her tits.
"Do you want to take a day off?" she said.
"No, I'm fine," I said, fiddling with the camera. I turned it on and submerged it. She paused, then smiled. I could see concern behind her eyes but this was no time to share feelings, we were on the clock.
Mom swam around and I filmed her. Eventually she untied her top and swam topless. I filmed, submerged, enjoying the spectacle of her tits moving underwater. I was hard, throbbing in anticipation. She slid off her bikini bottoms and swam nude, letting me get close. My dick bumped into her, all caught on high definition video.
I took her by the hand and led her to the edge of the pool. She hung off the ledge, slowly grinding against a pool jet as it hit her pussy. The underwater camera gave an interesting angle but ultimately I got out and used my phone to film her above water as she slowly aroused herself with the jet. She came, her body creating waves as she bucked slowly against the pool wall. I kept filming, my dick throbbing as she moaned through a second orgasm.
Finally, I helped her out of the water. Her legs quivered as I helped her down onto a deck chair. Water droplets beaded on her skin as I gently massaged her back with one hand, while the other filmed. My dick was pressed against her ass, leaving a trail of precum as I slid it down her ass to the wet folds below.
I gently pressed the head of my cock into her. She was slick, dripping wet, but at this angle and with her legs closed it was a tight fit. She moaned loudly as the head popped inside her. I slid in an inch, only to retreat half an inch. Then I slid in another bit, again retreating. Slowly, back and forth, I entered her. It was not quite fucking, but there was a lot of friction, and I was in heaven. I was halfway in when she interrupted me.
"What are you doing?" she asked.
"You're super tight," I said, panting. "I'm just putting it in for some photos."
"You're basically fucking me right now, with this whole back and forth. Cut it out."
"Sorry," I said, barely hiding the dejected tone. I pushed, plunging deep into her, burying myself completely inside her. I gasped, feeling the tightness of her pussy around me.
I pressed deep into her, filming as I did. I wanted more than anything to continue to thrust in and out, and instead pulled out and started to stroke myself. I came quickly, already on the edge from so much stimulation, and covered her ass in thick ropes of cum.
"Oh god," I said, spurting an enormous load of cum onto my mother's ass. Ropes of it splattered everywhere. In a moment a lust, animalistic and primal, I gripped my cock, willing it to stay hard, and pressed it to the entrance of her pussy. I thrust, hard, and entered her fully, my dick slick with cum.
Mom gasped, shocked at the sudden entry. The camera, our every present companion, watching us as we rutted, filmed on as I slid into her. I hit the front wall of her pussy as I slid in and she cried out in pleasure, a guttural moan escaping her lips.
"Do it," she panted, her body squirming. "Fuck me."
I did not hesitate. I slid almost the entire way out of her and then buried myself deep inside her again. She moaned and I started to thrust harder. Cum was sliding against our bodies as I ground against her. Her ass jiggled and I grabbed one cum-covered cheek as I filmed, fucking her.
"I'm coming," she said, and I felt her pussy grip me. Having just come, I was hard but almost numb, and kept thrusting into her as she came. I adjusted my stroke to keep hitting that spot on the front wall, sending her into another orgasm.
"Keep going," she panted as she came. I did, as a dutiful son, a partner in her business venture, as her cameraman and on-screen cock. I thrust into her with savage intensity, causing her whole body to shake with the movements of my member as it penetrated her.
I was no longer aware of her orgasms, instead I felt my own building. I knew I should pull out and finish on her, adding to the mess of smeared cum that covered her ass, but instead I felt my cock pulsing and kept thrusting, coming inside her.
"Oh, fuck!" she exclaimed, realizing what I had done. I didn't know if she was happy or angry, and in the moment I didn't care. I emptied myself into her, and my dick gave up it's vigor, softening as I pulled out of her. I filmed my cum leaking from her pussy and shut off the camera.
"You came inside me," she said. Her tone was even, surprise mixed with disbelief."
"I should have pulled out," I said.
"It's fine," she said, sitting up. She patted my cheek in a very motherly way. I was surprised by the gesture, considering that I had just fucked her.
"Are you sure?" I asked.
"Yes," she said. Then she kissed me on the cheek. "I didn't think this whole 'just sticking it in for photos' was going to work anyway. I figured sooner or later you'd fuck me."
Chapter 8
You would think finally getting to fuck my mom, and getting to fuck her on a daily basis, would have cheered me up. But, unfortunately, it made things worse. I woke up one morning close to Christmas and didn't want to get out of bed. Not in the sense that I was tired, but in the sense that I didn't want to face the day. I looked at my clock and did the math on how many hours until I could go back to bed, and in that moment I realized I was depressed.
I should have admitted it to myself earlier, but the endorphins from sex will put those things off, I guess. I lay in bed naked, alone, a college dropout in love with his mother. I said the words to myself and fought the urge to cry. I was pathetic enough as it was.
I lay in bed for a long time, until I got a text from mom. She asked if I was feeling alright, and I lied and said I was under the weather. A minute later she was in my room, dressed like a mom should dress. I was still naked, and covered myself with a sheet, suddenly embarrassed by my nudity.
She sat on the edge of the bed and put her hand on my forehead. "You okay?" she asked.
"Yeah, I'm just not sure I feel up to working today."
"Let's take the day off," she said, propping up my pillows. "Can I make you some breakfast?"
"I'm okay, I'm just going to lay down for a bit," I said.
"Okay," she said, a little worried. "Let me know."
She got up and left me in peace. I stayed in bed all day, and the next day. On the third day mom demanded that I get out of bed and take a shower. I did, following the letter of the law, and then climbed back into bed and lay in the darkness of my room. I felt like rotting, just wasting away into nothing. It was as if all of the longing and hopelessness finally outpaced the endorphins, and once I let it, it overtook me like a tidal wave of sadness.
On the fourth day mom came in and turned on the lights. She opened my window blinds, letting the morning sun stream into my room. Mentally, the light was searing. I had been immobile with my worse thoughts for days.
"Get up," she said. "You're going to take a shower and then you're coming downstairs."  "I don't want to," I said.
"I know," she said. "But I'm your mother and you're going to listen to me. I'm not going to let you sit in this dark room and feel sorry for yourself. Come on."
"No," I said.
"James," she said in a very stern tone, "I'm not kidding around. Get up."
Poking and prodding, she got me out of bed. She marched me to the bathroom. "Get in the shower," she said.
"With you here?"
"I've seen you naked, James," she said, suppressing a laugh. She turned on the water, adjusting the temperature. I stripped and she gently guided me into the shower.
"I'll be back soon."  I showered, the warm water doing more good than I thought possible. Mom came back as I was heading to my bed and she intercepted me. She dug out some clothes and made me get dressed, dragging me out of the house. She took me out shopping with her, and I went through the motions. Still, the sun felt good and being around people seemed to have an effect on me. I was still depressed, but at least I felt a little better.
Lunch was also outdoors, it seemed that mom was trying to get what little vitamin D was available in December into me. Being on the coast meant sunny, warm weather even in December, and slowly I perked up. But I knew as soon as I got home I was going to crash in my room for another few days. She seemed to sense that as well.
We went shopping for some dresses for mom. She was prepping for warmer weather, and grabbed a few sundresses off of the rack. As we approached the dressing room, she leaned in and asked the cashier "Do you mind if my son comes back with me? I'd like his opinion."
The cashier looked at us with a puzzled look but then shrugged her shoulders and returned to her phone. Mom dragged me into the dressing room and sat me down. She put a finger to her lips and then pulled off her top. She slipped off her bra, and then wiggled out of her jeans. She put her hands on her hips, completely naked. My dick stirred. Even through my depression the sight of her naked body had a lifting effect on my spirits.
Mom tried on the sundress and spun around. I gave my thumbs up and she smiled. She unbuttoned it and replaced it on the hanger. She tried on a second, this time bending over to give me a good view of her pussy. I could see a clear strand of her arousal dripping down her thigh.
Another thumbs up and she smiled. She pulled her jeans back on but put her bra in her purse. I gave her a surprised look and she grinned at me. She sat on my lap, topless, and put my hands on her tits.   "We only have a minute," she said. "Get a good feel."
I did. I massaged her tits and played with her nipples, both of us enjoying the moment. At first I thought it was the risk we were taking, but I felt, for lack of a better term, happy. Then I realized why I felt such elation. It wasn't feeling up my mom's tits, which were pretty amazing. It was the fact that there were no cameras. It was just me, my mom, and her tits.
"Okay, we better go," she said, exhaling deeply. She pulled on her shirt and led me to the cashier. Mom bought the dresses and led me to a bookstore. We browsed, and when we were alone she put my hand on her ass. I gently squeezed through her jeans, knowing she was as aroused as I.
"You seem to have perked up," she noted. "Sorry, did I just ruin it?"
"No, it's fine," I said, and gave her ass a gently squeeze.
"Why don't you take me home?" she said, her eyebrows raised.



Ah, yes, I thought, back to work. I tried to hide my disappointment. I drove us home in relative silence. She in anticipation, and I in dread. We got home and she dropped the shopping bags in the kitchen. She led me by the hand to her bedroom and pulled me down on the bed with her.
"Let me set up the cameras," I said, but she held me close.
"No cameras," she said. "This is for you and me. For us."
"For us?" I said, dumbfounded. I looked down at her and saw tears welling in her eyes.
She sat up, wiping her eyes. "I've been afraid to tell you, to talk to you about this. But I need to be honest with you. This 'work,' we've been doing, it's not about the money, or the fun we've been having. It's been more for me. At first it was just you helping me out, and then of course fooling around. But I go to bed every night alone in my bed, and I wish you were there.
"I can't deny my feelings anymore," she admitted to both of us. She put my hand on her cheek, and I thought she would burst into tears.
"I can't, either," I said. "I've been so upset, afraid to tell you, and afraid you'd never understand."
"This is so wrong, though," she said. "You should find someone your own age."
"I may, one day," I said, knowing that I never would. "But right now, in this moment, all I want is you."
"I'm yours, James," she said.
I kissed her, and she melted into me. Our tongues searched the other out earnestly, and I found my hand under her shirt in seconds. Despite having explored each other sexually numerous times, this felt different. No cameras, no sharing, no income from our playful collaboration. I lifted her shirt and she fell back onto the bed. I latched onto her nipple and kissed and sucked tenderly, my hand making its way south down her stomach. She unzipped her jeans, giving me full access. When my fingers reached her pussy, she was already soaking wet.
I rubbed her gently while we kissed, and she suddenly rolled on top of me, unzipping my jeans. We both wiggled and shifted and slowly kicked off our clothing, and then I pulled her naked body onto mine, our mouths once again interlocking. The room was silent except for our breathing, the occasional gentle laugh or moan punctuating the murmur.
She ground her body against me, the head of my rigid cock pressed at the entrance of her pussy. We locked eyes and she pushed down, letting the pulsing head part her labia and enter her. She moaned as she slid onto it, riding me. Our bodies pressed together and we thrust in unison. We had had a lot of practice at this point, and our movements were as if we shared a consciousness.
I came first. I was surprised I lasted as long as I did, and she sat down hard and ground against me as I spurted deep inside her. I tried to stay hard, and she kept fucking me as I put my mouth to her tit and kissed it gently. I flipped her onto her back and reentered her, fucking her with a faster, deeper stroke than before.
"That's it,' don't stop," she panted. I thrust into her, our bodies glistening from the effort, and at last she came. She cried out, and tears streamed from her eyes as her body shook with pleasure. I collapsed next to her afterward, my shrinking cock pressed against her thigh as I lazily cupped her breast with on hand.
"What if we retired?" she said. "We've made so much money, and have so much content. We could stop filming."
"We could, if you wanted to," I said. "Or we can keep going for a while longer, and make even more money and content."
"And that wouldn't upset you?" she said.
"I'll make you a deal," I said. "Work is in the morning. Anything that happens after that is just for us."
"Does that mean I'm going to get fucked twice a day?" she said, giggling.
"Not every day. Some days it might be more than twice," I replied. I was already getting hard again.
"I love you, James," she said, her hand already wrapping around my growing cock.
"I love you, too, Mom," I replied.
END



        