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Wrong Text Recipient

Wrong Text Recipient: Dick Pic from my Son

Summary: Mom gets a dick pick from her son that leads to shocking revelations.

Note 1: This is a 2024 April Fools Day story so please vote.

Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing.

Wrong Text Recipient: Dick Pic from my Son

It was Monday, April 1, 2024. I was working late and the sun was already down, when my son Henry texted me: What time will you be getting home tonight?

I looked askance at the huge pile of work still cluttering my desk, sighed, and responded: Likely a couple more hours. I'll order pizza for us before I head out.

He responded: Sounds great. Love you.

It was sweet that my eighteen-year-old son always texted 'love you' whenever we finished an exchange.

I texted: Love you too.

I then returned to my paperwork.

Not even a minute later, I received another text from my son, this one very different. Need cock?

My eyes went wide... especially when I saw the attached picture of his cock. His very impressive and erect cock! It was about seven inches long, and thick.



I didn't know what on earth to do. I assumed my son had intended to send this inappropriate pic to some girl. But with that said, who the hell would he text those blunt two words to? And that pic? Nobody that I knew!

Another message popped up: Get your ass over here ASAP so I can drop a load before my Mom gets home.

I shook my head, dismayed by his brazen, misogynistic words.

My pile of work (and that pizza) would have to wait!

I shut down my computer and headed home. We needed to have a talk. About how to treat a woman. And about texting etiquette. And about not showing your dick to people online.

Jesus! He was eighteen, and generally a really sweet boy. He should know better!

I made the twenty-minute drive without receiving another text. I wondered if he'd realized he'd texted those two inappropriate words... illustrated... to his mother.

I pulled into the driveway, silently crept into the front door vestibule, and... stopped in my tracks. I heard moans: "Oh yes, give it to me! Give me that big dick!"

I didn't move a muscle, except my eyes went wide.

One, someone had indeed responded to his summons. Two, they were going at it in my living room (meaning if I'd taken two more steps, I would have outed my presence to them). Three, I knew that voice... it was my next-door neighbour Joan Wallace. She was married. She had three young kids. She'd turned thirty-five two weeks ago. I'd helped organize the neighbourhood surprise party for her.

"Tell me how much you love my cock," Henry ordered, using an authoritative tone I'd never before heard from him... but it did match the cockiness of his two texts.

"You know I can't get enough of your cock," she moaned. "Jesus! I spent my entire birthday party with your cum leaking out of me."

"I know. It was so much fun watching you squirming around while it did," he laughed. "Be grateful I didn't drop that load on your face."

"No, you did that after the party," she replied, unknowingly giving me some more shockingly sordid information I wasn't ready to hear.

"Yeah, you really love my cum, don't you?" he asked, while I could literally hear his body slamming into hers. It was obvious he was really giving it to her hard, which made me wonder when the last time was when I'd been fucked hard... or even fucked at all!

"I fucking love your cum either in my pussy, my ass, my mouth or on my face," she listed with a loud moan.

"Do you want me to come in your cunt this time, Mommy?" he asked, making my eyes go wide. He couldn't see or hear me, so he didn't know I was there listening, did he?

"Oh yes, baby! Fill Mommy's cunt with your big load," she moaned wildly. "Fill me right up!"

"Get ready for it, Mommy," he warned. His calling her Mommy... aka me... just added to the utter shock of what I'd seen in his text, and what I'd been hearing ever since I snuck in.

Of course I should have stormed in and stopped them, but for reasons I couldn't fathom, I didn't. Nor could I explain why my pussy was on fire, or why I was rubbing it through my pantyhose. Feeling the need to witness this tryst, I slipped out of my heels and silently tiptoed to the corner to peek at them. They were fucking doggie-style, and fortunately they were facing about two-thirds away from me, so my presence remained a secret.

Joan was wearing a dress, but it was hiked way up, so I could see she was wearing a garter-belt and stockings and no panties. My son was really sticking it to her hard!



"Yes, son. Give it to me! Give Mommy that big load," she moaned, her head down and her eyes closed.

"Who owns this cunt?" my son asked, also clothed from the waist up.

"You own it, baby boy," she moaned, sounding like she was close to her own orgasm.

"Will your hubby be eating my cream pie again?"

"Probably. He usually does," she said, her words adding to my shock and awe. Her husband was our town's mayor, and politically a very powerful person.

For a couple minutes he kept pounding her hard. He grabbed her ankles without slowing down, lifted them up, and apparently used her knees as a fulcrum to lower her hips so he could grind against her g-spot. She screamed, almost unintelligibly, "Oh yes, you mother fucker!!!" Her semi-incoherence was so hot and nasty.



"Get ready, Mommy," he warned, and a few strokes later he grunted, clearly spewing his load inside her pussy.

Henry's orgasm apparently triggered hers, and she screamed not even five seconds later, with such primal emotionality that it couldn't possibly be fake, "Yeeeeeeeeees!"

I too felt an orgasm rising in myself, while I frantically rubbed my pussy. Witnessing their raw, nasty sex had set it afire. I would have rubbed one out completely, but I stumbled a bit, making some noise. So not wanting to be caught pleasuring myself, I dropped my skirt into place, stormed in, and demanded angrily, "What on earth is going on here?"

"Oh my God!" Joan gasped, lunging to her feet, thus dropping her own skirt into place.

"Mom! You're home early," he said. Although he didn't even look somewhat surprised, and he made no attempt to hide his hard dick, which was now pointing directly at me.

"I'm so sorry, Gloria," Joan mumbled, as she scurried past me towards the front door, carrying her shoes and staring down at the carpet, instead of meeting my glaring eyes. I heard the front door quietly open and close.

"Put that thing away," I ordered, glaring down at his very impressive dick. Not wanting him to know I was impressed by it, hence the glare.

"Yeah, sorry," he said, looking around as the front door closed quietly.

"They're over there," I said, pointing to the SAXX underwear I'd bought for him. They were lying on the floor near the couch.

"Right," he said, and he went over, stepped into them, and pulled them up.

"What on earth were you thinking?" I demanded as his dick disappeared into the tight underwear. It did little to hide the shape of his dick, which was perfectly framed within the fabric... I'm pretty sure the garment was designed to achieve exactly that.

"Um... that's why I texted you."

"You texted me to find out if you had enough time to have sex with our married neighbour?" I asked disparagingly.

"Um, yeah," he admitted.

"Seriously?" I scoffed, unable to believe he'd be so brazen, even though he obviously had been.

"Yeah, her husband was going to be home soon, and whenever she's over here, he just assumes she's visiting you," he explained.

"Even when she brings home a cream pie for him to eat? I couldn't possibly have supplied her with that."

"Oh. Good point, I hadn't even thought of that," he conceded with a slight chuckle. "I guess they're kinkier than I'd realized."

"How long has this... affair... been going on?" I asked, sneaking a glance at his cock. It was somewhat hidden by his underwear, but was obviously still erect.

"A few months."

"Seriously?"

"Yeah."

"Are there any other neighbours you're having sex with I should know about?" I asked sarcastically.

He didn't answer, but the reluctant look on his face told me there were.

"There are more?" I gasped, shaking my head, flabbergasted. "I was being sarcastic."

"Yes, there are lots of lonely women in this neighborhood," he admitted.

"Lonely women?" I echoed, bewildered by this conversation.

"Yeah, and I've learned that the women around here share their secrets with each other," he elaborated.

"What does that even mean?"

"Well... Mrs. Peck told Mrs. Gregory, who told Mrs. Appleton, who told Mrs. Wallace that I have a very impressive..." he paused, not finishing the sentence.

"You've had sex with all those women you just listed off?"

"Yeah," he nodded, "and several more."

"Jesus!" I gasped, shaking my head.

"Sorry," he said.

"For what?" I asked. "Having sex with almost every single one of my friends? For having sex in my house when I'm not home? For supplying women with opportunities to break their marriage vows?"

"Actually... just for you finding out," he admitted.

"Excuse me?" I asked, getting angrier.

"They're the ones choosing to break their marriage vows, and that's entirely their choice," he shrugged, obviously not thinking it a big deal to take part in possibly ending people's marriages, since each woman he'd listed was married.

"That's a very self-centered way to look at it," I said, yet again sneaking a peek at his cock. God, why couldn't I stop staring at his crotch?

"I don't go around seducing them, they come and proposition me," he justified. "At least they do the first time, but then they're on my list."

"Your little black book list, you mean."

"Exactly."

"And they come to my house."

"Usually," he agreed.

"So you just text them a dick pic, and they rush right over to have sex with you?" I asked incredulously.

"Most of the time," he answered. "Or sometimes I go to their house."

"And who else are you fucking?" I asked, swearing for the first time.

"Do you really want to know?"

"I do."

"You might be surprised and get angry."

"You don't think I'm angry now?" I demanded, astonished by his flippant attitude about sleeping around with married women.

"Yeah, but you might get even angrier," he warned. It seemed like he didn't want to tell me, yet he also did want to tell me.

"Just tell me who else is on your 'list'," I ordered, placing my hands on my hips to look dominant, even while uncontrollably, I glanced once again at his crotch.



He listed, "Mrs. Walker, Mrs. Washington, Mrs. Prince and..."

His ongoing list continued to astonish me, since Mrs. Walker was my best friend and a teacher, Mrs. Washington was a younger black woman who'd moved into our neighborhood a few months ago, and Mrs. Prince was our pastor's wife. Henry seemed to be saving the best for last... or perhaps the most shocking.

"Jesus, are you fucking every last person I know?" I asked, wondering who else there was. Who could be more shocking than my best friend and my pastor's wife?

He chuckled awkwardly, "Pretty much."

"Henry," I said tersely.

"Sorry, but when you asked the question, I realized I was pretty much doing exactly what you said," he apologized.

"Then who else?" I muttered, crossing my arms.



He paused. Looked down at the floor. Sighed. Then looked back up, and said as if he was asking, "Aunt Sarah?"

My eyes went wide.

No way!

He wasn't having sex with my sister!

My twin sister!

That was undeniably incest!

Finally, I blurted out, utterly shocked, yet knowing in my bones it was true, "You're having sex with my own sister? Sarah?"

"Actually, she's the MILF who took my virginity."

"God! When?"

"On my eighteenth birthday."

"I never left the house that day. My sister took your virginity in my house while I was here?!" I asked. This was too extreme to be believable.

"In the garage, actually."

"Seriously?"

"Sorry," he said yet again.

"Are you?"

"Yes."

"Okay, let's move on for now. What was all that Mommy talk with Joan about?" I asked, not sure why I wanted to know. I was also confused, because even though I was angry and shocked, I was also getting hornier by the minute.

"You don't want to know."

"If I didn't want to know, I wouldn't have asked," I insisted. "Tell me."

"Isn't it obvious?" he asked, as he moved for the first time since we'd begun this interrogation. He approached me closer than his previous safe no-man's-land of about twenty feet.

"No, it's not obvious," I said, even as I felt a chill go down my spine while he walked... no, actually stalked... towards me, and I glanced down yet again at his perfectly framed... and still erect... dick.

"I've always want to fuck you, Mom," he said bluntly, and he went around behind me.

"Huh?" I asked, even though I'd definitely heard what he said, I just couldn't believe the utterance I'd heard coming out of his mouth!

"But there's more... I want to make you into my Mommy pet," he whispered, his hot breath on my neck driving me wild. He wrapped his arms around me... and I could feel his hard dick nestling into the crack of my ass.



"Henry, what you're doing isn't the least bit appropriate," I objected, even while I was paralyzed with shock, and some wetness began leaking into my pantyhose. I wasn't wearing any panties... I never did... not at all, ever since menopause had taken away any need for them. While I was shocked by his declaration, I couldn't deny that hearing it turned me on. My twin sister Sarah and I had committed incest many times during our wild college days as roommates... the boys were always so turned on to see twins making out, sisters eating each other... often eating each other's cream pies, following one of our many foursomes.

"We both know you want my dick. You've wanted it ever since I... fake accidentally... sent you that pic," he said, as I felt his dick twitch against my ass with a confidence I hadn't seen from him before... well, except while he was pounding Joan just now.

"Henry," I repeated, yet I didn't move a muscle, as I tried to process his words... and the undeniable burning in my loins, and since he'd told me he deliberately sent me that dick pic... I knew he'd set me up. I asked for a confirmation I really didn't need at this point, "so you're saying you intended to send me that dick pic? You were planning on seducing me?"

"I did," he nodded, kissing my neck. "And then I arranged for you to catch us in the act. I figured April Fool's Day was the perfect day to make my move on you."

"Huh? How would you know I'd be here in time to catch you... doing it?" I asked, trying to put the pieces of the puzzle together, unfortunately rather slowly. "I told you I'd be a couple of hours."

"Fiona texted me when you left the office," he explained, as he stepped around to stand in front of me.

"Let me guess... you're fucking my secretary, too," I said sarcastically.

He just smiled, making me think of a cat enjoying some sneakily purloined cream.

"You are?" I asked. "But she's seven months pregnant."

"Nevertheless, I am," he gloated, placing his hands on my shoulders.

"What are you doing now?"

"Guiding you down to your knees, Mommy," he said, the term 'Mommy' somehow making my pussy gush even harder into my pantyhose.

"But Henry, I..." I began, but when he applied just the slightest pressure to my shoulders, I felt my knees buckling, and my body willingly lowering itself to the floor.

"Don't pretend you don't want my cock, Mom," he said, as I suddenly found myself eye level with his crotch.

"Henry, this isn't right," I protested, even as I watched him drop his underwear down to his ankles in one swift move and then kick them away, noticing that oddly, he was now calling me 'Mom' instead of 'Mommy'.

"Suck it, Mom," he ordered. I was now staring at his completely erect cock from very close up.

"Henry," I repeated, as I admired the amazing cock standing before me, my mouth watering hungrily. Since his father and I had divorced, I'd only been with two men, both one-night-stands while I was on business trips... and both dalliances were rather anti-climatic, pun intended, so since then I'd just buried myself in my work most of the time, and relied on my toys whenever I wanted to get myself off.

He moved his cock to my lips and traced the tip of it around them, tempting me relentlessly.

"I know you're dying to suck my cock, Mommy," he said. "I can see it in your eyes."

"But Henry, I..." I began to protest once again, but he slid his dick into my mouth the moment I opened it.

I could have backed away.

I could have pushed him back.



I could have done any number of things to prevent this intimacy from going any further.

Yet I did none of them.

Instead, after a couple seconds of hesitation, since my son's hard dick in my mouth felt incredibly good, I started bobbing.

"That's it, Mommy," he moaned, "suck my cock."

As I did, I realized I was sucking Joan's juices off of it, which made the act feel more perverse.

"That feels so good," he said. I was taking just over half of his cock in my mouth. Truth be told, I used to be an amazing cock sucker. In college, I blew a lot of guys, and in fact, my twin and I often blew a lot of them together... and we shared more than one bukkake... but all of that had happened long ago.

As if reading my mind, my son said, "Aunt Sarah tells me you both used to be great cock suckers."

I backed off and responded, still stroking his hard dick with both hands, something I used to do all the time whenever I was working over a big dick, "My sister didn't used to have such a big mouth, but I've never known her to tell a lie. What else did she tell you?"



He slid his dick back into my mouth, and I resumed bobbing like the cock-hungry slut I was becoming again, trying to ignore that he was my son, and to focus instead on his huge cock in my mouth. He answered, "She said that once you saw my cock now that I'm grown, it would only be a matter of time before you had to surrender to it."

As I bobbed, my desire to suck him consuming me, I couldn't help but think that was exactly something my sister would have said about me... and I about her, if I was being totally frank with someone.

"She also told me I could very easily have my own personal live-in Mommy pet," he added, his hands grasping both sides of my head.





Those words were so shameful, my hungry cock sucking so despicable, and the leaking from my pussy so tawdry, but yet... all I wanted was his cock in my mouth, and soon inside my long-neglected pussy.

"Do you want to become my Mommy pet?" he asked, pulling out of my mouth.

"What's gotten into you?" I asked, avoiding the question, and looking up at him from my position on my knees.

"I've learned the power of having a big cock, and that many women will do almost anything to have it."

"Is that so?" I challenged his statement, although I was secretly thinking that his absurd-sounding claim seemed to be all too true, and that in my past while I'd been eagerly sucking cocks of all sizes, I would indeed have done almost anything for those rare big, fat cocks... like my son's.

"Yes. For example, Mrs. Prince took it in the ass last Sunday in her husband's office while un the sanctuary, he droned on about the sins of the flesh, or some such ridiculous shit," he revealed.

"No way!" I gasped, even though I thought that revelation was sinfully delicious, since Mrs. Prince was a pretentious bitch, and if this was true, she was also a hypocritical pretentious bitch.

"Then I dropped a load in her ass, and required her to walk around during the social hour after the service without any panties," he boasted proudly.

"Oh my God!" I gasped again, pleasurably envisioning her strolling around in such discomfort, with his cum dribbling down her legs, hoping nobody would notice.

He smiled, "She screamed those exact words when she came from getting her asshole drilled."

I knelt there in bewildered awe while I took in his words, and while I admired his cock. I wanted it back in my mouth. In the picture he'd sent me, I'd assessed it at seven inches, but seeing it up close, I realized it was a good eight inches.

I took his cock back in my hands.

"I also know you've committed incest in the past."

"But that was with my sister, not my son," I said defensively, even though I wasn't certain what my point was... incest was incest, regardless... although we hadn't crossed that line in about twenty years. "And that was many years ago."

"Nevertheless, Aunt Sarah was confident you'd more than willingly submit to me."

"She did, did she?" I said doubtfully, even though... again... in reality, I'd always been the submissive one during our many lesbian playtimes.

"Yes," he affirmed. "She also told me you were incredibly submissive, and that you loved being fucked good and hard, being called names, and swallowing cum, no matter which gender's."

"I'm going to have a talk with that blabbermouth just as soon as we're finished here," I said. Then I realized I'd just inferred that we'd be continuing our incestuous encounter until our happy endings, without any further objections from me.

Which he didn't miss. "So you do want to be my Mommy pet, don't you?" he asked... rhetorically at this point... as he stroked his cock right in front of my eyes ... oozing with a confidence that actually impressed me.

"And what would being your Mommy pet entail?" I asked, as if I hadn't already decided to go along with his seduction, and knowing that right now, I'd likely bend over and take his dick in my pussy, just as soon as he asked me to, or ordered me to.

"I only have a couple of requirements. Sucking my dick whenever I tell you to, either swallowing my loads or taking them all over your face, and no longer wearing panties or pantyhose, but always wearing thigh high stockings, or a garter-belt and stockings," he explained.

I replied as if I was bargaining, "I never wear panties anyway. But why no pantyhose?"

"You don't wear panties either? That must be a sister thing," he chuckled.

"Maybe," I shrugged.

He then continued, "As for no pantyhose, it's so I can slide my big, fat cock inside my freeuse Mommy's pussy whenever I want." He slid his dick back between my lips for a few strokes, then pulled back out so I could reply.

"What does freeuse mean?"

"It was originally a porno concept, I think," he mused. "It means your holes are freely available to me whenever and wherever I want to use them. And if I start playing with you in front of someone, you'll have to trust me that I'm already fucking her too, so it's okay."

"My 'holes'?" I echoed. That sounded demeaning and rather over the top. Which was ironic, since right now I was intermittently sucking my son.

He continued, "Yes. As my Mommy pet, you'll also take my dick in your pussy anytime I want, and eventually take it in your asshole... unless you're already into that."

"It's been a long time," I recalled, then realized I shouldn't have admitted that.

"So my slutty Mommy has taken it in her ass?"

For some reason wanting to impress him, to inform him that I did indeed have a very slutty past, I bragged, my tone sultry, "Among other things. I've pretty much done it all."

"I see," he said. "So you've been a bad Mommy."

"Not a bad Mommy exactly, since all that was before you were born, but I've definitely been a very bad girl," I purred, leaning forward and lasciviously licking his long shaft.

After a few seconds, he pulled me up, pushed my back against a wall, reached his hand under my skirt to my soaking wet crotch, and appraised, "You're dressed so respectably on the outside, but that demure sweater and skirt outfit is just hiding the fact that you're a slut for cock and cunt. True?"

I nodded with a naughty grin.

He then kissed me, and I moaned into his mouth at the touch of his hand rubbing my pussy, and the wickedness of my son calling me a slut.

I returned the kiss, melting into him.

When he broke away a minute later, he asked as he kept rubbing my pussy, "So for the record, Mommy, are you ready to begin your new life as my Mommy pet?"

"Yes," I moaned, as his fingers pressed hard against my pussy, rubbing it in a circular motion.

"You'll suck my cock whenever I want?"

"I believe I've already proved I'll happily do that," I smiled.

"And you'll let me fuck you whenever and wherever I want?"

"How about startng right now?," I responded. "I need your dick inside me right... fucking... now!"

He pulled my skirt down and off and tossed it aside, spun me around, bent me over as I braced my hands against the wall, ripped open my pantyhose at the crotch, and he said, "You won't ever be needing these again."

"Apparently not," I moaned, in rapturous lust at the manhandling my son was giving me.

He placed the tip of his dick against my pussy, paused, and ordered, surprising me with his restraint, "Beg for it, Mommy."

"Just shove your dick inside Mommy," I responded, a little annoyed that he was only moving his dick up and down between my wet pussy lips.

"As that homicidal morningstar-wielding Asian schoolgirl said in Kill Bill, you can beg better than that," he growled, as he continued teasing me relentlessly without pushing himself inside.

"Fuck!" I cursed. "Please son, slide that big, fat cock into Mommy's pussy, and fuck me hard! I need it so bad!"

"That's better," he approved, and finally he slid his dick into me.

"Ooooooooh, yes," I moaned, as his fat cock spread my pussy lips, and almost immediately, all eight inches were buried inside me.



"I've been looking forward to doing this for a long time, Mommy," he said, resting against me for a moment.

"You bad boy," I responded, experiencing such intense feelings with my son's dick deep inside me.

"Are you ready to become my Mommy slut?" he asked, changing the term from 'Mommy pet'.

"I've already sucked your cock, and you've slid your big fat dick into your Mommy's pussy," I pointed out, and then my libido and lust took over, and I wickedly added, while looking back at him, "so yes, I'm good and ready to be your Mommy fuck slut, and your Mommy fuck toy, and even your Mommy freeuse cum dump. Now pound Mommy's pussy, and become a literal mother fucker!"

"Shit!" he blurted, shocked by my brazen words.

"Are you going to fuck Mommy, or what?" I demanded.

"Oh, I'm going to fuck you all right," he said, as he placed his hands firmly on my hips and began rogering me in earnest.

I hadn't had a dick this big inside me since college, and I'd almost forgotten how good being fucked by a big cock could feel. My husband used to make me come back when I was married, although more times than not it was with his tongue, but this time, I could already feel an orgasm rising after just a few deep thrusts.

I moaned after just over a minute of being fucked by my son, "Oh, yes, baby, give it to Mommy... give me all that dick."

"Do you like it hard?" he asked. He was slamming into me now, his body colliding into mine with each stroke.

"I love it hard, son," I moaned. "Now fuck Mommy good! Fuck me just like you fuck all your other sluts!"

"You're volunteering to be my slut? To join my stable?" he asked, not slowing down at all in his relentless attack on my fevered pussy.

"Yes, I do want to be your Mommy slut," I agreed wickedly, having already declared that, and my orgasm was rising rapidly.

"Is my Mommy slut close to coming?" he asked as he lifted my left leg which, like it had seemed to do for Joan, instantly increased the pleasure pulsing through my body.



"I'm so close, mother fucker," I responded as he pounded me hard.



"Come for me, Mommy, come all over your son's big dick," he ordered.



"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me, fuuuuuuuuuck!" I screamed, as the most intense orgasm I can remember collided into me like a ton of pleasure bricks.



He kept pumping into me for a good minute, while my orgasm continued its lengthy journey throughout my entire body.

He then pulled out, allowing some wetness to leak out of my pussy, and then he spun me around and ripped open my blouse.

"That was an expensive blouse," I pointed out, as buttons flew everywhere.

"And these are the tits I've longed to worship forever," he countered, as he buried his face between my large breasts.

"Well, you did spend a lot of time milking on them back in the day," I teased.

"Mmmmmmm, I've missed doing this," he said, before he grabbed my hand, led me to a chair, and gently pushed me down to sit.

"Now what?" I asked, expecting him to slide his cock back into my mouth.

"Now I taste you," he replied, and he dropped to his knees, parted my legs, and buried his face in my pussy.

"Oh my," I moaned, as he parted my pussy lips and lapped up my pussy cum.



"You taste delicious," he praised, as he worked my pussy over impressively.

"You're good with your tongue," I moaned.

"Lots of practice," he said.

"On my sister?" I questioned.

"Among others," he said, and he sucked my clit into his mouth.

"Jesus," I moaned. "I want to know everything."

"Ask all the questions you want, I'm an open book."

"Thanks, I will. But first, I need your dick back inside Mommy's pussy." I stood and said, "Sit down son, Mommy is going to ride you."

"Yes, Mommy," he said, quickly swapping positions with me.

"Have you fantasized about doing this with me?" I asked, as I straddled him and lowered my pussy onto his dick.

"I've fantasized about doing everything with you," he admitted, as I looked into his eyes, and his hands went to my ass.



"Mmmmmm, then let's make every one of your fantasies a reality," I purred, as I began slowly to ride him... a position I loved, since I could get his dick deep inside me, and also use my pussy muscles to really milk that dick.



"Oh, that we are going to do," he assured me, before we spent a few minutes in this position.

To my surprise, I was the one who came first, my second orgasm of our wild encounter.



After that second orgasm, I needed to have his cum.

I got off of him, shrugged off my shirt and bra and smiled, "Are my tits all you imagined?"

"And more," he admired.

"Well, now it's my turn to make you come," I said, as I laid down beside him and took his cock into my mouth.



"Oh fuck, Mom! That feels so good!" he moaned.

"I used to be pretty good at this," I smirked.

"Feels like you haven't lost your touch," he said, as I worked his dick over.

A couple minutes later, he came right in my mouth, with his hand on the back of my head, moaning, "Oh yes, Mommy, you made me come!"



Once he was spent, he pulled me up and kissed me. He used lots of tongue, even though I hadn't yet swallowed all the cum he'd given me.

I kissed him back.

"So what other fantasies do you have?" I asked.

"Well, there's one hole I haven't plundered yet," he grinned meaningfully.

"Mmmmmmm," I purred. "Permission granted. But first, I need some wine and some food."

"I could use a recovery break too."

After supper and two glasses of wine each, I found myself bent over a table with my son's dick in my ass.



Then after having another orgasm, I received my long-desired facial.



"That didn't take long," a new voice said. I recognized it instantly... it was my sister Sarah.

"Hey, slut," my son greeted with all the respect she was due. I looked up at my sister from my knees. She was already halfway undressed, and was wearing a t-shirt that actually said... get this... 'Cum dumpster'.

"Gloria, crawl over here and resume your former position... which you loved... as my pet plaything," Sarah ordered, obviously following my son's rule about thigh highs and no panties.



"You can't be serious," I objected in disbelief from my high moral ground... with my fingers still in my cunt and my face coated with my son's cum.

"Crawl to me, sister slave," she said, addressing me with a term she'd always called me when we were younger.

"Do it Mom, you're the bottom slut here," my son ordered, snapping his fingers and pointing at my twin sister and her shaved pussy.

"You want to watch your Mom eat your auntie's pussy?" I asked languorously, stroking his big cock.

"I want to watch you eat her pussy, get fucked by her strap-on, and get double penetrated when I'm ready to join in," he listed.

"You do, do you?" I queried playfully, and his permission was all I needed before I'd cross a line I'd crossed many times in my well-remembered and cherished past.

"Crawl to me, slut," Sarah ordered again. Apparently this wild night was just getting started!

The End

In a possible part two (but no promises), a wild incestuous threesome transpires:




Wrong Text Recipient: Family Threes

Wrong Text Recipient: Family Threesome

Summary: Sister shows up and a wild threesome occurs.

Note 1: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing.



Continuing exactly where part one ended....

I felt myself compelled to obey, as I crawled from the couch I just took a massive load from my son and to my sister who hopped onto the kitchen table spreading her mocha shaded thigh high nylons. I'm not going to lie my pussy tingled and my mouth watered as I got close to the pussy I hadn't dined on in years. At one point in my college life it was without a doubt my most regular meal.

"Just like old times," Sarah said, as she watched me crawl to her.

"I can't believe you took my son's virginity," I countered, as I reached her.

"I can't believe you didn't take advantage of having a huge cock at your beck and call."

"Well, I plan to make up for lost time," I said, as I moved up and kissed up her nylon leg like I used to. Sometimes she would just sit on my face, sometimes she would have me under a desk as she worked, sometimes she had me dining on her and her besties pussies while they gossiped, and sometimes I worshipped her entire body.



She leaned back and moaned. My hot breath on her leg. I slowly moved up her leg splatters her with butterfly kisses. When I reached her pussy, I licked once between her already wet pussy lips, then slithered down her right leg replicating the soft tender kisses.

"Get that cum coated face in my pussy, sister slut," Sarah ordered, just as I reached her silky left sole. I had always loved the scent of my sister's nylon-clad feet and the sweet sweaty salty taste. So, I couldn't resist taking one lengthy taste. "You and my soles."

"So delicious," I replied, sucking on her toes.

"Well, I have something even more delicious," she said, "not get your tongue in my pussy."

"Okay," I replied, indeed excited to taste my sister's pussy for the first time in two decades.

"Yes, Mom," my son interjected, having almost forgot that he was here as I became consumed with my sister's nylon-clad legs. "Eat your sister's pussy."

I turned to look at him and asked, "Do you really want to see your Mommy eat your Auntie's pussy?"

"Yes, Mommy, eat that pussy," he instructed, as he watched from a couch.

On my knees, I turned back to my sister's pussy, leaned forward and licked.

"So hot," Henry said from behind me.

"Just like old times," Sarah repeated, as her hand went to my head and guided me deeper into her wetness.

"You still taste amazing," I said, as I explored her pussy.

"You miss it?" she asked.

"So much," I admitted, as my right had went to hers.

Our fingers intertwined, I kept licking, her taste dancing on my tongue.

As I began to attack her clit, she wrapped her legs around me and moaned, "Don't stop, sis."



"Not until you come on my face," I replied, dying to taste her full nectar and feel her pussy coat my face.

"You have always loved my cum," Sarah moaned, as she lifted up her ass a little.

"Always," I said in a lustful haze, dying to get her off... lapping hungrily.

Keeping her hand on the back of my head, my face buried in her pussy, she slid off the table and placed both her hands on each side of my head as I continued pleasing her all the while I repositioned my body to get comfortable without my tongue ever leaving my sister's pussy.

"Oh yes, sis, eat my pussy, suck on my clit, show your son what kind of cunt hungry cum slut you are," she wickedly listed off, knowing that behind my innocent façade I loved being called names and being told what to do.

"Mmmmmmmm," was all I mumbled in response, as I continued to attack her pussy.

"So hot," my son said, as he watched the incestuous lesbian action.

"You like this?" Sarah asked.

"Its hot as fucking hell," he said, accidentally making a great simile.

"Mmmmmm," Sarah moaned, as she was close to coming, as I felt her legs stiffen as she went onto her tip-toes.

I attack her clit and seconds later, as she really held my head against her flooding pussy, and screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuuuuck!"



I lapped up every drop of her cum as I possibly could, forgetting just how delicious and addicting my sister's pussy juice was.

"My turn," my son said, a couple of minutes later, as I continued leisurely lapping up every drop of her cum.

Sarah pulled me up as my son walked over to us.

"Hop on the table," Sarah instructed.

A little sore from being on the hardwood floor, I quickly obliged.

Henry reached us, pulled the 'cum dumpster' t-shirt off my sister and tossed it aside, before spinning her around and sliding his dick in her pussy.

"Mmmmmmm, I love your son's dick, sis," Sarah said, while placing her hands on my legs fror balance.

"I'm learning I love it too."

"Well, we have always shared everything," sis smiled as she took slow back shots from my son.

"Yes, we have," I smiled back, having shared many dicks and cream pies in our wild college days.

"And we will sharing this dick from now on," Sarah said.

"Yes, you will," Henry added his very important two cents worth.

"You better," I said, in my mother tone.

"Yes, Mommy," he responded.

Sarah leaned in and kissed me and we started making out as she got fucked by her nephew.



After a couple of minutes, Henry pulled out and said, "Let's take this to the carpet."

"Yes, sir," Sarah said.

"We are completely at your whim, honey," I said, as we walked to the carpet.

He lay down, Sarah moved behind him as he instructed, "Come taste your sister on my cock, Mom."

"I'd love to,' I replied, quickly dropping to my knees, between my son's spread legs and taking his glistening cock in my mouth.

"Yes, sis, suck my pussy juice off your son's cock," Sarah instructed, as he leaned back to suck on her hard nipples.

"Mmmmmm," I responded, as I bobbed on his cock like a cum hungry cock slut that had awakened inside of me... after years of being dormant. It felt so good. It felt so right. It felt so natural.

"Do the finger thing," Sarah instructed.

"You sure?" I asked.

"Just do it," she ordered.

"What is the finger thiiiiiing," he asked, as I slid my finger in his ass.

"Just relax and allow it to happen," Sarah said, as I sucked and fingered him simultaneously.

"Feels weird," he said.

"It will make you come even harder," Sarah assured, having more than once used a strap-on on a guy while I sucked them or got fucked by them... usually manly men like the quarterback, a line backer, a rich prep. Each one ended up loving it.

"Okay," he said, as he tried to focus on my sister's tits.



"Oh fuck," he groaned, a few seconds later.

"Yes, every man has a prostate," Sarah said.

"Well, another time I'll let you do it, but today I'm the man of the house," he said.

"What are you thinking," Sarah asked.

"Pounding you while mom eats your pussy," he said.

"Can't argue that arrangement," Sarah said.

"On your back, Mom," my son ordered, as he stood up and helped my sister up.

"Okay," I obeyed.

"Straddle her face," he ordered.

"Mmmmmmmm," Sarah purred, as she got on her knees her wet pussy hovering over my face.

"I miss this position," I said, leaning up and licking her pussy.

"I'll be sitting on your face all the time now," she assured.

"You better," I responded, licking her pussy. "I missed this cunt so fucking much."

"I own both your cunts," my son added in as he slid his dick in her pussy and I had an up close and personal view of my son fucking my sister.

"All my holes are open at any moment," Sarah moaned, as she got fucked.

"As are mine," I added, as he pumped his amazing dick in my sister's pussy.

After a couple of dozen strokes, as I watched and licked he ordered, "Open your mouth Mom."

I did and was surprised when he pulled out of Sarah and slid his dick in my mouth just as my sister began licking me.



He began face fucking me in a position I had never experienced before. To my surprise, his dick slid easily down my throat as his balls literally bounced off my face.

"You taste good, sis," Sarah said, as I enjoyed her experienced tongue.

When he pulled out of my mouth and smoothly slid back into my sister I moaned, "God, I missed your tongue, sis."

"And I missed having my own submissive sister," she said, as she sucked my clit between her lips making my entire body quake.

"Yes, Mistress," I responded, a word I hadn't uttered in two decades.

"Mistress?" My son questioned.

"Yes, she was my unconditional submissive all throughout college," Sarah explained, even as she kept licking me.

"So I'm Master then?" He said, although not really as a question.

"I guess you are," Sarah said, as I enjoyed being licked and watching the fucking, hoping he would give me his cock wet with my sister's juices again as I kept my mouth open offering my mouth for him.



My son did indeed give me his creamy treat, sliding his dick back in my mouth one more time before my sister demanded, "I need it harder, Master."

"Get on your back," he ordered.

Sarah quickly rolled off of me, and onto her back.

Henry moved around, pulled her legs up in the air and held them together as he impressively slid his dick in her pussy.

"Oh yes, Henry, fuck me," Sarah moaned.

I moved behind my son and whispered into his ear, "Fuck her, son, pound your auntie with that big fat dick."

"Oh yeah," he moaned, as he pumped his dick in her.



"Oh yes, listen to your mother," Sarah moaned, give me all that cock."

"Harder, son, really give it to her," I encouraged, as my sister's moans got louder after just a minute or two of deep thrusts.

"Yes, give it to me," Sarah begged, her moans and look in her eyes telling me she was close.

"Make her come, son," I said, my hot breath on his ear.

"Oh fuck, yes, yes, yes, mother-fuuuuuucker," Sarah babbled and then screamed as her orgasm hit her.



After another minute, I declared, "My turn."

I lay on my back and he pulled out of my sister and moved to me.

"You want my dick again, Mommy?" he asked, as he slapped my clit with his cock head.

"Yes, son, I want your big dick in Mommy's pussy," I answered, desperate to feel his cock back in me.

"Fuck your mother," Sarah said, as she rolled off her back and got on all fours.

He didn't say anything as he slid his dick deep in me.

"Oh, yes," I moaned, as I was filled up with dick.



After a couple of minutes, of good hard fucking, where my orgasm was rising rapidly, Sarah asked, "Can you believe you wasted all that time without your son's dick?"

"I can't now," I moaned, looking at her, as I held my legs up in the air.



"Tell him what you want," Sarah instructed.

I turned back to my son and said, "Fuck Mommy, son, fuck her hard until she comes on your cock."

"You want my load?" he asked.

"Yes baby, give Mommy that load," I moaned.

"No, I want that load too," Sarah interrupted, "make your mom come and then shoot your load all over our faces."

"I can do that."

"Now show me you're a real mother fucker," I wickedly said.

"As you wish," he said, slamming into me hard and going as deep as humanly could which made me go ballistic.

"Oh yes, oh yes, fuck Mommy, fuck Mommy, yes yes, yeeeeeeeees!" I screamed, as my orgasm erupted through me.

He kept pounding me throughout my orgasm before he warned, "I'm going to come soon."

Both of us quickly, although my legs gave out briefly, got on our knees and opened our mouths for his creamy cum.

He stroked his dick and in under fifteen seconds he shot cannonballs of cum all over our faces.



Once he was spent, we did what we used to do all the time when we got facials together, we cleaned each other up... eating the cum off of each other's faces.

After a couple of minutes of cum eating, kissing and caressing each other, Sarah stood up and said, "Wait here, sis."

"Okay," I said, as my son was no longer in the room.

I waited two or three minutes, having time to think of the first time in a couple of hours, and realizing just how much I had crossed the line. I knew there was no going back, nor did I want to.

My sister returned wearing a strap-on harness, walked over to me and said, "I think you know what to do with this."

"I think I do," I smiled, before opening my mouth and taking the fake cock in my mouth.

"Good girl," she encouraged.



"Mmmmmmm," I responded, as her hands went to my head.

After a couple of minutes, she asked, "Want to get fucked while your son watches?"

When she pulled the dick out of my mouth, I answered, looking up at her, "Always."

"Get on all fours," she instructed.

I quickly obeyed like the submissive I am.

She moved behind me and explained to my son who was watching, "She loves getting it from behind."

"Yes, son, I love deep, hard back shots," I said, looking into his eyes, as she slid in my pussy.

"Good to know," he answered, as I closed my eyes and just enjoyed he deep back shots and my sister's body slamming into mine.



"Oh yes, so good," I moaned.

"What are you?' Sarah asked, slamming into me.

"Your slut," I replied, returning to my college self where eating pussy and getting fucked as a submissive pet obeying every order to give and receive pleasure.

"Our slut." Henry added, as he watched me getting fucked.

"Yes, I'm my sons and sister's slut," I moaned, a rush of adrenaline going through me at the declaration and hard back shots.

"Yeah, you are," Sarah said in her confident tone, as she straddled me, making the cock go in deeper and stimulate more intensely as she continued pounding me. She grabbed my hair, something she had often did in our college fuckfests and said to my son, "Your Mommy-slut loves this position."

"I dooooooo." I moaned, loving how deep a dick could go in this position.





After two or three minutes and another orgasm, Henry said, "Lets double team our slut."

"You want your pussy or ass?" Sarah asked, as she pulled out and a gush of cum leaked out of me.

"Her ass of course," he said.

"Yes, double team Mommy," I said, excited to feel for the first time in a couple of decades two dicks at once.

"Lie down, Sarah," he instructed.

"Sure," she agreed.

Once she was on the floor, I straddled her big dick and lowered myself on it.

Henry moved behind me, and smoothly slid inside my asshole.

"Oh yes," I moaned, as I was double penetrated.



An instant rush of adrenaline cascaded through me as two dicks filled me completely.

Then over the next few minutes, I took a couple of dicks in a few different positions.

I rode my son while Sarah fucked my pussy good. It was a challenging one, but one that once Sarah and I got into a rhythm I really took two dicks good.



Once I got tired from this position, I got put on my knees, sucked my son's dick in some nasty ass to mouth and was flipped into a position I had never experienced for the wildest, most intense double penetration I could imagine. I was put onto my back, ordered to place my hands on my lower back and my legs were flipped back all the way to my head... truth be told I was surprised I was still flexible to even do this.

Henry then slid into my pussy at the same time Sarah filled my asshole and I went ballistic.

"Oh my God, fuck," I screamed, as the two dicks were almost parallel inside me and pile driving me as they each filled my holes.



"Such a slut," Sarah purred, as she began fucking my ass.

"This is so hot," Henry said, as I stared up at his tight ass in awe of how much cock was filing my two holes.

"Kiss me," Sarah said and then for a god minute they made out while they continued to pump their respective big cocks in me.

Henry broke the kiss and said, "Now let's make her come," he said, hearing my desperate moans growing.

"Ready to come like a cheap slut with two dicks in you?" Sarah questioned.

"Yes, yes, please let your incestuous fuck toy come," I pleaded with a desperation I couldn't fake. I had never needed to come so bad... even after the wild day I had experienced.

A minute later, as the two worked in perfect unison to pound both my pussy and asshole I screamed, as another orgasm hit me, "Fuuuuuuuck."



They didn't slow down throughout my body quaking orgasm that seemed never ending.

A minute later, Sarah declared, "My turn for dick." She got out of her strap-on, laid on her back, spread her legs and snapped at her pussy.



"Mmmmmm," Henry said, as he moved behind her.

My orgasm still pulsing through me, I straddled my sister's face and dropped my coming pussy on it.

"Oh you, nasty bitch," she said, but began licking my pussy as I was preparing for multiple orgasms.

"So hot," Henry said, as he really began pounding Sarah as I grinded my face on my sister's face... another orgasm already rising rapidly.

Two... perhaps three minutes later... as Sarah moaned and licked my pussy, I grabbed her ankles and foot for balance as I knew I was about to come. "Oh yes, sis, eat my cunt, fuck my son, turn me into your submissive sister slave, make me pleasure your friends, dress me as a whore, oh fuck, yes, fuck yes, fuuuuuuck."



I collapsed forward as my cum coated my sister's face. She lapped up my juices, before roughly pushing me off her and saying, "my turn to be on top. Lay down, baby."

"All right," Henry said, and lowered herself on his big dick, as I rolled onto my back and allowed the never ending orgasm to continue its journey through my well fucked body.

"Yeah, this is my dick," Sarah declared, as she rode my son.

"And you're my cum dump," Henry countered.

"We are both your cum dumps," I added still in a lustful daze, as I watched my sister fuck my son and crawled over to watch.

"You're bottom bitch," Sarah clarified.

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, "I'm a three-hole cum dump for my son and a submissive cunt munching slut for my Mistress sister."

"Exactly," she said, as I moved my hand between my son's legs to cup his big full balls.



After a couple of minutes, Sarah stood up and said, "Leg cramp."

I bent down and sucked my sister's juices off my son's cock.

Sarah pulled my son up, took his hand and led him to a wall and said, "Both of you work over my pussy. Slut sis, you crawl to me."

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, enjoying this transition to submissive me.

As I crawled, Sarah lifted up her leg and my son slid inside her pussy. When I reached her, I watched briefly my son's big cock fucking my sister until she said condescendingly, "My cunt isn't going to lick itself."

"Yes sis," I replied, leaning forward and beginning to lick her pussy as my son fucked it.

It was so hot... even as I felt wetness still leaking out of me after my last orgasm.

"That's it you two, work together on my pussy," Sarah moaned.

"Suck on her clit, Mom," Henry ordered.

"Yes, son," I replied, obeying the order.

After a couple of minutes and more moaning, Sarah said, "Let's go to the table."

Sarah hopped onto and said, "Come shove that fat cock in me, stud."

"And Mom sit on your sister's face and face me."

"Okay," I agreed, my pussy still on overdrive.

"I'll usually be sitting on your face," my sister pointed out, as I climbed onto the table as my son slipped back in her pussy.

"But when I'm here you will both do what you are told," my son said.

"Yes, Master," we both said I unison as I straddled her face again.

"Good sister sluts," he said, as I moved my hand to her clit ad began to rub as my son pounded her.



Then for a few minutes, there was just my son fucking my son, my sister eating my pussy and me rubbing her clit.

Sarah then begged, "Harder, fuck me harder, suck on my clit, slut, I'm getting close."

I buried my face between her legs, sucked her clit in her mouth as my son really hammered at her hole.

It wasn't even thirty seconds later, Sarah screamed into my pussy, "Fuuuuuuuck."

We both kept working over her pussy throughout her orgasm until Henry puled out and said, "Open wide."

His first rope hit her pussy as he came as he said those words. I grabbed his cock and stroked it furiously as his cannon blasts of creamy cum splattered my face and one shot landed directly in my hungry mouth.



"This isn't overly comfortable on the back," Sarah said, as I had to agree my knees were a little sore.

Once all off the table, Sarah grabbed my hand, still shaking a bit from her orgasm, pushed me to the floor making me lean against the couch, before she lifted a foot onto the couch and snapped her fingers. Even after all the sex, all the orgasms, we were both still needing more.

I leaned forward, licking my son's cum from her pussy before dining on her just fucked pussy... while, of course, rubbing my own fevered box.





I dined on her pussy for a good ten minutes, my neck getting a little sore, before she came on my face. I lapped up all her sweet pussy juice before she asked, "Feeling golden?"

My eyes went wide as that was a not so subtle hint she planned to piss on me.

"You used to love getting rehydrated with my golden stream," she said, as she moved her pussy away, and pointed to the floor.

"You're not saying what I think you're saying?" Henry asked.

"I'm saying exactly what you think I'm saying," she said, as she lowered herself on me, placing her foot in my face as she surprised me by burying her face in my pussy.

I licked her salty sweaty sole, knowing I would soon be feeling the warm sensation of piss all over me. In truth, I used to love drinking piss. Sometimes Sarah would have al her friends piss in one cup and make me down it, other times I would placed in the bathroom or on a towel and have three or more girls use me as a piss dump all night. I came to crave piss... but I hadn't tasted it since I said I do.



I was a wave of excitement and anxiety knowing the warm stream of humiliation and addiction could occur at any moment.

"Want my piss?" she asked, as she sucked on my clit.

"Yes," I moaned, "so bad."

"Tell your son," she said.

"Oh, Henry, want to see your aunt piss all over Mommy's face?" I asked.

'Hell yeah," he said.

"Then piss on me, sis," I said, "soak my pretty face like you used to."

"Your mom used to drink full cups of piss," Sarah said.

"That is wild," he said.

"Piss on me, piss all over me, give me that yummy golden stream," I encouraged, desperately wanting it. "Please, I want to be your piss slut," I continued, but before my sentence even finished the stream suddenly hit my face.



"Oh yeah," Henry said, as he watched me get pissed on.

I quit licking her salty sole to catch as much of the stream as I could... a rush of adrenaline coursing through me as was another orgasm as my sister kept working over my pussy and just as the urine stream slowed to a slow drizzle I leaned back and screamed as I came from the golden shower and clit pressure.

I lay there, coming, face soaked in piss, a puddle around me, as Henry said, "I need to drop one more load."

"That load is for my asshole," Sarah said, as she leaned back and sat on my face for a second before she stood up.

"I was thinking the same thing," Henry said.

As I lay in the afterglow of another orgasm and in the wetness of my sister's urine, I rolled over and watched my son fuck my sister one more time... in the ass. Well, in all fairness, it was Sarah doing all the work as she bounced on his cock like he was a pleasure trampoline.



After my sister had another orgasm, and my son did indeed drop a load in her asshole, I was beckoned to eat the anal creampie... which I eagerly did.



To my surprise, my son wasn't done and felt he needed to drop a load in my asshole too. That led to another double penetration where I really used my gymnastic youth past to bounce on two dicks to another orgasm and my son's load up my ass.



The End of one wild night.
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