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Feel free to render 3d, animate or illustrate a part of Stephanie’s Journey and email it to the author: jessmccy@yahoo.com 

Stephanie’s Journey

Chapter 1-A New Perspective


The music was horribly loud, and I asked myself what was I doing here? Me Stephanie Cochran, Miss too-shy-to say hello, aboard a cruise ship, while my 8 year old son; William, and 6 year old daughter Angela, are staying for a week with my in-laws. I know what I was doing here. My husband for nine years; John had planned this trip suggesting that we needed some “adult fun”. 

I knew what John wanted though, as I sat next to him all dolled up with heavy make-up, short skirt, thigh-highs and a half buttoned up white shirt that was see through anyways. John and I have always had an imaginative relationship. Most of the time I have just gone along with his fantasies, but occasionally I get real turned on by one of our role-plays. Especially the incest ones. John says that he really wants to see me do another man. I am afraid that it would ruin our relationship. But tonight I am horny as hell.

He looked just like my younger brother, so suave, clean shaved yet rugged features. His package bulging in front of him through his tight jeans. I just stared at him leaning against the bar, rather his cock as John says something about nothing. I lick my glossy lips giving my brother-look alike the green light and he saunters over and parks nearly on top of me within our semi-circular booth. His eyes say I am fucking you now in my mind, as mine say fuck me! Fuck me hard! Ignoring my husband he invites me to dance, and I accept.

On the dance floor, he pulls my torso into his. I gently search for a place where my fur covered love box would not rub directly against his enormous rod to no avail. He leads me into the sea of dancers as I consciously grind my pelvis into his groin. Without words he grabs and pulls my ass on his jean covered cock pulling my short skirt even higher. As the song winds down he blurts, “Come back to my room” I mull over the indecent proposal and reply “yes…so long as my husband can watch”. With a shrug of his shoulder, he grabbed my hand and led me back to our booth.

John looks excited as we squeeze into the booth. I quickly whisper the proposed tryst into John’s ear while my new lover’s hand roams up my skirt massaging my thigh. John agrees without reservation. I spread my legs under the table allowing my stranger’s hand access to my upper thigh. I rest my hand on his jean-covered bulge as I guess at how his cock will look and feel. We finish our drinks and all three of us head to my host’s room. Butterflies swim through my stomach while depraved thoughts burn my furry pussy. He leads john and I down the many corridors as I reflect on his strong build and youthful ass. 

I am self-conscious worrying that my average build, and small breasts would not please him. Moreover, John is the only person I have slept with. We have always been the churchy-types. Throwing caution to the wind, John and I follow our host into his cabin-suite. John quickly seats himself in the only recliner, leaving the small loveseat for this stranger and me. I sit down gingerly next to him, as he quickly puts his arm around me and massages my breast through my silken shirt. He asks me how old I am (31), and whether or not I have had a lot of men. I start to respond as he rubs my nipple between his thumb and forefinger. He softly kisses my ear, and neck. My pussy juices are really flowing as John casually watches a stranger take advantage of me. I can’t help but thing how similar he looks to my brother. Strangely, this only turns me on more as I place my hand on his upper thigh. My right tit is now free of my lacy bra and shirt and warmly kneaded in the hands of my brother look-alike. 

I am so turned on that I turn my lips towards his for a French kiss and firmly grab his balls and cock through his tightening jeans. Finding his zipper, I tug in nervous spasms knowing that I will commit the act of adultery.  With his zipper all the way down, I again massage my host through his flimsy cotton briefs. His cock comes alive in my hand begging for freedom from his bright blue briefs. I find it’s side and lift gently as his heavy cock falls into my hand. I open my eyes and look down letting out an audible gasp as I break our passionate kiss.

His cock is unbelievably large and still growing! I admire and study his tool realizing that it is two or three times the size of my husband’s. Doubting that I can fit this monstrosity in any hole in my body, yet promising to myself that I am sure going to try, I lower my mouth onto his cock. My skirt rides up with the help of his hand, he cups my vulva through my cream silk panties.

My mouth slowly bobs up and down on his large membrane. Drool helps to coat his fuck stick. His fingers push my panty gusset aside firmly invading my mommy hole. I shake his cock in my mouth and instinctively we both know that it is time to fuck. I slowly straddle him lifting my skirt and pushing my panties aside. Cautiously, I lower myself onto his lance.  His cock enters me as I let out a loud sigh and wince of pain, I must feel tight to him because he grimaces as his entire body stiffens like his cock inside of me. His hands on my ass under my panties guide me onto him more. I moan and steady myself by holding onto his shoulders.  Slowly, we build a rhythm, me accepting his huge manhood and him dealing with my tight cunt. 

I glide quicker up and down his shaft, eventually gloating as I grind against the base of his cock, leaning back I gyrate, raising and lowering myself on his slippery pole. I race towards my first climax, pumping his engorged cock with my women muscles. Screaming, grinding, moaning and collapsing…impaled on his still hard cock. 

He easily lifts me still attached, and places me on the nearby bed. Towering over me he pounds into me like an animal. Beating my pussy walls up with his fuck-stick. Now I am the one to stiffen and grimace as he holds my ankles down above my head. Giving me the fuck of a lifetime, knowing that pain and pleasure are becoming jumbled up together in a kaleidoscope of lust.  I accept my cunt beating as he maneuvers me onto my knees pounding me from behind. 

Slowly collapsing on top of my, I feel his full weight drive into my raw mommy hole, his hot breath enters my ear, and coarse pubic hair chafes my ass.  I realize that my husband is in the same room for the first time, coming back down to earth.  Sprawled out and at my host’s whim, I sigh a sigh of relief as he pulls out of me…Now, panicking as cold lotion is squeezed onto my asshole…. before I can protest, his full weight is applied through that powerful man tool of his…. Screaming in agony, as his cock enters my nether region…

I claw the bedding for relief and look into John’s eyes. It takes along time for my anus to except his bludgeoning cock. I begin to like it, raising my ass to meet his…. enjoying putting on a show for John. My abusive lover shows empathy by quickly drilling down hard into my deflowered ass and slowly corkscrewing his way out. His entire body is supported by mine. Moaning into my ear and quickening his pace, I realize that he is close to coming. Squeezing my ass cheeks against his rod, I tease him into giving me all of his cock, wanting his cum in my ass I tell him to fuck me hard! Fuck me hard in front of my husband…His cock swells within my ass hole and soon I felt his hot seed coat my dirty hole.

Chapter 2, Insight, Inside  

I don’t know how John and I made it to our cabin. But the next morning found us in bed talking about the night before. I was sure that John would have misgivings about last night’s debauchery. I actually felt pretty turned on about it, thinking back to the great sex from last night…. For certain, I had dreamt some pretty bizarre and kinky dreams last night and I didn’t know if John was up to hearing about them.

I cautiously put my bare arm over John’s chest, accepting and loving him and his average yet not athletic body.  We looked into each other’s eyes and I knew that he was fine. My leg draped over his and I felt his cock twitch when my motherly nightgown touched him. He asked how it felt to have anal sex. I replied in my usual evasive style by telling him that it was hard to explain…. You really need to experience it to know. A dubious thought occurred to me as my hand lowered to the cock that I had known so well.

I grabbed the Vaseline jar from the nightstand and kissed my way down to my husband’s manhood. A sneaky grinned passed my face as my mouth settled on the cock I have serviced for so many years, I deftly scratched his ball sack, spreading his legs. My fingers went lower and lower until they reached my husbands sphincter. I dabbed my index finger into the jar and slowly inserted it into John’s asshole as I deep throated him. He gasped in delight rising from the bed and collapsing as I slowly worked my finger in and out of his dirt hole.

Reaching under the bed without him knowing it I pulled out the vibrator that we had brought with us. It’s straps were still attached. I admired its size realizing that it was about the size of the cock that invaded me last night. Hiding the vibrator, I turned John on his side, just sliding one finger in and out of him. I quietly fixed the strap-on on myself, as John enjoyed my teasing finger with his eyes closed.

Lubing, the vibrator and adjusting the long rubber cock so its base was right over my clitoris, I aimed and leaned into John’s ass with one motion. Startling him as I penetrated his virgin man-hole I smiled glibly looking into his eyes. I knew at that moment that he would let me fuck him. I pounded into him shoving the fake cock into him more each time squeezing his top ass cheek telling him that he can do it, take it all.

John loves a slow fuck and dirty talk so I kept going. “You liked watching me get fucked last night huh” “that big juicy cock filling all of my holes” and “you like this fake cock in your asshole right? You want this more often, once a week from now on”. John’s yeses’ and unh-huhs were throaty with pleasure.

I lifted my motherly nightgown and twisted the large cock in John’s ass as I laid down behind him on our sides. Knowing what his answers would be I asked him what else he liked. John rhythmatically grinded his ass onto the cock rasped, “uhhh, I want to see you fuck a young boy, maybe 6 to 12 years old”.  Knowing how much it would turn him on I whispered in his ear “Well, maybe I will find one when we go ashore tomorrow” “YES! Was his emphatic reply.

I wanted John to feel well fucked so that I could confront him about my perverted dreams. I turned on the vibrator at the base to high as an audible hummmm filled the room and in one motion I twisted the fake cock again in his ass as I knelt over him with his legs spread in the air. “You want to see me seduce and teach a young boy don’tchya!” Oh yes! Was his reply as I pounded into him hard and fast. “ You want to see me take his hairless balls and cock in my mouth huh!?” YAH! “I could lie on my back and hold his head between my legs and show him my furry muff!” Fuck yah! “I should rub his small young face over my clit, grinding up to him as he chews on my pussy folds”

Reaching down to his cock knowing that I would wear cum, I squeezed him in my hand as I pounded mercilessly. I loved watching my fake cock disappear and reappear from my husband’s hole. “Then you would watch me straddle his small hairless cock as I slowly fucked him like a good mommy should huh!?” His reply sprayed all over my tits as I collapsed on top of him, his asshole making a pop as the vibrator fell out.

A Moment in Time

It was time for John and I to talk. I needed to come clean with my dirty dreams. Dreams of me as a 6-year-old girl sucking, teasing, fucking, and pleasing my own dad. John needed to know how lucid these dreams are; that I feel they actually happened and how much I get turned on thinking about me as a youngster doing dirty things with my own dad. Also, John needs to know that I have had similar dreams of a very young me pleasuring my mom and being pleasured by her.

John was very open and willing to discuss these dreams, in fact he was turned on too! My loving husband counseled me to confront my dreams and especially the people in them. We planned a trip to my small hometown, booking a hotel room and renting a car for the long journey. I slept very little the first night in the hotel; anxious with anticipation and second-guessing. John boosted my confidence first thing in the morning by advising me to believe in my purpose and not to worry. 

I dressed in a yellow floral summer dress, see-through laced violet thong, matching bra and white thigh high panty hose. John suggested that I wear plenty of make-up. I spent over twenty minutes applying: perfume, rouge, eyeliner, mascara, and a red glossy long-lasting lipstick. I felt very nervous traveling to my childhood home. Knowing that my dad was home alone and what I came to ask him about.

Daddy met me at the door. I wrapped my arms around him and grinded my pelvis affectionately against his. I felt him twitch as he pecked me on the mouth. I told him that I had some questions regarding when I was a little girl. He led me by my hand to the couch in the living room and put my book bag by the couch. I wanted to put him at ease as I was struggling to find the right words, so I placed my hand half way up his lap on the inside of his thigh.

When I told my dad about my dreams he automatically looked guilty. Telling me more than words. I admired his short Italianesque looks. I knew that this would be hard on both of us but I didn’t want him to be defensive; I wanted to know everything. Making a bold move, which was totally out of character for me; I rested my dainty hand over his crotch. Looking into my eyes he sheepishly said that it was true. 

I rewarded my daddy with a quick firm squeeze. When did you take my cherry? “I didn’t your grandfather did. This excited me, but made me think of even more questions. Daddy blurted “You were almost six”. My nipples reacted with a twitch and my pussy was on fire. I started to massage him through his medical tech work clothes. I leaned in for another peck, which turned into a slow passionate kiss as my dad’s cock grew in my hand under his clothes.

Wanting to know more I broke off the kiss as I assaulted him with questions: When did you fuck me first? Did mom and I make-out? Did I enjoy sex as a young girl? How often did I have sex? Daddy interrupted me and told me that I loved sex, and that I was so persistently curious it was hard not let me explore. I pulled down the waistband of his pants exposing his taut black mesh briefs admiring his growing member and the thick mat of hair at its base. Squeezing his balls as he elaborated “you insisted on having sex with me a week after you and your grandfather fucked for the first time”.  “yes, you were just as curious and persistent with your mother, you enjoyed her so much (plop, his fat veiny cock bounced as I freed it from his briefs.) that we both thought you might go lesbo.

“You wanted some sex stuff nightly until we had to stop because you got your period and you became pretty churchy” he said in a raspy voice. Entranced by his growing member I squeezed and jerked his 9-inch long and very fat cock. I lowered my mouth on him wondering how I could have fit him in my mouth as a young girl. Daddy moaned “you were such a good girl”. “Thank you daddy”. I wanted to please my daddy so much I started to hum on him and deep throat him. “Hurry baby! I have to go to work and your mom should be home any minute now” I quickened my speed as he caressed my tit.

I let his cock fly out of my mouth with a plop. Straddling him quickly while hoisting my summer dress I let my back face him. Pulling my thong out of the way, I lowered my dark furry bush onto him. His wide cock split me open. Sinking onto him as he pulled me backwards using my boobs as handles. “Yeah!” “Oh yes!” We exclaimed. 

Feels like old times huh daddy? Yes baby girl! I pistoned up and down on top of his cock building steam. You loved my hairless little girl pussy didn’t you daddy? “Oh Yes! Your nice tight cunt felt very good.” I slowed my pace “Was I a good fuck daddy?” You were great once I got my dick in you but you were soooo tight! We used Vaseline a lot. “Did you ever fuck me in public?” Many times, some times we would be riding down a country rode and I would get so horny because you always grabbed my dick and pulled it out. Inevitably, I would have to stop the car and set you on my lap right in broad daylight. Ohhhhh, you used to blow me in parking lots in daylight too!

Letting his cock fall out of me, I repositioned and aimed it at my back door imagining myself as a young girl trying to take him in my tight cunt. I grimaced and squealed as I lowered myself onto him. “Does that feel like the days you would fuck my baby girl slit daddy” I asked. “Yeah” I started to  fuck him really hard and fast. We conserved our breath by not talking his cocked bulged within my bowls signaling to me that he was close to coming. I needed his daddy seed in my pussy. Quickly shoving his cock into my cunt he painted my insides with incest seed.

We heard a car door slam and heavy footsteps on the porch as we scramble to separate and gain composure. The door opens and in walks mom, her red hair flaming high above her head, her voluptuous rather stout figure is encased in a hunter green skirt and blouse outfit. Flesh colored panty hose race down to her cheap pumps. I smile as I see my mom’s poorly make-up made face. Her leather-Irish skin is covered with a beige foundation, earth tone lipstick is exaggerated on the corners of her mouth, lastly, she has on way too much eye-liner and mascara. Regardless, her bubbly and ditsy personality shines through as she squeals in delight to see me; her baby girl.

Dad took mom in the other room for a personal conversation. I could tell it was about me the way mom’s face and voice changed with each revelation. Daddy kissed her goodbye and she rejoined me on the couch. Mom would be a lot harder nut to crack then dad. I needed to hear her side of the story. We sat mono-a-mono on the well-worn couch. I reached out and felt mom’s lapel and let my hand restfully glide down her chest “What a pretty outfit mom!” Thanks sweety! What brings you back home? 

I wasn’t sure if mom knew my motives yet so I went slowly. “I had some questions for you and dad about my childhood, dad answered his questions (as she blushed and looked away)’ I could not avoid gawking at mom’s areola and nipple. She never wore a bra, even though hers were considered a large melon size. Her areolas were the size of my fists. I decided that I must touch and taste them. Mom was always more defensive than dad.

Mom, do you think that this is the right size bra for me? I unbuttoned my shirt showing my mom my tits held firmly by the lacy see-through violet fabric. Her eyes immediately focused on my chest. She gulped and anxiously said no. I took her trembling and aging hand and placed it on my tit, fighting for eye contact as I rubbed her hand over my aroused nipple. “I wish I had your boobs, as I tentatively reached with my hand to her chest. I rubbed her nipple area between my thumb and palm chafing her silk blouse against her skin. She closed her eyes and sighed.

I pulled my size B tit from my bra and let it fall into her hand as she took over massaging it and tweaking its end. “May I see yours mom?” “Sure Steph, what questions did you have for me?’ Awkwardly, I reached into her blouse, tugging on her nipple, I freed her heavy chest. Realizing that she was still on the defense, I eased my face towards her nipple and blew on it. Her tip grew quickly, so I licked around its dark and wide base feeling her skin tighten under my tongue. She gasped and relaxed at the same time. Quickly I inhaled her nipple into my make-up covered face. I looked up to see her reaction. She glowed with contentment and squeezed my tit in her hand.

I sucked and licked, and flicked furiously exposing her other vast boob. Her legs opened like lotus peddles, I kneeled between her legs holding onto each mountain of a boob with each hand. I continued my mommy worship by quickly darting from one nipple to the next. Her legs straightened and toes pointed, chest heaving with irregular shallow and deep breaths. Her poorly make-up leather Irish face reddened then contorted. I knew she was cuming. A jerk and a deep “Oh God!” then collapse. “What questions about your childhood?” I ignored her.

Her skirt had ridden up, and I was wedged between her thighs. Her flesh stockings ended at her thighs exposing cream white motherly hips and flesh colored silk panties. I reached behind her hips and pulled her towards me forcefully. Diving my face between her legs clumsily chewing on and licking the gusset of my mom’s panties as she struggled. “What are you doing? You are my daughter?” Pulling her gusset aside with my tongue I freed a red forest glimmering with wetness. Her hands vainly tried to push my head away as I found her thick mommy slit. Nibbling, sucking chewing had relaxed her. Her hand actually guided my head as my tongue slowed and caressed the folds that gave birth to me. Her nectar was very sweet and I luxuriated. Occasionally I paused just to admire the color of my mom’s pubes and the love that only a mother and daughter could have.

I basked in my labor enjoying the sweetness of it without realizing that mom was going for her second orgasm. She stood me up and I leaned over and French kissed my mom, knowing that she would taste her own honey pot. Mom’s hand firmly grabbed my fur-pie under my dress through my thong. In one motion she guided me to lay down length wise on the couch still gripping my girl area. Knowing the drill, I spread my legs wide. She pulled my thong off in one motion and I realized that she was in control now.

Feeling very submissive and exposed as my mom examined my furry crotch. She stretched me with her fingers and deftly caressed her tongue across my folds quickly finding my clit. Mom licked softly than sucked or chewed hard. In no time I was in the throws of ecstasy postponing my orgasm until I was satisfied in every way. Gripping her flaming orange hair and pulling her snug into me I asked “We did this when I was a little girl huh?” She nodded and added a muffled “unh-huh” I sucked daddy and grandpa’s cock when I was 6 right? Just a nod with a mouthful of my pussy folds. “grandpa couldn’t wait to spear me with his cock huh?” As I convulsed with the largest orgasm I had ever had, it felt like quick electrical shocks teasingly traveling throughout my body. 

Mom pulled away and hesitantly said “No…He was reluctant to…but your grandma kinda made him….take your virginity…she said it wasn’t right to let you go around so curious and frustrated….and every girl should know she is loved and adored this way by the men closest to her”

It took me a while to digest this information….but mom stayed close to my cooch and started slowly fingering me. I was soon distracted from my thoughts and started to ride her hand. I reached to take off her unuseful panties, next I positioned her on the couch on her side lifting her leg I planted my brown fur pie against her orange-red mommy cunt. A seal was quickly made as we humped each other. “Slosh-Smack” filled the air as we repetitively humped one another. Approaching another orgasm I broke off and reached into my book bag at the end of the couch.

Pulling out an 18-inch double dildo I saw my mom’s eyes brighten with curiosity and fear. With mom on her back and her mid-aged pudge rising from the couch I slid the extra wide dildo 4 inches into her. “So grandpa and grandma had sex with me?’ They had fucked me too! I rode your grandpa’s cock the day he died. Mom said proudly. Easing the dildo in and out of her, I forced it in halfway and left it. I still go down on your grandma whenever I can get over there. This shocked me considering gram Shmay had just turned 85.  I couldn’t imagine my short shriveled cane-using grandma enjoying sex.

Sitting upright I bent my side of the dildo and thrust myself down on it pushing mom’s end strongly into her. Ignoring her grimace and gasp I undulated and rotated on the artificial cock. What were your favorite memories of us screwing? I had asked. Regaining some composure and fucking against me hard she related that when I was young I would play the waving game. I would stick my entire hand inside her and wave scratching the inside of her womanhood. We were both turned on bucking against each other sitting up facing each other eye to eye. 

I leaned in for a French kiss groping her mammoth tits. Then silenced as we lay on our backs finishing our work. Afterwards, I conveyed to mom that I would like to see gram Shmay tomorrow to talk about this stuff. Mom willingly volunteered to give her a heads-up. “Let her know that I am only excited about this information, not mad or disappointed” Sure will love! Was the reply. “Also, I am bringing John with me, he knows the reason I came here today and he is very supportive of the whole topic”. Mom smiled knowingly, John is a favorite of gram Shmay and everyone in the family has pinned my husband as being a rake.

John relished every dirty detail masturbating as I told him about my day. He shared my surprise to learn that it was grandma Shmay’s  suggestion to sexually educate me. John also shared my curious yet, shocked response to hear that grandma Shmay was still sexually actively, well at-least with her own daughter; my mom.

John and I traveled in silence to grandma’s small apartment. We let ourselves in after knocking. Yesterday I was dressed to the nines today I went frumpy: black shorts; white t-shirt, sandals, no panties, and no bra. Grandma Shmay is homebound and greets her visitors at her bedside. John is used to this. And we are both used to seeing grandma in a nightgown. This time is like every other; a bright pink nightgown covers her small-shriveled frame. White downy hair curls above her head as she barks “Come in, your mom told me why you are here!” taking the last of her nebulizer treatment grandma greets us with a hug and a kiss.

Looking at me she quipped “So now you know how dirty your grandparents really are”.  Looking at John “And now you now our family’s dirty secrets”.  I don’t think it’s that bad John replied nonchalantly.  Mom probably told you how I responded, I added wryly. John kept the conversation going “we were just surprised to hear that you are still…..well… active”.  Yah, well it’s been over 16 years since I had cock, I take anything I can get these days.

John and I looked at each other surprised that gram Shmay, church-going, committee-member; organ-playing gram Shmay was this lecherous. A dubious thought occurred to me as I looked at John. “Well gram, how about going down memory lane/’ Well who’s driving she replied with all her wit. With my newfound libido and bravado, I kissed gram’s cold lips wrapping my arm around her soft shapeless form. Finding her tongue I danced across it with mine. Kissing down her wrinkly neck and pushing her backward onto the bed. I lowered her flimsy pink shoulder strap exposing her deflated and wrinkled chest to my husband’s and my view.

Kissing across her nearly flattened chest I found her small nipple engulfing and tugging on it with my mouth. Having a plan in my head, I reached over and unzipped John’s zipper. Pulling out his cock and tugging on it. Gram stared at John’s tool appreciating it for being the first cock she had seen in a long time and maybe the last one she would see. Teasing her other nipple with my mouth I pulled John over by his cock and rested it in gram’s cold, dainty, geriatric hand. Her hand came to life gripping John’s tool and rubbing all the way up and down it, and under his nut sac.

My next step took a lot of courage due to gram’s age, and the overpowering realization that I am her granddaughter and she; my grandmother. I scooted down between her legs and hoisted her elderly nightgown. I stared in awe noticing just a tuft of white curls above her barren pussy lips, the white curls matched the ones on her head. Her pussy lips looked young and pretty surrounded by flabby aged mounds.

John was starting to straddle her head pointing his piston into her toothless cavern. I slowly and gently licked my grandma’s cunt, raising her legs above my head. Again, I felt a deep sense of appreciation and womanly love for gram, kinda like how I felt when going down on my own mother. Wordlessly, John received a gentle mewing on his cock. And I serviced my grandma with patience, love and care. “John, you have to taste her! She is so sweet!” OK, was his obedient reply as he left his post and took mine. “Now, go slow and be gentle!” I added while sitting in a chair to watch the action. I glowed inside as I watched my aged grandmother’s face change within the dim lighting, her legs far above John’s head, and her bony fingers guiding his head to the right spots. This is great family love at it’s best I reflected.

Gram Shmay hissed “Stick your big cock in me John!” John cautiously looked at me from between her thighs for help. I assented with a nod but commanded him to be gentle and go slow. Should I use some lotion? Was John’s follow-up question. “NO!” was gram’s impetuous response. 

John knelt and gently held her blue lined ankles while looking down into her animated and aged face. With hesitation he pointed his sturdy tool at her hole and leaned in gently grimacing I could tell from pain. Gram’s face changed from frustration to contentment as he entered her. “oh, it’s been too long” gram said in her high-pitched voice. “Fuck me! Fuck me good!” Daring not to give her his whole cock; John drilled my grandmother slowly. “Do you like it? Do you like granny cunt John?” oh yes! Was his quick reply. “What does it feel like John?” She feels tight on the inside yet spongy on the outside around her cunt lips. 

This emboldened John to spear her all the way. In one slow swing of his penis he entered gram all the way. Loving the feeling he stayed there and went for his first granny French kiss. Savoring the moment, John looked into her eyes and she looked back with passion and gratitude. John fucked her firmly, yet not too fast, drilling into her than staying. He seemed to like the feeling of having his cock inside my grandma all the way and pressing his abdomen against her lower abdomen. 

John could only hold out for another 15 minutes before he desperately begged “can I cum in you grandma Shmay?”  Yes, dear, yes cum in me was her soft and gentle reply. John slammed forcefully into my elderly grandma leaning all his weight onto her pelvis as he exploded in her ancient orifice.  John stayed there and affectionately kissed and tongued gram, thanking her for letting him stick his cock in her. As we readied to leave gram pointed to a stack of old family films in metal canisters. “These are yours, don’t show them to anybody else! Or you will be in big trouble with me!”

Me, Myself and I

A week or so went by. John called me down into our family den in the basement after Will and Angela were asleep. We sprawled out on the couch facing our theatre size TV. John had converted the family reels to DVD’s. My eyes lit up and something immediately stirred within my libido as the old film qued. What we were looking at both shocked and aroused us.

The camera quickly panned at my toddler face encased by long brown thick hair. I wore a mischievous grin with nothing else on; I must have been 6 or 7 years old. Sharing the edge of a bed with my grandfather. He was nude also, younger than I remember him. His long sinewy body aged and wrinkled, exuded a potent energy. My small toddler hand deftly massaged his thigh and reached for his nut-sac. At a young age, I knew what to do. I stared in excitement as the baby me groped for my grandpa’s cock on the screen. Too small to fit around his growing member, I pistoned my baby hand up and down his hairy tool.

The camera zoomed in just as I covered my innocent lips around his sac. Hearing an audible moan from grandpa turned the adult me on; I had to masturbate as I watched my early debauchery. Now with grandpa’s bulbous member in my hand I spread my toddler lips around his cock as he held my head in hands encouraging me with moans, sighs, and “you can do it baby girl”. I loved watching the toddler me service a grown man, my grandpa.

The film prematurely broke off there just as grandpa would lose his seed in my mouth. What flashed onto the screen really knocked me, and prompted so many questions within me. Again it showed me when I was six or seven years old. But this time, I was laying on my back as my daddy knelt between my legs licking my hairless and puffy slit. The camera showed close ups of my toddler pussy folds and how lovingly energetic my daddy chewed and sucked on them.

Daddy, flipped me over on top of him as he lay on his back. I looked like a small porcelain doll compared to his dark, hairy and much larger body. I yanked on his rock hard tool and guided it to my little girl hole. Slowly inserting his large bludgeoning tool into my puffy yet hairless little girl box. The camera showed daddy grimacing as I wedged my tight hole onto him. Zooming onto our genitals, John and I watched in awe as the video showed me bucking and riding my own daddy’s cock. His large penis would disappear into my small frame in one motion and then reappear slowly.

Little girl groans escaped my mouth as my youthful yet distorted face appeared on film. I heard my mom’s voice for the first time, she must have been recording this illegal scene “fuck her, fuck your baby girl good, cum in your own baby daughter!”  and “you like to fuck your 6 year old girl don’tcha? You love her tight hairless slit huh?” Dad replied by ramming up into me and Cumming hard into my little girl womb.

The next clip was very quick. Again, it showed me when I was six years old but this time I was on my knees in front of our old couch dressed in my Sunday best kissing my mom’s thighs as she hiked her dress up. She wore black pumps, flesh colored thigh highs and a green paisley silk panty. Her flaming orange hair tossed back, with her eyes closed she sighed and ran her fingers through my hair. Her blouse was partially undone, freeing one firm, milky white large tit for her own masturbating pleasure. 

The camera zoomed in on my work between her legs. I kissed up to her thighs as her pump covered feet danced in the air. Small ringlets of orange red pubic hair had fought their way to freedom from her panties. I caressed them with my tiny tongue. A little girl, loving her mom. My tiny hand awkwardly pulled her panties to the side. I watched John’s expression as he stared at his mother in laws exposed furry cunt. John was slowly stroking his exposed cock as I furiously fingered myself. On TV, my baby tongue tickled and teased my mom. Momma quickly forced my face firmly against her impatient pussy as I chewed and licked dutifully, imprisoned by her strong guiding hands against the back of my head.

Her moans became loud and frantic. My toddler faced grinned with knowledge and mommy pussy fluid on the TV. The camera showed my small girl hand penetrate mom’s orange furry bush. I reached up into my mom’s womb as her body swallowed most of my forearm. Mom’s directions were sweet and simple ‘Oh yes baby girl, fuck mommy with your baby girl fist” and I did slowly than quickly, soft than hard, my arm entered and exited my mom. “see this is right where you came from six years ago.  Now baby keep your arm in me”  Ohhhh! That’ s great! Now open your hand and wave to mommy…..ohhhhh yeah! Keep doing it! Her body tensed around my arm 
Quicker, harder, faster! Oh yess you are soo good to mommy!”

The film ended and I looked at John. “Well what do you think?’ I asked. John thought it was hot and so did I.  You looked like you really enjoyed yourself he added. So you were the same age as our daughter Angela? Yup. Did you like the scene with my mom? Yeah, she has a pretty cunt, and it was super hot watching you have lesbian sex with your own mom. It was even more hot watching you as a young kid please your own mom, dad and grandpa. Would you ever do our own children John asked?

