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Timmy McGuire

     Some say the Irish are the horniest people on earth, and when they’re Catholic, they had sex to have big families, and the pope is in ecstasy.  Maybe that is why Mom McGuire couldn’t help herself whenever she breast-fed her son Timmy.  He was a gorgeous boy, the first, and breast-feeding him was supposed to assure her and her husband of a healthy child.   She would get up at all hours to feed the baby.  And because she slept in the nude, feeding time was a time of pleasure for the beautiful Irish woman.   

     It didn’t happen at first, it was putting her nipple in his mouth, let him suck for fifteen or twenty minutes, then burp him and lay him back in his crib.  But Momma loved to read romantic novels; some called them bodice-rippers, because all the women had large breasts like Momma McGuire.  Timmy was about 18-months-old when Momma was reading and feeding, unaware of his foot sweeping across her naked belly.  Almost instinctively she uncrossed her legs and let the tiny foot, and especially his big toe to rest on her clitoris.  She had not gotten a lot of sex since the children came, and it wasn’t because she didn’t have the urges.  When she did have quiet times, she would lie down on her bed, pull up her skirt and masturbate through her panty.  It was her most pleasurable moment, and she felt it never came often enough.  

     But something happened that allowed her to really enjoy feeding her infant.  Without realizing it, the boy was wiggling his toes, stroking his Momma’s vagina as he suckled and stimulated her nipples with his mouth.  Every night, and sometimes during those quiet times, she was enthralled to squeeze her breast to get her sweet milk to begin squirting out onto Timmy’s pouting lips.  After months of enjoying Timmy’s occasional toe messages, Momma first began using his big toe as a dildo.  She would grasp the toe and rub it against her clit and in no time, she was putting his little foot into her wet pussy and would have delicious orgasms.  That lasted several more months, but because her finger was better, coupled with the stimulation of her son aggressively sucking on her sensitive tit, her libido came alive.  She’d pull on the nipple Timmy wasn’t sucking to make her even hornier.  On every feeding, Momma masturbated herself a half-dozen times before the boy rattled his burps.

     Timmy was four and still feeding on his mother tits.  He’d come in from play and just say, “Suck, suck,” the words he had learned as an infant.  Because he was older, he would sit on one leg of his mother so he could play with her pussy while he sucked.  She was never sure what he was doing down there except that it felt delicious.  None of he previous sexual experiences ever presented those exciting feelings.  Later she realized that he was following his fingers inside of her with his entire fist.  It felt so good to Momma McGuire.  Then he’d pull out his hand and rub it on his face.  Sometimes she’d ask him to share, to place his hand with the silky fluid on her own face which she would lick, tickling the lad’s palm.  “Make Mom feel good, Timmy,” was the request that got the boy to concentrate on her swollen clit. 

     He was still four when Mom let the boy slide down between her legs.  His hardon was hardly the size of a cigarette butt, but she held it against her pussy and let it find its way into her crevice.  It was easy enough to hold his waist and shift his hips back and forth, in and out.  She knew it felt good to the youngster because it felt sooo good to her.  Timmy’s body was now long enough so he could and suck his Mom’s tit while he penetrated her vagina with his hard penis.  He would stiffen and moan, but nothing came out of his miniature cock.  But after each time he felt the ecstasy, she’d lift him up so she could clean him up by licking his cock.  That was the daily routine with Momma and Timmy for the next year.        

     As Timmy grew up, maybe he was five, when he took the little red-haired neighbor girl, Jean, up to his bedroom.  Her mother and Momma were downstairs talking.  Timmy told the youngster that they should play doctor.  The lad was the physician and he asked the tiny girl to pull down her panties so he could examine her.  She seemed ready to do anything for him.  He studied the split flesh of her inch-long vagina and touched it, flicking its lips back and forth.  Her smooth white hynny also received his careful attention.   Then he pulled down his pants and let his penis fall into Jean’s face.  As you looked at it, she took hold of it, and the little cock began to grow in size.  At that age, Timmy had a beautiful four inches, with its head ready to be touched.  At first Jean was hesitant to lay her hand on it, but finally poked her finger on its head, which made it jump in response.  It must have felt good to her because the girl stayed in her hunched position and kept smiling at her friend as he poked his fingers into her hole.  Then Timmy had had enough.  He smelled his fingers and liked the sour odor of her little pussy, something he would never get enough of in his life. 

     As he grew older, Timmy learned his penis would grow harder and longer whenever he thought of “bad” things.  Timmy had watched the other boys do mock masturbation gestures with their hands, then laugh.  It was one November night when he decided to rub his hardened penis to see what the boys were talking and laughing about.  After a few strokes, the sensation grew until it seemed that he would explode, and explode he did.  A ropelet of white juice shot out of his cock onto the bed and his legs shook and shuttered.  It was his first ejaculation and one he repeated up to five times every day.  

     When he was ten, he wondered what it would be like to kiss a girl or a woman.  The only time he kissed a woman was when his mother came upstairs to tuck him in and kiss him goodnight.  Then he felt his cock grow every time he thought of the kiss.  He learned to take hold of his penis with a palm of Vaseline when he knew Momma was about to visit his room.  The light was always on and she would look at her young son as he lay so still.  But Timmy had a secret.  He had ejaculated and found out how wonderful it felt and how easy it was to stroke his cock and enjoy that fantastic orgasm.  So each night Momma would come up the steps, Timmy would start stroking.  He would just squeeze his cock head, like kneading a piece of soft dough, and just as his mother kissed his lips, he would give it the final stroke and the white hot cum would shoot out of his cock, into his hands and onto the bed sheets.

     It wasn’t long before Mom discovered the dried stiffened semen on the sheets.  She could almost count the dozen blotches of dried cum that showed up every washday.   She started watching the covers to see if they moved as Timmy pleasured himself.  It was rather erotic for her to know her son found her attractive enough to masturbate every night in her presence.  

     It was too much for the horny mother. The next night as she kissed her maturing son, she slid her hand under the covers and finished the stroke herself.  The warm cum flowed over her hand as Timmy started to whimper.  “There, there, Timmy.  Don’t cry.  I won’t do that any more.  Are you all right?”

     “I’m OK, Mommy.  That felt so good, I just felt like crying.”

     “Now go to sleep sweetheart.”  The kiss and masturbation ritual ended that night.  

     But Timmy was also turning his attention to the laundry hamper where he discovered the panties that his dear mother wore.  Most were pure white cotton with a yellow stained crotch, permanently soiled by her juices.  He put a pair to his nose and smelled the same exciting odor that he remembered from his four-year-old girlfriend with whom he played doctor.  Kissing his Mom was OK, and her masturbating him was over the top, but smelling her pussy brought him an instant erection.  He would always jerk off into his hand and never on the crotch of her panties.  After all, she might see the dried cum and it might be all over.

     When he was twelve, Timmy was again invited to take a vacation to Cape Cod with his aunt Eleanor.  She was about forty.  She had visited him for vacations before, but this was different.  The summer was hot and humid and with no air conditioning, she walked around the house in her bra and panties, and Timmy walked around in his underwear.  She must have noticed the bulge in his BVDs as he watched her beautiful body prance by.  He had seen nude women’s photographs in Playboy magazine, but he could only imagine what his aunt would look like nude. 

     He had been sharing her bed with her and one night, his mother’s sister began sucking on his cock.  The sound, the feeling, awakened him.  He was hardly awake when he had the most wonderful wet feeling.  Then God! the sensation of cumming in her mouth!  She would stop sucking only after draining all the semen from Timmy’s young cock.  It became almost painful, but the rest of the night made up for it.  Then she French kissed him and he could taste his own cum.  That night with a lot more French kissing, she showed Timmy her pussy and told him to kiss and lick it, and where to put his tongue.  He said he couldn’t remember if it was that night or the next day when she asked him to fuck her.  She actually used that word.  Fuck.  That got him hard so quickly and after wetting her cunt with my tongue, she groaned that she wanted it now!  So Timmy crawled between her legs and felt her hand guiding his cock into her warm wet flesh as he sucked her tits.  Oh it felt so good to the pre-teen.  He was really fucking his lovely, cute blonde aunt and the thought of their incest would always remain tops in his libido.  The two lived nearby each other in east New Haven and they fucked every chance they got until Timmy went away to college.  She taught him everything he had to know about sex, especially how to eat a woman’s pussy.  But he had fallen in love with her, and masturbated with her in his thoughts, but the sex slowly came to an end.       

     Every time he visited one of his boy friends, he would excuse himself and go to the bathroom.  As often as not, there would be a hamper full of another mother’s panties.   And if he were really lucky, he’d discover some small panties of a sister or sisters.  One smell and lick was enough to get him hard.  He seldom jerked off with the soiled panties because his buddy would wonder what was taking so long.  Once he asked Howard if he ever jerked off, and his friend said most every day, sometimes two or three times a day, so the two boys would find a private quiet place to jerk their penises until they would cum.  Most often they would sit on a flat board among the rafters of the garage.  They would take turns sucking each other’s cocks, then jerk off and watch their cum spatter on the concrete floor below.  Before one of their sessions, Tim asked Howard if he would bring one of his sister Esther’s panties to smell while he jerked off.  Howard obliged and watched his buddy suck, lick and smell the dried cunt fluid from his sister’s panty crotch.

     A whole new life was opening up for Timmy and his friends.  And life was spelled 

s-e-x.  At fifteen, Timmy was invited to visit Gary Krastel.  He lived up the street and was three years older than Tim.  After entering the Krastel’s living room and greeting Gary’s parents, his young friend said let’s go upstairs to my room.  Tim was standing looking at a model car on his friend’s dresser when he felt Gary reach both hands around his hips obviously searching for the rubbery tube hidden in his trousers.  Tim seemingly confused, turned around and gave his friend a better view of the growing bulge.  Gary was quite eager to pull down the zipper and continue his quest.  By now Tim’s hard was fully hard, close to six inches, and Gary looked longingly at its pinkish beauty.  He returned to his bed, sat down and unzipped his own trousers and let out a huge monster of a cock.  The member was close to nine inches long, thick and full of blue-veins with a red knob of a cockhead.  “Here, Tim, put this in your mouth.  Tim knew how to suck a cock.  He and Howard had become old hands at it, but this cock was bigger than anything he had ever seen.  Must be as big as a grown man, he thought.  Then he knelt in front of Gary and took the hardened flesh in both hands, and then into his mouth.  It was quite a chore to get his lips around it.  He was aware of the musky odor as he lifted out his friend’s balls and got a look at his entire sexual apparatus.  Gary watched a while then lay back to enjoy the sensational act his friend was providing.

     Tim was stroking his own cock at the same time he was sucking his friend.  He was trying to figure out what was to be done next.  He had never taken another boy’s cum in his mouth—not intentionally, anyhow—but he thought he might like to catch Gary’s forbidden juices and try to swallow it.  He kept, and there were signs he was ready to cum. But Tim kept his mouth busy.  He licked up and down the huge shaft and sucked the testicles of the 18-year-old, one at a time.  In just a few minutes the fully loaded bag was ready to squirt its volume into Tim’s mouth.  Out it shot in a fury!  It splashed on the boy’s face and in his hair before he was able to cap the spout with his lips.  You could tell he enjoyed his valuable treat as he swirled it around in his mouth before all of it slid down his throat.  Sadly, it was the last homosexual encounter Tim had in his life.  From that date on, he was a confirmed heterosexual linking with hundreds of females from preteen to the elderly.  Timmy McGuire was a much sought-after lover in his New Haven community.                                          #  #  #  #  #

