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	WARNING: THIS BOOK CONTAINS SEXUALLY EXPLICIT THEMES

	Copyright, 2016 Dinkleberry. All rights reserved. This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, loving or dead, business, companies, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. No portion of this story is to be copied, reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, scanning or otherwise without the expressed written permission of the author.
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Chapter One

	Here lies the daughter, here lies the father,

	here lies the sister, here lies the brother,

	here lie husband and wife,

	and yet there are only two bodies in the grave.

	–Sixteenth Century French poem

	Winter, 2017

	“I love when a plan comes together.”

	A slice of the blazing sun burned through the lazy afternoon clouds and cut through the curtains to land on the bed. The room brightened.

	“What plan is that?” the little pixie who lay next to me on our bed wondered. Her head rested on my chest and her luxurious soft blonde hair seemed to flow almost everywhere.

	“This one,” I laughed. With my arm already hooked underneath her head and neck, it took only a simple yet quick motion to roll slightly to my left. Seizing her hip with my right hand, with ease, I lifted and rolled her pintsized five-foot-two frame atop of me. Within a second, my little elfin girl went from peacefully resting next to me to being above me, straddling me.

	“Oh, you think just because you…” she started to say. I cut off her protest. Lifting my head off the pillows, I pressed my lips to hers. She may have tried to resist but, Resistance is futile. I knew where her on/off switches were. My right hand ran up into her glorious mane and fingered through her hair to scratch the back of her head. Her resistance weakened and then, she surrendered. She wantingly returned my kiss. While my right hand held her to me, my left hand glided down her back; my fore and middle finger ran over her the nubs of her lower spine. She softly sighed, “Oooohhaaaa.”

	“Mmm,” she purred. It was she who now kissed me spiritedly. My right hand continued to stroke the back of her head; my other hand reached the base of her spine and rode over the delectable swell of her butt. While my love doll may be petite, even tiny, she has the curves that belong to a real woman unlike those stick figure twigs Hollywood and Madison Avenue tries to sell us as beautiful.

	“Mmmmm,” she purred. Her tongue licked my lips hungrily while my hand ran over the full magnificent curvature of her buttocks. On the down stroke of the bottom sweep of her enchanting ass-cheeks, my hand clutched her wonderful ass; her tongue in my mouth lustfully sought mine. I kept the lusty pixie tight to me as her body glided an’ slided atop of mine. I was hard and ready for action. She proved she was getting fired up herself by dry-humping my cock. To feel this fairy queen once again grinding on my cock was as delicious as always. With a sexy giggle, she ended our kiss. She wondered, “How is it you do this to me?”

	“Do what?” I asked innocent and enjoyed the sight of her pretty face. My lovely muffin had the rounded square face a tiny sprite should, while having surprisingly full-sized features. Years ago, I learned to properly draw a face you begin with the nose and work outwards so none of the features become squeezed. Her facial features followed this form. Beginning at her nose, it was straight and full, centering her features. From there rode her rosy full, fleshy cheeks which gave her a youthful sexy chipmunk effect. Her mouth showed the creases of someone who loved to smile and been for many years; her upper lip was somewhat thin, especially when compared to her pouty lower lip. When she smiles and laughs, which is often nowadays, her upper row of small, even, polished teeth show.

	“Get me going so easily,” she accused in an amused voice of wonder. Of course, this wasn’t the first time she asked this question. Instead of answering, I enjoyed looking into her eyes. With her full cheeks and the marvelous softness of her brow, my doll appeared to have deep-set almond shaped eyes. On her driver’s license, her eye-color lists the nondescript term Hazel. This was because depending on the lighting and angle one took them in, her eyes appeared anywhere from light green to dark, from multiple shades of grey to even a soft brown. Today, with her over me and the sun behind us casting her in shadow her eyes were a mysterious dark grey.

	“You know you got the butterflies going,” she softly laughed. Her laughter is music to hear. Magic to experience, her laughter is wholly feminine: delightful flirtatious and seductive. I knew what she meant by “the butterflies.” It was the trembling feeling of sexual anticipation some women experience. When she tells me this, I always wonder if it’s a warning or encouragement; or both. Once I got her engine running and she felt frisky, was she warning me or threatening me to Finish What You Started

	“Hello, Good Looking,” I told her. With another of her charmingly coy yet seductively sly giggles, she kissed me. As we kissed, her ass danced beneath my hand and she danced upon my stiff cock. Our tongues ran alongside each other’s, wrestling upon the other’s. I reached out and bit her lower lip. Pulling on her lip, her hips bucked hard on mine and suddenly Thumper sprang free. Freed from his hole, my cock popped out from my boxers.

	“Is someone is glad to see me?” she giggled, full of mischief. With her straddling me, my cock slapped against her bared ass-cheeks. While I sleep in only boxers or pajama bottoms, my other half will usually only sleep in a bra, to hold her ample goodies in place, and one of my T-shirts. On her, one of my XL-sized shirts the shoulders hung halfway down her arms and the waist reached her knees. I worked at pulling her T-shirt up while she persisted to tease me by continuing her dance on my cock. Thumper snuggled in between her warm butt-cheeks and she hot-dogged me, bouncing her yummy ass up an’ down. She jokingly reproached, “You really are determined to make this happen, huh?”

	“How do you do this to me?” she naughtily giggled as she sat upright on me. I loved seeing her sexy, thick legs straddle my hips. I loved seeing her full well-formed hips. But, when she sat up and lifted her hips, her shirt slid down to hide what she was doing—reaching between us to grab Thumper. Still, to feel her hand on my cock was electric. The hairs on my arms stood erect when she held my hard cock.

	“God, I love this guy,” she said with her right hand hidden beneath the hem of her shirt. Nevertheless, I felt her loving hand. She tenderly rubbed my cockhead along her pussy. I felt how hot her pussy was. I could feel how wet and slick her pussylips were already. I knew she was as eager as I was.

	“Thumper wants to go back home, huh? Does Thumper wanna go back into the hole he came from?” she teased. I knew how this game was played. We played this game many times before. In fact, it’s our favorite game.

	“Does Bambi want a Thumping? Bambi wants to get Thumped, doesn’t she? Yes she does.” I joked back.

	“Thump me Bambi,” I ordered, and she did. She slowly, lovingly let Thumper into his favorite rabbit hole. My cock split her pussylips and penetrated her as she sank down on me. I reached under her shirt and grabbed two handfuls of her majestic ass. Bambi thumped down on me.

	“God, I love how good you feel inside of me,” she purred. She leaned forward and kissed me fiercely. Our tongues wrestled against each other’s, our lips mashed against each other’s. Bambi rode me, riding my cock like a jockey leaning forward atop a thoroughbred urging him on.

	“Oh god baby, you feel so good in me,” she told her stud. Her body rode forward an’ back. Her head hovered over us. Her blonde hair hung over us to give us an ultra-private sanctuary.

	“Oh god, that’s it, that’s it Bambi. Oh yes,” I praised. My tiny jockey reached up and grabbed the sides of my head. Lunging forward an’ back, she rode my cock. A champion, she rode her stallion.

	“Oh god babe, I love you so much. I love you Thumper,” she pledged as she rode me. She slammed her lips to mine. I squeezed her ass-cheeks tight and pulled her open. She drove back harder, burying more of my cock into her sweet pussy.

	“Yes, yes, yes. Oh god, yeah, yeah, yeah,” she encouraged. Pressing her forehead tight to mine, we stared into each other’s eyes as she guided her warhorse down the backstretch. An expert jockey and her prized stallion, our motions were in synch. We were gliding forward an’ back in unison. My lovely filly rode her stud with passion. At the bottom of her down stroke, I’d lift my hips giving as much of Thumper as she could take.

	“Oh god, oh, oh god,” she grunted. I could feel her hot breath bath me. Her hot pussy rode up an’ down my cockmast. As one, we fucked; the bed thumping beneath us. 

	“Mmm, mmm, mmm,” she purred. Trapped in our fortress of her blonde hair, our faces were sweating. Sweat dripped off her nose onto mine. Our foreheads, pressed together, were nearly suctioned in place from our sweat.

	“Oh god Brett, I love you so much,” she pledged and proved it by thrusting back hard upon my cock. She was definitely thumping my Thumper.

	“I love you, Bambi,” I told her and she kissed me hard. Two more thrusts and she paused. We were breathless from our hard fucking. She sat up breathing hard, my cock still gratifyingly snuggled in her pussy. I urged her, “Take off your shirt.”

	She looked at me with a knowing look. She knew what her stud wanted.

	With a wink, she pulled her shirt up. Clearing her head, she shook her mane of blonde hair free. Although sweaty some flew here, there and everywhere but most settled into her simple hairstyle of an imperfect part in the middle to hang down and framed her glowing face.

	“You are so beautiful,” I told her and it was true; not just because she sat my cock and had started shifting, just gently gliding on Thumper. Without her shirt on, I could wholly enjoy how well shaped her thighs were as their arc showed their fullness while she straddled my hips. I enjoyed the softness of her slight belly. No, it wasn’t flat or firm but then nothing on her was. Instead, her middle reflected what a delicious morsel this 50-year-old cougar truly was.

	“Shut up,” she joyously laughed but I knew she enjoyed the compliment. She knew I truly felt this way about her. It had taken a while but she knew I loved her body with her soft curves; her full thick legs; her lovely butt and its breadth. I loved the sight of her tits, which were currently encased in her bedtime bra. On her petite frame, her 34D-cup boobs seem quite large and are slightly more than a handful. I’ve heard people claim, ‘More than a handful is a waste.’

	“Hogwash!” I say to them.

	Nothing is more captivating than playing with Bambi’s tits and failing to hold all of them, watching as the excess overflows my hands or slips through my outstretched fingers. To see her try and hold them with her tiny hands is even more erotic. I’ve lain on our bed and jerked off as she played with them before me. When she attempts a hand bra and can barely cover her nipples, it is so sexy. Many times when I help with her weekly breast exam, it has ended with me rubbing lotion all over them covering them completely as she lies on our bed. She begs me to slip my cock between them. She claims it makes her feel sexy by how excited I get and I love my Bambi to be happy. I slip my cock between her mighty jugs and fuck them like they deserve to be. At the top, she licks the tip of my cock. She finishes by taking me in her mouth and urgently drinking all of my love.

	“Yes. God, you feel so good,” Bambi cheered as she bounced up an’ down on my cock. She was wearing a full-coverage bra that was black with thin white pinstripes that curved around the massive, single-panel molded cups. Her bra’s curving arc made her boobs seem even bigger, even more desirable. She was even sexier.

	“Oh babe, that’s it, that’s it,” she called out when I grabbed her delectable hips. We both lifted her up and then let her slide back down on my cock and what a beautiful sight it was to enjoy. Her upper chest glistened with sweat. The fact her bra was made more for function over sexiness seemed to make it only more sexy. The cups engulfed her breasts holding them snug, lifting them up an’ in to produce a Grand Canyon of cleavage.

	“God babe. Oh, oh, oh god Brett,” she called out and shook her head to clear it of sweat. Her whole body possessed a silken sheen of sweat and she seemed to glow with heightened sexuality.

	“Yes, yes, yes, that’s it, that’s it, that’s it” she urged as I lifted my hips to meet hers. I loved being able to watch my cock disappear into her pussy. Her lower triangle is so damn sexy. From her succulent hips; from her thick, full thighs; from her soft, tempting tummy everything swooped in towards her Valley of the Gods. Her body seemed to perfectly converge in upon her pretty pussy. Above, she had a soft trimmed thatch of pussy hair that perfectly matched the drapes. From there, her pussy is bare and proudly on display.

	“Oh god, oh god, oh god,” she cried loudly and her pace increased. From experience, I knew she was close to cumming. Since I been holding back for so long, from almost the beginning, I was, in a way, glad. I was fucking ready to cum.

	“Let me see you touch yourself. Come on Bambi let me watch,” I urged. It didn’t take much prodding. She reached down and began to diddle her clit.

	“Yes, yes, yes, yes,” she loudly moaned. Then I felt her pussy tighten, her body straightened.

	“YESSSSSSSSSSSS!!!” she shouted. Boldly, she was cumming. Upon her achieving orgasm, with practice and experience, it was time for me to join her. Holding her hips tight, I arched my back, thrust my hips up; I buried Thumper into her and fired my load.

	“Urgh,” she moaned as my first load of hot cum shot into her pussy.

	“Urgh,” she groaned as my second cum-blast shot into her womb.

	“Oh yes,” she cried as my third load fired into her center.

	“Ohrrrggghhhh gawd,” she growled as my lava flow of cum filled her pussy. Completed, I was cumming in her. Finished cumming, I dropped my hips back upon the bed exhausted. She remained in her lifted position so that only the crown of Thumper was in her. I watched with amused pleasure as my cum oozed out of her pussy to leak down my shaft.

	“How do you do that to me?” she again accused, meaning how do I make her so sexually responsive? She had dismounted Thumper and was once more curled up against me. I didn’t answer. I didn’t need to. We knew it was our Genetic Sexual Attraction. When she started to laugh, I joined in with her. She lifted her head and we exchanged a series of sugar kisses, those quick sweet kisses.

	“Do you know what would be fun?” she offered, looking at me with an earnest want.

	“No. What?” I wondered, curious to what her thoughts were. I learned Bambi was capable of suggesting anything from visiting a rose garden this afternoon to wanting anal while taking a shower.

	“It’s been five years. I think it’s time you tell me the story of how you truly seduced me,” she simply stated. Yet from her tone, I knew this wasn’t one of those things I could duck out of.

	“It’s kind of a long story,” I answered unsuredly.

	“That’s okay. You can take your time and write it out. You’re a great writer. Just make sure it’s completely honest and then it’ll be our own Fifty Shades of Grey. Except it’ll be a lot more risqué and taboo…

	“…It’ll be the story of how you seduced your mother and made her your wife.”

	With that, Bambi bopped off our bed and headed off towards the bathroom. I watched her walk away, and enjoyed seeing her caboose sway. I knew from the way she sashayed that she enjoyed her son enjoying his mom’s lush nude physique. The bathroom door closed and the water to the shower started running, I was alone in our bedroom left to ponder things. It seemed that Bambi’s, my mother’s, request wasn’t just some spur of the moment idea.

	So, how did I seduce my mother and make her my wife?

	 

Chapter Two

Spring 2012

“How do you make God laugh?” I asked my coworker
while we donned our blue vests preparing for another tortious
session at Wally World, also known as working at the Wal-Mart on
South Kirkman Avenue in Orlando, Florida.

“How?” my coworker, a long time Wal-Mart
employee asked with as much enthusiasm as a long time Wal-Mart
employee can muster, meaning none.

“Tell him your plans,” I said and we both
laughed darkly. I loaded a pallet-jack with a pallet of some
bullshit and headed out onto the floor to go stock the depleted
grocery shelves. And that’s why I haven’t told
him or anyone else my current plan, I thought. I been
developing, cultivating and refining my plan for almost a year and
seemed it might finally be coming to fruition. I waited a long
time. It was my turn and I didn’t want anyone or anything screwing
it up.

As I hauled my supply of stock, I was glad to
see with it being late Saturday night the store was mostly
deserted. The Vikings, marauders, and savages already pillaged and
plundered the place while the sun was up. It was my job to prepare
Wally World to be ransacked again on Sunday. Although the back of
my vest boldly screamed, “How may I help you?” I prayed to God that
I survive the next five hours successful. Success meant avoiding
human interaction. I’m sorry to say this but the only thing worse
than working at Wally World was dealing with its customers. I’m
usually not this miserable; it’s just that this place sucked the
life out of you—literally. Honestly, Wal-Mart sucks the vitality
out of their young employees and then injects it into the
old-timers who greet you at the door. At least in Florida, where
else do you see happy old people?

Okay, I may be exaggerating but not by much. The
real truth was, this was not how I envisioned my life, but in 2012
the economy sucked. No wait, the economy absolutely fucking sucked.
A year ago, I enthusiastically, eagerly graduated from FSU, Florida
State University, with a Bachelor’s degree in Business Management
Information Systems. Everyone from counselors to online articles
claimed this was one of the hottest degrees and most sought after
by businesses. The thing they didn’t tell you was there were at
least 15 people with a Bachelor’s degree in Business Management
Information Systems vying for every one job.

While I stocked cans of beans onto the decimated
shelves I rued the fact that I was either over-qualified or
under-employed. After graduation I sorta moved back home. I say it
like this because while away at college my parents divorced. Mom
sold our old house in Winter Park, a suburb northeast of Orlando,
and bought a two-bedroom townhouse-style condo in the Metro West
section. Metro West is near Universal Studios Theme Park;
Internation [...]
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