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It was four o’clock in the morning and I was sitting on the back lanai having a cup of coffee. It was an early start for me, but for some unknown reason I couldn’t sleep. I never pondered such things. The way I look at it, if I’m tired I’ll sleep and if I’m not I won’t. Besides, I like “ME time”. I don’t get many chances to just relax and think. Plus with the cool breeze lofting over my nude body it was just like heaven.

Looking out at the night sky I could see the misty glow over the horizon, but even though it’s to the east I knew it wasn’t the sun. It was Vegas and for a moment I longed for the good old days back when I was a young prostitute, but that was then and this is now. I’m retired now and actually love my life. I made a lot of money and actually never have to work again.
I sense a slight movement to my right and look down to see a rattle snake slither past. “Can’t sleep either?” I ask softly.

It acknowledged with a little flick of its tail, but I knew it wasn’t an angry rattle. I took it as him simply saying something like. “Just hungry thank you. Have a nice morning.” Then he just continued off into the darkness. He gave only a slight glance back at me and I waved as it wriggled away. It’s good to have neighbors like that because they keep the rats away. Rats are one thing I’m glad I left in Vegas where they belong.

One such rat was Ron. Ron helped run the ranch I worked at, but he didn’t own the place. I guess you could call him an assistant manager, the lowest on the totem too. He knew I had one rule and that was if I ever got pregnant I would immediately retire.

Because I’m a naturalist I believe in everything natural. “Let nature happen.” is my motto. I don’t believe in condoms or the pill and I sure don’t believe in abortion. Besides a man don’t want to wear a raincoat on a sunny day and if a man is paying as much as we charged he should get what he’s paying for.
In the back of my head I knew it was my time. I knew my math and in my line of work I kept close track of my cycles, but I had the day off and I had a few beers. I felt I could just relax and watch the news in my room when Ron knocked on my door and asked if he could come in.

Even though I was nude as I usually was even back then I let him come in. First off I’m a naturalist. Also I was a porn star and a hooker at the ranch so men see me nude all the time. Lastly and not least, Ron was gay and at the time a very close friend of mine.

“Anna?”

“Yeah?”

“Could you do me a favor?”

“Sure darling what is it?”

“Well, there’s this guy…” He paused.

“Oh no sweaty; It’s my day off remember?”

“Oh I know that, but he’s not for you.” He hesitated. “He’s for me, but…”

“Oh? You finally got yourself a boyfriend?”

“Well, at least a good fuck if….”

“If what?”

“See he’s eighteen and a virgin.”
“That’s nice Ron. I know you like twinks because they’re the only thing keeping you out of jail.” I knew Ron would rather be fucking a twelve year old boy, but he likes his freedom too much.

“You got that right.” He smiled.

“What’s this all got to do with me?” I asked.

“Well… As I said he’s a virgin and wants to do it with me, but he promised himself to fuck a girl at least once before he goes full gay.”

“Oh….. Oh?.... Ohhhh!”

“So, will you help me?” He pleaded.

I guess I should say that Ron wasn’t exactly a rat. In fact Ron was a real sweetheart. Ron’s only problem was that he was horny as hell because he was stuck working at a hooker ranch where there were nothing but women and men who only wanted women. He didn’t own a car because he didn’t have a driver’s license. So, the only time he ever got to go to town was when one of us girls was going shopping or something. Then he would quickly take care of his business and try to meet back up with whomever his ride was with. I have to hand it to him though; even if the girl was only going to be in town a couple hours he was usually never late to the designated meeting place. He never wanted to be a burden.
I thought about his request a moment and it really only took me a moment to decide to do it, but I wanted him to know that he shouldn’t make a habit of this practice. “Oh alright.” I said rolling my eyes. “But just this once.”

“Thanks Anna.” He smiled with glee. Then he paused and said. “Just one more thing.”

“Oh for goodness sakes Ron what?”

“He only wants to do it. He doesn’t want foreplay and he doesn’t want to kiss. He just wants to get in and get out.”
“Oh that’s no problem.” I smiled. “Since he’s only eighteen I could be done with this during commercials.”

“Well he wants to do it in the dark room.”

The dark room is exactly what the name implies. It’s a room that is used to not only develop film, but it also has a bed in it so a customer can fuck in total blackness. That way he can fantasize he’s with whomever his perverted mind wants and in this case I completely understood. The poor boy was gay and forcing himself to fuck a girl must be like a straight redneck forcing himself to be fucked by a big black man.
“Sure honey.” I brushed. “I don’t have a problem with that.” So I got up and walked down the hall to the darkroom.

The door to the dark room really is pretty cool. It’s a black revolving door so that a person can go in the room even when someone is developing film and no light can get in. It’s a revolving door like any other. It’s in the shape of an X with two sides closed off.

Inside the room the walls are painted black so I couldn’t see a thing, but I knew that the light switch was just to my right and I felt past the rounded section that covered the revolving door and then to the wall and found the switch. Even the short moment it took me to find the switch had adjusted my vision to the darkness, so when the light came on it actually hurt my eyes.

After regaining clear sight I walked over and past the developing table to the bed on the other side of the room. There I crawled in the bed with black satin sheets and kneeling on my haunches hit the other switch which was situated by the bed. The light went out and I waited less than a moment till I heard someone slip through the revolving door.

“Over here baby.” I whispered.

“Please don’t talk.” He whispered back with a frightened tone.

A moment later I felt the mattress sink were my feet were spread apart and in another moment I felt the mattress sink in alternate places around me. Amazingly enough, he was able to crawl between my legs and even hover over me in the perfect missionary position without even touching me at all. It was as if he could see right through the darkness like he had night vision glasses on. I had to know that he didn’t for some reason, so I reached up where I knew his head had to be and just softly placed my hand on the side of his face.

He shook his head indicating that he didn’t want me to touch his face or any other part of him and I responded by removing it. However in the second I felt his face I felt like I was Ron because his face was silky smooth and it was more than obvious that this boy had never shaven in his young life.

Then I felt him lower himself slowly and I felt his penis poking around. I almost giggled at how he was able to find his way to bed and find his way over my body in total darkness, but his dick was obviously blind as a bat. A couple more pokes and I took pity on him and reached down to guide him home. The smallness of his dick took me by surprise. It was more than obvious this boy wasn’t done developing and if he was I hope his future lover likes small dicks. I knew Ron was going to have a field day with it.

His dick was warm and hard as a rock. It was also so extremely soft to the touch and very delicate; just exactly what I expected a virgin boy’s dick should feel like. I smiled in the darkness because for once I was getting my fantasy fulfilled. My virginity was taken when I was only thirteen, but it wasn’t the way it should have happened. It should have been given away to my first boyfriend who also should have been a virgin, but my virginity was taken, stolen actually by my drunken father and just after he came in me mom walked in and accused me of being a whore who seduced her own drunken father.

Then she sent me to live with my dad’s brother Dale who pretended to protest having to take me in, but no sooner than I was in the door and even before my bags were unpacked he violently threw me on the bed and said as he inserted his dripping cock. “I’m going to make a fortune from you.”

That’s how I started in prostitution and that’s also how I started in nudism, because while I lived with Dale I was never allowed to wear clothing and I grew to like it. When I turned eighteen I guess I was too old for him, so I had to go. He knew someone who knew someone who lived in Vegas and so here I am.

When I felt the teen penis start to saw in and out of me with a regular rhythm, I pulled my hand out secure in knowing it wouldn’t fall out, but when I did the back of my feminine hand brushed against his hip and groin area and the skin I felt was so soft and smooth that it emphasized my fantasy of being with a boy virgin. Instantly I had an orgasm, but being the pro I was I fought the urge to moan and bit my lip in ecstasy.

As his dick got slicked in my juices, he was able to sink ever deeper in me and millimeter by millimeter he was soon fully embedded. Once again his small frame betrayed how young this boy really was. Maybe he was eighteen, but if so he had to be undernourished because he was so small and as he rested over me it was like he weighed nothing at all. God it was so hot that I felt another throw of orgasm hit only this time I let slip a soft sigh.

“God damn it,” He whispered in anger as he heaved trying to catch his breath. “I’m trying to concentrate here!”

I didn’t take that comment personally at all. I’m a professional after all, but that did throw me off a little as far as my fantasy was concerned. A virgin boyfriend wouldn’t have said anything like that. Well not a straight virgin boyfriend anyway. Still I figured I could do something for him and that’s when I decided to meet his thrusts with my own and man that was something special.

His dick couldn’t have been more than six inches long and I could have wrapped my fingers completely around it twice if I wanted to, but somehow it was perfect. It fit in me and hit just the right places at just the right times, not to hard and not to softly; just right. It was as if it were made specifically just for me. God if this kid wasn’t a fag I would offer my services for free and for life too!

Finally his dick grew extremely rigid and his thrusts became erratic and I knew he was about to blow and bow it did! No grown man could have ever ejaculated with the force I felt this boy blast in me. Even though his hips were locked in the downward thrust his dick pulsated inside me so violently that I swear it felt like he was forcefully thrusting his hips. It was amazing! Absolutely amazing!

Soon I felt his full weight rest over me and his head nestled between my double D’s. “Ok you can talk now.” He panted. “I’m sorry I had to do it this way, but…”

Somehow I sensed something was wrong. I mean I felt something was right… I wasn’t sure what I was feeling but I knew his voice from somewhere, but I didn’t. It was his accent maybe. One thing for sure his hair sure smelled familiar.
“Boy if my mom knew I was with a hooker…” He heaved and half laughed.

“Shit my mother would be surprised if I wasn’t a hooker.” I giggled.

Then his breathing stopped. I mean he froze like a statue. He stayed like that and I had that happen only once before, however thankfully we got the old fucker’s heard beating again when it did. 

“Barbara?”

He knew my real name?

“Barbara is that you?”

Oh fuck! I thought to myself. This can’t be happening! “Steven?” I threw him off me and lost in the darkness I fumbled for the light switch that I knew had to be around me somewhere. “Oh god no! Oh Fuck!”

Finally I found the switch and flicked it on. For a moment we were both rubbing our burning eyes, but as our sight focused I could see him trying to hide his nakedness almost throwing himself on the floor in the fetal position and sure enough it was. It was my own little brother!

“Steven! What the fuck are you doing here?”

“What am I doing here?” He steamed half way between embarrassment and anger. “What are you doing here?”

“Ron you mother fucker!” I screamed and jolted towards the door and for the first time in forever I felt naked. Not just nude, but naked. The door couldn’t swing open fast enough. When I got to the hallway there he stood and at first he was smiling expecting Steven to come out first, but when he saw me rushing towards him his smirk turned to fear and he almost made a break for it.

“You son of a bitch!” I snorted and landed one square on his slack jaw.

His head ricocheted back hitting the wall behind him, but he stayed standing. “What?” he asked while rubbing his jaw.

“That’s my little brother!”

“I didn’t know that! How could I?”

“You sick fucker he’s only fifteen!”

“Really?” Even though he was obviously oblivious to Steven’s real age, the delight of finding out the boy was not only my little brother, but only fifteen became apparent. I almost expected him to say “Alright… giggity giggity.”

I started to take one more sip of my now tepid coffee and as I watched the sun slowly rise I heard something and turned my head. There rushing past the sliding door was my fourteen year old daughter and she was holding her mouth tight in her palm. That’s never a good sign.

“Anna?” I huffed and went in to the bathroom to find her nude and down on her knees hugging the toilet.

I went to the sink and retrieved a rag. I drenched it in cold water and wrung it out. Then I bent beside her and placed if over her forehead letting her rest her sweaty head in my hand.

Again there was a movement behind me that caught my attention. I turned to find her equally nude twin brother Ronny sanding in the doorway wiping sleep from his beautiful blue eyes. God he looks so much like his father. “What’s wrong?”

“I don’t know baby.” I answered glancing over his small hairless frame taking note that his small pubic nest was getting a bit thicker. “But I’m pretty sure this is morning sickness.”

His eyes widened, but he didn’t have a chance to respond before both Steven and Ron came up from behind him and asked. “What’s going on?”
Both of them of course were nude and it was blatantly clear that Steven had a bit of Ron’s jiz dripping down the corner of his mouth.
“Morning sickness.” Ronny heaved rolling his eyes.

“Again?” Both of them jolted. Then Steven slapped the back of little Ronny’s head.

“Hey!” Ronny snapped in mock protest. “Don’t blame me! Mom’s the one who won’t allow condoms in this house.”
