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 It was Tuesday. I
was out in Grandmama Josie’s backyard chopping wood. She had bought
a yard of firewood and asked me if I would come down and chop it
for her. Tomorrow was Thanksgiving and she’d asked me to come down
a day early. The rest of the family would be coming down tomorrow
afternoon. I didn’t mind at all. I was home on leave for
Thanksgiving. Why wouldn’t I? Grandmama was the best cook I knew.
It seemed like she was always in the kitchen with flour up to her
chubby elbows with a pie, a cake, a loaf of bread, or something
baking in the oven. Even now, all the way out in the backyard, I
could smell the aroma of baking bread and it was making my mouth
water knowing that as soon as I was finished chopping wood, I would
probably get a nice big slice with a big gob of melting butter on
it.

Grandpapa Amos had passed away a year ago and
it would be our first thanksgiving without him. Grandmama still
lived in the same three bedroom ranch style house she and Grandpapa
had lived in as far back as I could remember. Grandmama was in her
fifties and still full of vim and vigor. She kept her house neat as
a pin. Now I suppose Grandmama Josie was the prototypical
grandmother you would picture when you thought of a grandmother.
She was around five foot four or five and I guessed she would tip
the scales at around one thirty or forty. Like I said, she seemed
to spend most of her time in the kitchen baking or cooking and had
put on a few extra pounds. Well, she had to sample her wares before
she served them, didn’t she? But I wouldn't call her fat. More like
pleasingly plump. She always wore her snowy white hair in a bun
perched atop her head held in check by two salmon-pink tipped pins.
I guess to keep flour out of it as she always seemed to be up to
her elbows in the stuff. Her rosy cheeks almost seemed to glow. She
always had a pair of round granny glasses balanced on her little
turned-up nose. The color of her full ripe Cupid’s bow lips seemed
to match the color of the salmon-pink dress she wore all the time,
it seemed. Just like the little three-inch salmon-pink heels she
wore. I didn’t know if she even owned anything of any other color.
And all of her dresses were the same length and ended decorously
just above her chubby ankles and were topped with a frilly white
puritan collar. And around her plump waist there was the
ever-present white, lace-trimmed apron. But there was one thing
that always made me wonder. I couldn’t figure out how she could
keep the buttons on the front of her dress from popping under the
strain of holding her rather prominent bosom in check. I always
figured that each of the cups on her brassiere could easily hold at
least a gallon of water. They were that big.

I was hurrying to get done before the
predicted storm hit. It was supposed to start snowing this
afternoon and put down two or three inches before it was over.
Looking at my watch, I saw that it was two o’clock and right on cue
the first few snowflakes were starting to float down from the
slate-gray skies above. Slamming the last log into the splitter, I
kicked it into gear and listened to the ker-chunk, clatter, clatter
as the logs fell onto the ground. Picking them up, I stacked them
with all the others I had chopped. The wind had just picked up as I
pulled my jacket up around my neck to keep it out while I tugged
the splitter back to the garage where grandmama kept it when it
wasn’t in use.

Wiping off my shoes on the floor mat by the
back door, I stepped into the mud room and hung my jacket up. The
aromas emanating from the kitchen were making me drool as I opened
the door and stepped into the house.

“Oh, there you are,” I heard Grandmama laugh
as she stood at the kitchen sink washing dishes. “I was just about
to come out and see how you were doing.”

“Just finished,” I told her, walking over to
where she stood. “Something sure smells good.”

“Bread’s just about to come out of the oven.
Have a seat and I’ll cut you a piece as soon as it comes out.”

Dragging a chair out from under the kitchen
table, I plopped down in it. As I did I watched Grandmama wipe her
hands on her apron and clop over to the refrigerator.

“You’re not too old for a big glass of cow
juice to go with your bread are you, Jimmy?” she chuckled, pulling
the refrigerator door open.

“No, Ma’am,” I politely answered her as she
pulled out the carton of milk.

“It’s supposed to snow this afternoon,” she
offhandedly remarked as she poured the milk, “so when you’re done
with your bread could you be a darling and bring in some wood for
the fireplace?”

“Sure thing, but it’s already starting to
snow. Want me to do it now?”

“It can wait until you’re done with your
bread. You need your energy,” she smiled, setting the glass of milk
down on the table and sliding it over in front of me. “I’m so glad
you could come up a day early. It gets lonely in this big old house
all alone.”

“My pleasure, Grandmama,” I grinned. Picking
up the glass, I took a big glug of it while grandmama went clopping
back over to the stove. Just about then, I heard the buzzer go
off.

“Perfect timing,” she chuckled, reaching for
a pot holder.

Watching her bend down and open the oven, my
eyes lit on her bosom and I bizarrely found myself wondering what
her breasts would look like. I can’t say that it was the first time
I’d ever wondered that. I mean, they were show stoppers. And there
they were, sticking out right in front of me. They were big.
Really, really big. Dolly Parton sized. But what was even odder,
for me, I was just curious about how they would look. It wasn’t in
a sexual way at all. Or at least that was what I told myself. No,
in a sexual way. They were just so big, I simply wondered what they
would look like under her salmon-pink dress. But wondering this, it
nonsensically brought on a list of other uncomfortable,
embarrassing questions. What did her brassiere look like? What kind
of panties was she wearing? What would her pussy look like? All
these questions made me feel a little queasy as I had never even
considered them before. She was my grandmother after all…

Well, it had been two months since I’d had
any…any pussy that is. And abstinence can make a guy think some
mighty weird stuff.

“So how do you like the Army?” grandmama
asked me as she set the loaf pan on the counter.

“It’s the Air Force, Grandmama, and I like it
fine,” I chuckled. People, especially older folks were doing that
all the time. I guess maybe because there was only the Army, Navy,
and Marines when they were growing up.

“Air Force? Do you fly one of them fancy new
planes they always showing on the TV?”

“No, Grandmama, I’m a mechanic. I just work
on the airplanes. I don’t fly them.” that was another mistake
people always made. They just assumed that since you were in the
Air Force, you flew airplanes.

“Well, that sounds kind of important, too,”
she smiled politely.

“Yeah, I guess.”

“Just butter…or can I get you something else?
Jam? Jelly?” she asked me as she whacked off a big slice of bread
into a saucer.

“Butter’s fine. Going to save some room for
supper,” I proposed.

Grandmama just smiled as she slid the bread
in front of me along with a stick of butter on another saucer. Then
I saw her glance out the window over the sink.

“Oh, my, you’d better hurry and eat your
bread. It’s really starting to snow,” she exclaimed, clopping over
to the window and looking out.

“Yeah,” I muttered, slathering the piece of
bread with a big chunk of butter. As good a cook as Grandmama was,
I’d probably gain ten pounds in the three days I was going to stay
at her house. Especially since one of the days was Thanksgiving and
I would probably be eating all day long.

I hurried and wolfed down my slice of bread
and hustled back outside. The flakes were bigger now. And there
were a lot more of them as they fell from the gray skies above.
They were just starting to stick to the logs as I piled them on the
little red wagon grandmama used to carry wood from the wood pile to
the living room. I made two quick trips before I stored the wagon
back in the garage by the wood splitter.

Slipping off my shoes in the mud room, I
walked back into the kitchen to find grandmama still working on the
Thanksgiving meal.

“Sometimes I think you live in here in the
kitchen, Grandmama,” I laughed, spotting the blue bottle of Harveys
Bristol Cream Sherry sitting on the counter beside the sink. And
sitting beside it was grandmama’s tall-stemmed fluted blue sherry
glass. She never drank her sherry out of anything else that I could
remember. And grandmama did like her sherry.

“Sometime I think I do too,” she chuckled,
“especially around Thanksgiving and Christmas.”

“You mind if I take a shower?” I politely
asked her. “I broke into a little sweat this morning.”

“Of course not. In fact I laid you out a
towel on your bed…just in case you wanted to shower,” she told
me.

I wasn’t really all that sweaty, but I wanted
to smell nice for grandmama. That’s just what grandsons do.
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Twenty minutes later, I came strolling back
into the kitchen to find grandmama putting the last of the dishes
she’d been working on into the overstuffed refrigerator. The big
clock over the fridge stated that it was three-thirty.

“Don’t you smell nice and clean,” Grandmama
told me as she took another sip off her glass of sherry.

I don’t know why, but I blushed.

“What time would you like to eat supper?” she
asked me, leaning back against the counter, holding her glass of
sherry in her pudgy little hand watching me with an amused smile on
her plump lips.

“Whatever time you usually eat will be fine
with me. Is it still snowing?”

“Yep. Looks like we’ve already got about half
an inch,” she said, turning around and looking out the window at
the big, fluffy flakes floating down from the leaden skies. “I
usually eat around five o’clock.”

“That will be fine,” I agreed.

“Good. Well, if it’s all right with you, I
think I’m going to take a little nap,” she told me, lifting her
sherry glass up and finishing it off. “Us old folks need all the
beauty rest we can manage.”

“You must sleep an awful lot then Grandmama,”
I told her, laying it on thick.

“That will get you an extra piece…of pie
tonight…” she laughed, batting her big blue eyes at me.

“I can’t wait.”

“Cherry pie, out of the oven this very
morning,” she smiled, setting her glass down and straightening her
dress.

“You’re too good to me, Grandmama,” I told
her.

“Well, don’t tell anyone,” she softly
laughed, reaching out, hugging me against her big, soft, oversized
boobs, “but you’ve always been my favorite grandson.” Then she gave
me a little kiss on the cheek before she let me go and stepped
back.

“Wow, I never knew that, Grandmama,” I
grinned, blushing again, feeling the need to do something but not
knowing what…since she was my grandmother. I felt strangely
awkward. Like I had felt when I was a little kid in her house. I
don’t know why.

“Now, don’t you tell anyone I told you that,”
she teased. “Or you’ll get me in trouble with all the other
grandkids. Okay?”

This was something new. A strange sense of
intimacy that I’d never shared with my grandmama before.

Reaching up to my lips, I made a zipping
motion across them to show her that I would keep it as our little
secret.

“You’re such a sweetie,” she cooed, turning
and slowly clopping out of the kitchen.

What was I going to do for the next hour and
a half? I had my tablet, but I didn’t even know if grandmama had
Wi-Fi or not. Hurrying after her, I caught her just as she was
stepping out into the hallway leading to the back of the house.

“Uh, Grandmama,” I called out to her.

“Yes, honey…” she answered me, stopping,
turning and looking back at me.

“Uh, I was just wondering, do you have
Wi-Fi?”

“Of course I have Wi-Fi. How else would I
keep up with my twitter account,” she laughed, shaking her head and
heading back down the hallway.

Grandmama had a twitter account? Who would
have known? I was learning all kind of new, cool stuff about
Grandmama today. And this was the first time I’d spent any time
alone with her in a long, long time. In fact, I couldn’t remember
the last time we’d spent any time like this…
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“Grandpapa always like to have a glass or two
of his Elijah Craig 12 year on a cold snowy night like tonight,”
grandmama told me as she set the bottle of bourbon on the table by
my empty plate after we’d finished supper.

“Uh, thanks,” I grinned. The meal, as usual,
had been five star and I had overdone myself. Another bite and I
would probably popped right in front of grandmama. And now a couple
of glasses of forty-dollar bourbon to top it off. What more could a
man ask for?

“Grandpapa liked his with an ice cube,”
grandmama softly laughed. “What about you?”

“Yeah, that’s the way I like mine, too,” I
told her, noticing the way her big tits heaved and shook when she
laughed.

“Coming right up,” she told me, turning and
clomping over to the fridge. I hadn’t meant for her to have to get
the ice cubes. I would have gladly gotten up and done it. But it
gave me a chance to reach under the table and unbutton my pants so
I could breath. I was that stuffed.

“You didn’t have to…” I mumbled, feeling
inconsiderate.

“I was already up,” she told me, pulling out
a couple handfuls of ice and dumping them in a glass bowl.

“Thanks,” I grinned, slowly, carefully
measuring out two fingers of the amber liquor into my glass. Then I
dropped a single ice cube into the glass. Finally, I lifted it up
to my nose and took a sniff. I could smell vanilla, caramel, and
just a hint of toffee. It was good bourbon. I couldn’t afford this
grade. Grandpapa had good tastes. In a lot of things.

Then I took a sip, letting it roll across my
tongue before I swallowed it. I savored the taste for a few
seconds, and then breathed out through my nose and mouth together
to get the full flavor.

“Why don’t you retire to the living room and
throw a couple more logs on the fire,” grandmama chuckled, watching
me go through all of the motions of taking a drink of bourbon. “I’m
going to change into something a little more comfortable.”

“Uh, sure…” I self-consciously mumbled.

“Take the bottle with you if you want,” she
said over her shoulder as she slowly made her way out into the
living room.

Then I was alone. The house was quiet. The
snow muffled the sounds outside so the only sounds came from inside
the house. Pushing up onto my feet, I carefully picked up the
bottle and stepped over to the door. Flicking the kitchen light
off, I stepped out into the dim darkness of the living room. The
only light came from the glow of the flickering fire in the
fireplace. The only sound that of the soft crackling and snapping
of the fire. Carefully setting the bottle down on the coffee table,
I saw that grandmama’s sherry glass and bottle of Harveys Bristol
Cream Sherry were already sitting on the coffee table. I don’t know
why but that was strangely comforting in an odd way.

Throwing a couple of the logs on the fire, I
picked up my glass and strolled over to the window. Peering out
into the darkness, I saw that it had stopped snowing. Oddly,
looking out on the snowy scene outside conjured up a line from the
poem “Twas the Night before Christmas”. “The moon on the breast of
the new-fallen snow gave the luster of midday to objects below,
when, what to my wondering eyes should appear, but a miniature
sleigh and eight tiny reindeer.” And even though it was
Thanksgiving instead of Christmas, I almost expected to see a
sleigh and eight tiny reindeer come floating down out of the dark
sky…

But they didn’t.

After a bit, I went over to Grandpapa’s
bottle of bourbon and refilled my glass. Then I was drawn went back
to the window. There was something mystical about the scene out it.
The way the snow was clinging to the tall oak tree out in the back
yard. I had spent many an hour swinging from an old tire Grandpapa
had hung in it for me and the other grandkids. But the tire was
gone now. And so was Grandpapa…
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“Beautiful, isn’t it?” I heard grandmama say
from right behind me. I jumped. I hadn’t been expecting her to
sneak up on me like that. “Oops, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to
frighten you,” she softly laughed as I turned around to face
her.

She was standing about three feet away from
me, standing between me and the fire so that I could distinctly see
the outline of her body under the thin silky night gown she was
wearing. Wow, uh, the gown was pretty thin. Then I noticed that she
was wearing her long, startling white hair down. It wasn’t pinned
in a bun on top of her head like she always wore it. I couldn’t
remember ever seeing her with her hair down. Never in all my twenty
years had I seen her with her hair down. That in itself was odd.
But why was she wearing it down now? And why the gown?

Well, it was night time. She would be going
to bed soon. And I couldn’t imagine her wearing her hair up when
she went to bed.

“Uh, that’s okay…I just wasn’t expecting you
back so soon,” I told her trying not to look down. Trying not to
look down at her scantily-clad body. She was my grandmother—

“Has it stopped snowing?” she asked me,
turning and quietly padding over to the coffee table.

“Uh, yeah, looks like we got a couple of
inches. I’ll shovel the walk for you tomorrow morning.”

“That’s nice of you. It’s good having a man
around the house again,” she told me, filling her glass with
sherry.

In the dim light from the fire, I couldn’t
really tell what color the gown was. It kind of looked like a gauzy
pink or a soft red, but that could have been the reflection from
the glow of the fire, too.

“This is nice, isn’t it?” she smiled,
standing back up, looking at me over the top of her glass as she
took a sip of sherry.

“Yeah, all comfy, cozy,” I smiled back. It
was about then, I noticed she wasn’t wearing her glasses. It was
strange…

Then, she stepped back over in front of the
fire. Standing in front of it, she held out her hand behind herself
to warm it. I don’t know if she knew it or not, but the way she was
standing I could easily see the silhouette of a big, saggy tit
outlined through the thin gown and highlighted by the flickering
glow of the fire. And it was big. Her tit, that is. It was really
big, as I tried not to look at it. But it was just right there,
almost inviting me to look down at it.

I didn’t think of myself as a perv, but
Jesus, there it was. Right there in front of me. And it was
strikingly obvious that it was all tit, too. All tit. No bra.
Nothing restraining it. Just tit—

Then grandmama turned, and floated, it almost
seemed, rather than stepped over to the sofa, the silk gown
billowing, flowing around her body like an enveloping veil of mist.
It was almost ethereal as I stood watching in a transcendent
fuddle. Something was afoot, but I didn’t know what. I could only
imagine, but then again, she was my grandmother. And grandmothers
did not do things like that…especially not to their grandsons. But
the way she was dressed. The way she was acting…

Settling down onto the couch, she turned,
tucking her legs up under her then looked to me and smiled.

“Why don’t you come over and sit with me…”
she suggested, her voice barely above a whisper as she brushed her
hand down the couch by her hip.

I hesitated, for a second. I don’t know why.
This was all so bizarre.

“Come…” she softly said, again. She was my
grandmother. I had been brought up to do whatever she said.

My foot seemed to weigh a hundred pounds as I
lifted it and took a slow, deliberate step in her direction. Was
this really what I thought it was? Or was this some terrifyingly
dangerous ground I was treading on as I slowly stepped toward the
couch. If I was mistaken and made a wrong move, things could easily
come crumbling down around me. I had to be super-careful not to do
anything, say anything that could even be construed as deviant. And
with two glasses of grandpapa’s fine bourbon circulating through my
bloodstream and reeling brain, that might be risky.

As I shuffled around the coffee table, I
couldn’t make up mind where to sit. She had indicated that she
wanted me to sit next to her, but that could be considered as
brazen, so I settled on about a foot away from her.

“Don’t be afraid,” I heard her tell me as I
eased down on the couch beside her.

“Uh, I’m not…” I nervously lied, leaning back
against the couch.

“You want me to top you off,” she asked,
reaching over and intimately laying her hand on my thigh, about
half way between my knee and crotch.

I tensed up. Top me off? What did she mean?
Was that some sexual terminology from days gone by that I didn’t
understand? Was I reading too much into it?

“Uh, top me off?” I dumbly asked, showing my
ignorance.

“Your drink,” she softly laughed, her big
tits rolling and swaying under their thin silk covering. I couldn’t
stop myself. I looked down at them.

“Oh—yeah,” I breathed out a sigh of relief.
Maybe I was all wrong about grandmama. Maybe this was all innocent
and I’d jumped to a stupid conclusion. It was a strange feeling,
wanting it to be something else, but being afraid it was and
wondering how to react to it if it was something.

She was my grandmother—

“Okay,” she whispered, leaning over and
picking up the bottle of grandpapa’s expensive bourbon.

Holding out my glass in front of me, I tried
to keep it from trembling and watched as she tipped the bottle over
it. Then I felt her breast brush against my arm as she began to
pour. Was it an accident? Had she meant to do that? Was she trying
to evoke a response out of me? Was it on purpose? The soft, giving
breast pressed harder as I listened to the soft gurgle of the
liquor trickling out into my glass. I don’t think it was an
accident. I think she had done it on purpose. But I couldn’t tell
for sure.

“There…” she said, at last, leaning back,
lifting her breast off my arm as she turned and set the bottle back
on the coffee table.

“Ice?” she asked, leaning back against the
couch. Somehow, she had moved closer during the maneuver and now
her big tit was brushing against my arm again.

“No, this, uh, this is fine,” I mumbled, now
afraid to move my arm, afraid she might think I was trying to press
it against her breast.

Luckily, the booze was in my right hand and I
could lift it up to my mouth without touching her. And I needed a
drink bad. My throat was parched, all the moisture sucked out of it
by the bale of cotton that had somehow come to be lodged in my
mouth now.

Then her hand dropped back down on my thigh,
but a couple of inches higher this time. Another soft, intimate
squeeze.

“Thank you for coming, Jimmy,” she softly
purred, leaning closer, her breast pressing harder against my arm.
“It gets so lonely being here all by myself in this big old house
all the time.” Then she took a sip of sherry.

Was grandmama getting drunk? She had to be
working on her seventh or eighth glass. I didn’t know what the
alcohol content of sherry was but I think I’d read that it was
about 35 proof or something, so it was about half as strong as the
bourbon I was drinking. So I guess that put us both pretty much on
even footing as far as the amount of alcohol we’d consumed. And
based on that, grandmama must be feeling a little bit tipsy,
because I knew I was.

“I’m glad I could come, Grandmama,” I told
her, squirming slightly, inching my arm away from her breast to see
what she would do.

“Maybe you could find it in your heart to
visit your old Grandmama a little more often in the future,” she
sighed, leaning closer again, her breast finding my arm once
more.

It wasn’t an accident. She was doing it on
purpose.

My heart was beating faster.

“I was thinking about helping you out with
your education, if you’d let me,” she said turning slightly,
rubbing her big tit harder against my arm, her hand moving up my
leg, closer to my firming junk.

My education? I was going to night school on
base and a couple of dollars here and there would certainly come in
handy.

“Uh, okay,” I mumbled. But money for my
college education was just about the last thing on my mind at the
moment. There was just too much other stuff going on…

“But it would have to be our secret. Just
between the two of us,” she told me, squeezing my leg as she took
another sip of sherry. “I can’t afford to pay for college for all
the grand kids,” she explained.

That made me feel funny. She was offering to
pay for my college but not the other grandchildren? That was
odd.

She was leaning closer, her big, soft breast
pressing harder. It was almost like she wanted me to put my arm
around her. Should I? Should I risk it? Would she think I was
trying to hit on her? Fuck it. I was just tipsy enough to do it. I
could always blame the booze…couldn’t I?

Leaning away from her, I slowly lifted my arm
up and gently draped it around behind her neck, letting my hand
drop down along her other arm. Apparently that was what she had
been wanting as she familiarly snuggled up against me, her shoulder
under my armpit, her big tit now brushing against my ribcage. Her
fingers moved higher up my leg and I suddenly found my hand resting
against the swell of her other oversized boob on the other side. My
cock was going crazy down inside my pants getting harder and
harder, stretching out in the tight confines of my pants.

This kind of stuff didn’t really happen, I
kept telling myself. Not in real life. Maybe I’d fallen asleep
waiting for grandmama and was dreaming all this.

“It would have to be our secret,” I heard
grandmama reiterate, her breath warm and moist on my neck. “Can you
keep it a secret, Jimmy?”

Wait a minute. Was she talking about college?
Or something else?

“No one could ever know about it, Jimmy,” she
whispered, her hand stopping just below the bulge of my junk
sticking out against the front of my pants.

I was having trouble breathing. My heart was
pounding. I had to do something.

“Yes, Grandmama, I can keep it a secret…” I
whispered back, turning my head slightly and feeling grandmama’s
soft, full lips brush against my cheek. Was it a kiss? Dare I go
on? My brain was in a roil.

Then grandmama’s fingers brushed against my
cock through my pants. I still wasn’t convinced it was on purpose.
It could have been an accident. I wanted to act, but I was still
afraid.

“If you don’t want to…I can understand,” she
whispered, her fingers pressing harder against my pants…against my
cock.

It was becoming more and more difficult to
believe that all this didn’t have a purpose. I think I was being
seduced.

Being seduced by my GRANDMAMA!

I wanted to believe it was no accident. I
wanted to believe that I was being seduced. I wanted to be seduced
by her. As strange and sick as it sounds, I found myself wanting to
make love to my grandmama! But another part of me wanted it to be
an accident. I was so fucking confused.

“Yes, Grandmama…I want to,” I was finally
able to croak.

As I whispered my capitulation, I felt
grandmama’s fingers close down on my erect penis, squeezing it
through my pants.

“You’re sure?” she softly asked, gently
squeezing me, fondling my blossoming manhood through my pants.
\
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“Oh, God, yes, Grandmama—” I choked out,
easing my hand under her breast, cupping it, giving it a tender,
loving squeeze. It was so soft and giving, so supple as I kneaded
it with my fingers.

It was about then that I remembered I hadn’t
buttoned my pants back up as I felt grandmama’s fingers crawl up to
the waistband of my pants. Would she think I had done it on
purpose? Would she think I had unbuttoned my pants for her? Not
because I had eaten too much? That would seem presumptuous of
me.

It didn’t seem to deter her when she found my
pants unbuttoned as her finger dug out the tab of my zipper and
began to slowly pull it down its track.

There could be no doubting what was happening
now! I WAS being seduced…by my grandmama! As grandmama slowly
unzipped my pants, I reached across and laid my hand on her chubby
thigh.

“Yessss—”I heard her softly hiss, her lips
finding mine, her tongue brushing across my lower lip, her teeth
gently nipping it, her lips sucking on it.

Sitting the way she was, with her legs bent,
tucked up under her like they were, the hem of her gown was now
draped across her chubby ankles and only inches from my fingers.
Leaning closer, I stretched my arm out and hesitantly slipped my
hand up under the slippery silk onto her warm, smooth calf. All of
a sudden, I felt her move, shift as she turned and straightened her
legs out beside mine. Then she scooted closer, her hip pressing
against mine. In the process of her moving, I suddenly found my
hand up under her gown, resting on her thigh. As I gave it a gentle
squeeze, I felt her legs slowly part, opening the way up between
them for me.

My heart was in my throat now. I couldn’t
swallow. It was like someone had poured a bucket of sand into my
mouth. I was getting lightheaded from the lack of breathing as I
slowly, deliberately cupped my hand around the inside of her thigh
and slid it higher up the silky smoothness.

Grandmama had my pants unzipped. Still we
kissed, tenderly, lovingly. Then I felt her fingers searching for
the opening in the front of my shorts. If I had known this was
going to happen, I wouldn’t have worn any freaking shorts. But I
could never in a million years have imagined anything like this
between the two of us. I still couldn’t believe it was really
happening.

As I inched my hand higher up the inside of
her leg, I swore I could feel the heat emanating from her pussy. I
probably couldn’t but it felt like it anyway. The closer my fingers
edged to her pussy, the wider apart her legs drifted. Then her
fingers slipped inside the opening of my shorts. I flinched when
her soft, warm fingers brushed against the skin of my supercharged
penis.

Grandmama murmured something out into my
mouth that I couldn’t understand as she leaned back, breaking the
kiss.

Looking deep into grandmama’s teary bluegreen
eyes, I could see the love in them. Then my fingers brushed across
the sticky warmth between her legs. Grandmama flinched. I thought
I’d hurt her and pulled my hand back down the silky softness of the
inside of her thigh. But apparently I hadn’t as grandmama dug her
hand down under her gown, grasped hold of my hand and forcefully
pushed it back against the slippery folds of flesh. She was so soft
down there. So soft and wet and warm. Her legs parted wider as I
gently probed the silky wetness. Then I felt my fingers slide
inside her. She was so slippery and wet inside, my fingers easily
pushed in all the way up to my last knuckles as her eyes fluttered
shut and her head dropped back against the couch. Her fingers
tightened their grip on my rigid maleness as I slowly, gently
worked my fingers in and out of the silken socket of clinging flesh
between her widespread legs.

This couldn’t really be happening. It just
couldn’t be. Not with my Grandmama!

After a few moments, my fingers were wet and
sticky as I gently eased them out of the silken sheath. Letting my
fingers trail up the slippery folds, I felt them brush against
something hard…and stiff. Grandmama flinched…again.

Her clit? Grandmama’s clitoris? Was it her
clit? It was big. And swollen. It was bigger than any clit I’d ever
touched. It felt like it was as big as the tip of my pinkie finger
as it stuck out from under its fleshy hood. It felt like a little
firm penis jutting out against my inquisitive fingers. It had to be
at least an inch long as it curved down out of its fleshy hood. I’d
never felt one as big as hers as I hesitantly pinched it between my
finger and thumb.

“Mmmmmmm…” grandmama murmured, her hips
wriggling as she scrunched lower on the couch.

Pinching harder, I slowly twisted the swollen
protrusion back and forth between my fingers as grandmama’s legs
spread even wider apart. As I gently kneaded the swollen kernel of
silken flesh, I could feel grandmama’s fingernails biting down into
the sensitive skin of my dick. It was beginning to sting.

Letting go of grandmama’s clit, I forcefully
peeled her clawing fingers back away from my stiff, hard cock.
Looking down, I could see the little red half-moon’s her
fingernails had left on my penis as they dug into the skin.

“Sorry…” I heard grandmama snuffle as she lay
scrunched against the back of the couch looking down at my jutting
penis.

Then my eyes brushed across the rounded bulge
of her breasts jutting out against the soft silk on either side of
the panel of white taffeta stretching from her throat to her tummy
button. It suddenly came to me. Now was my chance. My chance to see
what grandmama’s boobs looked like. There was nothing but the five
tiny pink mother of pearl buttons running down the taffeta panel
stopping me.

I could still feel the stickiness of her
juice on my fingers as I lifted my hand up to her throat and
clumsily plucked at the little button there.

Grandmama glanced down at my hand but did
nothing to stop me as I was finally able to get the top button
unbuttoned.

Again, the only sounds were the occasional
soft crackle, snap of the fire and the thundering beat of my racing
heart as I slowly, deliberately forced the second button through
its buttonhole. Grandmama’s hand was once again lying in my lap,
the backs of her fingers gently brushing against my stiff, erect
penis. But this time she didn’t take hold of it. Maybe she was
afraid she would hurt me.

The third button quickly slipped out through
its opening and now I had only two more to go as I looked down at
the widening swath of pale, pink flesh peeking out from between the
edges of the sheer silk. Just like her thighs, the pale pink skin
looked so soft and smooth. The tips of my fingers felt numb as I
fumbled with the next to last button but somehow it came unbuttoned
and all that was left was the last button. My heart was beating
faster. My palms were sweaty. My mouth was dry. And suddenly the
last button came free.

Grandmama was still scrunched down on the
couch, her arms stretched out to the side, lying on the couch. I
was having difficulty breathing. I knew what I wanted to do, but
still I couldn’t find the courage to do it. Then grandmama reached
over to my hand and gently grasped hold of it. As I incredulously
stared down at the opening of her gown, she gently pressed my hand
down inside it.

Oh-God—

Her skin was soft and smooth. Groping, I ever
so gently cupped her breast in the sweaty palm of my hand and
slowly lifted it out between the silken folds of sheer silk. And
there it was. One of my grandmama’s boobs! It was big…and round
seemingly bigger than I had even imagined. The skin surrounding the
dark dusky pink circle tipping her breast as a pale whitish pink.
Holding her breast cupped in my hand, I delicately brushed my thumb
across the swollen, round nipple protruding out of the darkened
cap. As big and swollen as her nipple was, it still wasn’t as big
and stiff as her clit. I found that puzzling.

Lifting her breast higher, I leaned down over
it and nuzzled the nipple with my lips. I heard a soft murmur
escape from grandmama’s lips as I pursed my lips around the nipple
and softly sucked. As I did, I felt grandmama arch her back,
raising her breast up to my eager lips, pressing herself against my
face. Softly kneading, squeezing and pawing at her breast, I
suckled her as I had my own mother’s breast. If only there had been
milk, my life would have been complete as I tenderly nursed the
barren pap.

I lost track of time as I fondly dry-nursed
at my grandmother’s breast while she held me cradled against it.
For a time, I was lost in the sheer enormity of it all. There were
no sexual connotations overlaying what we were doing. It was simply
a grandmother and her grandson comforting each other in an
instinctive reflective expression of love.

But the passion and love flowing between us
was too much. It was just too much to ask us. Too much to contain
for long as I finally lifted my lips away from the stiff,
spit-anointed nipple jutting out of the tip of her breast.

“Jimmy…” grandmama murmured, brushing her
fingers through my hair as I leaned back up and slowly eased down
onto my knees in front of the couch.

Grandmama looked oddly lopsided lying on the
couch looking up at me with one breast squeezing out through the
opening of her gown, the other hidden down under the white taffeta
panel. Smiling at her, I gently eased my fingers down under the
hidden breast and delicately pulled it out through the opening,
too. Then, tenderly laying it down on the white cloth, I reached up
and pushed the gown down off the slope of her shoulder and down her
arm.

She wriggled softly and the gown slid down
her arm.

Reaching up to the other arm, I pushed the
gown down off her other shoulder. Now her breasts were fully and
totally exposed to my leering eyes as the sheer, pale gown was
draped across her belly below them.

“So beautiful…” I whispered, leaning down and
placing a soft, loving kiss on each of the swollen, jutting
nipples. As I did, grandmama rolled her shoulders, raising one,
lowering the other as she pulled her arms out through the sleeves
of her gown.

Now she was naked from the waist up, her big
sagging breasts laying on her belly, quivering and jiggling softly
with each breath she took.

Inching over, I spread my hands out on the
insides of her thighs and tenderly pushed them wider apart. As I
did, the silk gown softly rustled down over her tummy, partially
obscuring her bald, shaven mound and jutting clit.

Pinching the silk between my fingers and
thumbs, I delicately lifted it off the smooth, shaven mound and
draped it across her tummy again. Now her clit was once again
exposed and vulnerable as I leaned down and brushed my lips across
it. As I did, I felt it twitch, stiffening under my lips. My
nostrils were filled with the musky smell of her. Of her sex. Of
her readiness. That sent another charge of adrenaline firing off
down inside my cock as it twitched.

 

As I let my fingers crawl up the silken
softness of her inner thighs, I leaned down over her and quickly
found the jutting protrusion of grandmama’s oversized clit with my
lips. Pursing them around the little oblong finger of flesh I began
to softly suck while I flicked my tongue back and forth across
it.

“Ohhhhh—yessssssss—Jimmmmyyyyy—” I heard her
softly croon her hips curling up off the couch as she pressed
herself against my lips and tongue.

It felt so strange. I had never seen a clit
the size of grandmama’s. Much less touched one. I could hear
grandmama’s fingernails scratching against the cushion of the couch
as she clawed at it. The muscles in her belly were straining so
hard they were shaking as she tensed up, grinding herself against
my chin. Her big pendant tits were hanging down over her ribcages,
the big bloated nipples jutting out pointing down at the couch
below them.

Snaking my arms over her thighs, I eased my
hands up until I found her big droopy tits. While I feverishly
lashed grandmama’s big clit with my tongue, I pinched her stiff
nipples and began to roll them between my fingers and thumbs. I
could feel grandmama’s knees pressing against my ribcage, squeezing
tighter and tighter as her butt jiggled up and down on the couch.
Her muscles were tensing stronger. She was making soft crooning
sounds that I could feel vibrating through her tensed muscles.

“I’m going to come, Jimmy, honey—” I heard
her pant out between her gritted teeth. Her back was bowing down
against the couch. She was pushing off her toes, squeezing me
tighter between her knees. Suddenly her hands were on my shoulders,
her sharp fingernails digging down into my skin. Then she gasped.
Her whole body stiffened. I clamped my open mouth down around her
pussy as a sudden gush of warm, sticky juice surged out onto my
tongue. Sucking, I gulped down her offering and immediately locked
my lips back around her clit. Her hips were jerking up and down,
painting my chin and lips with her thick, creamy overflow as she
came. She was making straining, choking sounds, her fingernails
digging in deeper and deeper. My shoulders were stinging.

At last, she collapsed back down onto the
couch. Gasping for air, she dropped her hands off my shoulders as I
felt her knees melt back away from my ribcage. I could breathe
again as I slowly, tenderly licked my tongue over her
juice-slathered lips. There was so much juice as I snaked my tongue
in and around the silken folds of loose flesh.

I still had my fingers on her nipples as they
began to soften and shrink. It was almost as if grandmama’s whole
body was shrinking, collapsing back down onto itself as she softly
wept.

“Sorry…” she murmured, reaching up, brushing
the backs of her fingers down her tear-streaked cheeks. “It had
been so long.”

“Don’t be sorry-Celebrate,” I whispered,
pushing up, kissing my way up her quivering tummy, stopping to give
each soft, puffy nipple a tender kiss before I kissed my way up
onto her neck, her chin, and finally her lips.

As I did, our lips crushed together, her
hands clasping my head between them, holding me as she kissed me
with all her strength.

Then I felt her fingers digging down under
the waistband of my shorts, pushing on them, trying to push them
down off my hips.

“Grandmama…” I croaked as we finally broke
the kiss. Leaning back, I looked down and watched grandmama
struggling to shove my pants down and free my stiff, impatient
penis. Then her fingers were curling around my waist, her
fingernails digging in as she tried to lift me. Sensing what she
wanted, I pushed off and labored up onto the couch with my knees
resting on the front of the cushions on each side of grandmama’s
hips.

“Yessss—” she softly hissed, her fingers
clawing at the springy elastic, stretching it out, pushing my
shorts and pants down off my hips. As she did, all of a sudden, my
stiff, jutting penis sprang out from under my shorts to jerk and
twitch up and down right in front of her pudgy face.

“So big…” she cooed, still grappling,
wrestling with my pants. Then they caught on the edge of the couch
and wouldn’t go any further. Sensing our dilemma, I reached out and
grasped hold of the top of the couch. Pushing off it, I freed my
pants and shorts and grandmama roughly shoved them down around my
ankles. While I balanced myself on the back of the couch, toeing
off my shorts and pants, I felt grandmama’s soft, warm fingers curl
around my jutting maleness.

“My baby…” she cooed, gently grasping me,
bending my stiff, unyielding hardness down to her Cupid’s bow lips.
I stopped struggling to watch as her full, ripe lips slowly
puckered around the dark glans of my penis. Her lips were so soft,
so warm as they collapsed around the head of my prick and slowly
sucked me inside her mouth. It was a sensation I’d never felt
before. The sucking warmth enveloping my penis was exquisite, but
what made it so exciting was the fact it was my grandmama’s lips
encircling the shaft of my cock. I nearly lost it.

“Mmmmmm…” grandmama murmured and I felt it
vibrate through my cock as she gently sucked on me.

I was proud of my cock. I know it was all
genetics and I had done nothing to increase its length and girth,
but still, it was a male thing. And to me, a big cock was a good
thing. And my cock was a good thing.

I was standing, my knees pressed against the
couch as I watched grandmama. She had one hand curled around the
base of my cock, clutching me tightly as she slowly worked her lips
up and down above it. Her other hand was cupped around my big,
dangling balls, kneading them, squeezing them while she sucked. It
felt really, really weird. Then grandmama slowly backed her pink
lips back off my glistening, spit-coated prick. Looking up at me
with her big blue eyes, grandmama slowly, suggestively circled the
little pink tip around her full red lips as she pushed my legs
wider apart. Cradling my penis in her hand, she gently rubbed its
big purple head against her silky cheek. As she did, I saw that it
left a wet spot where it had touched her. It was as if she were in
some kind of trance as she continued to hold me pressed against her
cheek for several long moments. Finally, she leaned back slightly
and bent my cock down to her lips. Her lips opened once again and
she gently bit the head of my dick. It twitched. She smiled.
Licking the tip of her tongue across the head, she sensually
twirled it around the thick glans, licking away some of the spittle
she had left there from before. There was something so tender and
loving about the way she was treating my jutting manhood.

Strangely, it was the first time I had
noticed the golden wedding band on her ring finger. She was still
wearing the ring that grandpapa had given her when they got
married. For some reason, that made me feel a little uncomfortable.
Guilty. It was almost like I was cheating on him, taking grandmama
from him.

Then she gently cupped my balls in the palm
of her hand and lifted them up out from between my legs. Leaning
down over them, she gently placed a soft, lingering kiss on each of
them. Her lips opened wider and closed down around one of them,
softly sucking, using her tongue to push it, roll it around inside
her hot, wet mouth. Then she let it wetly slither out from between
her lips and did the same with my other ball. Letting it wetly slip
out of her mouth, she lifted my balls higher and I felt the tip of
her finger dig down into the crack of my ass.

What the fuck was she doing? Then her
fingernail tickled across the pucker of my clenched asshole.

“Do you like that?” she whispered, slowly
ticking her fingernail back and forth across my puckered anus.

“Uh, I, never, don’t know…” I muttered,
feeling my cheeks warm up. This was something totally new and
unexpected. No woman had ever touched me there…like that…ever.

“Your grandpapa liked for me to put my finger
inside him and rub him there…inside, you know, his prostate.”

Now that was downright weird. Crazy. And a
little disgusting. I don’t think I wanted her to do that to me.

“You want me to do it to you?” she softly
asked, gently probing at my anus with the tip of her finger.

“Uh, no, no, I don’t think so…not now,” I
told her, wriggling my hips, trying to dislodge her probing finger
from my cringing asshole.

“Okay,” she whispered, moving her finger
away. “He used to touch me there too, you know.”

“Women don’t have prostates, do they?” I
mumbled.

“No, silly, but your anus can be an erogenous
zone too,” she smiled up at me.

I think I’d heard that somewhere but that was
not something I wanted to explore at the moment.

“Ohhhh…” I muttered.

“Okay, we won’t go there…for now,” she softly
laughed, slowly, sensually sucking the head of my penis back inside
her mouth.

There was just something crazy about watching
my grandmother suck on my cock. My grandmama!

Inching forward, still holding onto the back
of the couch to balance myself, I rested my knees on the edge of
the couch by grandmama’s hips. She still had one hand curled around
the bottom of my cock as she slowly rocked back and forth, letting
my big prick slide in and out from between her wet, spit-slickened
lips. Then she clasped hold of my ass with her other hand, the tips
of her chubby fingers digging down into the crack. As they did, I
felt her finger find my clenched anus again.

What was she doing? I thought we weren’t
going to go there. But she apparently had changed her mind as I
felt her finger pressing harder, pushing, forcing its way inside my
cringing anus. It was the weirdest feeling. In fact, I didn’t know
how to feel. Excited? Violated? Embarrassed? The suction around my
cock increased. Her cheeks hollowed as her finger snaked in deeper
and deeper inside my asshole.

“Grandmama…” I complained, leaning back,
wriggling my hips, trying to dislodge her worming finger. Her fist
tightened around my cock, holding me tighter, her fingernails
digging down into the sensitive skin. I stopped fighting her. Her
worming finger pushed in deeper, spreading my anus wider as it
forced its way inside my virgin asshole. No woman had ever touched
me like this. It was creepy. Grandmama’s lips were making muffled,
slurping sounds as they sucked up and down the shaft of my cock
while her finger pushed in deeper. Then the tip of her finger
brushed up against the nodule of my prostate. It felt good. I
hadn’t expected it to feel that good. I nearly lost it again.

Grandmama’s lips slowly backed up the length
of my cock, letting it slip out from between them.

“Does that feel good, honey?” she softly
asked, holding her finger thrust deep inside my ass, flicking the
tip of her finger back and forth across my prostate.

I was embarrassed. How could something so
disgusting feel so fucking good? But now that she’d started it, I
didn’t want her to stop.

“Yes, Grandmama, it feels good…really, really
good,” I grunted, pushing back against her probing finger wanting
to somehow get it deeper inside my ass, wriggling my hips trying to
find her mouth.

“Good,” I heard her softly laugh. “Do you
want to come in my mouth?” she quietly asked me as her soft, ripe
lips closed back down around my jutting penis.

Did I want to come in her mouth? I would come
wherever she wanted me to come. In her mouth-in her pussy-even in
her ass if she wanted me too. And regrettably, that event was not
too far in the future as I felt the burn begin down inside the head
of my primed cock. I wanted to prolong it. Stretch it out, make it
last as long as I could, but her finger wouldn’t stop as it rubbed
back and forth across my prostate. She wasn’t giving me a chance to
regain control. I could feel my big balls knotting up around my
cock, pressing against her fingers as she tightly grasped hold of
me, squeezing, stroking me toward my finish. Rolling my hips,
rocking back and forth, I pumped into her hot, wet mouth as she
sucked harder, her finger rubbing harder.

I was going to come! I couldn’t stop it. I
was going to come in my grandmama’s mouth. All at once, a spasm of
pure, electric pleasure ripped through my cock making it jerk and
sending a giant gusher of my creamy essence spurting out onto
grandmama’s tongue. I heard her gurgle softly, her lips tightening
around me, sucking harder as my cock kicked again and another gush
of creamy jism spewed out into her sucking mouth.

“Grandmama—” I whimpered, rocking my hips
back and forth, pumping my prick in between her lips. I had never
felt anything like it. I don’t think I’d ever come so hard. I could
feel every twitching spasm of pleasure as it jolted through my
cock. I could feel every gush of cum as it spurted out of me into
her mouth. I’d never come this much before…in my whole life. My
balls were beginning to ache. Grandmama had drained me dry. Yet,
she wouldn’t stop as she sucked harder and harder, her finger
digging deeper inside my ass, urging me on, coaxing me to give it
up to her until I had nothing left. She had taken my all. Taken
every last creamy drop of my gelatinous jism.

The head of my cock was too sensitive to
touch. I couldn’t stand it anymore.

“Grandmama…” I whimpered again, rolling my
hips, backing away from her, letting my stocking feet drop to the
floor in front of the couch as my wasted, wilting penis slithered
out from between her lips dropping down her chin leaving a trail of
expended semen behind it as it did.

“My baby—” grandmama softly crooned, wrapping
her arms around my hips, pulling me against her, rubbing her cheek
against my belly.

I didn’t know what to say. What to do?

Grandmama gently grasped hold of my hands and
with a soft tug pulled herself up onto her little low-heeled
slippers in front of me. As she did, the sheer, filmy gown that had
been wrapped around her waist suddenly went whispering down over
her hips and legs to land in a muddled heap at her feet. Smiling up
at me, she gracefully stepped out of the gown. Wrapping my arms
around her, I pulled her to me, hugging her gently, but firmly as I
leaned down, brushing aside a misplaced lock of white hair and
placed a soft, lingering kiss on her forehead.

The innocence was gone! That youthful naivety
shared between a grandmother and her grandson had been cast aside.
No more cookies and milk shared in candor on a warm summer’s
afternoon. In its place, a new kind of love had evolved. A grownup
kind of love.

It made me sad to know that we could no
longer share the love we had known over the years. But I was ready
to celebrate our new love…move on to a new and exciting kind of
love. Incestuous love!

There was only one thing left to do. We
hadn’t made love yet. And I wanted that more than anything as we
stood swaying softly, pressed together, neither of us seeming to
want to take that final step that would send us plunging over the
edge into the treacherous, dangerous quicksand of incestuous love.
I had never imagined anything like this ever happening between us.
Really? My grandmother? I felt like such a traitor on the one hand,
but another part of me felt fulfilled. I had given my grandmother
something she had been needing. Wanting. I had given her love when
she needed it most. Or was it lust? Could I really justify it as
love? Or was it just a chance for the two of us to get our rocks
off without hurting anyone else?

“Grandmama…do you want to make love?” I
softly asked her, crooking my fingers under her chin, tilting her
head up at me, staring deep into her dark, blue eyes.

“Oh, yes, my son, make love to me…” she
whispered, tears beginning to tear up at the corners of her eyes
again.

She had called me her son? Did she have the
same feelings toward my dad? Or had they too ventured over the line
and crossed over into incestuous love before? It was too much to
think about. My father and grandmama? No, they couldn’t have.
Wouldn’t have. But weren’t we about to that very thing? Why was it
so illogical that they do it, too? It was crazy.

“Come…” she whispered, stepping back,
squeezing my hand in hers as she led me across the living room
toward the back of the house where her bedroom was. As we slowly,
deliberately made our way down the hallway, I couldn’t help but
watch the way grandmama’s big, saggy tits softly swayed and swung,
gently bumping against one another as she daintily stepped along
the hallway.

As we stepped into her bedroom, I saw that
the bedspread had already been turned back. It was as if she had
been expecting this. Or did she just turn it back every night in
preparation of her going to bed? There was a little heater over in
the corner emitting a soft orange glow and the room was comfortably
warm as she led me across to the bed. There was something about the
intimacy of it all. I was already beginning to feel a glow down
inside my slowly firming penis. Looking down at it as it slowly
lifted its head up out from between my legs, I saw grandmama smile
and look up at me. Then she reached over and brushed the backs of
her fingers down my cock.

“It is so beautiful,” she softly murmured,
gently brushing her fingers up and down it.

“As are you,” I whispered, snaking my arm
around her, pulling her to me, cupping her big breast in the palm
of my hand, giving it a soft squeeze.

Reaching over, grandmama tugged on the little
chain on the lamp and a soft glow spread out across the satin
sheets making them shimmer and glint in the soft light.

As I stood watching her, grandmama leaned
down over the bed and crawled up on it. This was it. The moment was
at hand. We were going to make love! I could barely breathe as my
heart did flip-flops down inside my chest. Looking down, I saw that
my penis was sticking out in front of me. Not fully hardened, but
easily sufficient to penetrate her.

Grandmama slowly, deliberately stretched her
pudgy legs out to the side. As she did, I watched her reach down
between them and delicately finger open the fleshy folds of her
pussy. She was still wet. I saw a little trickle of juice ooze out
of the slit and dribble down into the crack of her copious ass.

“Come, my child…fuck me—Fuck your Grandmama…”
I heard grandmama whisper.

I was stunned. Taken aback when I heard her
use the “F” word. I had never heard my grandmother use that
word—never in all the time I had known her.

She must have seen the shock on my face as
she slowly flicked her finger back and forth across her swollen,
jutting clit.

“What’s wrong, darling? Don’t you want to
fuck me?” she murmured, rolling her hips, squirming her butt on the
bed as her legs crept wider apart.

My head was spinning. My knees were
threatening to give way as I stood beside the bed looking down at
her. I tried to swallow. I couldn’t. My mouth was too dry.

“Grandmama…” I sobbed, finally able to lift
my knee up onto the bed as I slowly crawled up between her
outstretched legs.

“Yes, baby, come to Mommy…” she gurgled, her
fingers clutching hold of my waist, lifting me, pulling me up
between her legs. Then her fingers were on my jutting penis,
clutching it, pushing it down, rubbing its big rubbery head up and
down between her fleshy lips to coat it with her abundant overflow.
Everything was so wet and sticky down between her legs. Sticky and
yet slippery at the same time as I felt the silky-soft flesh slowly
envelop the glans of my penis. She was so soft and warm inside as I
clenched the muscles in my ass and slowly, deliberately pushed down
into the clinging flesh.

“God—” I groaned, digging my toes down into
the mattress, straining against her, pushing deeper and deeper into
the forbidden sheath of cleaving flesh. I was fucking her! I was
fucking my Grandmother! Fucking My Grandmama!

It was magical as I felt her pussy clench
tighter, squeezing herself down around me as I pushed in deeper and
deeper.

“Grandmama…” I whimpered, pushing my hands
down under her back, curling them up around her shoulders, pulling
her down on me as I penetrated deeper and deeper. At last, I felt
my hairy groin nudge up against her smooth, shaven mound. My balls
were flattened against the cheeks of her copious ass. I was totally
and fully immersed down inside my grandmother’s tight, clinging
cunt. We were fucking! Then she wriggled her ass, clamping her
thighs against my hips as she milked me with her pussy.

“My baby…” she whispered, rolling her
shoulders, rubbing her big saggy tits against my almost hairless
chest as she settled her feet down on the bed between my legs.
Leaning down, I buried my face in the stark white hair fanned out
around her chubby face. Her hair smelled so clean and fresh, like
the newly-fallen snow outside.

“So big—” she murmured, rolling her hips,
grinding her belly against mine as she tried to get me even deeper
inside her.

Kissing my way up onto the crook of her neck,
I slowly, tenderly backed down the silken sheath. Then with a soft
grunt, I pushed back up inside the clinging flesh. Her fingers were
digging into my waist, pushing on me, pulling on me as we began to
fuck. As I slowly rocked back and forth above her, I could feel the
bed softly lurching under my knees. The springs were making soft,
creaking sounds. Sounds I never imagined hearing associated with my
grandmother. The headboard was quietly ticking against the wall as
I slowly stroked into her.

I could hear her soft pants every time our
groins tapped together. I could feel her cunt clenching tighter as
the pace began to build.

“Yes, baby, fuck Grandmama—” she whimpered,
her heels digging into my ass every time I rocked back. Her head
was thrown back, her neck exposed and vulnerable to my lips and
teeth. I want to suck on her neck, leave my mark, but I couldn’t
risk that. Then they would all know what had gone on between us. I
delicately sucked on the smooth, fragile skin. I could even feel
the pulse of her carotid ticking against my lips as I tenderly
kissed her.

Her breathing was picking up. Her whole body
was rocking up and down under me, her hands clutching at me, urging
me on, coaxing me to fuck her faster.

This was all so bizarre. I had never even
wondered what Grandmama would be like in bed. That was just
something little boys didn’t think about. Their grandmother? But
now this. Grandmama, it turned out was quite incendiary in bed. Who
would ever have guessed it? The matronly little woman who always
seemed to be in her little kitchen, up to her elbows in flour was a
little hellion in bed.

I could feel her heels beating against my
clenched ass as I stroked down into the clinging softness between
her legs. Her whole body was tensing, straining up against me. She
was going to finish. Again! Her breath was coming in little
grunting pants. She was starting to sweat as our slippery skin
rubbed together.

“Yes, baby, yes, yes…” she huffed as her
thighs clamped tighter and tighter against my bounding hips.

Then all at once, she gasped, her body
stiffening against me as she pulled me deep inside her. I could
feel every undulating contraction of her orgasm as her pussy
clutched down around me, milking me, stroking me with the muscles
inside her cunt.

“Fucccckkkkkkk—” she growled out, slamming
her heels into my ass as I hunched into her, forcing myself as deep
inside her as I could. I couldn’t hold it back as my cock lurched
and I was suddenly spewing forth inside her, filling her with my
toxic virulence as I came and came and came…
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The sun was shining brightly the next morning
when I woke. I was momentarily confused. What was I doing in
grandmama’s bed? Then suddenly, in a rush, it all came back to me.
Every evil, loathsome, disgusting thing I had done to my
grandmother last night. I was consumed with guilt. How could I have
done that to her? She was my freaking grandmother—

“Oh, you’re awake,” I heard grandmama bubble
as she came clopping into the bedroom on her little low-heeled
slippers. The same slippers she’d been wearing last night when I
had ravaged her. She was carrying a tall, frosty glass of orange
juice in her hand.

“Uh, yeah, I’m awake,” I mumbled, stretching,
rubbing the sleep out of my eyes. I didn’t know what to expect. Was
she going to be mad at me for what I’d done last night? What we’d
done? It didn’t appear so, but I was still cautious.

“Did you sleep well?” she asked me, leaning
down and sliding the glass on the nightstand by the bed. Glancing
over at it, to my surprise, I saw that there were five crisp, new
one hundred dollar bills fanned out in a row beside the glass.

“Uh, Grandmama…” I mumbled, but before I
could go any further, to my amazement grandmama leaned down and
placed a soft, wet kiss right on my lips.

She was smiling when she backed her plump,
pink lips back off mine.

“I did. I slept delightfully. It’s
astonishing what a little cock can do for a woman’s disposition,”
she laughed, making her big tits jiggle and wiggle down inside her
dress as she primly brushed her chubby fingers across them. Then,
before I could move she sat down on the edge of the bed, reached
over and gave my limp prick a quick squeeze through the sheets.

I was stunned. Everything was happening so
fast, I didn’t even have time to comprehend what was going on as I
lay watching her trying to take it all in. Some things were the
same as they had always been. Grandmama’s shockingly-white hair was
once again gathered into a crisp, tight knot on top of her head and
secured with the two familiar salmon pink tipped hair pins. Her
chubby cheeks had a rosy red glow to them. I couldn’t tell if it
was from rouge or just a happy glow, but it looked good on her. I
couldn’t help but looking down at her lap. And when I did, I saw
the white, lace-edged hem of dress was stretched across her thighs
just above her knees. She usually, no, she always wore dresses that
came down around her ankles, not her knees. But not today. That in
itself was a revelation, but then I saw that she was wearing
nylons. Sheer, white nylons that stretched up from the
ever-present, pink, low-heeled slippers she wore around the house
up to the lacy hem of her dress.

I suddenly had an overpowering urge to touch
her again. Touch her down there between her plump legs.
Astonishingly, she seemed to sense my move even before I made it as
her legs parted, the hem of her salmon pink dress stretching
tighter, slowly inching high up the curves of her thighs.

“Yes, Jimmy…” she whispered, her fingers
tightening around my penis as it rapidly firmed up under the thin
sheet. “Touch me…”

Lifting my hand, I pushed my fingers up under
the hem of the pink dress. I could feel the slippery smoothness of
nylon on my fingertips as I slowly pushed them up the insides of
her plump thighs. Then my fingers brushed across something else. It
felt like the rubbery nub of a garter sticking up through its wire
grommet. Groping blindly, pushing my fingers higher up her thigh, I
followed the long, elastic garter up off the reinforced top of the
hose onto the smooth, warmness of bare skin. Grandmama was wearing
a garter belt. I don’t know why, but that both surprised me and
excited me. A garter belt. Grandmama! Why was she wearing a garter
belt? She hadn’t been wearing one yesterday. Or had she? Did she
usually wear a garter belt? The surprises kept coming with her. I
realized that I didn’t really know much about my grandmother. At
least not as much as I had thought I knew. Every corner I turned
around seemed to expose another provocative, alluring secret she
had held back from me all these years.

Her chubby fingers were squeezing tighter
around my almost fully charged penis as it lay on my belly below
the sheets. My fingers were creeping higher and higher up the silky
smoothness of her leg. Now I found myself wondering what kind of
panties she was wearing. She had surprised me with the garter belt.
But oddly, I felt that her panties would be plain. I just couldn’t
wrap my head around her wearing bikini panties, or a thong. But
then again, she shaved her pussy, didn’t she? Why wouldn’t she wear
something risqué?

Her skin was so warm and smooth as my fingers
pushed higher. In the hormone-drenched recesses of my mind, I
imagined I could feel the heat from her pussy as my fingers inched
closer and closer. Then my fingers brushed against…skin! Soft,
slippery, wet flesh. No panties. Nothing but bare skin. She wasn’t
wearing panties.

This startling fact sent another jolt of
electric energy jolting through my cock making it twitch and jerk
against her clutching fingers.

“Do you like?” grandmama whispered, her legs
creeping wider apart, opening herself to my depraved, probing
fingers. She was just as wet and slippery as she had been last
night as I explored the fleshy lips, fingering them aside and
exposing the jutting nub of her oversized clit. It was hard and
swollen, just like last night.

“Yessss—” she softly hissed, stretching her
arms out behind her, rolling her hips, rubbing herself against my
probing fingers. Quickly pinching her clit between my thumb and
finger, I began to twist it, rolling it back and forth roughly.

“Make me come—” she whispered, her hips
rocking up and down as she ground herself against my insistent,
pinching fingers. It was crazy! Here I was, laying in my
grandmother’s bed with my hand shoved up under her dress roughly
manhandling her big clit, coaxing her to come. And she was urging
me on.

In a couple of hours the house would be full
of people. My mom and dad. My aunts and uncles. My cousins. All
milling around inside grandmama’s house like cattle, totally and
utterly oblivious to what we had done, what we were doing. It was
insane.

Flicking her clit faster, I squeezed it
harder as I feverishly twisted and pulled on it. I could feel the
muscles in grandmama’s legs tensing, tightening as her big butt
pattered up and down on the edge of the bed.

“Yessss-so close—” she whimpered, her hands
turning into fists, grasping hold of the bed sheets as she groveled
her way toward her release. This couldn’t be happening. It was all
a dream. I hadn’t woke up yet and this was all a figment of my
rabid, overactive mind.

Grandmama had her head thrown back, twisting
from side to side. An elusive strand of white hair had escaped from
the bun atop her head and was hanging down by her face, twisting
and curling. Her eyes were clenched shut. Her mouth was slightly
open, a trickle of spittle leaking out of the corner of her lips.
She was making soft grunting, panting sounds as she edged closer
and closer.

All at once, my fingers were bathed in a
warm, sticky gush of juice as she gasped and her whole body went
stiff.

“Oh-God-oh-God—” she wept, her thighs
slapping together, trapping my arm and hand between them…
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“Ding-Dong—Ding-Dong—” went the doorbell.

“Oh, no, no, not ready,” grandmama
complained, clutching at her chest, reaching down, grabbing hold of
my wrist, shoving my hand out from under her dress.

Someone had showed up early. Mom and dad? An
aunt or uncle? Or maybe it was UPS…or FedEx. Whoever it was, they
didn’t need to catch grandmama and me in bed. In the middle of the
act—

“Oh, dear me, dear me—“ grandmama mumbled,
the rosy glow on her cheeks spreading out as she stumbled to her
feet and shoved her dress back down around her chubby knees. “Go-go
to your room-hurry…and take the juice and the money,” she
frantically muttered, pointing at the glass and the money laying on
the nightstand as she looked around the room for any other thing
that might give our little secret away.

Throwing back the sheets, I swung my legs out
and stood up. Grabbing hold of the glass, I felt it slip through my
slippery fingers but I luckily caught it just in time before it
fell to the floor. Then grabbing up the money, I looked around for
my clothes.

“Your clothes are in your room,” grandmama
informed me. “I put them there earlier.”

I could resist the temptation and gave her a
soft, loving kiss on the cheek as I went bustling out of her
bedroom and down to the guestroom she had set up for me.

“Get dressed—“ she quietly murmured as I
stepped into my room.

Closing the door behind me, I leaned back
against it as stood there trying to catch my breath. Looking down
at myself, I saw that fright had taken care of my erection as my
cock was now hanging down between my legs, limp and wilted as a wet
noodle…
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And that’s how it all began. But it
definitely didn’t end there. Grandmama pointed out that it would be
a good thing if I came by every couple of months to personally pick
up my little college stipend. I gladly agreed. As I reflect back on
it, I don’t think it was wrong. Oh, sure in the societal scheme of
things it was wrong. Very, very wrong. But why? Really, we didn’t
hurt anyone. In fact, we are the only two that even know about it,
so if no one else knows, how can it be wrong? I guess that it’s
sort of like the tree falling in the forest. If there is no one
there to hear it, does it make a noise?

And like I said. Grandmama baked a killer
cherry pie. And who was I to turn down a piece of Grandmama’s…
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