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  I Was Adopted


  


  Chapter One – It was up to her


  Twenty-two years… Twenty-two years since his mother, Christine had given him up for adoption. But now, in a matter of a few minutes, David would see her for the very first time…


  She had put him up for adoption just after his birth and he had lived with his adoptive parents until he was eighteen. He hadn’t even known that he was adopted, until George and Emily, his adoptive parents told him just before he left for college. He didn’t know what prompted them to tell him and it had come as a stunning shock to realize the two people he’d lived his whole life with and loved most in the world weren’t his biological parents.


  He had been in a confused state of mind for most of his freshman year in college thinking over what they had told him. But he had finally gotten over it and moved on, or so he thought. Moved on and met his friend, Carl. He and Carl, both computer geeks, had combined forces and started up a software business from their dorm room. And in their junior year, the software had been taken over by a major software distribution firm and took off in sales. By their senior year, they were both multimillionaires.


  After graduation, with the software firm controlling the distribution and maintenance on their little creation, David finally had the time and money to pursue something he had wanted to do ever since he had found out he was adopted. He was going to find his birth mother—


  He’d started with his adoptive parents but they told him that they had signed papers preventing them from divulging who his birth mom was. And they had actually made her a promise they wouldn’t…and being the honest, hardworking people they were, they intended to honor that promise. So David set out on his own to find her. Even with his money, it had still taken a year, but at last he knew where she lived.


  What would she look like, he wondered? Would she be pretty? Ugly? Tall? Short? Skinny? Fat? He had had a picture of what he thought she might look like in his mind, but when he’d seen the first picture, he been pleasantly surprised at how pretty she was. But the picture he’d found was several years old and now…now he was about to find out what she really looked like…in the flesh.


  According to his calculations and all that his parents had told him, she would be around forty or so. She had him when she was sixteen and he was twenty-four. He could see why she had to give him up for adoption. Having a child at age sixteen must have been a traumatic experience. Why she wasn’t much more than a child herself. David couldn’t really bring himself to blame her for giving him up, and besides, he’d had a pretty good life with his other parents.


  So this meeting was mostly just to satisfy his curiosity. They hadn’t had a life together before. They hadn’t even seen each other and he didn’t know if they would start one up when they met. She didn’t even know that he’d found her…


  He’d learned that she was working as a realtor in Bedford, Mississippi. So, wanting to see what she was really like without the pressure of knowing that he was her son, he had called her up and set up an appointment to view some houses. It had felt really strange talking to her on the phone. Talking to the woman who was his mother and didn’t even know him. She had sounded nice on the phone, though. And to his surprise, she had a sexy, sultry voice which was a bit of a shock to him. He hadn’t known what to expect, but the voice he’d heard on the phone wasn’t what he’d expected. He’d expected her voice to sound more matronly…more mom-like…


  Finally, he told himself as he drove up in front of the little cottage that served as his mother’s real estate office and stopped. Looking at the sign in the yard, he saw a newer picture of her. She was pretty. Not ravishing, but pretty, he thought as the picture confidently stared back at him. She had short, hazelnut-brown hair that was cut in a longish pageboy style and a long graceful neck. It was an attractive face. He saw no wrinkles, but the picture had probably been airbrushed anyway, so he would have to wait until he saw her in person to find out the truth. But one thing jumped out at him about the picture…well, no actually, two things, he sickly thought, stuck out at him…she had quite large breasts…


  Like her voice, David hadn’t been expecting that and it gave him pause as he studied the swell of his mother’s breasts in the picture…


  Then, to his stunned amazement, he loathsomely found himself wondering if he had suckled them as a child? Has his mother kept him long enough that he had nursed on her? All of a sudden, David became aware of that warm, tickly feeling down inside his cock that usually foretold of an upcoming erection…What the fuck, he wondered?


  Well, let’s go and get this over with, David told himself, pushing the door open and stepping out into the bright afternoon sunlight. Taking a deep breath to gather himself, David started up the sidewalk but stopped by the sign to study the picture again. Even up close, he came to the same conclusion as before. His mother was an attractive woman…


  Stepping on, he slowly climbed the steps leading up to the porch. Then, he nervously took another deep breath and pushed the doorbell…


  A couple of moments later, the door slowly opened and there she stood! His mother!


  “Oh, you must be David,” she warmly smiled at him as he stood awkwardly staring at her. “Come in-come in—” she purred in the same sultry, sexy voice he’d heard on the phone.


  “Uh…yes, I’m, uh, I’m David,” he childishly stuttered worrying he was going to give it all away as he blushed and stepped into the office. “David Johnson…”


  “Hello, David, I’m Christine Dumas,” she smiled, reaching out to take his hand in hers to shake it.


  As they touched, a spark of static electricity arced between their fingers making both of them jump.


  “Oops—” Christine giggled making her substantial bosom jiggle and lurch down inside her blouse as David gawked on in a self-indulgent stupor. “Uh, wasn’t expecting that…” she softly laughed, gently shaking his hand. “Welcome to Dumas Realty.”


  “Uh…thanks…thanks,” he mumbled as she let go of his hand. Suddenly, David was transported back some eighteen years and he found himself standing in front of his imposing first-grade teacher, Mrs. Grandsterson on the first day of school. He felt like he was about to pee in his pants.


  “Have a seat,” she smiled, motioning to the chair sitting by her desk.


  The feeling of intimidation and awe still hung over him as he anxiously sat down in the chair. Quickly taking a nervous look around the room, he saw that the office was small, neat, and there were no other desks, so he assumed she must the only realtor working out of her office.


  “You seem surprised,” she laughed softly, stepping around her desk to her chair, as David dropped his eyes down to the round protrusion of her butt jutting out against the restriction of her tight skirt. “I’m not what you were expecting?”


  Not what he was expecting? Did she know he was her son? How could she know? He was stunned. She must have somehow found out that he was her son. But how?


  “Did I sound so different on the phone?” she smiled, sitting down and looking across the desk at him.


  “Uh…no…I just wasn’t expecting anyone…so…so pretty,” he lamely smiled, finally regaining some of his composure.


  “Why, thank you,” she said. “Such a nice compliment, and coming from a handsome young man like you. I’m flattered…”


  “I’m afraid I’m more than a little intimidated…” David nervously laughed, watching her warm, blue-green eyes sparkle in the afternoon sunlight.


  “Intimidated? Of me? Whatever for?” she said, fluttering her eyes at him.


  David was taken aback. He didn’t know what to think…or do. Was his mother actually flirting with him? This was a circumstance he hadn’t planned for. Something he hadn’t considered. He had expected to find that his mother was? Was what? What had he expected, he asked himself. Well, for his mother to be a mother…not an attractive older woman who…who…who what, he dumbly asked himself.


  “I don’t know…” David lied, guiltily glancing down at the pile of manila folders in front of her, then looking back up at her face, “what do you have to offer me?” he asked.


  “I’ve picked out five I thought might interest you,” she smiled back at him, slowly opening the top folder and turning it to face him.


  So this was his mother, he shakily thought to himself, studying her face as she began showing him the folders that held the information on different houses…


  Should he tell her? Tell her that he was her son? He was confused. His thoughts were a jumbled mess, bumping and banging against one another as they swirled around inside his spinning head.


  He didn’t hear a word she was saying as he pondered the question. Should he tell her…or not? He had a strange feeling toward her. She was his mother, but he found himself intimidated by that thought. His mother. He had always thought of Emily as his mother. And now this. He didn’t know what to think anymore.


  Then, to his shock, he felt that warm, tickly feeling down inside his cock again. The same feeling he’d had when he had looked at her picture on the sign. Then he felt his cock firming up down inside his pants. What the fuck? She was his MOTHER! What could he be thinking? It was crazy. His reeling brain couldn’t put the two of them together. Mother and Christine? His mind wouldn’t accept that. But what else was going on, he wondered? His cock was continuing to swell and firm up inside his shorts. To his muddled brain, Christine was just an attractive older woman. An attractive older woman who he could…would like to…like to make love to—


  As sick as the idea was, he found it perversely exciting. A part of him wanted to tell her that he was her son and see how she would react. But the other thought. The thought of making love to his mother was so puzzling. The thought of making love to his mother had never crossed his mind. But how could it have? He hadn’t even seen her until minutes earlier. Now? Could he? Could he actually stoop that low? Could he seduce her? The thought fascinated him. Make love to his own mother?


  After all, she didn’t know his dark little secret. To her, he was just some young guy who’d wandered in off the street. How could he be her son? It was probably the furthest thing on her mind.


  He could make love to her and then decide whether or not to tell her that he was her son…or not. She would never be the wiser…unless he told her. But could he really bring himself to do such a sick, twisted thing? He didn’t know if he could bring himself to do it, but found himself wanting to give it a try!


  “…and so, which ones would you like to see?” he was barely able to pick out through the roaring inside his head.


  “Uh…let’s see…what about these two?” he said, picking out two random files and handing them to her. And those two, he sickly thought, glancing down at the swell of her breasts jutting out against the front of her blouse.


  “Okay…okay, but these two are the most expensive ones of the lot,” she smiled, almost as if she was slipping into a maternal role and trying to protect him from his own folly. “If it isn’t too forward… you didn’t say…is there a future, uh, Mrs. Johnson in your plans?”


  “Uh…no,” he smiled, looking down at her ringless ring finger.


  “Are you married?” he brazenly asked.


  A puzzled look flitted across her face as she looked back at him, then smiled.


  “No, I’m not…”


  “Good,” he said, suddenly deciding to step in the pool and see just how deep the water was. “Then it wouldn’t be inappropriate for me to ask you out to dinner after we’ve looked at the homes.”


  Another look of puzzlement flitted across her face as she looked across the desk at him, seemingly studying him…


  “I…uh…I suppose it wouldn’t be inappropriate…but…” she said, pausing and reaching down to the folders, “but…”


  “But what?” he timidly asked, smiling at her, boldly reaching out and gently placing his hand on top of hers. “I’m new in town and don’t know where to find a decent meal. I just thought, and besides I would love to share dinner with a beautiful woman.”


  She paused, looking at him, and then slowly smiled.


  “So, what is your nickname, David?” she laughed softly. “Speedy? I’ve seen some fast moves in my time, but yours is about the fastest I’ve ever seen.”


  “Well?” he smiled, expectantly giving her hand a gentle squeeze.


  “Well,” she laughed back. “I suppose. I don’t have any plans for tonight and sharing dinner with a handsome young man like you would probably enhance my status around town quite a bit.”


  “Done then…a deal,” he smiled.


  “A deal…” she softly laughed pushing up out of her chair, standing as she picked the folders.


  “You know that the two houses you want to see are both over six-thousand square feet. Whatever would a single young man like yourself do with all that space?” she grinned, stepping out from behind her desk.


  “Uh…well…I’ve got to spend my money on something,” he laughed, stepping across the room in front of her and opening the door for her. “An investment.”


  “You’re that well off?” she asked, stepping through the doorway and waiting for him.


  “A friend and I started a software company,” he said, pulling the door closed behind them and watching her lock it. “We sold it last month for sixty mill each… So now I’m trying to find some new investments. Some things that I can invest in that I didn’t have before…”


  “Sixty million?” she gasped, turning to face him. “You said sixty million?”


  “Yeah,” he grinned, “We going in your car?”


  “Yes,” she said as David leaned down and opened the car door for her.


  “I’ve never known anybody with that much money,” she muttered, sliding under the steering wheel and unknowingly giving him a lovely glimpse of her long, shapely leg.


  “Well, now you do,” he laughed, closing her door behind her and walking around to the passenger side.


  Getting into the car, he glanced over and saw that her skirt had ridden halfway up her thigh revealing the tops of her nylons and a large expanse of smooth, flawless flesh, as she started the car.


  As he looked, he saw her glance over at him, then down to her exposed thigh. He saw a smile flicker across her lips, as she reached down and made a pretense to push her skirt down…but only moved it down a couple of inches in the process still leaving most of her thigh and long, shapely leg still available to his leering eyes.


  “So, you and all this money,” she said, pulling away from the curb, “what are you doing in Pleasanton?”


  “Oh…I came back to look up an old acquaintance,” he said, looking over and watching her skirt ride higher and higher up her creamy-white thigh, every time she shifted. “Someone I haven’t seen in a long time…a long, long time.”


  “So, who is this old acquaintance of yours? A friend? Or perhaps an old romance? Maybe I know them.”


  “Romance? No, no, nothing like that,” he laughed. “A friend,” he lied…


  “And?” she insinuated, pulling up in front of one of the houses on the list…


  “And what?” he asked, pushing his door open and stepping out of the car.


  “Did you find this mysterious friend?”


  “Yes…yes, I did…” he told her, smiling over at her as they crawled out of the car and walked up the sidewalk to the house.


  Bothered by his thoughts about his mother, he watched her move around the house, pointing out this feature and that…but sickly, he found that most of his attention was focused on her body.


  Still, the strange feeling that she wasn’t really his mother, permeated his mind. There was a part of him that still couldn’t accept her as his mother. And with that thought playing though his head, it made the thought of deceiving her even more conceivable. Could he actually lure her into bed? The thought itself was despicable. His mother? Seduce his own mother? But still, she was a very attractive woman…


  And he didn’t see her as his mother, yet. As of now, she was just an attractive, older woman he’d just met.


  But even if she was a stranger to him, to fuck your own mother would be a gross perversion, no matter how you diced it up.


  But she had given him up, hadn’t she? She hadn’t wanted him as a son. So why should he act like her son? So why did it matter what he did? She had given him up…given him up to fend for himself and make what he could out of his life without her. On his own. The more he thought about it, the more convinced he became. She had left it up to him to make a life for himself, and now…now he wanted her to be a part of it again. But in such a sick and twisted way! That was part of the deal—she had given him up as her son, so since she didn’t think of him as a son, he would not think of her as his mother. But down deep inside, he knew it was just an excuse. A justification for what he planned to do. But it would never exonerate him for what he was going to do…


  “Well, what do you think?” she asked him as they finished the tour.


  “I think you’re very pretty,” he grinned.


  “No, Silly, about the house,” she smiled.


  “Let’s look at the other one…” he told her, opening the door for her.


  “Okay…you’re the boss,” she laughed, stepping out through the door, waiting for him, then locking the house behind them. Pretending to be inspecting the exterior of the house, David waited until she started down the walk before he turned to follow her with his eyes.


  Listening to the sexy clop of her high heels on the sidewalk, he watched her beautiful butt swishing from side to side, as she stepped away.


  “But this house definitely has a fine view,” he called out, watching her turn and see that he had been looking at her.


  “Silly,” she laughed, opening her door and sliding in under the steering wheel, giving him another distant glimpse of pale, creamy thigh.


  “Are you just going to stand there gawking,” she laughed, closing her door and blocking his view of her long, shapely leg. “Come on…”


  Come, he giddily thought. I’d love to come…in your hot pussy…


  As he stepped up to the car, he saw his mother’s eyes stray down to the crotch of his pants and the outline of his rather large manhood. Then, he saw a slight blush color her cheeks as he slid into the passenger seat and she looked back out through the windshield…


  David continued to flirt and tease with his mother while they toured the second home. And he thought she was flirting back at him just as hard as the interaction between them became more and more heated. Determined, David kept pouring on the charm. As he did, her touches on his arms seemed to linger longer and longer as she pointed out the houses’ finer points until finally, she possessively rested her hand on his arm while they walked around.


  Finally, finished with the inspection, they stood by the front door. She gave him an inquisitive look. When she did, David couldn’t resist. Find out, he told himself. Find out just how she really feels about you.


  Stepping up to her, he gently wrapped his arms around her and pulled her to him. Bending down, he pressed his lips to hers and gave her a long, gentle kiss. A look of stunned shock filled her flared eyes for a moment, then her eyes fluttered shut as she slowly melted against him, encircled him with her arms and pulling him to her. Then she returned his kiss, thrusting her big breasts against his chest as she probed his mouth with her hot tongue. He thought he even felt a suggestive press against his stiff cock as she gently pressed herself against him there too. David had never felt anything so exhilarating in his whole life as they kissed. Then, he familiarly dropped his hands down onto her tight, hard butt, delicately cupped it, pulling her up against his swollen cock.


  They continued to kiss for what seemed like an eternity before David finally felt her step back and draw away from him.


  “Oh, my,” she gasped, self-consciously running her hands down over her rumpled skirt as she tried to catch her breath.


  “I’m sorry,” David softly huffed, breathing hard. “I couldn’t stop myself…”


  “Well…well, uh, did you like it?” she stammered, nervously brushing her hand over her heaving breasts.


  “I loved it,” he told her, running his tongue over his lips and tasting her.


  “No…the house? I meant the house,” she said, blushing again.


  “Let’s discuss it over dinner,” he smiled. “I’m famished…”


  “Uh, oh…okay…” she muttered, opening the door and stepping out into the dusk.


  Then, she quickly locked the door and started down the sidewalk as David stood watching her tight, hard ass twitch from side to side.


  “This one has a nice view, too,” he laughed, admiring the sway of her butt as it swished from side to side, seemingly with more emphasis than before.


  “You certainly are insistent,” she laughed, not even bothering to look back at him this time!


  They spent two hours over dinner, sipping wine, intimately touching and fondly looking into each other’s eyes.


  Finally, Christine told him that she was going to the little girl’s room. David’s eyes followed her as she strode across the restaurant…her tight skirt rustling over the perfect roundness of her ass with each step she took.


  When she disappeared into the restroom, David quickly called the waitress over to pay the bill. He had just finishing signing the receipt, when he saw Christine come striding toward him. Now his attention shifted from his mother’s ass to her big, bobbling breasts as she strolled toward him with a mischievous smile on her pretty lips.


  “And what do you find so fascinating,” she smiled, stepping up and taking his hand in hers as they started for the door.


  “Your breasts,” he whispered into her ear. “They’re fantastic…every man in the room is admiring them…”


  “Oh, my—you shush, you silly boy,” she mumbled, blushing and giving his hand a gentle squeeze…


  As they drove along, David continued to admire her smooth, creamy thigh while her skirt rode higher and higher. But, this time she seemed not to mind his leering in the least. At last, they pulled up to the realty office.


  Then, to his surprise, she turned into the driveway of the house next to the office.


  “You live here,” he asked, studying the little house.


  “Yes,” she smiled, turning the car off. “When it came on the market, I swooped it up. I find it convenient to live so close to my work.”


  “Cool,” he laughed.


  “Want to see it?” she asked.


  “Sure,” he said. She was inviting him into her house. Did that mean that maybe she had the same thing on her mind he did? It was getting better and better…


  Once inside, she gave him a quick tour of the house and then they returned to the living room.


  “Nice…” David told her.


  “Nothing like the cathedrals I was showing you today, but I like it. It’s small, comfy, and cozy for a woman living alone…” she smiled.


  “I still find it difficult to believe that some man hasn’t swept you up,” he appreciatively smiled.


  “It’s a long story,” she frowned.


  “I don’t have anywhere to go,” David suggested.


  “Well, then, why don’t you make us a drink, while I slip into something more comfortable,” she smiled.


  Something more comfortable? Was this it?


  “Sure. What’ll it be?” he asked, stepping over to the little bar sitting in the corner of the living room as she took a couple of steps toward the back of the house.


  “Scotch on the rocks,” she said, stepping across the carpeted living room and out onto the hardwood floor of the hallway.


  “Scotch on the rocks, it is,” David said to himself, loosening his tie and listening to the ping of his mother’s high heels as she clopped down to her bedroom.


  After making the drinks, David pulled his sport coat off and stripped off his tie. Draping them over the bar, he walked around the room, studying her pictures and sipping on his drink.


  “See anyone you know?” he heard Christine ask him as he stood peering at a picture of her in a bikini.


  Turning to face her, he saw that she had traded her blouse, skirt, and heels for a short gown and a pair of low-heeled slippers. The opaque pink gown blurred the outline of her body, but it was obvious there was little, if anything covering her silhouetted body under the gown. And it was especially obvious that there was nothing restraining her big breasts under the gown, the way were freely bobbling and rolling as she moved around.


  “No, but I’d get to know this beautiful woman better…” he smiled, pointing at her picture and openly looking down at her bobbing breasts. “She has an amazing body…” he boldly proclaimed.


  “Oh, you silly boy,” she laughed softly, then suddenly turned serious. “What is your fascination with breasts? Didn’t your mother nurse you when you were a baby?”


  “I don’t know…maybe I’ll ask her?” David grinned, stepping over to the bar and picking up her drink.


  “I think mine are too saggy,” she complained, taking the drink from him.


  How could this all of happened so easily, David giddily wondered. It was almost as if they’d known each other forever. Was their familiarity genetic? Now they were openly discussing her breasts. It was weird.


  “How can you say such a despicable thing about them,” he said, appreciatively watching them bobble and jiggle. “I’ll bet they’re fantastic…”


  “Flattery just might get you…” she smiled, pausing a moment to coquettishly bat her big blue-green eyes at him.


  “Get me what?” he boldly charged on, following her over to the couch where she sat down and pulled her long, shapely legs up under her.


  “You never know,” she said, taking a sip of the drink. “Ah, just the way I like it. Nice and strong…”


  “Good,” he said, easing down on the couch a couple of feet from her.


  “So what does a handsome young man like you see…in a doddering old broad like me, anyway?” she asked, boldly looking into his eyes. “I’m sure that there are plenty of pretty young things that would give anything to be in my place…”


  “I like women like I like my wine! Aged to perfection,” he said, reaching over and running his fingers down her bare arm. “I don’t like wine that hasn’t had a chance to mature…” he said, laying it on thick.


  “It’s been a long time,” she softly murmured, reaching down and running a short, manicured fingernail down his thigh.


  “A long time?” he questioned. A long time since what. Since she’d had sex? A long time since she’d been pursued?


  “A beautiful woman like you?” David said softly.


  What would she do if she knew I was her son, he loathsomely wondered, letting his finger brush down over the satiny-smooth skin of her arm. What would she do if she knew that it was her own son trying to seduce her?


  “My husband, Terrance, left me for a younger woman,” she frowned. “Three years ago and I just never got around to dating again. It hurt pretty bad. So all this is a little scary, but at the same time, it’s strangely exciting to be pursued by a boy young enough…well, young enough to be my son!”


  Did she know? No, she couldn’t or she would have stopped it. Wouldn’t she? She wouldn’t have let it go this far. It was rather obvious that he was out to seduce her. Wasn’t it? Why else would she be sitting on the couch intimately running her finger up and down his thigh?


  “Terrance must have been an old fool,” David frowned, easing his finger a little way inside the armhole of her gown. “An old fool to leave you for a child…”


  “She was an attractive young woman,” Christine said, glancing down at her hand as it absent-mindedly traced a little circle around on his pants legs.


  “You are an attractive woman too…very attractive …” David whispered, giving her arm a soft, gentle squeeze.


  “Oh, David,” she murmured, looking up into his eyes as David saw tears beginning to form. “I’m afraid.”


  “Don’t be,” he reassured her beginning to regret his decision. But it was too late now. Wasn’t it? She would know him for the depraved pervert he really was if he stopped now. And she would feel even more unwanted and unsure of herself than she had before. What an asshole, he berated himself. Fool—


  “I would never do anything to hurt you,” he mumbled, regretting every word as they tumbled out over his lying lips.


  “Oh, I don’t…I don’t know,” she whispered back. “This…this is all happening so, so fast. I don’t know what has gotten into me. I’m not usually so…so forward. Why, why you must think I’m a shameless harlot.”


  “Please,” David said, dropping his hand off her shoulder and down onto the silken smoothness of her thigh, just below the ruffled hem of her night gown. “We’ll never do anything you don’t want to do. Okay?”


  David watched his mother’s eyes drift down to his hand, linger for a few seconds and then lift back up to his face.


  “Okay…” she whispered as he saw that the tears were threatening to spill forth any second.


  It was now or never, David fearfully thought. If she started crying it might spoil the ambience, the mood. Do it, do it—one side of his brain was shouting while the other side was begging him to stop, to stop before he did something he would regret the rest of his life. But he couldn’t stop, he’d come too far to stop now. Leaning out, David set his drink down on the coffee table in front of them. Pushing up off the couch, he slowly got to his feet and turned to face her with his hands extended down to her.


  “What?” she mumbled, looking up at him with a confused look on her pretty face.


  “Let me see…” he whispered.


  Looking up into his eyes, she slowly tipped her drink up and drank the rest of it. Then she carefully put it down on the table beside his. As David watched her, wondering if she would go through with it, he saw her reach out and slip her soft, warm hands into his to let him gently pull her to her feet. Wanting to calm her doubts, as soon as she was standing on her little low-heeled slippers, David eased his arm around her and tenderly hugged her to him. With his other hand, he cradled her chin on his finger and thumb and tilted her head up. His lips touched down onto hers…softly as a butterfly lighting. Then they kissed, tenderly, lovingly as their bodies slowly melted together. The kiss grew more insistent as David eased his hand down to the middle of her back, just above the jut of her buttocks and pressed her against his rock-hard penis to show her what she had done to him. When he felt a little moan bubble out into his mouth he edged his probing tongue in between her open lips. Then as he explored the secrecy of her open mouth with his tongue he felt her soft sinuous tongue curl around his. She leaned into him, thrusting her big, soft tits into his chest as their tongues snaked around one another while they kissed with open-mouthed lust. This was his mother! His mother was returning his kiss…more passionately than he had ever been kissed in all of his life. David was in a euphoric fog as they stood, their bodies pressed together as the kiss went on and on and on.


  At last, their lips breathlessly broke and their eyes fluttered open as they stood gasping for air and staring deep into each other’s eyes…


  Not wanting to break the intimacy of the moment, David took the tiniest of steps backward. Still staring into her big, blue-green eyes, holding onto her age-thickened waist, David slowly ran his hands down over the curves of her hips. Then, when he felt the lace-edged hem of the gown brush under his trembling finger tips, he pinched it and began to slowly pull it up her thighs. As he did, he saw his mother’s eyes drift down while he ever-so-slowly began to lift the gown up her body. Following her eyes down, David anxiously watched the bottom edge of the gown lazily crawl up the flawless roundness of her hips.


  All at once, the curl-shrouded pelt between her legs materialized out from under the gown. As it did, David felt a spasm of excitement spark through his petrified penis making it twitch. He saw that he’d been right about what she wore under the gown. Nothing! Not even panties, which came as a mild surprise to him.


  She was naked under the gown. Looking back up, he saw her eyes follow his up until they were staring at each other again while he slowly pulled the gown up over her waist and the rounded softness of her belly. As David lifted the gown higher, he breathlessly waited for her breasts to emerge out from under the thin cloth. Then, there they were. Her stunning breasts crept out to reveal their exquisite beauty to his gaping eyes. They were spectacular—


  Now everything was happening in slow motion as she stretched her arms out over his head while he stared down at the quivering treasures on display before him while he pulled the gown up, lifting it up her graceful neck and pretty face and finally up and off over her arms.


  Taking another step back, David let the silky gown slip from his unfeeling fingers to fall on the couch as he gazed down at his mother in reverent wonder.


  “God, you’re so beautiful, M…” he groaned, only able to stop himself from calling her ‘mother’ at the last second.


  Maybe she wouldn’t have made the pages of Playboy, but to David’s leering eyes, she was stunningly beautiful. Her short, brown hair framed her sculpted face and her innocent blue-green eyes, angelic nose and rose-petal lips. The tiny gold necklace encircling her slender neck sparkled and shimmered with every breath she took as the little diamond hanging from it rested on the slope of her stunning breasts.


  Her breasts, full, high, round, firm that looked soft as pink satin pillows. Her purplish nipples, jutting from their pebbled caps of dark flesh were visibly swollen and stiff, protruding out of the upper plane of her breasts. Glancing back up at his mother’s face, he saw that she was searchingly staring back into his eyes. He could see that she was blushing as he hurriedly dropped his eyes back down over her softly-quivering breasts to her thickened waist. She wasn’t fat by any stretch but age had softened the constriction of her once-narrow waist. And there, at the tip of the Y between her tummy and thighs, David saw the thick swirl of dark brown pubic curls covering her hidden womanhood. On down he went, following the sweeping curves of her legs down to her small, feminine feet encased in the fuzzy pink low-heeled slippers. Yes, all in all, his mother wasn’t what David had expected. And in his prejudiced, fevered mind, she was beautiful. It was no wonder he had been tempted.


  “So beautiful,” he murmured, letting his eyes travel back up her body to her blushing face and questioning eyes.


  “Now stop that,” she blushed brighter, stepping toward him, reaching out and plucking the top button of his shirt open. “You’re embarrassing me!”


  “Can’t help it,” he whispered as she popped another button open. “You’re so beautiful…”


  Then, they stood staring into each other’s eyes as her fingers crawled down the front of his shirt unbuttoning buttons one by one. Then reaching around her arms, David cupped his hands around her soft, heavy breast in his hands and gave them a soft squeeze as his fingers and thumbs sought out the swollen nubs tipping them.


  There was a soft, amorous smile on her rose-petal lips as he lovingly fondled her heavy, sagging breasts while she unbuttoned the last button on his shirt. Then with a tug, she pulled his shirttail out from under the waistband of his trousers, brushed his arm back, pushed his shirt back over his shoulders, caught it and tossed it down on the couch by her gown.


  “I don’t know what has gotten into me…” she whispered as her fingers found his belt buckle while his hands searched out her drooping tits once again.


  “I’ve never done anything like this before…ever…” she blushed while David toyed with the big, puffy nipples and felt her fingers unsnapping his pants. Then, before he could move, his pants suddenly went skittering down his legs to land in a muddled heap around his loafers. Still looking into his eyes, she brushed his hands aside once again and hooked her thumbs down under the stretchy waistband of his jockey shorts.


  This was crazy. His mother? He hadn’t known her for more than a few hours…and now she was already in the process of striping him naked. There was a strange dichotomy to it all. If this continued on, he would soon be as naked and exposed as he had been when he had come slithering out from between her legs those many years ago. Except this time, he would be entering…not being forced out.


  Then, with a soft little grunt, she looked down and thrust his shorts down his legs, freeing his big, hard penis as it jumped out of his shorts and stood proudly jutting up out of his hairy groin.


  “Oh…it’s…oh, what a divine creature,” she gushed, adoringly running her fingers over blue-veined shaft of his cock as it twitched and bobbed excitedly.


  “I want you—” David crooned, stepping out of his loafers, toeing off his socks and letting his pants and underwear slip off over his bare feet.


  “Yes…yes…” she hissed softly, “but slowly…my dear…slowly, so I can savor the touch…the feel…the taste of your body…it has been a long time…”


  He was about to fuck his mother, David feverishly thought! It was all happening faster than a speeding bullet. He had only met her hours earlier, but now it was already happening. Years of wondering what she looked like and now he knew, down to the last tiny detail. And now he was about to partake of her most secret treasure. But first she wanted to do other things to him…and…taste him. Could that mean? It could mean only one thing…his fevered mind thought.


  “Come…my…Darling,” she murmured, taking his hand in hers. “Let’s go exploring.”


  There could be no turning back now. They had stepped over the bounds into a place that no mother and son should ever enter. But once they had ventured across those borders, there was no return to the way it had been before. They were doomed.


  Slipping his arm around his mother’s slightly thickened waist, David pulled her to him, their hips intimately brushing as they slowly walked down the hallway to bedroom arm in arm. Strangely, now was the first time he had noticed the enchanting fragrance of her sensual perfume.


  Who was this woman that was his mother? What was she really like? What was she really like in bed? What were her likes and dislikes? He knew none of this. But maybe, now that he had found her, he would actually take the time to find out. But not now…now…he was about to find out things no son should know about their mother—


  As they walked along, arm in arm, he saw that his mother was watching his cock bob and bounce up and down in front of him.


  “It looks like a divining rod,” she softly laughed. “A big, hard divining rod.”


  Dropping his hand down onto her jiggling butt, David gave it a soft grope as they strolled up to the bed.


  Moving her arm from around his waist, Christine raised a knee up to the bed and quickly crawled up onto it.


  Standing by the bed, David waited to see what she had in mind before he committed himself.


  As he watched, she stood on her knees, smiling up at him.


  “Come, lie down beside me,” she said, patting the bed by her knee.


  Quickly crawling up on the bed, David flopped down on his back beside her, his shoulders brushing her knees. Watching her, he saw her lean down onto her hands and knees and slowly swing a leg over him. As she did, David suddenly found his mother’s big, wet pussy hovering just above his face.


  There it was, he giddily thought, as he stared up at the big, fleshy wound hovering above his face. His mother’s pussy! He had never dreamed he would ever see it. Even see her. Much less this. It was crazy. And now this—he giddily thought staring up at the fleshy slit from where he had come. The place where some guy had stuck his cock, filled it up with cum, and created him. Staring up at the beautiful pink-petaled rose, he also saw the dark, mysterious little pucker just above it. Her anus. Her asshole. His mother’s asshole. Oh, God, what would it be like to fuck that, he feverishly wondered? Fuck his mother’s tight little asshole. Then he saw her pussy descending down onto his lips. As it touched down, he tentatively eased his tongue out and slowly licked it up the juice-filled slit between the fleshy folds, up between the big, meaty lips dangling down on each side of the slippery slit. His mother’s vagina. Her pussy. Her cunt. Where he had once been expelled out of. And now…now he was about to revisit it in such a different, perverse way…


  Just then, he felt his mother’s hot lips encircle the bloated head of his cock. She didn’t hesitate and immediately began to loudly suck and lick it. A shudder of such intense excitement sparked through his twitching cock and it was all he could do to hold back the explosive charge already gathering down inside his balls.


  “Ummmmmm,” she murmured out around the shaft of his swollen cock as she began to roll her hips, rocking back and forth, painting his lips and chin with her hot juices.


  His mother! This woman! She had no shame—


  Raking her pussy back and forth across his lips, she lovingly fucked his face while he feasted on the rich, pungent spunk leaking out of the slippery slit. Sparkles of excitement chased themselves up and down his spine as he strained to hold back the flood of cum seeking release down inside his aching balls.


  He could feel his mother ravenously devouring his cock, sliding her mouth up and down it, slurping loudly with each down-thrusting suck. Hot spit ran out of her mouth, dripping down onto his throbbing balls, coating them with it moist heat. Then he felt his mother’s hips lurch to a stop as she maneuver her big, marble-sized clit down onto his lapping tongue.


  “Ummmmmmmmmhuh…” she groveled out, as he began to tickle and tease the jutting knob with his tongue.


  As he tormented the slippery ball of her clit, he reached up and found the two treasures dangling down from her chest. What would it have been like to drink from the two mountainous fountains, he deliriously wondered, twisting and tweaking on the two berry-sized nipples that jutted out of their darkened centers. What would it have tasted like, he wondered, frantically working his tongue on his mother’s clit. Would it have been sweet, or salty, or creamy, or milky, or just what, he dementedly wondered? But he would never know, unless…no…no, he couldn’t let himself go that far. But he went ahead and finished the hanging sentence in his head…unless his mother was pregnant!


  Just the thought of such a perversion sent a current of excitement firing through his cock. Using all his will power, he held it back as his mother’s mouth feverishly worked up and down on it trying to coax out its load of thick creamy cum. As she did, he could feel her roughly pulling and plucking at his big balls while she tried to coax them to release their load into her mouth. It was all so fucking exciting, he thought, as he humped his cock up into her gluttonous mouth and she humped her pussy down onto his lips. They were like some kind of sick, demented see-saw, working up and down at breakneck speed, he crazily thought.


  “Gommaummmm,” he groaned out, as the pressure inside his balls built toward release.


  “Ummmmhuhhhh,” she grunted out around the shaft of his cock.


  Then he felt it rip through his cock like a flash of lightning, pouring through the delicate urethra of his cock and blistering it like a spurt of acid…


  As his cock lurched, it spewed out a thick gelatinous glob of cum out onto his mother’s tongue. She didn’t even hesitate and hungrily swallowed it down.


  Then as his cock continued to jerk and twitch inside his mother’s mouth, David felt her body stiffen. Suddenly a gush of warm, sticky juice spewed out onto his lips and chin as his mother made soft grunting sounds and strained against his lapping tongue. Exulting in the spasms of pleasure jolting through his ejaculating cock, David lashed his tongue back and forth across his mother’s orgasming clit. Releasing his hold on her dangling tits, David snaked his hands around her hips and cupped the cheeks of her ass, shoving her down onto his mouth. He could feel the muscles in her ass twitching and contracting as she came and came while her pussy bounced around on his lashing tongue, painting his lips and chin with a rich, thick coating of her luxuriant pussy-juice.


  At last, David felt the final trickle of pleasure drizzle out from his cock. Then as it began to soften and wilt, his mother lifted her mouth of it.


  “My goodness,” she mumbled, tiredly lifting her leg, swinging across him and rolling over onto her back beside him.


  Raising up onto her elbows, she looked down at him, slowly running her tongue over her lips, lapping away a little drizzle of cum that had escaped her mouth during his upheaval. “That was something—”


  “Uh-huh,” he grinned down at her with his juice-coated lips.


  Struggling up, he crawled around until he was lying beside her with his face pressed against one of her big tits. Snuggling up against the flattened mountain of soft, giving flesh, he reached over and grabbed hold of her other breast. Then as he gently nursed on one big, puffy nipple, he tweaked and toyed with the other one while she lovingly ran her fingers through his hair.


  Pressing his leg up against her thigh, he felt her lift her leg. Sliding one leg under her lifted leg and the other over it, he gently rubbed his limp cock against her hip as he greedily sucked on her nipple.


  “I wish I could have done this…done this with…with my son,” she murmured softly.


  “Huh?” he muttered, spitting out the nipple and looking up at her face. “What…what do you mean?”


  “I…I had a son when I was…was young…sixteen!” she said, cupping his head in her hand and gently pressing his mouth back down onto her nipple. “But I found myself in such a predicament that I…I had to give him up for adoption when…when he was born. And now…now I miss him so much…I missed all the things a mother…mother and her babe were supposed to do. Not the other thing, but this. I always missed being able to suckle him. Hold him against my breast and let him nurse.”


  A spasm of guilt tore through David’s sedated brain. Hearing her confession was having a profound effect upon David. He was torn… A part of him wanted to take her in his arms and tell her that everything was okay! Everything had turned out for the good…tell her that he had turned out okay. But how, how could he do that when he was in her bed, using her in the most despicable, demented of ways possible? How could she understand what he was doing? Doing to her? He wanted to tell her that he had missed it too. Missed her, but how could he. It would be a lie. He hadn’t even known that she existed until his parents told him. So, if she was sixteen when he was born, that would make her forty now. He was so confused…but even in the swirl of confusion…he found himself even more drawn to her in that sick, twisted and most evil of ways.


  Cradling his head in her arms, she delicately rocked him, pulling him to her breast as he gently suckled her like an infant.


  Feeding on the intimacy of the instant, he felt his cock rapidly firming up and regaining its potency as he gently rubbed it against her leg.


  “I miss him…so much,” she wept, holding him tighter. “He, he would be just about your age,” she told him, tears coursing down her cheeks and dripping down onto David’s face.


  Finally, knowing that his cock was fully recharged, it was the time for the reckoning, he thought, slowly lifting his lips away from her nipple.


  “It’s okay…everything will be okay…M…M,” he mumbled, straining to call her mom, but failing as leaned away from her and struggled up onto his hands and knees. “You’ll see…you’ll see.”


  Then, as she pitifully looked up at him with big tear-stained eyes, he slowly part her legs, spreading herself open for him.


  “Be gentle,” she murmured, reaching down and gently clasping her fingers around his jutting, bobbing cock.


  “Yes…” he whispered, leaning down over her and letting her guide the head of his cock down to the waiting softness between her legs.


  The emotions he was feeling were frying the circuits in his brain. He was going to fuck her…fuck this woman, who in the last few moments had become his mother again…How could he do it? How could he do this to this lovely, sad woman? A woman who had missed him much more than he had missed her! She had given him up, but he hadn’t even known she existed. She had lost so much more than he had! But at this moment, he really didn’t care. He was going to take back his place. Take it back and use it in such a heinous way. He was going to take her. Take her and make her his. His what? His mother? His lover? He couldn’t think straight any more, but he knew he must have her as his…


  “Darling…” she murmured, as he gently eased the head of his cock down into the opening of her juice-filled pussy.


  A shiver of perverse excitement tickled through him as he knowingly defiled the very sanctity of his birth-chamber. How could any son do this to his mother? Anything so degrading, so shaming, so belittling? Yet, she would never know! Unless…unless he told her. But he would…some time…


  Somehow, it had all changed within the last few moments. The feelings before, they had been different, now they were loving and nurturing. This was his mother, his mother, but still she was woman, too. And he found that he loved her as no other man could ever love her. He would protect her and cherish her…


  “Oh, yesssss,” she hissed as he pushed himself down into her all the way to the hilt.


  The world crazily spun around him, as he grasped at it and tried to make some sense of it all. This was wrong, so wrong, but he had to have her…bring her back to him…


  Slowly, lovingly, he began to fuck her. He wanted to show his love to her, but how could he do it in this sick, perverted way? Would she know? Would she know how much he loved her and accept his way of showing it? Or would she turn on him and banish him from her life? Banish him from his rightful place a second time?


  Whatever would be, would be, he told himself. But now, he was going to possess her. Totally and completely…make her his and bring sweet pleasure to her!


  Looking down into her lust-filled eyes, he leaned down and rested himself on his elbows. Then with both hands, he took her slowly sloshing tits and began to squeeze and fondle them.


  As his hips leisurely worked back and forth, he drove his cock down into her glutinous cunt balls deep on every thrusting lunge. When he did, she met him at the bottom of the thrust by lunging back at him, their bodies meeting with lewd, wet slaps. Her juices were spewing out of her pussy again, like water pouring over a dam and their groins were quickly covered with its clinging wetness. Consumed by the passion pouring up from their loins, their mouths met in a wanton kiss as their tongues twisted and coiled together like two crazed snakes.


  Suddenly, Christine kicked her long legs up into the air and rested the back of her knees against his shoulders. Now her pelvis was tilted to such a degree her pussy was totally exposed to his gluttonous barrage.


  “Ohhh…M…oohh…M…oohh,” he gasped out as he began to drive his cock into her as deep and hard as he could…


  Fighting to keep from uttering that fatal word, he frantically fucked her.


  “Yes-yes-fuck-me-fuck me—” she blathered out, clawing at him as her feet wildly slashed back and forth above his head.


  They were no longer man and woman! No longer mother and son! They were wild animals! Wild animals, mindlessly fucking to reproduce themselves. There was no love…no emotion…nothing but pure, bestial gratification.


  The sick sounds of their incestuous fucking filled the air as he fucked her with wild abandon.


  The slap of their bodies crashing together; the mutual grunts and groans; the creak and groan of bedsprings mingled into a sick melody of perversion.


  The depraved thoughts that filled his head drove him on to new heights of savagery as he pounded his cock into his mother’s pussy. He could feel her fingernails digging into his back as she clawed at him pulling him down onto her deeper and deeper. There was nothing left to hold back between the two of them. They were both giving their all; fucking and pushing their bodies to the limit as they clashed together over and over again in his incestuous communion. She couldn’t share in the depravity of it all, as she knew nothing of it. Driving himself closer and closer to a colossal eruption, he could feel her whole body tensing for her mad dash to the finish. Who would reach it first? Who would be the victor in the senseless, insane race?


  Then, with a long, shuddering gasp, she tripped off into her own world of ecstatic pleasure. Her legs stiffened into boards, her hips bounced and jumped, pattering her ass up and down on the bed while her ravenous cunt hungrily clutched and grabbed at his pistoning cock.


  As she writhed and groaned out her fulfillment, the finality of what he had done exploded into his brain, kicking off his eruption.


  Grunting, he felt a spasm of pleasure tear through his cock as it jerked and shot out a great, gummy glob of steaming cum into his mother’s hungry cunt. Thrusting himself deeper into the fiery depths of the sucking pit between her legs, he felt his cock kick and hurl out another gelatinous glob of hot cum into her! The sticky goo coated the velvet lining of her cunt with its sticky heat. But she gave no quarter, dropping her legs off his shoulders, she drove her heels into his clenched ass, forcing him ever deeper into the convulsing core of her womanhood. David’s big cock continued to spew out its venomous, sperm-laden cream into the very chamber of his creation, filling it with the vile toxin. Unknowingly, she accepted his poisonous gift, as her hungry cunt sucked and clutched at his cock, coaxing it to give her more and more.


  An eternity later, David felt his cock shudder one final time as it dribbled out the last of its pestilence into her cum-drenched chamber. Now it was up to fate, he tiredly thought as he slowly backed his shrinking warrior back down the softly clutching channel of her vagina.


  Now it was up to her. He had given her his precious essence, but their destiny was now in her hands. Would she take his seed and grow it into a creation of their union, or would it lie fallow in her womb?


  It was up to her…


  


  




  Chapter Two - Twins


  Unknowingly, Christine helped her son find a house suitable for a man of his wealth. Then she helped him furnish it. David still hadn’t gotten the courage to confess his sins to her yet, as they continued to date and spend time with each other…


  David began to think of her more and more as his lover and less and less of her as his mother. And sometimes, especially when they were making love, he almost forgot that she was his mother altogether…


  Then some three months later, she invited him over to her house for dinner.


  He arrived at her house with a bottle of fine, aged wine. A reminder of their first night together, he thought to himself as he rang the doorbell and waited…


  Finally, the door opened and Christine welcomed him in. She was wearing the same gown she had worn that very first night. Apparently they both had the same thing on their minds, he giddily thought, as she took the wine from him. Smiling knowingly, she stepped aside so he could enter.


  He stepped inside, closing the door behind him.


  “A fine, aged wine,” she laughed softly, making her big tits wiggle and jiggle under the thin gown.


  “Just like my woman. Aged to perfection,” he said, pulling her to him and giving her a long, lingering kiss as their bodies melted together.


  Finally, they parted and Christine stepped over to the table. Setting the wine bottle down, she picked up the two drinks that she had apparently placed there before. As she did, David noticed that the liquid in one glass was clear while the other was amber-colored.


  “Dear…come with me,” she said softly, giving him the darker drink, taking his hand, leading him into the living room.


  Following her, David wondered why she was in such a serious mood. Usually, she was warm and bubbly, but tonight there was something different. Almost somber, he thought, watching her sit down on the couch and draw her legs up under her the way she had that first night…


  “Why so somber?” he asked, sitting down beside her.


  “I’ve…I’ve got something to tell you,” she frowned, “and I don’t know how you are going to take it!”


  “What? What could be so grave?” he nervously asked, studying her face for any clue to what was wrong as she took a sip of her drink. Had she found out? Did she know that he was her son?


  His heart began to pound, his palms suddenly growing wet as he tried to swallow the bale of cotton that had suddenly formed in his mouth.


  The silence was deafening for several moments as David breathlessly waited for her to speak.


  “I’m pregnant,” she suddenly blurted out—


  David was floored as he sat staring at her like an imbecilic idiot. He could feel her eyes on his face, studying him, looking for any sign of disapproval.


  “P…pregnant?” David sputtered, his jaw dropping and his eyes bugging out.


  “Yes…” she said. “The doctor confirmed it this morning. The rabbit died.”


  “The rabbit died?” he grunted. “What do you mean?”


  “It’s an old saying,” she said. “It just means you’re pregnant…”


  “Me…you…we?” he muttered. He was fucked. Royally—


  It had happened. That’s what you get for wishing for something, he cursed, remembering the first night when he had wished she was pregnant so that she would have milk. Moron—


  “I’m afraid so, Darling,” she murmured, reaching for his hand. “You and I…we made a baby. There’s been no one else but you since I met you.”


  David’s brain froze. His mother was pregnant. Pregnant with his baby. What should he do? Tell her now? Not? What if it came out all fucked up? Oh…shit…this screws everything up. What do I do?


  “Isn’t it wonderful? You gave me just what I’ve wanted for so long,” she gushed. “But don’t worry…I didn’t do this to trap you or anything. I can understand how you might think that I could have done this to get your money, but it’s not anything like that. I’m pretty well off, too. Of course, not like you, but I don’t really need any of your money. Besides, this not about money.”


  “Mu…Mu…” David mumbled, still unable to finish the word.


  “And I can understand why a young man like you,” she smiled, “wouldn’t want to tie himself down with an old woman like me.”


  “NO, no, I’m not…not going to leave, leave you,” he said, tearfully looking into her eyes.


  “Darling,” she gushed, setting her glass down and sweeping him into her arms. “I love you so much!”


  “Uh…I…I love you…” David choked out pulling her to him, trying not to spill his drink.


  Their lips met as they kissed deeply for the longest time.


  What now, he asked himself? If he told her, she might get an abortion. Then what would he do? Boy, did this fuck things up between them!


  “What’s wrong, Darling?” she asked him, gently squeezing his hand. “Aren’t you happy? Our baby? We made a baby. You…you look confused.”


  “Uh…it’s just, just so sudden,” he stuttered, his mind swirling in chaos. “It’s such a surprise!”


  “I understand,” she laughed softly, running her hand up his thigh. “But it’s not due for another six months. So we could celebrate tonight, if you want to…to do it with an old pregnant woman.”


  “A pretty, pregnant woman,” he corrected her, lifting her hand up to his lips and kissing it as his other hand lifted up to a breast and lovingly caressed it through the thin gown.


  “They’ll get bigger,” she smiled as he absent-mindedly tickled its nipple with the tip of a finger. “But right now, they’re kinda sore some of the time, so we’ll have to be gentle with them.”


  “Uh, sure, uh, okay, yeah, I’ll be gentle…” he absent-mindedly mumbled as his reeling brain tried to right itself. Me? Me a father? How can this be? He fumbled for the answer, but none came…


  “Uh, okay, but I don’t see how they could get much bigger,” he repeated himself, cupping the heavy udder in the palm of his hand. “They’re already colossal…”


  “And then, after the baby,” she cooed, reaching into his lap and slowly unzipping his pants, “I’ll share my milk with you.”


  A bolt of electricity shot through his cock as he heard what she said. At the same time she dug down into his shorts and pulled out his big cock.


  “This…this lovely creature did it,” she murmured, leaning down over it and quickly sucking it into her mouth.


  “Uhhhhhh…he, he had a little help from her,” he groaned, running his hand up between her legs and finding her hot, wet pussy.


  Then, as she roughly sucked on the head of his cock, he slowly worked his finger in and out of her tight, clutching pussy.


  “Hope the baby won’t mind sharing your sweet pussy,” he murmured as he gently finger-fucked her.


  Raising her mouth off his cock, she looked up at him and smiled.


  “He won’t,”


  “He?” he grunted.


  “What else could it be coming from such a manly weapon as yours,” she giddily giggled, lowering her mouth back down onto his jutting cock.


  “Uh, let’s go to bed,” he said, easing his finger out of her dripping snatch. “I’m not complaining, but I feel like a contortionist doing it here on the couch.”


  “Whatever you say, dear,” she murmured, slowly lifting her mouth up off his jutting penis.


  She lifted herself to her feet, then reached down to help him up.


  Taking her hand, he pulled himself up, still trying not to spill his drink. Holding onto his hand, she took a step toward her bedroom.


  “Aren’t you going to take your drink?” he asked her, letting go of her hand and reaching for it.


  “It’s only water,” she smiled at him. “Can’t drink liquor when you’re pregnant. Not good for the baby…”


  “Oh, yeah, that’s right,” he nervously laughed, taking a sip of his drink. “Glad those rules don’t apply to Dads!”


  “Don’t get smart,” she laughed. “Or I’ll make you stop drinking…when you’re around me.”


  “Sorry! I apologize.”


  “It’s okay,” she said, as they walked into the bedroom, “I was just joking, anyway.”


  “Okay,”


  “He looks funny sticking out of your pants like that,” she giggled again, wrapping her hand around his cock and leading him to the bed with it.


  “Well, you’re the one that made him that way,” he snorted, reaching down and unbuttoning his pants. Letting go of them, he let them slide down around his ankles.


  “That looks even funnier,” she snickered, reaching down and lifting her gown up over her body as she saw his big cock jutting out of the opening of his jockey shorts.


  “You didn’t think he looked funny before,” he said, feigning indignity. “Before, you said he was a lovely creature, now you’re calling him funny. He might get mad at you if you don’t quit mocking him. Maybe he’ll get mad and spit on you.”


  Poking his stiff prick back through the opening of his shorts, he quickly shoved his shorts down his legs, freeing the one-eyed ogre.


  “That’s better,” she said, tossing her gown aside and crawling up on the bed.


  “Glad you think so,” he grinned, toeing his loafers and socks off, then kicking off his pants and shorts.


  Rolling over onto her back, she looked up at him and grinned.


  “Better enjoy it this way, while you can,” she giggled, “because something’s going to come between us that won’t let us do it this way much longer.”


  “Well, I’ve always liked it doggie style,” he said, pulling his shirt up over his head. “Arf…arf…”


  “But I won’t get to see your face when we do it,” she complained as he crawled up between her legs.


  “Well, I’ll get to see your pretty ass,” he joked, lowering his cock down to the weeping hole between her legs.


  “So, you like my fat ass,” she smirked up at him, fitting the head of his cock into the slippery opening of her pussy.


  “I love it,” he grunted, pushing his cock down into the clinging heat of her pussy. “And it’s not fat. It’s just right.”


  “Oh, that feels good,” she cooed as he slid his cock into her.


  Holding his cock down inside the clutching heat of her tight pussy, he looked down into her eyes. The eyes of his mother. The eyes of his son’s mother. The eyes of his lover. The eyes of his wife to be, he drunkenly thought.


  “So,” she said, smiling up at him, a slight blush coloring her cheeks, “if you like it so much…maybe I’ll let you have some of it. Would you like that?”


  “What? What?” he muttered in a state of shocked excitement. “You mean…you would let me do it, do it to you back…back there?”


  “Yes,” she smirked, clutching her pussy down around his cock as it twitched down inside her pussy. “If, if you want to.”


  “Uh, okay. But I don’t want to hurt you,” he said, backing his cock and beginning to gently fuck her with slow, deep thrusts.


  “Let me…let me worry about that,” she murmured, thrusting herself up at him every time he stroked his cock into her. “But now make me feel all happy down there!”


  “Yes…make Mother…make Mother feel happy,” he groaned out, fucking her harder and faster.


  “Mother! Mother? What?” she gasped, staring up at him in shock.


  “What? What?” he grunted, not even realizing that he had spewed forth the forbidden word.


  “You called me…M…Mother,” she cried out, trying to push him off her.


  “You…you are! You are a mother,” he blurted out, hoping his ploy would work. “You just told me that you’re a mother, now. You did. The mother of my baby.”


  “That’s…that’s why you called me Mother?” she suspiciously asked, but stopped trying to push him off.


  “Yes, yes, that’s why…” he lied, grinning down at her. “I just thought that it would an affectionate name to call you now.”


  “Oh…oh. That’s why,” she said, a smile finally creeping across her lips. “It’s okay, I guess…okay for you to call me that. Call me Mother…if that’s why.”


  “That’s why,” he lied again, feeling her pussy clutch down around his cock. “Mother!”


  He’d gotten away with it, he thankfully thought. Gotten away with it and now…now he could call her Mother anytime he wanted to. And she would never be the wiser! Even if he screwed up and forgot. He was covered now!


  “Okay, then, make Mother happy,” she softly laughed, thrusting herself up at him.


  David immediately began to saw his cock in and out of her slavering cunt again. She looked up at him and grabbed hold of her sloshing tits, holding them to keep them from flopping back and forth as he hammered his cock into her at a furious pace. What if she really knew, he frantically thought? The way she had reacted, he knew that if she knew, it would be all over between them. But now, at least he could call her mother without fear of reprisal.


  “Make-Mother-Happy,” he grunted out between strokes, as he pounded his cock into her.


  “Yes-yes-make Mother happy,” Christine growled out, completely oblivious to the fact that it was indeed her son slamming his cock in and out of her pussy.


  David increased the speed and force of his thrusts as she groveled beneath him. They could both hear the wet slurp of his cock as it plowed in and out of her spewing pussy.


  “Harder, Baby…harder,” she panted, “Make Mommy happy.”


  She was pushing back at him, matching him stroke for stroke as he savagely pounded his cock down into the clutching hole between her outstretched legs.


  David didn’t say a word as he went about his job with workman-like determination. He had to make her come, he frantically thought. Make her come and then maybe he could have her back there. Down there. Back down there in her hot ass…


  Christine’s hot juices were flying everywhere as their bodies slapped together over and over again. David was desperately trying to hold back the gathering eruption as he fucked her. Hold it back and save it for her hot ass. Save his boiling load of steamy cum for her hot ass. His mother’s hot ass. He was in a delirious fog as he pounded his cock in and out of her pussy.


  “Oh-oh-yes, almost happy-almost” she jabbered out, digging her fingernails into his ass and jerking it back and forth.


  Hurry-hurry-hurry, he silently pleaded with her, straining as hard as he could to hold back the calamitous explosion gathering in his scrunched-up balls.


  Then, all of a sudden, she began to tremble as her eyes rolled back in her head and her hips began to quiver as a shiver spasmed through her whole body.


  She’s coming. Thank God, she’s coming, David groaned to himself, jerking his cock back out of her convulsing cunt. Hoping he had pulled it out in time, he stared down at it, watching it twitch up and down threateningly as he willed it not to ejaculate. Then, feeling that it wasn’t going off, he looked down at his mother’s pussy as it contracted and dilated, open and shut, squeezing out a long, stringy strand of her thick, gelatinous juice that slowly dripped down onto the bed between her knees.


  “Oh, God,” she gasped as she melted back down onto the bed. “Awesome…but why did you pull out?”


  “Uh…your-you know—you know what you said, uh, the other one—saved it for that!” he muttered, a faint blush reddening his cheeks.


  “Oh…I see,” she said, grinning mischievously. “Saving it for my, uh, my backdoor, huh?’


  “Uh, yeah, your backdoor,” he grinned, reaching down and wrapping his hand around his cock feeling her hot juices coat his palm. “Saving this for your backdoor…”


  “Well, let me up,” she said, gently pushing at his chest with her hands. “I’ll be back in a few…”


  “Okay,” he grinned, crawling out from between her legs and stepping down off the bed.


  Holding out his hand, he pulled her up and watched her scoot over to the edge of the bed. Sitting on the edge, she gave him a coy little smile and pushed up onto her feet.


  “It’ll be a few minutes,” she said, walking toward the bathroom, “so you’ll have to occupy yourself while I’m gone…”


  David watched her beautiful ass jiggle and ripple as she stepped across the room, thinking that it would soon be his. His mother’s beautiful ass. Sitting down on the bed, he worked his juice-slickened hand up and down his cock, slowly stroking it as he waited for his mother to return.


  At last, his mother came out of the bathroom. Walking toward him with a smirky smile on her lips, she reached up and cupped her big, bobbling tits as he openly gawked at them.


  “Do you still like them?” she asked, stopping by the bed and releasing them as she leaned down and opened the drawer of her nightstand.


  “No—I love them,” he declared, leaning forward and sucking one of the big, bulging nipples into his mouth.


  “Ummmmm, that feels good,” she murmured, wrapping her hands around behind his head and pulling his face into her tits.


  Loudly slurping on her bulging nipple, he cupped her lovely ass in his hands affectionately kneading and squeezing it until at last, she put her hands on his shoulders and pushed him back. He could see that the nipple and the tip of her breast were now wetly glistening with a layer of his spit as she reached down to the drawer of her nightstand. Pulling out a small, white vibrator, she stepped around his legs, smiled at him and crawled up onto the bed.


  Stopping with her feet dangling over the edge of the bed and her delightful butt waving in the air, she wiggled it invitingly.


  “Well?” she murmured.


  David was on his feet in a heartbeat as he quickly stepped up behind her up-thrust ass. As he did, he saw that there was a circle of glistening lubricant coating the skin of her ass on each side of the crack bisecting it. A perverse tickle of excitement rippled up his stiff hard cock making it twitch expectantly as he bent his legs, dipping his hips and lifting the big, mushroomed head up to the weeping slit just below the cheeks of her ass. Then he carefully fitted it into the juice-slickened opening and with a soft grunt thrust up into her.


  “Yessssss—” his mother hissed, rolling her hips and swirling his big stiff cock around inside her slippery pussy. “Make it slippery with my juice,” she murmured, milking her cunt down around his embedded prick.


  Grasping hold of his mother’s hips, David began to slowly rock back and forth, humping his cock into her all the way to his dangling balls as his belly bumped against the giving cheeks of her ass. He could feel her hot juices leaking out, dripping down onto his balls as he slowly fucked her from behind.


  “Now…now,” she finally grunted, leaning away from him, pulling her pussy off his juice-drenched prick.


  This was it. He was going to fuck his mother’s hot ass. A shiver of perverse excitement trickled up his spine and crawled into his brain as he eagerly wrapped his hand around his slippery cock and gently spread the cheeks of her ass apart with his other hand.


  There it was. The small puckered opening with the creases stretching down into the center, the coating of lubricant glistening wetly in the glow of the lamp.


  Lifting the tapered tip of his cock-head up to the darkened pucker of flesh, he deliberately fitted it on the little ring of furrowed flesh. Gently grasping hold of her hip, he held onto his cock to keep it straight as he slowly, but persistently began to push into her.


  Staring down, David watched the pointy head of his cock slowly spread the darkened circle of flesh apart as it stretched to accept him inside her ass. He hadn’t known what to expect as he felt his mother’s asshole tighten down around the head as it slowly disappeared inside her ass. Pulling her back onto him, he watched the snug ring of muscles compress down around the shaft of his cock at the same time he felt them clamp down around him. The head was inside her—


  “Nnnnnnnnuhhhhhhhh,” she softly groaned, as his he continued to push and watched his peter slowly slide into the accepting ass. It was so tight…and hot, he reveled, leaning down over her lovingly nibbling on her arched neck as he eased the last few inches his cock into her ass. As the hairy base of his cock nudged up against the smooth skin of her up-thrust ass, he ran his hands down under her and lovingly cupped her big heavy tits in the palms of his hands.


  Holding himself inside the clutching heat of her ass, David paused long enough to gently tweak her rock-hard nipples and give her a few seconds to grow accustomed to having eight inches of hard, stiff cock shoved up her ass. Tugging and delicately pinching on the knobby protrusions, David felt a shiver run through her body as she pushed herself back against him, taking him even deeper inside her ass.


  At last he slowly back down the tight channel of her ass and then pushed back in.


  “Slow—” his mother moaned as he heard her suck in a deep breath. Slowly, methodically, he began to stroke his cock in and out of the clutching tightness of her ass, his belly patting up against her ass at the end of each thrust.


  She didn’t move at first, but after a few strokes she began to sluggishly sway back and forth


  He was doing it, he feverishly thought. He was fucking his mother in the ass. And amazingly, she was fucking back onto him, taking all eight inches inside her every time. Did she like it, he sickly wondered? Did his mother like taking it in the ass? He’d heard that some women did. Some women could even orgasm that way, he’d heard. Maybe she was one of them, he giddily hoped as she rocked back and forth impaling herself on his thrusting cock.


  Slowly, he increased the tempo, fucking her harder and faster. Then, he felt something brush against his balls and heard the buzz of the vibrator. His mother now had her hand shoved down between her legs and was using the vibrator on her clit.


  Dropping her tits, he leaned back and grabbed her by the hips again. As he did, she looked back over her shoulder at him. Their eyes locked and David saw that she was getting that glazed, far-away look that always preceded an orgasm. Continuing to fuck her ass with deep powerful strokes, he pushed and pulled on her hips as he pumped his cock into her tight hole.


  “Come…come for me…come for me, Mother,” David grunted as the bed shook and rocked under them.


  “Yes, yes, soon,” she crooned, dropping her head and staring back down between her legs.


  Deep, throaty moans were coming from her lips as she humped herself back at him, matching each of his thrusts with one of her own.


  Then she suddenly fell silent as she thrust herself back at him. Slamming his cock into her as deep as he could, he held it there as her body went rigid and she started trembling.


  “Ohgooodddddddd,” she gasped out, arching her back so hard, David was afraid it would snap in two as she strained back against him and his embedded cock.


  Her legs were shivering and quivering as she thrust herself back against him. He couldn’t believe the strength of her orgasm as he felt the contractions working through her asshole, clenching down around his cock so tight it felt like she might snip his peter in two. Every muscle in her body was locked down as her asshole contracted and dilated around his cock with a ferocity that he had never felt before. David lost track of time as his mother came and came.


  But at last, she gave out a soft, choking sob, collapsing down onto the bed and jerking David’s stiff, twitching cock out in the process.


  Then, as she lay on the bed in a quivering heap, gasping for breath, David reached down and gently rolled her over onto her back. Spreading her legs apart, David saw that her pussy was still contracting open and closed as a little trickle of her juice leaked out. Then he saw she was looking up at him with a dazed, lost look in her blue-green eyes. There it was. His mother’s pussy. All primed and ready for him, he saw. But he wasn’t finished with her hot little ass yet. He was going to come in her ass—


  He was going to finish in her ass!


  Sliding his hands under her long limp legs, he cupped the backs of her thighs and pushed her legs up until the slowly contracting pucker of her asshole winked into view. His mother seemed to sense what he was doing as she mother reached down around her legs and pulled the cheeks of her ass apart, opening herself for him.


  Leaning down over her, feeling the backs of her calves rubbing against his shoulders, David rolled his hips to position the head of his now lube-coated cock back onto the wrinkled prune of her anus.


  Leaning into her, he saw that his cock easily slid into her this time. Moments later, he was once again buried balls-deep inside his mother’s hot ass. It was a strange feeling, looking down at the thick, meaty lips of her pussy wetly stuck together, while down below them, his cock was sticking in her asshole. It was just about the hottest damn thing he had ever seen.


  With his arms stretched out around her legs, his hands resting on the bed by her shoulders, he began to fuck her ass again, gently at first. He could feel his mother’s ankles rubbing against his cheeks as he deliberately pumped into her hot ass. Grunting and huffing, David slowly increased the force and speed of his thrusts until he was furiously pounding his cock into his mother’s forgiving asshole.


  Her asshole was tighter than her pussy, he giddily thought as he fucked it. And his thighs were slapping up against her soft, giving ass, giving the whole thing a totally different feel. But even though he was fucking her asshole, her pussy was still pouring out her juice. And as it spewed out of her cunt, it ran down and coated his pistoning prick with its sticky heat.


  Finally, the tightness of her clutching asshole and the passion of the moment finally overcame David.


  “Fuck-Fuck-Fuck—” he cursed as a spasm of intense pleasure orgasmed through his cock making it lurch deep inside his mother’s ass.


  Amazingly, as his big cock began to twitch and spurt deep inside his mother’s ass, David felt her asshole begin to contract as clench down around his deeply-embedded cock. She was coming. She was coming too, David realized. Gusher after gusher of steamy hot cream gushed out of his erupting cock, spewing out into his mother’s bowels completely filling her rectum with its thick, creamy virulence.


  Groaning out his pleasure, he held himself thrust down inside the cum-filled depths of her ass as he emptied himself into her. He felt like his big balls were melting. Melting and pouring down into her hot ass. But, his cock just kept on spurting and spurting until at last there was nothing left to spurt. He had pointlessly spurted every last sperm into her hot ass…and now had none left for her pussy.


  But that didn’t matter now.


  They lay like this, gasping for air for several long moments as David felt his cock softening and wilting down inside his mother’s cum-laden ass. At last, he slowly backed away, easing his vanquished manhood out of her tightly-clenched asshole. As his cock slithered out of her asshole, he stared down watching the widely-stretched opening slowly begin to shrink back to normal. Fascinated by the way it shrank, he continued to stare at it until it was once again a circle of wrinkled flesh instead of a gaping hole.


  Finally, he released his hold on her legs, letting them drop until her feet once again rested on the floor. As he did, she scooted back onto the bed and he crawled up beside her.


  Lying beside her, he lovingly ran his hand over her smooth, slightly-rounded belly.


  Looking into her love-filled eyes, he gathered his courage and spoke.


  “Mother…Mother, would…would you marry me?” he timidly asked.


  Tears immediately filled her warm, green eyes as she blissfully gazed back at him.


  “Marry you? You want to marry me?” she asked in a voice so soft, he had trouble even hearing her.


  “Yes…Yes, I want to marry you,” he groaned, watching the tears stream down her cheeks. “Will you have me?”


  The room was filled with an electric silence as they lovingly stared into each other’s eyes.


  “Yes…yes…I’ll marry you,” she gushed as they pulled each other into their arms.


  He was going to marry her, he deliriously thought. He was going to marry his MOTHER! What could ever be more perverted than that?


  ~~~


  They had married right after he had found out she was pregnant with his baby. It had been simple enough with some forged papers and no one was the wiser…not even his unsuspecting mother…


  After their marriage, he had moved his mother in with him and found their love was flourishing and growing stronger with each passing day. As was the baby inside her womb…Four months later, David sat nervously awaiting his mother’s return from her doctor’s visit.


  Pacing back and forth, he didn’t know why he was so nervous, but he felt like a long-tailed tomcat in a rocking chair factory. Why hadn’t he gone with her? Then he would have known so much sooner…


  Finally, he heard the clop of her heels on the porch. Striding over to the door, he threw it open.


  “Hi, Honey,” his mother said, smiling at him as she stepped through the doorway.


  “So, how did it go?” he anxiously asked, watching her step across to the table.


  “Fine…just fine,” she said, setting her purse down.


  Then she turned and slowly pulled her gloves off as his eyes swept down to her beach ball-sized abdomen.


  “The doctor confirmed it today, with ultrasound,” she said, reaching down and running her hands over her bulging abdomen…


  “And?” he asked, stepping over to her.


  “Twins,” she said, softly. “Twins. One of each. A boy and a girl…”


  “Wow…” David exclaimed, reaching down and running his hand over her swollen belly. “Is that cool or what?”


  “Yes…isn’t it,” she huskily said, smiling, taking his hand and pushing it down below her distended tummy, to the bottom of her skirt.


  “It’s crazy…but for some reason, I’m hornier than ten nanny goats,” she softly giggled.


  “Really?” David happily grinned, pushing his hand up under her skirt and finding the dampened crotch of her panties.


  “Damn, Mother, what’s got you so hot?” he grinned, pushing his hand higher and shoving it down inside her panties to find her dripping pussy. “You’re dripping wet.”


  “I don’t know,” she giggled. “Maybe it was having another man play with my belly…and my pussy…” she snickered.


  “Well,” he frowned, probing the giving softness with his finger, “but if you’re trying to make me jealous, you’ve succeeded.”


  “Oh, really,” she laughed, reaching down and grabbing his wrist and dragging his hand out from under her dress.


  “Come on,” she huffed, pulling him along behind her as she clopped over to the stairs. “Let’s have a celebratory fuck…”


  “Whatever you say, Mother,” he laughed.


  Behind her, he watched her butt heavily swaying from side to side as she laboriously climbed the stairs ahead of him.


  “You sure have a pretty butt,” he said.


  “Not today, dear,” she laughed back at him. “I want you in my puss.”


  “I was just telling you how pretty your butt was,” he complained. “I wasn’t trying to get into it.”


  “Okay,” she said, unbuttoning her blouse as she clacked up the stairs…
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  Chapter Three - Caught


  


  The twins were born without incidence. The family was a happy, loving one with no evidence of anything out of the ordinary…for the next eighteen years.


  During this time, Scott, the boy, grew into a handsome Adonis of a boy. Captain of the high school football and baseball teams, he was the center of attention among the girls at school. There seemed to always be a girl professing to a friend of Beth’s hanging around the house all the time, trying to get his attention, but Scott seemed to ignore this fact, focusing most of his attention on his sister, Beth herself.


  Beth, his sister, had grown into a beautiful young thing, with long, auburn hair; large, full breasts; hourglass figure; long, shapely legs; and a cute, pixyish face. She was the captain of the cheerleading squad and class president. All the boys in school were smitten with her, but she seemed quite content to hang with Scott most of the time. She did have the occasional date, but she never grew interested in any of the young men who sought her attention.


  The only fly in the ointment, David thought, if there was one, was her growing beauty. As she became more and more beautiful, he found it harder and harder, pardon the pun, to control the perverted desire he felt for her. Running around in her little cheerleader uniform half the time. And she never wore a bra, it seemed. Her high, proud breasts, just as big and desirable as her mother’s always jiggling and bobbling under her blouses and little cheerleader outfit. David could only sulk and imagine how beautiful they were. And her tight round little buns and the thong panties she wore with the uniform. It was almost like she was naked under the little pleated skirt that barely covered her cute little ass anyway. The same perverted desire he had felt for his mother those many years ago was bubbling to the surface. The same perverted incestuous desire lay festering down inside his heart of hearts.


  But he fought it tooth and nail trying to control the urge and nothing had happened untoward between them so far.


  David’s wealth had continued to grow, and now he spent most of his time in philanthropic efforts. He was on the board of several charities and foundations. While he was doing this, Christine had founded a foundation for the humane treatment of animals and spent most of her time at the shelter. The twins seemed content to lounge around the house most of the time, enjoying their last summer before they would be off to college. David didn’t help things by granting their every wish and doting on them as any proud parent would. If it wasn’t for that one tiny, gnawing fly in the ointment…


  David finished early at the board meeting of the Wetland’s Foundation and decided to call it a day. Driving up in front of the mansion, he saw that the Twin’s duplicate blue Porsche’s sitting in the garage side by side. Just like the two of them, he mused as he pulled his bright, red Saleen S7 into his own parking space. He saw that Christine’s Rolls-Royce Corniche Convertible was missing, so she was probably still be down at the humane shelter. It was only one o’clock and she usually didn’t return home until four or five.


  Turning off the ignition, he let the gull wing door swing out and up. Stepping out, he pushed the door closed and stood looking down at the beautiful car. The car and the house were his only two extravagancies. The car was a deep bronze color and its smooth curves swooped and flowed like amber honey cutting the air. But enough of the car, he grinned, hitting the garage door switch and listening to the doors purr down as he stepped out of the garage onto the walkway leading up to the house. Birds were chirping and the sun felt warm on his shoulders. It was a fine day, he smiled to himself, slipping his key into the door lock, turning it and pushed it open. The Cathedral-like silence of the house greeted him as he strolled through the foyer and into the cavernous living room. Maybe he ought to put in some stands and hold football games in it, he laughed to himself. The room was so large, it dwarfed the furniture in it making it look like dollhouse furniture.


  Wonder where the twins are, he asked himself climbing the twin staircase that led up to the children’s section of the house. Striding down the hallway, he searched for them, but didn’t find them. Finally, in the recreation room, he glanced out the window down onto the huge backyard.


  What he saw floored him.


  Down in the spa by the pool, he saw the twins. They were facing away from him, but it was obvious, even from the second floor, that they were naked. Naked and fucking! Beth was standing, leaning over and clutching the top of the spa. Her legs were spread and Scott was standing behind her, up between her long, shapely legs. He had his hands curled around her waist holding onto her as he humped away at her, driving his big cock in and out of her at a furious pace. Beth’s head was thrown back, tossing from side to side, flinging her wet hair all over as she bounded up and down on her brother’s pistoning cock.


  David had to grab hold of the windowsill to keep his shaking knees from collapsing. His legs had suddenly became noodles, the strength flowing out of them. Failing, he dropped to his knees as he stared down at his copulating children…his children…his brother and sister…his son and daughter. So this this was the reason they were so close, he sickly thought to himself.


  In a daze, he watched on. He had fought so hard to keep his perverted cravings in check, but now. Now he wanted to run down and join them. He wanted to fuck Beth so bad he could taste it. Pushing himself to his feet, he was finally able to stagger across the room. As he stumbled along, his strength began to return. Stopping at the top of the stairs, he looked down, hoping he would be able to reel down them without falling and breaking his neck.


  At the bottom of the stairs, he stopped and gathered himself. Shuffling across the room toward the door leading out into the backyard, he could feel sweat running down his forehead and dripping down his face. And down inside his pants, rigor mortis was already setting in as his cock began to swell and firm up.


  Pushing open the door, he looked out at the two teenagers. How could Scott do what he was doing to his sister? How could he do what he had wanted to do to her himself for so long, he asked himself? How could he blame Scott for doing what he had wanted to do for so long? But he had held himself back? For what? For this? Only to have the prize wrestled away from him by his own son. His own flesh and blood. Maybe this was his retribution. His payback for seducing his own mother…


  But now, now David could add the second jewel to his incestuous crown. The first jewel, an emerald, filled his heart with its warm, comforting glow. His mother’s radiance was making love, long afternoon walks by the lake, moonlight swims, and soft intimacy. But now Beth was his. A twinkling red ruby, filling his heart with her fiery brilliance. Beth would be hot, sweaty sex, mad dashes to fulfillment, swimming in the noon heat, and youthful exuberance. Obviously, she was no stranger to sex, and no stranger to incest. But now he would have her. Now he would be charged and found guilty of the second of the incestuous top-five. Son and mother…and now father and daughter…or was it brother and sister? Strange, he thought. Would he be charged with a double sin at the same time? Father and daughter and brother and sister? What did it matter, he asked himself? He was already going to roast in hell for what he had done to his mother. He had already committed the mortal sin, so what would another one be? So what more could they do to him? Make the fire hotter?


  Stopping a moment to gather his wits, he watched and listened to the frolicking teenagers. Scott and Beth had their backs to him, so they couldn’t see him as he stood gawking at them. Scott was still pummeling his sister with his giant cock as David watched his son’s ass clench every time Scott thrust up at her. As they fucked, Beth was tossing her head around, slashing her brother’s face with the strands of her long, wet hair.


  “Almost, Scottie, almost,” David heard her groan out as Scott picked up the pace another notch, driving his juice-slickened peter in and out of his sister’s hungry cunt faster and faster.


  “Yeah…yeah…me…too…” Scottie panted out, jerking his sister back down onto his cock every time he slammed it up into her.


  “Ohhhhyeeeeeesssss,” she finally hissed as her body stiffened and she began to shiver and shake.


  “HERE…Take it…take it…take it all!” Scott grunted, thrusting up into her at the same time he shoved her down onto his cock.


  “Yeah…yeah…give it to me…give me all your hot cummmm—” she choked out, grinding her pussy down around her brother’s cock.


  David thought he was going to come in his pants, watching the incendiary climax of their fuckfest. He was so hard and excited, he was afraid to move…afraid he would set off his own explosive charge.


  The teenagers continued to grovel and writhe for the longest time before Scott finally pulled his softening prick out of his sister’s cum-filled slot. As he did, David couldn’t help but note the stream of thick, white syrup that poured out of his daughter’s pussy. God, he must have come a whole gallon, he sickly thought as more and more cum dripped out of her down into the swirling waters below her cunt. Releasing his hold on her waist, Scott staggered back and plopped down onto the seat behind her. Bringing her lovely legs together, Beth took a couple of small steps backwards and sat down beside him. Scott ran his arm around her shoulders and gently pulled her to him as they lovingly kissed.


  After a while, David felt that he had regained enough control to confront the pair. Taking a deep breath, he shuffled across the patio to the spa.


  Stepping around to the side of the spa, he saw the look of panic flash across their young faces as they flailed their arms and splashed about trying to cover themselves from his leering glare.


  “Daddy!” Beth shrieked, trying to cover her big tits with one arm and her pussy with her other hand.


  “Dad…uh…I…we…” was all Scott could stammer out, holding both hands down in his lap to hide his shrunken manhood.


  “I know…I saw,” David said, leaning down and scooping up the two towels that lay by the spa.


  Then as he stood glaring at them, he saw Beth’s eyes dart down to the obvious bulge of his penis jutting out against his pants. As she did, the look of panic on her face quickly melted to one of amusement. A knowing little smile tugged at the corners of her mouth and she suggestively ran the tip of her little pink tongue over her lips.


  “You two,” he muttered. “Out…and up to your rooms!”


  Oh-My-God, he thought to himself. She’s coming on to me! Beth is coming on to me! The idea that his dear, sweet Beth was coming onto him sent a message down to his cock making it twitch and jump inside his pants. And as it did, the smile on Beth’s lips widened. Staring down at her with excitement and shame, he saw her slowly stand up and drop her arm away from her beautiful tits. His eyes immediately shot down to the jiggling treasures as she reached out toward him to take her towel. Handing her towel to her, he saw her climb up onto the seat in front of him. She made no pretense of covering herself as he took her hand to help her out of the spa. He couldn’t help but drop his eyes down between her legs as she crawled out of the spa. When he did, he saw that she didn’t have any hair! She was as bald as the day she had been born, the smooth skin of her youthful cunt glistening wetly as he gawked down at it. The lack of hair around her pussy made it seem just that much more fragile and delicate.


  “Like it?” she whispered, stepping up beside him, brushing her hand over his cock in the process.


  “GO!” he choked out, almost coming in his pants for a second time as he pointed toward the house.


  “Okay…Daddy…don’t get hostile,” she laughed, draping her towel over her shoulder.


  Just then, Scott splashed up out of the spa and the twins went trudging across the patio toward the house.


  As they walked, David could see that Beth was swinging her hips from side to side with exaggerated emphasis. He couldn’t keep his eyes off her beautiful, jiggling tush…and she knew it. When they reached the house, Beth turned and gave him another suggestive smile and wink just before she disappeared inside.


  His knees were shaky, he was sweating like it was a hundred and ten outside, and his cock was hard and throbbing with excitement. He wanted to touch it but was afraid to…afraid it would go off on its own. He couldn’t believe what he had just seen. His daughter…his dear, sweet Beth had just put the make on him. And right in front of her brother. God! He couldn’t believe how much he wanted her. Wanted his own daughter. He was a sick, sick man. First he had seduced his mother and now he wanted his daughter. How much lower could he stoop?


  Wiping the sweat off his forehead, he finally found the courage and strength to start toward the house. He had to confront the twins and make them stop. He had to make Scott stop fucking his sister. Make his son stop fucking his sister so he, David, could have her. Have her all to his own, he sickly thought, walking along in a jealous fog. So he could have his dear, sweet Beth all to himself.


  Stepping inside the house, the quietness of the house engulfed him once again as he hurried over to the stairs. The next thing he knew, he was standing in front of the door to Scott’s room. Hurriedly, before he lost his courage, he shoved it open.


  “Dad…I’m…we’re sorry,” Scott muttered from his bed where he sat.


  Thankfully, he had dressed in shorts and a tee as he shamefully looked up.


  “This has to stop!” David declared, angrily looking down at him. “What if it had been your mother that caught you? It would have killed her.”


  “I know…I’m sorry…we won’t…” Scott sniveled.


  “Yes…you’re right…you won’t…you’d better not,” David threatened. “I’m not going to punish you, this time, because I don’t want your mother to find out. “But cease and desist. You understand?”


  “Yes…yes, sir,” Scott muttered under his breath.


  Turning, David stepped out of the room, closing the door behind him. That wasn’t so bad, he told himself, purposefully striding down to the hall toward Beth’s room.


  But now what? What was he going to say to Beth? He didn’t know what to expect. He had to make her see that fucking her brother wasn’t in her best interests. But she knows that. She knows that is wrong…and knows that I want the same thing. What to do…what to do?


  Stepping up in front of her door, he took a deep breath, knocked and eased the door open.


  OH-MY-GOD, he groaned to himself when he saw Beth sitting on the edge of her bed, her long legs spread wide open and her bald, wet pussy insolently staring back up at him.


  “Hi, Daddy,” she smiled, reaching down and brushing her fingers up the fleshy slit.


  “Beth-uh-I-you-you and Scott-uh,” he muttered childishly staring down between her legs like a dolt.


  In one heartbeat, she had become the parent and he the child. He felt like a ten-year-old who had just got caught peeking at his naked sister.


  “Scott? Scott and I? Stop?” she laughed, slowly pushing up off the bed, walking toward him, rolling her hips seductively. “No…Dad…I don’t think so.”


  “But…but, but your mother,” David choked out.”


  “We’ll just have to be more careful,” she said stepping up in front of him and reaching down toward the bulge sticking out in the front his pants. “All of us…”


  “Beth—” he gasped as he felt her fingers tickle up the bottom of his hidden cock.


  “You see, Daddy, Scottie and I kind of have this thing between us,” she murmured, gently running her fingertips over his twitching cock. “And we’re not going to stop! But that doesn’t mean that you can’t have what you want, too.”


  “Oh, God,” he moaned as the pressure of her fingertips grew more insistent. “You mean…”


  “This is what you want isn’t it, Daddy,” she smiled at him, grabbing his trembling hand and shoving it down between her legs. “This, Daddy, isn’t this what you want?” she smirked, grinding her wet, sticky pussy against his hand.


  She was so hot and smooth down there.


  “This is what you want, isn’t it?” she smiled, rubbing herself against his hand. “I know. I can see it in your eyes. And you can have it, Daddy. You can have it…but you have to share it with Scott. You and Scottie can both have it…”


  David felt like someone had shoved a hot poker up his prick as it twitched uncontrollably. As it did, Beth continued to stare into his eyes.


  “You’d like that wouldn’t you, Daddy?” she cooed, stepping back up to him and reaching to his belt buckle. “You’d like to stick your big peter in my sweet, little puss, wouldn’t you, Daddy?”


  “OH GOD!” he groaned, as she quickly jerked his belt through its buckle. “You’re going to make me come!”


  “Oh, Daddy. Are you going to come in your pants, just thinking about my sweet pussy?” Beth giggled.


  “Oh, Beth, don’t, don’t tease…” he moaned, feeling his pants go skittering down to the floor.


  Fighting to hold back the explosion gathering in his aching balls, he felt her dig her fingers under the waistband of his jockeys and shove them down his legs.


  “Oh, Daddy, he’s a nice one,” she gurgled, curling her hand around the rock-hard shaft of his throbbing prick. “It’s almost as big as Scottie’s.”


  David’s heart lurched, as a pang of envious humiliation stabbed through it. Almost…almost as big…his cock was almost as big as his son’s cock? He hadn’t even fucked Beth, but he had already been bested by his own son.


  “How…how big…” he muttered enviously.


  “Nine inches,” she laughed softly. “We measured it one day. Then we looked it up on the net. It’s bigger than ninety-nine point two percent of the white cocks in the USA.”


  “Oh…” he mumbled, looking down at his jutting prick.


  He’d always been proud of his eight inches, but now…somehow, he felt ashamed of it. He felt crestfallen.


  “But yours is big, too,” she smiled, running her fingertips over it appreciatively. “Just not quite as big.”


  “It’s not nice to belittle a man’s equipment,” he grunted.


  “You men…” she fussed, crawling onto her bed and rolling over onto her back. “All you care about is who has the biggest, damned cock.”


  “We just want to make sure we make you women feel good,” he irately said, stepping out of his pants and shorts.


  “You do? Well, quit complaining and go to work,” she laughed, slowly spreading her legs open and fingering her drooling cunt. “She wants some of your big cock.”


  Not even taking the time to take his shoes and socks off, he clambered up onto the bed and crawled up between her widespread legs.


  “God, Beth, you’re so pretty…” he groaned, feasting his eyes on his beautiful daughter’s lush body.


  He just hoped he could hold it back for a little bit. He was so excited, he thought he could will himself to come without even touching her. He couldn’t believe he was finally getting to do what he had dreamed of for so long. He was going to fuck his sweet, innocent daughter. Okay, his sweet daughter, he told himself, slowly lowering his hips and letting her guide the tapered head of his cock down in between the soft, fleshy lips of her pussy. Fighting for control, he eased forward, letting the head of his cock slide down into the tight, clutching opening of his daughter’s dainty pussy.


  “Oh, Bethhhh,” he murmured, sliding his aching hardness down into her mushy softness all the way until his big balls slapped up against her up-turned butt.


  “Daddy,” she gurgled, kicking her legs up into the air and resting her calves on his lower back as she nudged him on with her soft, round heels.


  Slowly, like a train pulling out of the station, he began to fuck her with slow, deep thrusts. But soon he was out into the countryside, pounding her with fast, powerful strokes. The passion of the moment was quickly becoming too much and he knew he was already about to blow.


  “Gonna…gonna…gonna come…sorry,” he muttered out into her ear.


  “No…no…not yet…not yet, Daddyyyyy—” she panted, humping herself back up at him with wild abandon.


  It was like an atomic bomb going off inside his balls. A jagged jolt of pure pleasure tore through his cock, making him wonder if his balls had been blown off by the explosion. He had never felt such a deep, profound feeling of gratification. But as he groveled through his own gratification, he knew that he hadn’t brought satisfaction to his daughter as she futilely pleaded with him.


  “No…no…not yet…oh Daddy,” she wept as his cock spewed out its vile load into the depths of her clutching heat. “Oh Daddy…”


  “Sorry…sorry…” he cried out, thrusting himself deep into her, letting his dick empty its potent payload into her.


  At last, his cock was finished, it had nothing more to give her…


  “I’m sorry, Baby,” he wept, tears running down his cheeks and dripping down onto her quivering breasts as he began to slowly back his cock out of the cum-filled channel of her pussy.


  “Okay…it’s okay,” she told him.


  Just then, they heard a soft tap on the door.


  “Beth…Beth…can I come in,” they heard Scott say from the other side of the door.


  “NO! NO! NO!” he urgently whispered, wildly shaking his head from side to side as he stared down into her fiery, brown eyes.


  “YEAH…Yeah…come on in,” she said, disrespectfully grinning up at David.


  Backing away from her, he saw the door ease open. Then Scott stepped inside…


  “Jesus Christ!” Scott muttered as he stood staring at them with flared eyes and open mouth.


  “He couldn’t make me come,” Beth smiled, gently pushing David out from between her legs. “He couldn’t do it like you can. So come, do it and make me come, Big Bro…”


  “What?” David exclaimed looking from one to the other grinning twins. “Now-in front of my-in front of your father?”


  “Yes, Daddy,” she said. “You got me all hot and bothered and didn’t finish the job. Scottie can finish it for you…”


  Looking back over at Scott, he saw that he already his short pants down around his ankles and was in the process of pushing his shorts down his muscular legs.


  “Yeah…I’ll be glad to Sis…be glad to help you out,” Scott grinned, walking over to the bed with his big, dangling cock limply hanging down between his muscular thighs flopping about wildly.


  David watched on jealously as Scott crawled up on the bed and worked his way up her body until his cock hung down just above Beth’s soft, pink lips.


  “But, you gotta make it hard first,” he told her.


  “That’ll be easy,” she laughed, reaching up and curling her hand around the dangling giant.


  Without a moment’s hesitation, she opened her mouth and sucked the swollen head of her brother’s massive cock into her mouth as he lowered his hips.


  Slurping loudly, she began to hungrily suck and pull on his cock with her lips and mouth as David gazed on in an envious rage.


  “Oh, yeah, like that,” Scott grunted as David saw that his son’s cock was slowly expanding and hardening. “God, Sis, you give great head…”


  “Um-huh,” she gurgled out around the thick shaft of cock-meat stuck in her mouth.


  David didn’t know what to do. Should he try and stop them? Make them stop, so she could suck on his cock? But they were ignoring him, going on as if he wasn’t even in the room. Finally, he decided to wait…wait and watch. So he just stood watching his daughter hungrily sucking on her brother’s peter as if it were the most normal thing in the world.


  As Beth continued to frenziedly suck and pull on her brother’s oversized organ, it slowly firmed up and lengthened until it was sticking out hard and ripe. His cock was bigger, David enviously thought, staring down at the jutting giant. And thicker, too. It was definitely a Cock among cocks. A cock to be proud of. No wonder Beth liked it so much, but for the life of him, he didn’t know how Beth could get anything that big inside her tight, little cunt.


  Finally, placing her spread-out hands on Scott’s belly, she roughly shoved him back, jerking his cock out of her mouth at the same time.


  “Okay, Scottie. He’s all ready to go,” she grinned, letting his spit-covered cock slither out from between her full lips. “Put him in.”


  Grinning down at her, Scott crawled backward down her body until his peter was twitching up and down above her hairless pussy. Running her hand down to it, she pushed the stiff column of meat down until its plum-colored head slid down between her gorged cunt-lips. Then as David watched on with covetous greed, Scott lowered his hips and forced his cock down into the tiny slit of his sister’s pussy.


  “So big,” Beth cooed, digging her heels down into the mattress and pushing up at her brother as he pushed the giant slab of meat deeper and deeper down into her willing cunt.


  Scott’s cock was so big, it pulled her fleshy pussy lips down inside her as it slid in. David had never seen anything so wickedly exciting and yet so vile. Now he could imagine what his own cock must look like when it slid into her daughter’s tight little slit. Finally, their bellies touched and Scott ground his groin against hers, twirling his mammoth fuck pole around inside her hot, little twat.


  Slowly easing his big butt down onto the bed, David sat only a couple of feet away from where Scott began to slowly work his cock in and out of his sister’s honey pot. David could see it all and hear it all and even smell Beth’s fragrance welling up from where she and her brother were joined. He could see Scott’s big prick was glistening wetly, coated with a generous film of his sister’s abundant juices as it slid in and out of Beth’s ravenous cunt, going in until their juice-slathered groins slapped together, spraying out more juices everywhere then retreating back down it. He could hear the lewd slap of their bellies and the soft, panting grunts Scott was making as he drove his cock in and out of Beth. While he did, Beth was making soft breathy grunts, digging her heels in, pushing herself up at him every time he drove down into her. It was almost more than he could take as he felt himself and the bed being rocked in rhythm with the fucking going on beside him.


  Suddenly, Beth let out a loud, groaning grunt as she slapped her hands around the cheeks of Scott’s dug her sharp fingernails down into her brother’s ass, pulling him down into her as deep as he would go. With her head thrown back, eyes clenched shut, her body stiffened, she thrust herself up against him. Scott looked down into her grimaced face, holding himself thrust down into her pussy as it convulsed and spasmed around his cock. At last, David saw her body begin to soften as the last throes of her orgasm worked through her body.


  “God…” she gasped, pulling her claws out of his ass.


  The moment Scott felt her relent, he renewed his attack on her pussy with a vengeance as David watched on in an envious daze. This was all so different from what he had imagined it would be, he dizzily thought. He thought the first time with his beautiful daughter would be an intimate, loving experience. Not this marathon fuckfest to see who could have the most orgasms. Beth was not the sweet innocent he had thought she was. She was a hellion, especially in bed. And both of the twins were well versed in the art of fucking…that was for sure… So how long had their little affair de amour been going on, he wondered as he watched Beth trip off into a second, a third, and a fourth orgasm before Scott finally shot his wad…


  As they lay panting, trying to catch their breath, Scott tiredly rolled off his sister onto his back beside her.


  Looking over at her, David saw her lift herself up to her elbows and look over at him.


  “Like that, Daddy…four times,” she grinned, glancing down at his re-hardened peter. “Oh, look, Daddy’s hard again.”


  “Uh…yeah,” he muttered, following her eyes down to his jutting manhood.


  It was almost a conspiratorial thing between Beth and Scott. Maybe there was something to that twin thing about them have secret signals, languages and stuff.


  “He’s almost as big as you are, Scottie!”


  “Yeah, I can see,” Scottie smirked cavalierly, looking at his father’s big cock. “Almost…”


  “Come on, Daddy,” Beth giggled, holding her arms out to him. “Come on and let’s make a baby…” Beth giggled.


  Oh, God, if she only knew, David sickeningly thought. Dispiritedly, he slowly crawled up between his daughter’s outstretched, cum-lathered legs and let her guide his cock down to the youthful, cum-oozing slit between her legs.


  Within moments, the envious thought of his son’s bigger cock had been fucked out of his head by his hellion of a daughter as she urged him on and on with her supple youthful body. He fucked her until sweat was pouring off them making for even more vulgar, lewder sounds to fill the room. He couldn’t believe little Beth, she had already had five orgasms, but she quickly rocketed off into four more before he could finally finished for a second time.


  “Wow, Daddy!” she exclaimed, lying under him panting. “You did it…you made me come four times, too. Wow!”


  God, what a little slut, David tiredly thought as he tried to catch his breath.


  Just then, they heard a soft rap on the door.


  All of them froze…waiting…listening…


  “Beth…Beth…are you in there?” they all heard Christine ask through the door.


  None of them could breathe as they breathlessly waited, fearfully watching the door to see if it would swing open and reveal their deep, dark secret…


  Then, with his heart threatening to explode with each beat, David saw the door knob slowly turn…
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  Chapter Four – The Day of Reckoning


  


  Jerking back, David pulled his cum-slathered cock out of Beth’s pussy and rolled off her just as the door slowly opened.


  Christine stood in the doorway looking at them with a stunned look on her face. The three stared back at her in panic, waiting to see what she would do.


  “Finally,” she exasperatedly muttered, looking at David. “I wondered how long you could last.”


  “What? What do you mean?” he asked, wishing that the bed would open up and swallow him.


  “I know,” she said. “I know about you and me. And I guess that it’s about time the children knew too, because it appears that incest runs in this family.”


  “You mean you know? David gasped, feeling the bed falling out from under him.


  Eighteen years of hiding his secret from his mother and she knew? How long had she known? If she’d known, why had she told him? Done something about it?


  “How…how did you find out? When?” he asked her, staring at his mother in dumbfounded shock—


  “I found your adoption papers,” she said. “When the children were two years old.”


  “Sixteen years ago?” David croaked, his mouth dropping open. “Why didn’t you say something?” he floundered, his mind reeling under the impact of what his mother had just told him.


  “Why? What good would it have done? What was done was done. There was nothing that could change it. So, I just lived with it.”


  The silence in the room was deafening as everyone stared at Christine, waiting for her to continue.


  “How could I say anything? I couldn’t ruin your reputation. I loved you…and I still do. I couldn’t let the children’s lives be ruined by the disgrace!”


  Then she turned to look at the two naked teenagers.


  “So now you know. David is not only your father, but he is your brother, too!”


  “Brother!” Beth sputtered, turning to gawk at David. “You’re my brother?”


  “Damn!” Scott cursed, jerking his head around to look at his father. “Is this crazy or what?”


  “So… what now?” David muttered, looking over at Christine, trying to advert some of the attention away from himself. It was all his fault—


  “I’ve had sixteen long years to think about that,” she said. “I’ve known that Beth and Scott have…have been intimate for some time now. I didn’t say anything. How could I when I was just as guilty of the same thing as they were?”


  Then Christine slowly lifted her hands up to her collar and gently pushed the top button on her blouse through its buttonhole.


  “At first, when I found out about you and me, David, I was mortified, but I did nothing about it. Like I said, I loved you…and still do. But knowing that I was letting my own son have me in a carnal way, it was crazy. But over time, I began to embrace it myself. Come to welcome your love for me and taste the sweetness of our incestuous love. To love another person is a dear and sweet thing. But to love the one person that you care for more than any other in the whole world, makes it so much sweeter. Like in the Bible, the fruit from the forbidden tree was the sweetest in the garden. And so it is with incest…And now…now I want to share that sweetness with my other son. Share it with Scott and make the circle complete…”


  “What?” David sputtered, glancing over at Scott who was eyeing his mother with open-mouthed amazement.


  “Me?” Scott muttered, running his eyes up and down her body as if seeing her as a woman for the very first time.


  “Unless, you find me unattractive…” she murmured.


  “No! No! I…I think you’re beautiful, Mother!” he exclaimed. “Beautiful…I just never, never in a million years…”


  “Then come…come with me, my dear,” Christine cooed, reaching out and taking hold of his hand.


  “What? Now?” David jealously whined.


  This was absurd—


  “Yes, David…Now!” she told him, helping Scott up to his feet.


  Leading Scott through the door, she slowly walked down the hallway with him, hand in hand toward the bedroom that she and David shared.


  Crawling out of the bed, David clumped over to the door and looked out, watching them as they made their way down the hallway. Watching his son’s tight, muscled ass quiver tautly with each step, he knew that it would soon be bounding up and down driving his huge cock in and out of Christine’s tight little cunt. Suddenly, David’s heart was filled with a jealous rage and hatred for Scott as his mother and son disappeared into HIS bedroom.


  “Daddy, don’t be mad,” Beth murmured from the bed. “You still have me…”


  “Don’t you have any feelings?” David wept, tears coursing down his cheeks. “She’s my wife—my mother—Oh, God—I don’t know what I mean anymore…” David sobbed, turning and slowly sulking back over to the bed.


  “I love you, Daddy…” Beth whispered, reaching out and curling her fingers around his limp, pathetic cock.


  “I know…I know, Honey,” he told her, reaching out and brushing his fingers through her damp hair. “And you’ll never know how thankful I am for that…”


  “Come, Daddy…” she told him, gently tugging on his cock to pull him into bed…


  ~~~


  Stepping across the room, Christine stopped, bent down and slipped off her heels. Letting them drop to the floor, she turned to face Scott who was looking on with eyes the size of saucers. Smiling, she slowly started unbuttoning her blouse. She saw Scott’s eyes following her fingers as they slowly worked their way down the front of her blouse.


  What would he think of her breasts, she anxiously wondered?


  But of more importance, why was she doing this? Why was she seducing him? Seducing her other son? Payback to David?


  Whatever the reason, it was deplorable. What mother could ever even consider letting her son have her like this? Have her in this most sick, despicable way? While she had done the same thing with David, she hadn’t known it in the beginning, but this. It was blatantly wrong. Terrible! But she had known it would happen from the moment she had found David’s adoption papers. She had known that someday she would give herself to her other son. And that fact had been hanging over her head like a sword dangling by a thin, delicate string. The only thing she hadn’t known…was when would the string break? But now she knew the when…and the when was now! It had just broke, severed by David and his incestuous ways.


  Slipping the last button through its buttonhole, she tugged the shirttail of her blouse out from under the waistband of her skirt and slowly peeled her blouse back over her shoulders to reveal the pretty, lace brassiere underneath. Letting go of the blouse, she felt it whisper down her back, brushing down over the backs of her nylon-encased calves as it fell to the floor. She could see the adulation in her son’s teary eyes as he stared down at her big, droopy breasts resting in their lacy red cups. Teasingly, she bent her arms and reached up behind her back to the clasp on her brassiere. Holding the two straps between her fingers, she unfastened the clasp. Keeping her eyes locked on his face looking for the tiniest hint of disapproval, she ever-so-slowly eased the straps apart, releasing the tension on the bra, leaned forward and let go of the bra straps. The red bra straps slipped down over the curve of her shoulders and went racing down her arms. As it did, her big, saggy tits sprang forth, jiggling a couple of heavy udder-shaking jiggles before they settled down onto her chest.


  Scott’s googled eyes flare open even wider somehow as he stood ogling his mother’s bounteous breasts as the the lacy, red bra fell to the floor in front of her red-tipped toes. The whole thing had the hint of a strip tease, she thought as she thrust her tits out at her son. How many other mothers had done a strip tease for their sons, she dizzily wondered. Not many. Not many were sick and demented enough to do anything like that!


  Cupping her breasts in her hands, she gently lifted them, tweaking the two stiff, swollen nipples jutting out from their darkened centers. She could sense that Scott was almost drooling to get at them as she slowly eased them back down to their resting-place and ran her cupped hands down her ribcage to her waist.


  Quickly finding the little black button on the waistband of her short, black skirt, she saw that Scott’s eyes had followed her hands down and were glued on her fingers as she leisurely toyed with the button on the side of her skirt.


  “Mother…you’re going to give me a heart attack,” Scott groaned, watching her fingers finally pluck the button through its button hole.


  Holding the zipper tab between her fingertips, she lazily pulled it down the curve of her hip. Teasingly, she held it a few seconds before she let it slip out from between her fingers. As she did, the skirt went rustling down her long, lovely legs to reveal a pair of sheer red panties encircling her hips. The panties were stretched over the eight garters that ran down from a lacy, red garter belt to the tops of her sheer, skin-colored nylons. With a coy smile flirting with the corners of her lips, she slowly bent forward and eased her thumbs under the tight waistband of her panties. As she leaned down, her big tits dangled down heavily swaying, banging and bumping against one another as she pushed the panties down over the curves of her hips.


  As the wispy, red fluff crawled down her hips, the thick fur pelt covering the tip of her belly slowly came into view. As it did, Scott’s eyes immediately locked down on it. As the red panties went over her knees, she let go of them and they went whispering to the floor. Stepping out of the puddled panties, she turned and stepped back into her high-heeled stilettos while Scott watched on in obvious anticipation evidenced by the evil, nine-inch behemoth stiffly curving up out of his almost-hairless groin twitching and jerking.


  Extending her arms, she held out her hands, palm up and slowly turned around in a small circle to give Scott an unrestricted view of her ample charms.


  “Well,” she asked, a little smile still playing at the corner of her lips.


  “Awesome, Mother,” he finally choked out, his eyes centered on her big, quivering breasts. “Beautiful…”


  “And so are you,” she murmured, dropping her eyes down to the malignant thing jutting up out of his groin. “And he is an especially beautiful creature.”


  Then she spun on the tip of her stilettos and hurried toward the bathroom.


  “I’ll be back in a moment,” she told him, blowing a kiss in his direction as she stepped inside the bathroom and closed the door behind her.


  Jerking open the medicine cabinet, she looked over the various bottles and jars. Finding the one she wanted, she picked it up. He doesn’t need to know that I need this, yet, she told herself running the tapered tip of the bottle up inside her vagina. But oddly, the tip slid inside with amazing ease. Wow, she thought. I’m wet down there. I’m making juice by myself. I haven’t been this hot in a long time. But, better safe than sorry, she told herself, squeezing the bottle. As she did, she felt the cool juice squirt out onto the lining of her pussy, adding to the already abundant goo coating it. Replacing the bottle, she closed the cabinet. Then, taking a deep breath, she turned back toward the door. This is it, she told herself. This is the day I’ve been waiting for for the past sixteen years…


  Rolling her hips seductively, she shoved the door open and sauntered across the room, over to where Scott stood gaping at her, his eyes fastened on her frolicking breasts. Reaching out, she delicately ran her fingertips down over the twitching length of his rock-hard prick. Then she knelt down in front of him and gently took his cock between her hands. Cradling it lovingly in her hands, she leaned down over it. Slipping out her tongue, she slowly licked it up the whole length of the underside of his cock, from his dangling balls all the way up to the huge, swollen mushroom of a head.


  “Moootthheerrr…” Scott groaned out, thrusting his hips forward.


  Still looking into his face, she could feel the hot juices flowing out of her pussy, coating her inner thighs with its sticky warmth as she slowly bent his cock down until it was jutting out pointing directly at her face. Leaning forward, she eased her lips down over the swollen hardness of his cock-head. As she did, she felt his hips jerk forward instinctively, thrusting almost half of the nine-inch monster into her mouth. Choking back a gag, she eased her mouth back until only the giant’s bloated head remained in her mouth. She felt her cheeks hollow as she began to suck and flick her tongue back and forth across the tautly stretched skin of his cock-head. Then the tip of her tongue found the little notch where the shaft met the head of his cock. She felt Scott’s hands wrap around her head, holding it imprisoned between them as he tried to force his cock deeper into the hot, sucking depths of her mouth.


  “Moophhh,” she muffed out, dragging her mouth and lips back off his cock. “Inside me…inside my pussy…come in Mommy’s pussy this time…not my mouth!” she whined, staggering to her feet and shoving him back onto the bed.


  Hurriedly crawling up onto the bed beside him, she quickly rolled over onto her back and threw her long legs apart. Scott was on his hands and knees and up between her legs before she knew what happened. Watching his impatience bobbing up and down below his belly, she reached to it and forced it down to the juice-slickened slit that wetly gaped open down between her widespread legs. Then he was inside her again, spreading the mush of her pussy apart as he forced himself its way inside the clutching channel that he had once squeezed out of long, long ago. She could feel the great head of his cock opening her wider and wider as it slid in deeper and deeper seeking out her womb.


  “So big…” she murmured softly, squeezing herself down around the invading colossus. It was mind –numbing. She was being fucked by her son…again. Her second son. She had never been so full…so overstuffed with cock-meat in her whole life. But was it too big, she frantically wondered? So big that it would go crashing into her cervix on every evil thrust? But as aroused as she was, that probably wasn’t going to be a problem, she thought. Just then, she felt his hairy belly scrape up against hers at the same instant his cock-head brushed up against her cervix. A perfect fit, she told herself as he slowly backed his cock down the juice-filled sheath of her vagina.


  “God, Mother…you’re so hot…and wet,” he moaned out softly, easing his cock back down into the clutching heat of her pussy.


  “Just for you…just for you,” she whispered into his ear, clamping him between her thighs, squeezing her cunt down around his cock as he slowly pistoned it in and out of her ravenous cunt.


  Cunt, she degraded herself. Whore! Slut! Yes, she agreed. She was all those…and more. She was the boy’s mother, too—


  Love and adoration poured out of his eyes as he leisurely worked his hips back and forth. She knew that look. She had seen in David’s eyes so many time, she joyfully thought as she drank in the emotions and passion flowing between them.


  Her juice-slathered inner thighs painted his rocking hips with the warm, slippery juices as they rubbed back and forth against him. Digging her high heels down into the bed, she thrust herself up against him as he intimately stroked his cock in and out of her. Reaching up, she lovingly ran her long fingers through his soft, blond hair while his hips tirelessly worked up and down.


  She was so lucky, she giddily thought. Two sons…now she had two sons to bring her joy and happiness. Maybe this was her repayment for having to give David away and live those twenty years without him. But then to have him return to her and give her another perfect son, it was all just so unbelievable. She could feel the tears slowly escaping from her eyes as she looked up at their son. Maternal love and pride swelled up into her heart, filling her with joy and peace, while down below, there was a growing need for fulfillment growing inside her womanhood.


  Watching his face, she saw a small grimacing frown crease his forehead as he concentrated of driving every stroke in as deep as he could. Driving it in forcefully on every down stroke, he was still able to do it without hurting her, she thankfully thought. But then again, maybe it wasn’t him. Maybe it was her. Maybe she was just so hot for him, everything down there had melted to accommodate his giant prod. Whatever, she told herself, it was all good.


  “Am I hurting you, Mother?” he asked, tears beginning to stream down his cheeks and drip down onto her face as his hips jerked to a stop.


  “No-no-no,” she cried, “it’s just so…so much…so wonderful…keep on…Please, keep on!” she whimpered.


  She was two entities living in the same body. One, the boy’s mother wanting to show him how much she loved him, that she would do anything for him, anything to please him. The other, the whore, the slut in her, seeking her own self-gratification, her own desires and fulfill her own needs. It was crazy…


  His hips began to slowly rock back and forth again.


  “I really can’t believe this is happening,” he panted, picking up the pace a notch.


  “I’m loving it…” she murmured, tears streaming down both their cheeks.


  How could anything so possibly destructive make her feel so fulfilled and needed, she asked herself, thrusting herself up against her son? Now it was all out in the open, between them. There were no secrets left to breach.


  Unaware of Scott’s previous two eruptions, she thought the passion and fire of their incestuous rutting would bring a quick conclusion to their lovemaking. She had never been farther from the truth.


  But her own passion quickly overflowed and she found herself falling down into the endless pit of orgasmic satisfaction. Her mind and body split in two even again as he continued to tirelessly pump his giant cock into its imploding pussy.


  Her mind was awash with pleasure and joy, completely oblivious to the pounding attack. Her feelings were reminiscent of those she felt the first time with David, she rabidly thought. She must be the luckiest, or unluckiest, depending on your frame of mind, woman in the world. Having two sons and being able to share her love with both of them in such a loving and intimate way! Such a sick and twisted way! It was all beyond belief. What more could she ask for?


  Suddenly, as the last throes of her orgasm tickled through her pussy, she had a sick, twisted thought. Another son? Could she let Scott impregnate her? Impregnate her and bring forth another son into the world? NO! NO! Not at her age. She couldn’t! But she would love another child. But wait! Scott and Beth! Could they give her another child? It was all too much as she felt herself trip off into another mind boggling orgasm.


  “Mother…Mother…another one?” Scott grunted out, humping her harder and harder.


  “Yes…yes…nother one,” she groaned, as waves of pleasure washed over her body, making it twitch and stiffen, lurching itself up against his pounding attack.


  At last it was over for her a second time as Scott continued to fuck her with deep, penetrating strokes, giving of himself totally on every one. As they fucked, he rained down soft, loving kisses on her face, kissing away their salty tears. Then he maneuvered around until he could get his hands on her quivering breasts. She could feel him clutching at them, squeezing them and fondling their soft pliancy. As he did, his fingers found the big, puffy knobs of her nipples with his fingers.


  Another fifteen minutes passed while she fought her way through another three orgasms, but Scott worked on tirelessly. They were both drenched in sweat as their bodies slippery ground together, back and forth, back and forth.


  At last, just as she was recovering from her last orgasm, she felt Scott begin to fuck her harder and faster.


  “Mother…Mother…gonna…now…almost…” he blathered out, raising himself up on his hands and working his hips back and forth in a blur.


  “Yes…yes…Baby…do it…do it in my pussy,” she quavered out, goading him on with her hands as she kicked her feet up into the air and drove the sharp points of her high heels down into his bounding ass.


  Then she felt his cock balloon up inside her as she furiously clutched her pussy down around it, squeezing it, milking it, coaxing it to dump its load into her unfulfilled emptiness.


  “Oh…Yesssss,” she hissed as she felt the first hot splash of his creamy cum spurt out into her pussy. “More…more…more…”


  Scott’s spewing penis quickly complied, spurting out gob after gob of fiery cum into her, quickly filling her cunt to the point of overflowing.


  “GodMother!” she heard him groan, his face twisted into an agonized grimace as he emptied himself down into her gluttonous cunt.


  She took all of him she could, feeling the gooey warmth oozing out of her, coating her pussy lips and running down into the crack of her ass. Then, as the warm gunk ran over the puckered prune of her asshole, she found herself sickly wondering when she would give that to him, too.


  Now it was over. The circle was complete…whatever that meant. The family was one. One and the same. Mother and father…Mother and children…Mother, brothers and sisters…One and all, they would live their lives together, from now on…
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  The End




  Book Two – My Adopted Parents


  It was Saturday morning. And it was my eighteenth birthday. I’d just graduated from high school and had the whole summer ahead of me before I headed off to college. I was laying in my bed with my hand around my cock, as usual, playing with myself and wondering what I was going to do today…and when I was going to get laid again. It had been four weeks and needless to say, I was hornier than a two-dicked billy goat.


  My mom and dad were separated and I was living with my mom, Elizabeth. I figured that she would have some kind of little party or something for me being that it was my eighteenth birthday and all. Little did I know…


  Now I always slept in the nude, since way back, back to when I was around fifteen. So I was a bit unprepared for hearing a knock on my door at this time of the morning.


  “Johnny, are you awake?” I heard my mom call through the door.


  What the fuck is she doing knocking on my door this time of the day, I wondered? Glancing over at the clock on my nightstand, I saw that it was eight-thirty.


  “Uh, yeah, yeah, I’m awake,” I hollered back, dropping my half-hard cock back on my belly and guiltily pulling the bed sheet up over it.


  “I’m coming in…” she told me as I saw that the outline of my cock was plainly visible under the thin sheet when all of a sudden the door swung open.


  “Uh, Mom—” I muttered, grabbing a pillow and shoving it over my cock to hide it from her.


  “Happy Birthday—” she smiled standing in the doorway holding a bed tray. “I thought you might like breakfast in bed.”


  She was wearing a short spring dress. The dress had a gathered neckline that rested low on the slope of her breasts. Now mom’s breasts weren’t huge by any stretch of the imagination but they filled out the bodice of the little dress quite nicely. The dress was held up by a couple of spaghetti straps of cloth stretching across her shoulders. The dress was also gathered at the waist with some kind of elasticized material that stretched around her slightly-thickened waist. The bottom hem struck her about mid-thigh leaving most of her legs bare. She didn’t have the greatest legs in the world but they were still pretty cool. They had curves and stuff in all the right places, they just weren’t stunning. And strangely, she was wearing high heels. Well not stilettos, but around three-inch high heels with a sexy little strap around her ankles and open toes. Almost sandals. She wasn’t Playboy magazine material, but she wasn’t bad for forty.


  I couldn’t help blushing lying there in my bed without a stitch of clothes on and the only thing hiding that fact was the thin cotton sheet I was lying under.


  “Uh, thanks,” I muttered, grabbing the sheet and pulling it up, making sure that I kept my cock covered as I scooted back and leaned up against the headboard.


  “I hope that bacon and eggs is okay,” she smiled, standing by my bed holding the tray.


  “Yeah, fine, that’s great…” I fumbled, sitting there with the bed sheet lying in a crumpled heap across my lap as she leaned down and set the tray down on the bed straddling my hips.


  “You sleep in the nude?” she asked me, glancing down at my bare chest as she let go of the tray and stood back up.


  “Uh, yeah…” I mumbled, feeling the blush on my cheeks burn brighter.


  It felt weird knowing that my mother knew I was naked under the sheet. I’m no pervert or anything, but she was my mom. Not that I had that much to hide anyway. Five foot ten or eleven, depending on who you asked; a hundred and forty pounds; some people might call me skinny, but I preferred the term slender; and since we’re describing all my manly attributes, it was seven inches when it was fully erect. So there, now you know all about me so we can go on.


  Like I said I felt really uncomfortable lying there in my birthday suit while my mother was standing by my bed watching me pick at my food. She looked like she was deep in thought, that look she got when she was trying to make up her mind about something.


  Finally, she sat down on the edge of my bed and took a deep breath. She was close enough that I could smell her perfume now. Cashmere Mist. I knew because I’d seen it sitting on his mother’s vanity. I’d thought the bottle was pretty.


  “Johnny,” I heard her finally say as she intimately laid her hand on my leg a couple of inches above my knee.


  If I had felt uncomfortable before, now I was beginning to feel a little panicky. Why? I don’t know, but I was getting nervous. Really, really nervous for some reason.


  “Uh, yeah, Mom…” I muttered after a few seconds of silence.


  “Johnny, there’s something I need to tell you…” she said at last. She was in my personal space. Oh, we been up close and personal and stuff before, but this was different somehow. I could see the little crow’s feet starting to eke out from the corners of her green eyes. Maybe her nose was just a little too big that somehow seemed to make her lips seemed thinner, more severe, but her face was nicely made up. Just a hint of eye shadow, the suggestion of a blush on her cheek bones and a fresh coat of lip gloss. For me? Maybe. Well, it was my birthday…


  “What’s that Mom?” I asked her, clinking my fork down on my empty plate.


  “Your father, uh, Dan, Dan and I both agreed that we would tell you when you turned eighteen,” she softly said, giving my leg an intimate squeeze. “So, since Dan’s not around anymore, I guess that it’s up to me to break the news to you.”


  “You’re killing me, Mom,” I joked wondering what all the suspense was about. “What is it?”


  Was it about my birthday present? That didn’t really make any sense, but the trepidation was killing me.


  “You’re adopted—” she suddenly blurted out.


  I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t have been more surprised if she had hauled off and smacked me between the eyes with a fucking two by four. Adopted? Me, Johnny Taylor, adopted? That just couldn’t be…


  I just lay there staring up at her like I was paralyzed or something. Adopted? I couldn’t believe it. How could I be adopted? Neither one of my parents had ever even hinted anything like that was possible.


  “We wanted you to hear it from us instead of anyone else, just in case…” she said, giving my leg another squeeze.


  “Adopted?” I was finally somehow able to choke out. “I-I don’t understand.”


  My head was spinning. I was bewildered. It was like my bed had suddenly turned into a quagmire of quicksand and I felt myself slowly sinking down into it.


  “I’m not your real mother, Johnny…” she told me and I thought I felt her hand move higher up my leg. I was incapable of cogent thought. I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know what to do. Hell, just breathing was a chore as I tried to make sense of it all. Adopted? “Well, I am your mother…just not your biological mother,” she went on.


  “You were six months old when we adopted you…” she smiled as if that would make it better while I lay trying to sift through what she was telling me and find something to hang onto.


  I was dumbfounded. Adopted. No matter how many times I said it I still couldn’t believe it.


  “But…” I mumbled, trying to think of something to say but nothing came to mind. But then mom turned on her butt, just tiniest amount, but as she did, I realized that I could see up her dress, almost all the way up to her panties. I was struggling with it all. My mom? Well, she was still my mom…wasn’t she? Of course she was. She just wasn’t my birth mom. I just hadn’t come out from between her legs. Yes, out from between her legs, I guiltily thought, nervously glancing down at the darkened apex where her legs met her belly. She was still my mom, but somehow that made everything different. She wasn’t my real mom, my birth mom, but she had raised me as if I were. I felt funny about it all though. Now that I knew…


  “So what do you think?” she asked me, staring into my eyes, her hand still resting on my leg, squeezing softly.


  “Uh, about what…uh, Mom? I do still call you, Mom…don’t I?” I mumbled, scrunching down on the bed the slightest bit.


  “Silly…” she softly laughed making her tits bobble ever-so-slightly down inside her little spring dress. “You can call me Elizabeth…or Beth, if you want, or you can call me Mom. Whatever you feel comfortable with,” she smiled. I suddenly realized that when I had scooted down, I could now see up her dress to where her panties should have been, but it was so dark I couldn’t see anything and I also saw that her hand rested another inch or so higher up my leg.


  What was going on? There was something strange happening. I didn’t know what, but something just wasn’t quite right.


  “What’s wrong?” she asked me. “You look confused.”


  As she spoke, I noticed that she moved her legs apart a little more. I didn’t know if it was an accident or she just did it, or whatever, I could see up her dress better and I couldn’t detect any panties. It was still too dark up under her dress to make anything out and I could only sneak a peek when she looked away.


  “Uh, I don’t know…I just feel funny,” I mumbled.


  “Does it make any difference to you that I’m not your birth mother?” she softly asked.


  “I don’t know…” I truthfully answered. I didn’t know what she wanted to know. But the fact she wasn’t my birth mother, did make things somehow different between us? She was still my mom, but…


  And Dan wasn’t around anymore.


  “You’re eighteen now and I guess that makes you almost a man, doesn’t it?” she smiled at me and there was another squeeze on my leg.


  “I guess…” I mumbled, feeling my cheeks starting to burn again.


  “You know that Dan’s been gone for six months now,” she said, looking up, vacantly looking out my open window. “I don’t see us getting back together…”


  I didn’t know what had gone on behind closed doors, but when he had left, I didn’t think he was coming back.


  “Uh, that’s, that’s too bad,” I told her. I didn’t know what to say. Was she looking for my sympathy? Or just what?


  “I don’t know what I’m going to do,” she said, turning on her butt, spreading her legs and suddenly, there it was. Her bald, shaven pussy staring back out at me from under her dress—


  Then, before I could even move, she stood up, leaned down and grabbed hold of the tray.


  “You’re through with this aren’t you?” she smiled, lifting it off my lap.


  “Uh, yeah, uh, thanks, Mom, it was good…” I told her, trying to grin but coming up short.


  “I’m glad you liked it,” she said, stepping over to my chest of drawers and setting the tray on top of it.


  Then she turned and quietly stepped over to the open window. Stopping, she looked out through it. She didn’t say anything for several seconds as she stood with her back to me looking out the window.


  “You’ll be heading off to college pretty soon and then I’ll be here all by my lonesome,” she said as she continued to stare out the window.


  What was I supposed to do? It wasn’t my fault she and Dan were having problems. At least I didn’t think so.


  “Is there anything I can do?” I timidly asked.


  “I don’t know…” she said, slowly turning to face me with a sad little smile on her lips.


  She looked kind of lost and helpless standing there in her little spring dress. Like a little girl who’d just been told her daddy wasn’t coming back anymore.


  Then she slowly stepped back across my room and eased back down on the edge of the bed again. “Maybe a little hug…” she smiled, dabbing at her eyes with the crumpled up Kleenex she had in her hand.


  “Uh, sure, Mom,” I mumbled, clumsily reaching out and hesitantly wrapping my arms around hers. Gently pulling her to me, trying to make sure my sheet didn’t slip down and expose my still semi-erect penis, I felt her melt against me.


  Awkward—


  It was crazy. She was so soft and warm. My head was still buzzing from the news she had just dropped on me and as horny as I was, it was all a little overwhelming. We sat there for the longest time, our arms wrapped around each other quietly hugging until at last I felt her ease back, indicating that the hug was over. But then, as I moved back, I felt my mom’s arm brush against my firming cock.


  “Oh, sorry…” she whispered, looking down at the tented sheet sticking up out of my lap.


  Fuck, now she knows, I cursed to myself as the temperature in the room suddenly went up by at least a hundred degrees and I suddenly found myself sweating.


  “Uh, sorry…” I mumbled, shoving my hand down in front of my errant cock to hide it from my mother piercing stare.


  I’d never been so embarrassed. I had a hard on and my mother knew it. And I was naked under the sheet. She knew that too.


  I didn’t know what to expect. Revulsion? Disgust? Anger? Loathing? Maybe even hatred? But I certainly wasn’t expecting what happened next…


  My mother didn’t say another word. She just stared into my eyes for several long, pregnant seconds, then she lowered her eyes down to my hand as it lay over my cock. Then she reached out and gently grasped hold of my wrist. As she started to pull my hand off my cock, I started to pull back, resist, but as she steadily pulled, I relaxed my arm and let her pull my hand away from the tented sheet.


  What the fuck was she doing? She knew that I was naked under the sheet. I had told her so. Then her fingers gently eased down under the sheet and slowly, deliberately lifted it up.


  Holding my breath, fearing the worst, I worriedly watched while the sheet lifted off my stiff, almost-fully erect penis as it lay resting on my belly.


  As I breathlessly watched, mom peeled the sheet down off my cock and balls almost all the way down to my knees before she folded it back and draped it across my legs leaving my cock and balls exposed to her glaring.


  My head was spinning, my ears were ringing and my heart was pounding a mile a minute. A bale of cotton had mysteriously appeared in my mouth and my hands were shaking. What was happening? What was my mother doing? I was beginning to feel faint. I thought I might pass out as I watched her lift her hand back up to my lolling peter and ease her long, slender fingers down under it. I couldn’t breathe as I watched her gently squeeze it as she lifted it up off my heaving belly.


  Gallons of adrenaline were coursing through my veins as my vision began to darken around the edges. I didn’t know how much more I could take before my poor heart gave out and exploded down inside my chest.


  “Mom…” I groaned out not knowing what to say or do.


  Then with her other hand, she pinched the loose skin of my ball sac and gently tugged my balls out from between my skinny legs. This was all too much. I was going to have a heart attack. Have a frigging heart attack and miss it all. The most monumental moment of my whole life and I was going to miss it.


  My poor brain was too small. Too small to wrap itself around everything that was happening.


  Staring down at her, I saw that her eyes were closed as the tip of her little pink tongue slipped out from between her lips. Then slowly, deliberately with the flat of her tongue, she licked it up the entire length of my seven inches. Her tongue was so soft…and wet as it slowly crept up the rounded protrusion running along the underside of my brick-hard cock leaving behind a cool, wet trail of saliva. As she reached the head of my cock, she stopped to tease the tip of her tongue back and forth across the little arrowed cleft just below it. When she did, I couldn’t stop the involuntary twitch as my prick lurched in her hot little hand.


  What was she doing? This was my mom. Wasn’t it? But moms didn’t do things like this. Not to their sons. But was she my mom? I had thought so for the past eighteen years. But now? I was baffled.


  Then I saw her eyes flutter open as she looked up into my eyes.


  “Dan’s gone…” she murmured, pursing her lips and placing a soft lingering kiss right on the pointy tip of my jutting cock.


  “I don’t have anyone, Johnny,” she whispered, gently easing my prick back down on my belly and easing her fingers under my balls. “I’m all alone…except for you…”


  “Un-huh…” I muttered watching her lean down over my balls. Then, holding the fragile spheres in the palm of her hand, she pursed her lips and gave each of them a soft, unhurried kiss.


  “I don’t want to be alone, Johnny,” she softly purred, rubbing her soft smooth cheek against my against the fleshy sac that held my jewels. “Who else can I turn to, Baby?”


  “Un-huh,” I grunted again, not knowing what else to say.


  “Can you keep Mommy from being lonely, Johnny?” she asked me looking up with her big soulful eyes.


  “Uh-huh,” I groaned, unable to speak as a pussy had taken my tongue.


  “I’ll do whatever you want, Johnny…” she whispered, easing her hand out from under my balls and letting them settle back down between my skinny legs. “Anything you want, Johnny…” she said, leaning back.


  This was wrong. I knew it. She was my mother. But how could I refuse her? She was my mother and asking me to help her. What loving, caring son could deny his mother’s request? Certainly not me…


  I didn’t know what she wanted me to do as I lay watching her reach up to her shoulder. Then, sliding her fingers under the thin strap of her dress, she slowly pushed it down the slope of her rounded shoulder. The gathered neckline stretching across the slope of her breasts held, keeping the dress up, keeping it from falling off her breasts. Then she lifted her hand up and delicately pushed the strap down off her other shoulder. Now the thin spaghetti straps were limply hanging down her arms, the bottom of the loops brushing her elbows.


  What was she going to do now? Was she going to show me her breasts? I’d never even gotten a glimpse of her bare breasts before.


  Staring down at the bulge of her breast pushing out against the thin material of her dress, I thought I could just make out the faint outline of her nipples tenting the thin material. Then she reached up, curling her long fingers and sliding them down under the stretchy, gathered neckline of her dress.


  She was, my brain screamed. She was going to show me her breasts—


  Calmly, she began to pull down on the dress, dragging the neckline down over the swell of her breasts to expose them to my leering eyes. Then suddenly, there they were, out in the open, hanging down over the neckline of the dress, softly jiggling as mother hooked the dress under them then eased her fingers back out of the dress. Round and droopy, they weren’t huge, but definitely more than a handful as they hung down not more than a couple of feet in front of me.


  I couldn’t get over the fact that I was looking at my mother’s bare boobs. It was quite a shock going from never even having a glimpse of them to a 100% full-on, naked, frontal exposure. And I thought they were lovely, hanging there softly quivering, rising and falling with the steady even rise and fall of mom’s chest as she breathed. Her nipples were obviously swollen, stiffly sticking out of the rounded cups of dark pink flesh tipping capping her tits. The cups of dark purplish pink flesh tipping her breasts were about two inches across and her big, puffy nipples stuck out a half/three quarters of an inch…and they looked so suckable…


  “Do you like them?” she asked me, cupping them and gently lifting them as her fingers and thumbs found the hard, jutting nipples.


  “Yeah…a lot…” I mumbled, unable to take my eyes off them as she slowly twisted and tweaked the big rubbery nubs sticking out of their darkened tips.


  Then she smiled and gently eased them back down onto her chest as she slowly turned to face away from me.


  “Unzip me…” she whispered.


  I could see the small zipper running down from the tightly-stretched neckline to the band of elasticized gathers stretching around her waist. My fingers were trembling as I reached out and fumbled with the little hook and eye catch at the top of the zipper. My fingers felt like tree stumps but finally I was able to unhook the clasp and pinch the little black zipper tab hidden down inside the creased cloth covering the zipper. Slowly I eased the zipper down its track all the way to the end.


  “Uh—there…unzipped…” I mumbled when I was done.


  With a coy little smile, Elizabeth deliberately pushed off the bed up onto her spiked, three-inch heels. Then rolling her shoulders one at a time, she let the little shoulder straps slither down her arms and off over her hands. As I watched on with feverish anticipation, she hooked her thumbs down inside the slack neckline of the little dress and began to push the dress down. As the dress slipped down over her thickened waist, I eagerly waited for her shaved pussy to expose itself.


  I had never thought about it before, but I would never have guessed that mom shaved hers. I would have thought she would have gone au natural and for some reason, the fact that she shaved her pussy made all this seem even crazier. Especially knowing that my father, Dan hadn’t been around for six months and mom hadn’t dated anyone that I knew of. Had she shaved her pussy for me? Or did women just shave their pussies because they wanted to…and not for men? I didn’t know. Maybe one day I would ask her. But not now. Definitely not now, I shakily thought as I watched the top of her dress inch lower and lower down the curves of her hips. I wasn’t going to break the mood for anything.


  Then I could see it! Mom’s pussy. I could never have imagined seeing it before today, but there it was in all its ripe, pink-lipped glory. My mom’s pussy! This wasn’t my first trip around the block, but mom’s pussy was definitely different. Different from the tight, light pink-lipped pussies I’d fucked before. Mom’s pussy was fuller. The lips were thicker, darker. And I could see how wet they were as they softly shimmered in the early-morning light streaming in through the window.


  Then mom let go of the dress and it went slithering down her legs to land in a muddled heap atop her low-heeled pumps. I had never have thought about it before, but now I could see just how sexy mom could be when she wanted to be as she bent her knee, stepped out of the dress, then hooked it on the toe of her other pump and flicked it across the room. I was in a trance as I lay watching the strip tease unfolding in front of me. How many boys could say they had watched their mom strip in front of them? Even if she was my adopted mom. But in some sick, twisted way, that made it that much crazier. Mom had chosen me. Chosen to raise me. I hadn’t been foisted upon her by an accident of birth. She had chosen me! And now she had chosen me again…chosen me to take Dan’s place. Take my father’s place. Be her man. I couldn’t stop my cock from twitching when that crazy thought raced through my reeling brain. She had chosen me to replace her husband—


  I was going to cuckold my adopted father, Dan. I was going to fuck my mother! My cock twitched again, stiffly lifting itself off my belly a good two inches as I saw my mother look down at it and smile.


  “I’m not the first, am I?” she softly asked, standing by the bed, her knee brushing against it as she spread her legs slightly and ran her fingertips up the sodden furrow between the fleshy, purplish-pink lips to coat them with the creamy juice flowing out of the slit.


  “No, Mom, not-not the first…” I sorrowfully mumbled as she brought her juice-dampened fingers up in front of my face and then ran the tips across my lower lips.


  “That’s a shame…” she murmured as I licked my tongue across my lips to lick away her pungent juice. “I would have relished being your first…”


  “Me, too,” I mumbled, really wishing she could have been my first and thinking just how awesome that would have been. My first piece of pussy and it being my mom all rolled into one. That would have been mind-boggling. Then moving with the grace of a slinky cat stalking its prey, she slowly crept up onto the bed on her all fours. I watched her tits dangling down under her, rolling, swaying, bumping against one another as she lifted a leg and swung it across my legs. What was she going to do now, I excitedly wondered as she crawled up my legs on her knees? Was she going to fuck me?


  Then she stopped. Standing over me, straddling my hips, her pussy directly above my straining cock as a long, stringy strand of juice slowly dripped down to my cock lewdly connecting us.


  “Would you like to taste me?” she asked in a husky whisper so soft I could barely hear her. “Taste Mommy’s pussy?”


  I’d only done that one other time. Eaten pussy. But I’d liked it. So I eagerly agreed by smiling up at her and licking my lips as I nodded my head up and now.


  She smiled back, then her knees were brushing against my arms, trapping them against my ribcage as she unhurriedly crawled up my upper torso until her wet, weeping pussy was hovering above my face and her calves were pressed against my shoulders. Her pussy was even fuller, more sensuous up close as the sharp pungency of her estrus flooded into my nostrils.


  Pussy—Sex—Fucking—she smelled of all of them as I watched the fat, gorged folds of flesh slowly descending down onto my lips. Flicking my tongue out, I eagerly licked it up the groove between the fleshy lips tasting the acrid sweetness of her sex. It too tasted of pussy—sex—fucking as I sucked the soft yielding lips between mine, teasing and tickling them with the tip of my tongue. God, I loved pussy. But the fact this one was my mom’s pussy made it so special as I flicked my probing tongue all over and around the fleshy gorge. My Mom’s Pussy! Who would have ever guessed?


  As I was licking, I looked up and saw that mom was holding onto the headboard for balance as she rolled her hips painting my lips and chin with her hot, sticky juice. My whole mindset about my mom was undergoing a rapid and astounding transformation. Who was this woman I thought I had known for the last eighteen years of my life? In the twinkling of an eye, she had changed from “Mom” to, to this. How had that happened? And why?


  As she rolled her hips, I could feel the hard nub of her clit grind against my lips and across my tongue every few seconds as I impatiently lapped away at her weeping sex.


  “My clit, Baby, Mommy’s clit—” she panted, trying to maneuver her clit onto my lashing tongue.


  Probing the silky-soft flesh with my tongue, I quickly found it and felt a shudder shiver through my mom’s hips.


  “Yessss, Baby, there—” she crooned, keeping her hard, swollen clit pressed against my fluttering tongue. Pursing my lips around it, I sucked it out of its fleshy hood and began flogging my tongue back and forth across it while mother made soft whimpering sounds and held herself perfectly still so she wouldn’t dislodge my busy tongue.


  Her legs were trembling, her calves straining against my shoulders, clamping me between them as I feasted on the precious delicacy between her quivering legs.


  “Oh-Baby-Oh-Baby-Oh-Baby-” she cried out.


  Looking up over her straining belly, I could see her droopy breasts quivering and shaking as she held onto the headboard for dear life. As she worked closer and closer, it could feel her legs clamping tighter and tighter. She was going to come. I could sense it as I redoubled my efforts, lashing my tongue, fluttering it all around the swollen nub. Lifting my hands up, I clutched the cheeks of her ass and pulled her against me. Her ass was slippery with sweat as I dug my fingers into the giving flesh, kneading it, coaxing her, leading her toward release.


  My mother! How could I have my mouth buried between my mom’s legs, eating her hot pussy and gorging myself on her pungent overflow.


  “Oh-Baby-oh-Baby-oh-Fuccckkkkkkkk—” she gasped, her hips jerking, twitching as a sudden gush of her bodily fluids splashed out onto my face drenching me in her sticky warmth. “Johnnnnny…” she groaned as I felt the muscles in her ass tightening and relaxing as more and more juice spilled out onto my chin.


  I couldn’t believe that I had given my mother an orgasm. An orgasm. My Mother! She had finished…on my tongue. Had Dan been able to do that for her? I didn’t care, really…because I could and I would. Again and again and again…


  The muscles in her legs were finally softening as she came floating down off the backside of her climax.


  “Oh, God, Baby, that was awesome—” she whimpered, letting go of the headboard, slowly squatting backwards and easing her wet, dripping pussy onto my chest as she sat down.


  Her breath was still coming in wheezing pants as she fought to catch it, her tits heaving up and down in cadence.


  “Where did you learn to do that?” she smiled at me, running her fingers through the damp hairs at my temples.


  “I don’t know…was it good?” I asked her finally able to conjure up a timid smile.


  “The best,” she smiled, leaning down and brushing her lips across mine.


  Then as she leaned back up, she stopped and looked down at me with a little frown creasing her brow.


  “Do you think I’m evil…for doing this?” she asked me, her big green eyes peering deep into mine.


  “No—” I blurted out. Maybe a little crazy, I thought to myself, but not evil. How could it be evil? She was a woman. A woman with feelings…and needs. Why didn’t she have the right to see that those needs were fulfilled? I didn’t know whose fault it was, but I was certainly glad I was around when she needed me. I don’t know. But whatever, she still shouldn’t be deprived of the gratification of those primal needs, should she? And I wasn’t really her son after all…was I? I was adopted. It wasn’t like we were flesh and blood or anything. Was it? Who were we hurting? No one—


  Somehow admitting all that made me feel better about the whole thing. No, we weren’t hurting anyone. So what did it matter if she had been my mom for eighteen years?


  “No, Mom, you’re not evil,” I smiled up at her, wrapping my arms around her and pulling her down onto my chest. “You’re awesome…”


  The look that came over her face made me feel all warm and mushy down inside. She was happy. I’d made my mother happy.


  Then our lips touched again as we softly kissed. As we kissed, she scooted back and I could feel her hot, wet pussy sliding down my chest and onto my belly as she crushed her tits against my juice-dampened pecs. Her tongue probed into my mouth as I felt the head of my dick slide down in-between the cheeks of her ass.


  Probing my mouth with her hot, inquisitive tongue, she wriggled her ass and I felt my cock slither down the crack of her ass and into slippery softness between her legs.


  Curling my hips up off the mattress, I gently prodded the softness, searching for the opening of her sex while we kissed. Then suddenly, I slipped inside the clinging flesh and felt my mother collapse down around me. Fuck—I was in her pussy. I couldn’t believe it, curling my hips higher, pushing in deeper and feeling her melt down around my probing cock.


  “Yessssss—” she hissed out into my mouth, keeping her mouth clamped around mine as she scooted back taking me deeper inside her clinging warmth.


  She was so fucking soft, warm and slippery inside. It was like pushing my cock into a vat of warm honey as the soft, clinging flesh encased my cock.


  Then, she suddenly broke the kiss, grabbed hold of my shoulders and pushed up onto me, taking all seven inches of me inside her as she sat back down onto my lap.


  “Fuck—” she softly cursed, rolling her hips and making my buried cock slowly twirl around inside the tight confines of her clutching cunt. I was suddenly consumed with love for her, but not as a son. I now loved her as a woman…a lover. This changed everything in every way. Nothing would ever be the same. She had cast a spell over me and I would forever be her slave. Her willing, loving love slave. Her every wish would now be my command. I was lost…


  Reaching up, I latched onto her sagging breasts, clutching them in my hands, roughly squeezing and kneading them as she began to slowly push up and down on my jutting maleness. Her eyes were closed. I was wrapped inside her slippery, hot sex as the muscles in her legs flexed and relaxed while she drove up and down on me. Her shoulders were hunched forward, arms straight, her hands clutching my shoulders, fingernails digging into my skin while she rode me.


  I could feel the charge down inside my balls rapidly building to critical. I was going to blow…and soon as I curled my hips, lifting my ass off the bed driving up to meet her every downward plunge. The loud, smacking sounds of our lovemaking wetly echoed back off the walls as our wet, juice-splattered groins met again and again.


  I was fucking my mother! It was still almost too much to fathom.


  Pinching and twisting her nipples between my fingers and thumbs, amazingly, I could feel them somehow growing harder, stiffer. Rigid and springy, like hard, rubbery erasers sticking out of the circles of darkened flesh capping her breasts, they proudly proclaimed her inflamed state of arousal. She was making soft grunting sound every time she pushed up off me as I stared down between us at my stiff, juice-slickened maleness sliding in and out of the fleshy pink lips between her outstretched legs.


  I was going to lose it. I couldn’t hold back much longer as I dropped my hands off her breasts and clasped hold of her around her waist. Her skin was slippery with sweat and I dug my fingers into it, holding her, lifting her and dropping her on my plunging weapon.


  “Gonna come-gonna come-gonna come—” I huffed, working my ass up and down frantically.


  “Come-come-come in Mommy—” Elizabeth wheezed, slamming herself down on me, taking me as deep inside her as she possibly could. Then I could feel her pussy feverishly clutching and clenching my cock trying to coax out my essence.


  Suddenly my groin was bathed in a gush of warm stickiness as she finished…again. Her whole body tensed, straining, her eyes clenching shut, her face locked in a scowl as she came around my embedded cock.


  The burn down inside my cock erupted in an upheaval of pleasure so intense and profound it took my breath away as I finally erupted inside her. I felt my cock kick and then as I came flowing out of it, I was enveloped in a feeling of warmth. My balls had imploded. I was melting and pouring out into my mother’s accepting softness in great fiery gushes. This was ecstasy—


  Grunting, straining up against her, I pushed her down on me trying to force myself deeper inside the clutching tightness of her womb.


  “Johnny, oh, Johnny…” she whimpered, squeezing herself down around my venting, erupting maleness.


  “Mom—” I gasped, frantically wondering how much longer it could go before there was nothing left of me?


  At last I had no more to give her. She had taken my all. Completely drained me of my manhood. Sucked out every last sperm that I had inside my empty, sapped, aching balls.


  It had been the most euphoric moment of my short life. I had just finished inside my mother’s hot, juicy cunt!


  Time ground to a stop as I lay gasping for air with my mother draped across my chest sucking in deep gasping breaths of life-giving air.


  Neither of us spoke for the longest times as our bodies tried to regulate all their systems back to some semblance of normalcy.


  “Oh-My-God—” my mother finally moaned as I felt my wilting prick slowly retreating back down the cum-splattered channel of her overflowing pussy. Then, spreading out her hands on my sweaty chest, she lifted her hips and let my limp cock slither out of her to land on my belly along with about of cup of warm, creamy cum.


  What had we done? We had just committed a mortal sin, I told myself. Or had we? She wasn’t really my mother…not in a biological sense. She was just a woman who had been acting like my mother, I tiredly thought. But still I knew that it was wrong. You couldn’t live with a woman for eighteen years and accept her as your mother and then fuck her—it was just wrong.


  As I lay thinking about the immorality of it all, mother crawled off me and eased down on the bed beside me.


  Rolling over, I snuggled up against her.


  “I love you, Mom…” I mumbled, not knowing what else to say as I draped an arm across her chest and cupped a flattened breast in my hand.


  “I love you, too, Johnny…” she whispered, giving me a soft lingering kiss on the lips as she turned slightly, lifted a leg up and draped it across my hip. Now I was lying with my belly pressed against her butt, my limp wasted manhood lying on her inner thigh just below her oozing cum-filled pussy.


  I don’t think I’d ever felt happier, more fulfilled in my whole life as we lay there spooned against one another letting the warm morning breezes cool us down.


  As I gently fondled her nipple, I realized that it was soft and puffy. But as I twisted it and played with it, gently tweaking it, amazingly I could feel it beginning to firm up once again.


  “That feels good…” she softly whispered, rolling her hips, pressing her butt back against my belly. As she did, I could feel a tickle of excitement shiver through my flaccid member. Just like her nipple, my cock was beginning to stir and firm up again.


  Time passed slowly was we lay there pressed against one another and before long, I had mom’s nipple standing at attention stiffly pointing up. And my cock had hardened to the point it was stiff again resting against the soft fleshy folds of her sex.


  Then my mother’s fingers were on my cock, pushing it, maneuvering it around as she wriggled her hips until all at once I felt the head of my penis slide inside the warm, clutching heat of her pussy. Then I felt her pussy clamp down around me and suck me inside her as I curled my hips and slid back inside her belly.


  She was so soft, so warm, so slippery wet as I slowly slid my cock in and out of her accepting softness. Everything was so gentle and loving. There was nothing rushed this time as we lazily fucked. My lips found the soft vulnerable crook where her neck and shoulder joined, gently nuzzling it, nibbling on her, tasting the salty residue of her sweat on my tongue.


  She had her eyes closed, her hand on my hip, clutching me, guiding me, controlling my movement as we blissfully fucked the morning away…


  Then I heard something—


  Bringing my hips to a halt, I stopped in mid-stroke, my cock half in and half out of her to listen.


  “What?” I heard my mother sleepily ask as her eyes fluttered open and she looked over at me.


  “I thought I heard something,” I mumbled, listening harder.


  I didn’t hear anything else for several seconds. Then I heard another noise…just outside the door of my bedroom.


  Suddenly the door swung open and I found myself staring at the man standing there gawking back at us.


  Then mother’s eye flicked over at him and we all froze.


  It was DAN—


  What was he doing here, I frantically wondered? And where had he come from? What did he want?


  He didn’t say a word. He just stood there staring at us as a gamut of emotions flicked across his face. Anger! Disgust! Loathing! They all raged across his face as he stood in the doorway glaring at us. I could almost feel his rage as I could see his fisted hands opening and closing.


  Then his eyes shot down to my cock as it rested half-in and half-out mom’s drooling cunt. As they did, shockingly, I felt mother’s pussy clutch down around my embedded cock and I heard her softly whisper, “Fuck me—” in a voice so low I knew that Dan couldn’t hear her. That was crazy—


  She wanted me to fuck her? Fuck her right in front of Dan? That was insane.


  What would he do? Would that drive him over the edge? Drive him to do something crazy? Maybe he would go berserk and kill us. I didn’t know…


  But if that is what she wanted, I told myself slowly curling my hips up and sliding my cock the rest of the way inside her.


  “Mmmmmmmmmm…” she murmured out, rolling her hips and grinding her butt against my belly to take me deeper inside her.


  Dan’s eyes were almost bugging out as he stared down at the wet, glistening union of our bodies. Then as I pulled back out and drove back into mom’s pussy, he clutched his chest and staggered back a step.


  “Elizabeth—” he gasped, his face turning an apoplectic purple.


  Fuck, he’s having a fucking heart attack, I thought as I felt my mother’s pussy clutch tighter around my cock coaxing me to fuck her again.


  Then with another choking gasp, he was gone as I listened to his stomping footsteps clumping down the hallway then down the stairs and ending with the definitive exclamation point of the front door crashing shut.


  Neither of us moved as we lay listening to the silence. Then faintly, almost as a postscript to it all, I thought I heard the faint sound of a car engine being revved before the even fainter squealing of tires as the car peeled away from the front of the house. Then more silence…


  “I don’t think he will be back…ever,” mom whispered to me, giving my cock another squeeze as she wriggled her hips, grinding her butt against my belly. “Fuck me…”


  I felt an upwelling of power surge through my body as I drew back and slammed into my mother as hard as I could.


  I’d done it. I had taken mom from him. I was the Alpha Male. The Alpha Stud and she was mine. I had claimed her from my father. Claimed her as mine and right in front of my adopted father. I was the Boss. Superman! Nothing could stop me now, I thought as I pushed mom’s leg up, slid under it, hooked my elbows behind her knees opening her to my manhood as I started to take my victory lap…
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