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Affliction




Gloria had just stepped out of the shower when she heard the garage door open. Donald was back. That had been close, she thought, wrapping her robe around her and hurrying down to the guest room. She and David had just finished another session of lovemaking not thirty minutes earlier. It had been wonderful, as usual. He had met her at the door when she got home from work. He had been naked. He had given her a single red rose and they had made love right there on the floor by the front door. It was a good thing that Donald hadn't come home or he would have had to step over them to get into the house.

 

Smiling to herself, she slipped into the bed and pretended to be reading as she heard Donald clomping down the hallway.

Then she heard him stop outside the door. She saw the door ease open.

"Hi," Donald said, sticking his head into the room.

"Hi," she coldly said.

"I would like to talk to you," he said, "as soon as I put my things up. If you don't mind?"

"Sure, I'm not going anywhere."

"Okay, I'll be back in a few minutes."

"Whatever," she said, turning back to her book.

Listening to him trudge down the hall to their room, she wondered what he wanted. Maybe he had had a change of heart and wanted her back in his bed. She hoped not. She had a lover now. A man who could satisfy all of her deviant needs in so many ways. She could never fall back in love with Donald. David had usurped his place in Gloria's heart and bed.

Finally, she heard Donald coming back.

She watched him step into the room and sit down in the chair next to the bed.

She could see that he hadn't shaven and she could smell the stench of his unwashed body. If she hadn't been repulsed before, she was now.

"I've been thinking about us," he started out.

She didn't answer him.

"I think I can find it in my heart to forgive you," he said.

"What?" she growled.

"I think if you join our church and pray for forgiveness and help," he went on seemingly unaware of her rancor, "I think that the Lord can help you overcome your affliction."

"Affliction," she snarled.

"Yes, your affliction. Your gluttony when it comes to sex."

"You're joking…aren't you?" she sputtered, "Aren't you?"

"That demon inside of you must be expunged. It must cast out and the Lord is the only one that can do that."

She couldn't speak. She just sat there staring at him with her mouth open.

"That demon inside of you is even reaching out and trying to touch me," he proclaimed, sweat starting to drip down his fat cheeks as he worked himself into a lather.

"And the Lord is your only salvation. Come, pray with me now."

"That’s it! Get out. Just get the fuck out of my room," she warned him. "Get out before I do something we'll both regret."

"The Lord can save you," he went on reaching for her hand.

"Get out," she screeched as she drew back and slapped his face as hard as she could.

Her hand was stinging from the force of the blow as she watched his arrogance melt into shock. She could see the flushed red imprint of her hand on his cheek as he struggled up out of the chair.

"You'll regret this," he grunted, lurching out of the room and slamming the door behind him...

 

~~~

 

Gloria sat at her desk unable to concentrate on her work. Again, but for a different reason this time. She was tired. She had gotten very little sleep last night. What was she going to do about Donald? She knew that a divorce was the only answer, but she hadn't been able to bring herself to that point just yet...

But after last night, she didn't know how much more of him she could stomach.

Just then there was a light tap on her door.

"Yes, come in," she said, picking up a pen and acting as if she was busy working.

"Good morning, Gloria," she heard Reggie Phipps say as he stepped into her office and closed the door behind him.

Oh, no, he is going to come on to her again, she thought as she watched him step over to her desk. But what was he doing with a video cassette in his hand? He's not going to ask her to watch a pornographic movie with him? Oh, God, how depraved.

"Oh, Reggie," she smiled up at him, "Oh, Reggie, I'm sorry about this weekend, but David got sick and I had to stay home with him. I hope you understand."

"Of course. Those things happen," he said, "But I'm afraid that I didn't come down here to discuss that."

"Oh?"

"I'm afraid that I have some very bad news for you."

"Oh?' she foolishly repeated herself.

"Yes." He explained, "One of our clients came to me asking me to handle his divorce for him."

"Yes?"

"He had suspicions about his wife messing around on him, so he had her followed by a private investigator."

Gloria waited silently.

"Seems that the investigator knew the owner of the motel the pair frequented and the investigator caught the wife and her preacher in some rather awkward positions with his VCR."

"So what does that have to do with me?"

"I hate to be the one to tell you," he went on, setting the cassette down on her desk, "but I'm afraid that Donald is the preacher."

"What? Donald? Preacher?" she sputtered.

"Yes, I'm afraid so."

"I can't believe this..."

"I couldn't either," he apologized, tapping the cassette, "but it is all here on this tape."

She couldn't speak as she stared down at the black rectangle of plastic sitting on her desk.

"I asked the client if I could have twenty-four hours before we did anything and he agreed."

"Huh?"

"So you have twenty-four hours to figure out what you want to do."

She couldn't speak. Her mind was doing somersaults. How could Donald have done anything so stupid?

"I'm sorry, Gloria," Reggie said, turning toward the door, "but I'll have leave you to sort out your dilemma. Go ahead and take the day off. Let me know tomorrow what you want to do."

"Huh, uh, okay," she mumbled, "And thanks."

"No one else in the firm knows," he said, opening the door, "it is just between you and me for the moment."

Maybe she would have to repay his kindness someday, she thought. How absurd. Her whole life seemed to be crumbling down around her and she was thinking about going to bed with her boss. Oh, the power of the demon, Sex, she thought as she picked up her the cassette, shoved it in her purse and headed out the door.

"Amy, I'm taking the day," she said as she walked by her secretary.

"Uh, okay."

"In fact, have my calls transferred to another secretary and you take the day off, too. With pay."

"Sure thing, Ms. Mallory," the secretary trilled...

 

~~~

 

The house echoed with the tap of Gloria's heels on the tile floor as she tramped into the recreation room. Stopping in front of the VCR, she slipped the cassette inside and flicked it on. Walking back to the couch, she flicked her heels off and sat down on the couch. Curling her long, graceful legs up underneath her, she watched as a picture slowly formed on the screen.

"Yes, the Lord knows of the weakness of your flesh," she heard Donald say.

On the screen, Donald was standing in front of an older woman who was sitting on the bed. It looked like they were in some cheap motel room.

"And he has sent me to help you with your affliction..."

"Praise the Lord," the woman chanted as Donald reached down and began unbuttoning the woman's blouse.

"He will cleanse you through me..."

"Praise him..."

Donald peeled the woman's blouse off and quickly popped the catch on her brassiere.

"Yes, through me he will send his life cleansing waters..."

The woman's big, floppy tits spilled out into the open like two giant melons as Donald wrapped his hands around them.

"Can you feel the power of the Lord..."

"Oh, Yes. Praise the Lord," the lady gushed out as Donald tweaked the big, swollen nipples jutting out of the mountains of flesh.

"You must drink of the Lord's healing waters to be cleansed..."

"Oh, Yes, drink the waters," she droned on.

"Drink from my fountain. Drink the Lord's cleansing waters from my fountain..."

"Yes, Praise the Lord. To drink from your fountain. Drink his cleansing waters," she echoed him as he released her tits, letting them flop back down on her chest.

Then, with a swiftness she didn't know he possessed, Donald unsnapped his pants and let them drop to the floor. As he did, his thick, fat cock flopped out into the open.

"You must anoint my fountain to bring forth the cleansing waters..."

"Praise the Lord..."

With a look of reverence, the woman reached out and took hold of Donald's flaccid prick. Lifting it up, she leaned down and sucked it into her mouth.

"Yes. Yes. Anoint its holiness with your mouth and tongue..."

Gloria watched on in utter disbelief as the woman hungrily devoured Donald's cock. As she did, it slowly began to grow.

"Oh. Yes. Anoint the Lord's holy Scepter with your warmth and love..."

It took only moments for Donald's prick to reach its full height and girth, jutting out some seven inches long. The older woman eagerly stroked his big, meaty staff with her lips as he looked down at her with arrogant pride on his face.

"Suc, uh, anoint it, oh yes, anoint it with your sweet loving lips..."

Gloria could see the veins standing out in her husband’s neck as he rocked his hips back and forth in rhythm with the woman's bobbing head. Sweat was trickling down his fat jowls and dripping down onto his shirt as he reached down and took the woman's head in his hands.

"The waters, the waters are coming..."

Then holding her head between his hands, he began to fuck her face, driving his cock even deeper into her mouth and throat on every lunge forward.

Gloria could hear the woman gagging, but saw that she made no effort to stop the rape of her face.

Suddenly, Donald jerked the woman's head back away from his bouncing cock.

"Are you prepared to accept the waters?" he asked her, his rigid ripeness twitching right in front of the woman's wide eyes. "Take the cleansing waters into your soul and wash away your sins?"

"OhyespraisethelordIwanttodrinkthewaters," she gushed out in one quick gasp.

"Then, drink of the Lord's cleansing waters," Donald snorted, jerking her head forward and impaling her mouth on his stiff cock.

"Drink them deep and hard..." he gasped, shoving his cock into her mouth at the same instant he grabbed her hair and pulled her onto him.

Gloria heard the woman gag loudly as Donald's prick slammed down into her throat, but she made no effort to escape.

"Aiennnnnnnhhhh! Aiennnnnnnhhhh! Aiennnnnnnhhhh!" Donald squealed again and again as his hips shook and jiggled obscenely. He was quickly emptying his balls into the woman's ravenous mouth and throat. He held her face shoved down into his hairy crotch as his fat ass jerked and jerked.

At last, his ass stopped quivering and he pulled the woman's head back up off his slowly deflating penis.

The woman slowly let Donald's shrunken penis slither out of her mouth.

"Oh, do you feel cleansed?" Donald asked her as his cock plopped out of her mouth.

"Oh, Yes, I feel cleansed..."

"Do you feel saved..."

"Oh, Yes, I feel saved..."

"Praise the Lord," Donald groaned, pulling the woman to her feet and taking her in his arms.

"Praise the Lord," the woman whispered as they embraced.

"I think that the Lord is pleased," Donald told her gently kissing her on her cum-smeared lips.

"Praise the Lord," the woman mewed.

"In fact," Donald went on importantly, "I think the Lord wants me to anoint your sacred place with his waters the next time."

"Oh, Praise the Lord," the woman happily sang, "I am ready for the Lord to anoint the sacred place between my legs with his cleansing waters. To rid them of the unholy gluttony..."

"But, we must wait for two weeks," Donald went on, "for the Lord's cleansing waters to grow in strength..."

"Oh, yes, Praise the Lord..."

Then in a flurry of activity, the pair dressed and departed, leaving the camera staring into the empty room...

Gloria was in shock. She couldn't believe what she had just witnessed. Her dear, religious husband getting his rocks of in the name of the Lord. God, how hypocritical could he be? And keeping the woman waiting for the next cleansing while he recuperated for two weeks. The sniveling little rat...

 

~~~

 

Two hours and three drinks later, Gloria came up with the grand plan. The plan to solve all of her problems at once. Another trip to Frederick's, a quick shower, and she was ready...

Finally, three-thirty rolled around. She knew that David would be coming home from school any minute.

Going to the front door wearing only a thin, flowing gown, she peeked out and saw David hurrying up the street toward their house. She could see that he was smiling expectantly. Grinning to herself, she peeled back the gown and let it float to the floor. Watching, she waited until David stepped up to the door and reached for the knob before she opened the door.

"Well, hello Lover," she drawled, bending a knee and stretching her arm up the edge of the door as she struck a provocative pose, "Glad you're home."

"God, Mom," David, laughed quickly glancing over his shoulder to see if anyone was watching, "what if someone saw you?"

"Oh, don't be such a ninny," she laughed, shoving the door shut and pressing herself against him. "Aren't you happy to see me?"

"Fuck, yes," he blathered, dropping his book bag and pulling her into his arms.

"All I do all day long," he groaned, "is dream about seeing you when I get home."

"Really?" She mischievously grinned, gently kissing him on the lips.

"See, I can't think of anything else," he said, gently pressing his rock hard cock against her stomach.

"Oh, nice," she laughed stepping back away from him and dropping to her knees in front of him.

Quickly unbuckling his belt, she unsnapped his pants as she looked up at him with a devilish smile on her lips.

"I haven't eaten all day," she snickered, grabbing his pants and jerking them down to his knees. "And, I am very, very hungry."

David just stood leering down at her as she pulled his shorts down letting his big, ripe cock spring out into the open.

Even before it had a chance to stop bouncing up and down, she pounced on it and sucked it into her mouth.

David watched on in perverted delight as his mother hungrily devoured his throbbing cock. God, what a way to be greeted. Life was good...

After Gloria had teased David to the point of eruption, she stopped sucking on him and let his prick slither out of her mouth. Licking her sparkling red lips, she stood up and took his hand.

"Damn, Mom, aren't you going to finish what you started?" David groaned as he felt her tugging him into the kitchen.

"Why, I thought you might like a snack, too," she lecherously grinned as she sat down on the table.

Grabbing his shirt, she tugged him down to his knees in front of her. Lifting her legs, she rested her feet on his shoulders and slowly pulled his face down toward the drooling pit between her legs. Her readiness was evident by the stream of nectar leaking out of her steaming cunt.

Grinning eagerly, David buried his face in the hot, wet softness between her ivory thighs. Regaling in the pungent perfume of her overheated womanhood, he rubbed his face in the beauty of her ripe womanhood.

Finally, with his face covered in her juices, he found her clitoris and quickly sucked in into his mouth. Attacking it with his lips, he hungrily ate from the feast his mother had prepared for him.

As David's tongue teased and tortured her tingling clitoris, she could feel the excitement of an orgasm gathering deep inside the wet heat of her cunt. But she couldn't let herself go and give in to it. She had to save herself. Save herself for the moment of truth. The coup de grace. The telling blow.

"Oh, Honey, you are too good," she moaned, gently pushing his face away from her slavering cunt. "I'm sorry, but we've got to stop."

"Why, don't you like it?" he complained, looking up at her.

"No, you silly boy," she laughed, seeing that his face was covered with her slippery wetness.

"We just have to save it for tonight."

"Tonight?"

"Yes, tonight."

"But, uh, isn't Dad going to be here tonight?"

"Oh, yes," she smirked at him, winking, "He will be here."

"But, how, uh, what?"

"Things are going to change around here after tonight," she cackled, giving him a gentle shove and watching him topple backward as she hopped to the floor. "But, you'll just have to trust me until then, okay?"

"I guess so," he said with a puzzled look on his face as he stared up at her from the floor. "I guess I don't have any choice."

"Nope, you don't," she laughed.

"Oh, well, I guess I'll just have to wait and see..."

"Just one thing," she said, reaching down to help him up, "Please just do as I say tonight. Without any complaints. Okay."

"Sure, Mom, sure. Anything you say..."

 

~~~

 

Donald arrived home at around six-thirty. As she waited for him in the kitchen, he brushed by her without saying a word and went straight up to his bedroom. Waiting for a few moments, she followed him upstairs. Wearing her old bathrobe to cover what was underneath, she stopped by David's room.

"Oh, David, you are incorrigible," she laughed, shaking her head. "Honey, supper’s ready."

"Uh, uh, sure, Mom," he grinned back her from his bed where he lay slowly stroking his big, hard cock.

"But hurry on down. You don't want to miss the show."

Laughing to herself, she hurried on down the hall to Donald's room.

Stopping outside the door, she took a deep bracing breath, feeling her heavy tits tug at her chest, pushed open the door and stepped inside.

"Supper is ready," she told him.

"I'm not hungry," he snorted from the bed where he lay reading his paper.

"Well, I have a surprise for you," she told him, "and I think you had better come down and get it."

"What?"

"You'll just have to come down and find out," she said, turning and walking out of the room...

David was already sitting at the table eating his salad when she stepped across the kitchen and stood at the kitchen sink with her back to the table as she heard Donald shuffle into the room.

"What," Donald angrily asked. "What is the surprise?"

"Oh, don't be so huffy," she smiled at him over her shoulder, "just sit down and see."

"This is ridiculous," he grumbled, plopping down into his chair.

With that, Gloria reached down and untied the belt of her bathrobe. Taking a deep breath, she shrugged her shoulders and let the robe slither to the floor.

"My God, Gloria," Donald sputtered, "Have you gone fucking crazy?"

"What," she innocently grinned, turning around and facing them. "You don't like my little outfit?"

"David, cover your eyes," Donald growled, rising up out of the chair.

"Oh, shut up and sit down," she warned him, pointing her little, silver twenty-five caliber pistol at him, "he's seen it before and he appreciates it a lot more than you do."

Donald dropped back into the chair and glanced over at David. He saw that David had a silly grin on his face and was ogling his mother's provocative costume with obvious appreciation. Turning back to her, he stared at her with eyes as big around as silver dollars.

"Nice, Mom," David laughed, admiring his mother's abbreviated French maid costume.

"You really like it?" she asked, slowly turning and letting both of them get an eyeful of the beauty on display.

"And how," he smirked.

He had never seen her in this outfit before. She must have bought it expressly for tonight's festivities, David thought as he ogled her.

She made a beautiful French maid, he thought, with her long, blond hair cascading down around her exotic, heart shaped face. In her hair, she wore a lacy little headpiece of white lace and black ribbon. And around her delicately slender neck was a dainty lace choker made of the same lace and ribbon.

Her electric blue eyes sparkled with the excitement as she watched his eyes explore her body.

Then he felt his heart lurch with wicked delight as he feasted his eyes on her large, bare breasts. The big, pendulous melons were being held up by the lace covered underwire of the tiny black corset she wore. The sexy, satin corset ended just above the sexy point of her hips where the four garters stretched down to the tops of the black, fishnet hose. Heavy and ripe, her breasts were wondrous works of art, jiggling softly as she slowly turned.

Finally dropping his eyes down from her exquisite breasts, he felt his cock lurch again. She wore a white, lace trimmed apron that covered most of her soft, round belly, but it ended just above the triangle of curly, blond hairs covering her soft underbelly. Then David saw that she had shaved the curly patch of hair in such a way that the thick, fleshy lips of her pussy were clearly visible.

David was so hard, he thought his cock was going to come bursting up through the table as his eyes traveled down the exhilarating swoops and swells of her long, statuesque legs all the way down to her sparkling, black patent leather stiletto heels.

Beautiful, long, curving legs.

Then he saw that her arms were covered in soft, sheer white lace. The floral etched glovelets she wore started at her elbows and ended in a tiny loop wrapped around her long, red-tipped middle fingers. Even the little silver toy of a gun she held in her hand looked sexy to David.

"What in God's name do you think you are doing?" Donald groaned when she finally stopped turning.

"Oh, I thought you liked to dominate your women," she wickedly smiled, "so I dressed for the occasion."

"What in the hell are you talking about," he wheezed.

"Well, I came into the possession of a nice little piece of art this morning," she grinned, slowly walking over to the VCR under the television where they used to watch the evening news while they ate supper.

David couldn't help admiring the way her big, pendant breasts wiggled and danced as she walked. He didn't know what was going on, but it looked like it was going to be a night to remember.

But his cock was so hard, it was aching inside the tight confines of his pants.

Brazenly, he reached down under the table and unzipped his pants. Digging inside his pants, he was finally able to extract his rock-hard prick and free it from the tight confines of his pants.

"Ahhhhh," he murmured as the pain went away.

"And you are the star," she cackled at Donald as she flicked the VCR and Television set on.
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A couple of moments later and they were all looking at the picture of Donald standing in front of the older lady...

"Oh, No, I, What? How? Oh, My, God..." Donald wheezed, clutching his chest.

"Chest pains, Dear?" she asked him as she stood watching him grimace in pain.

"Turn it off, please," he begged her...

"And he has sent me to help you with your affliction..."

"What is it Donald, do all women have an 'affliction?’"

"Gloria, don't..."

"Shut up and listen to this, you fat slug," she commanded him. "I want your son to see what kind of a man his father is."

"Yes, through me he will send his life cleansing waters..."

Gloria saw that David had his eyes glued to the screen with a disbelieving smile on his face while Donald sat beside him, white faced and gasping for breath.

"Can you feel the power of the Lord..."

"Oh, Yes. Praise the Lord,"

"Drink from my fountain. Drink the Lord's cleansing waters from my fountain..."

"Please, Gloria, please, I'll do anything you want, just turn it off," he pleaded with her. "You must anoint my fountain to bring forth the cleansing waters..."

"Gloria, for Christ's sake, please..."

"Yes. Yes. Anoint its holiness with your mouth and tongue..."

"Suc, uh, anoint it, oh yes, anoint it with your sweet loving lips..."

Gloria saw that David was grinning from ear to ear now as he watched his pious father being fellated by the woman. She also saw that the veins in her husband's neck were bulging out through the fat as he watched his performance. His glistening white forehead was drenched in sweat and it was trickling down his fat jowls, dripping down onto his shirt.

"Are you prepared to accept the waters?"

"OhyespraisethelordIwanttodrinkthewaters..."

"Wow," David laughed as he watched his father's bloated body quiver and shake on the television screen.

"Aiennnnnnnhhhh! Aiennnnnnnhhhh! Aiennnnnnnhhhh!"

"Oh, do you feel cleansed?"

"Well, David, do you feel cleansed?" Gloria laughed, "Or sickened?"

David laughed with her as Donald bowed his head in shame.

"I think that the Lord is pleased..."

"Oh, really" Gloria laughed again, "Pleased by this?"

"Oh, yes, Praise the Lord..."

"Oh, yes, verily, I say unto ye," Gloria sarcastically drawled, "Praise the Lord."

Turning off the VCR, she ejected the cassette and pitched it on the table.

"Here, Donnie," she snarled at her husband, "I even made a copy for you."

"What? How many copies are there?"

"You'll never know, my fat worm," she evilly smiled, "unless you fuck up and piss me off."

"What are you going to do now?"

"We, my Dear Donald," she laughed, a touch of madness creeping into her voice, "we are going to have a little orgy."

"What?" he choked out, looking over at David who leered back at him. "But David..."

"David, why don't you quit hiding your cock under the table and show your father how grown up you are while you are tying him to his chair..."

In spite of himself, David felt himself blushing as his mother picked up the coil of rope lying on the counter and sauntered across the room toward him.

"Stand up, David and show your daddy how big you are..."

With a psychotic grin on his face, David slowly pushed the chair back and stood up.

"Oh, No!" Donald groaned when he saw David's big, hard cock jutting out at him. "How could you?" he asked looking up into his son's face.

"Hey, like father, like son," he leered back at his father as he took the rope from his mother.

"Hardly, David, Dear," Gloria chirped, wrapping her lace covered hand around his throbbing stiffness. "Daddy Dear, only likes it every two or three weeks and you want it two or three times every night, don’t you Hon?"

"Yeah, at least," David grinned.

Donald clutched his chest again as he grasped the meaning of her words.

"You mean, you mean, that, that, every night..." He muttered in disbelief.

"Oh, Donnie, don't be such a prude," she laughed, slowly running her hand up and down her son's thick hardness. "Sometimes two or three times before you get home."

"Oh, Fucking, God," Donald gasped as David eased away from his mother's clutching hand and stepped up to where his father sat. Reaching down, he quickly jerked his father's hands behind his back. Wrapping the rope around his father's fat, pudgy arms, he soon had Donald trussed up in such a way, he could lean back and forward, but he couldn't use his arms or hands...

Then as David stepped back away from his bound father, Gloria stepped up to the table and with a sweep of her arm, sent all the dishes on the table crashing to the floor.

"Don't worry about it," she grinned at David, dropping the gun onto the table, "Donnie here will clean up after we are through with him.

Then with a fiendish cackle, she sat down on the table. Lifting her long, lovely legs up, she scooted back until she was lying in the center of the big, oak table.

"Now, David, dearest," she smiled, slowly spreading her legs apart, "you can finish the meal you started this afternoon. And Donald, you can take notes," she laughed, "your son knows how to really please a woman."

Smiling arrogantly, David peeled his T-shirt over his head and dropped it to the floor. Then with a flourish, he unsnapped his pants and shucked them down his strong, muscular legs. Standing before his mother and father naked, he leered at his father.

"Donald, see how nice and trim fucking will keep you," she said, unable to stop herself from breaking out in wicked laughter once again.

Then as his father watched on in shocked horror, David buried his face in wet muskiness of the oozing gash between his mother's legs. Throwing her head back, she reveled in the feel of her son's tongue and mouth on her pussy while his father looked on in apoplectic rage. As he ate her, David made loud, lewd slurping sounds. Even more noise than he usually made. Probably for his father's benefit, she sickly thought.

Like a man possessed, David ravaged her cunt. She had never seen him so wild. His tongue felt like a rasp on her clitoris, quickly thrusting her to the edge of a cataclysmic orgasm. But she couldn't give in to it yet, no not yet. She couldn't let an orgasm dull the perversion of the night.

"OH, Baby, Please," she panted, shoving her son's ravenous mouth from her salivating pussy. "Wait, please."

"What? Again?" he complained, stumbling back away from her.

"Don't want to go too fast," she laughed, slowly struggling to sit up, sending her beautiful breasts into a paroxysm of shaking and wiggling convulsions.

"I want to nibble on your big, hard cock, first," she obscenely grinned, looking over at Donald and slowly circling her tongue around her full, red lips.

Still sitting on the table with her legs outstretched, she bent down between them and quickly sucked David's young, jutting maleness into her hot, wet mouth.

"Ahhhhhhhh, Yesssssss, Mommy," David growled as she roughly twirled her tongue around the proud, swollen head of his cock.

Donald was paralyzed with shock and disgust as his wife sucked off his son right before his eyes. They had no shame. And there was nothing he could do to stop it.

David watched his mother's head bobbing up and down on his ramrod as she greedily sucked on it. He could feel the gentle tickle of her golden hair tickling his belly and balls as her head bounced up and down. The diabolical wickedness of it all was such a powerful aphrodisiac, he could feel the lake of boiling cum inside his balls getting ready to erupt!

Gloria sensed it too and suddenly jerked her head up off his cock.

"Mom," he complained loudly, "Don't stop now!"

"Why, David, I just thought maybe your father would like to sample some of your cleansing waters..." she leered, turning and looking over at Donald.

You could have heard a fly sneeze in the deadly silence that filled the room.

"What..." David muttered, slowly looking over at his father.

"Oh, No, My, For Heaven's sake," Donald sputtered in disbelief, "You can't do this!"

"Oh, come now, Donald," she smiled, "that is no way to talk. Why, Davie might think you don't like him. You certainly wouldn't want that now would you?"

Donald's mouth fell open in disbelief. He couldn't speak. He was paralyzed by fear and disgust. How could this be happening to him? How could the Lord let this happen to him?

"See there, Davie, Dear, he does want to taste your cleansing waters," she chuckled sickly. "See there, his mouth is open and waiting for his baby's big, hard cock. So go give Daddy what he wants."

Donald's face became a mask of terror as his eyes widened in panic. His skin the color of liver—

With a demonic sneer on his face, David slowly turned toward his father. His evil malignancy jutted out, bobbing softly with each heart beat as it pointed straight at his father.

Rocking back and forth, Donald's whole body began to shake and shudder as he strained against the ropes holding him in the chair.

Grinning insolently, David leisurely strolled over in front of his gasping father.

"Come on, Donnie, dear," Gloria clucked, "don't be a spoil sport. David wants you to suck his cock."

Donald stopped struggling against the rope as his eyes darted about madly. Like a cornered animal, he searched for an escape from this horrendous humiliation.

"Maybe, you need to help him," Gloria instructed David. "Maybe he is just too shy to do it by himself."

"No, please, David," he was finally able to whisper.

"Why, Dad," he mimicked his father, "Don't you want to drink from my fountain?"

"Please, don't..."

"Aw, come on, Dad," he grinned, "try it. Maybe you'll like it," David cackled. Gloria watched on with wicked delight as David deliberately reached out and took his father's head between his hands. He seemed to be imitating what he had seen on the film. Holding his father's head just as his father had held the woman's head.

"No, David, please," he began to blubber as he felt his mouth being drawn down toward his son's pulsating penis.

"Suck on it, Dad," David said coldly, exerting more muscle power to force his father's mouth down onto his twitching cock.

Donald fought to keep his head upright, but David was just too strong for him and slowly forced him to lean forward until at last, Donald felt the rubbery hardness of his son's bloated cockhead nudge up against his lips.

"Open up, Daddy," David growled, twisting his father's ear.

A sharp, stinging pain sprang from his ear as he felt David twisting it. It hurt too much.

"Owwnnmmmmmpppfffff," he groaned only to feel his son's cock slip into his mouth when he opened it to complain.

Gagging, Donald tried to lift his mouth back off his son's huge penis, but David held his head down.

As he struggled to dislodge his son's penis out of his mouth, he saw Gloria step over next to them.

As Donald strove to lift his head, he watched in horror and shock as Gloria bent down and grabbed hold of his balls through his pants.

"Suck, him, Baby," she hissed, "or I'll squeeze your balls into mush."

As she hissed out her command, he felt her hand tighten around his balls, sending a dull, aching pain lancing up through his scrotum. He still fought to pull his head back, but the pain pouring from his abused testicles was growing hotter and hotter as she squeezed harder and harder.

At last, he couldn't stand the pain anymore and he slowly closed his mouth down around the thick hardness of his son's penis. He nearly retched as he felt his son slowly push his cock deeper into his mouth.

"Now, suck," he heard Gloria command him as she slowly lessened the pressure on his aching testicles. "And I'll stop squeezing."

He had no choice, he groaned to himself. Slowly, he began to suck on the head of his son's monstrous cock. As he did, he could taste the boy's salty pre-fuck juice dribbling out of the monster's single evil eye. Salty and hot, the stream quickly grew into a river as his son's excitement grew.

Gently sucking on the great bloated head of his son's swollen manhood, Donald watched as Gloria wrapped her hand around the shaft of David's cock. Then with loving tenderness, she began to stroke him. With shock and revulsion, Donald watched her pump her son's ripeness, helping him to bring up the wellspring of boiling, bubbling semen from his own son's testicles. Bring the boy's germ up so he could spew it out into the mouth of the boy's father. To make her own son ejaculate in his father's mouth.

"Yeah, Baby, yeah, Baby, come on," she coaxed David, her hand moving up and down his throbbing cock pattering against Donald’s lips and David’s belly as she stroked faster and faster.

"Cum in your daddy's mouth," she urged him, "Fill your daddy's mouth with your hot, sweet cleansing waters."

Donald could sense an imminent eruption. He could see all the signs and feel the swelling of the boy's cock inside his mouth. It would be any second now, he knew, as he felt his stomach lurch with a nauseous twist.

"Fuckkkkkk Yesssssss," he heard David scream out as he thrust his hips forward driving his cock even deeper into his mouth. Before Donald could react, his mouth was filled with his son's thick, glutinous semen. Then, as he gagged, he felt another jerk and another gusher of the acrid syrup spewed out into his mouth. Fighting to keep from vomiting, he felt yet another spout of his son's virulent cream spurt out into his mouth.

"Swallow it," he heard his wife command him as she squeezed down on his balls sending another wave of pain bursting through his groin.

Even as he fought the pain, another gigantic gusher of his son's molten cum gushed out of his cock.

Suddenly, Gloria released her son's exploding cock and pinched her husband's nose shut with her fingers.

"Swallow his cleansing waters—" Gloria cackled.

Donald had no choice. It was swallow or choke to death on the thick, gelatinous, sperm-filled syrup that filled his mouth.

At last, Gloria saw the muscles in her husband's throat work as his Adam’s apple bobbed up and down when he swallowed his son's pestilent offering.

But, even as he was swallowing the first mouthful of thick, hot cum, David's virile penis fired one more volley of thick, syrupy cream into his father's mouth.

Fighting to keep from throwing up, Donald swallowed again. As he did, he felt David's thick, evil cock slowly begin to shrink. Groaning, David eased his hips back and slowly pulled his cock out of his father's mouth. The purple head of the boy's cock glistened wetly in the harsh light as it reemerged from between Donald's lips. Trailing behind it was one long strand of thick cum perversely linking his cock to his father's mouth.

With a show of apathy toward Donald, Gloria brought her finger up through the strand of cum breaking the link between father and son. Leering down at Donald, she leisurely lifted the strand of sparkling semen to her full, pouting lips. Flicking out her tiny, pink tongue, she licked it into her mouth. Sucking on it, she watched as it formed a binding trail linking mother and son together in a depraved bond of selfish love. Then she lovingly lifted his shrinking manhood and lovingly kissed its great, swollen head.

"Wow," she laughed, standing back up and helping David stumble over to the table.

"Did it feel as good as it looked?" she grinned at him as she helped him into a chair.

"Oh, God, I don't know if I've ever felt anything like it," David panted. "But I don't think I'm going gay anytime soon."

"Good, because I was about to get very jealous," she laughed.

Both of them turned and looked at Donald. He sat slumped forward, his fat chin resting on his chest. The very picture of dejection and misery.

"Oh, come on Donnie," Gloria chirped, "don't be sad. The fun has just begun."

Slowly he lifted his head and stared at her with an empty, blank stare.

"David, help your father upstairs to his bedroom," she told David, "the one that used to be our bedroom."

Laughing to herself, she spun on her tall spike heels and pranced across the kitchen swinging her hips suggestively as she smiled at David over her shoulder.

"I'll be waiting."

David watched his mother strut across the room, his eyes locked on the voluptuous sway of her naked ass. Watching the firm, smooth globes of flesh quiver and shiver as she walked, he felt another stir of excitement sparkle through his deflated cock.

When she disappeared through the door, he quickly stepped over to his father.

"Hurry up, Dad," he muttered, reaching down and grabbing hold of his father's tethered arms, "I need to slip my cock into mom's hot cunt."

"How can you be doing this?" Donald asked him as he struggled up out of the chair.

"What do you mean?" David taunted.

"How can you think of your mother in that way? She's your mother."

"And a beautiful mom she is," David grinned as they stood facing each other.

"But she's your mother," Donald said again, "Don't you feel guilty about, about what you are doing?"

"Why should I? She loves me and I love her," he said. "What could be wrong with that?"

"Oh, God, you don't have a clue, do you?" Donald groaned. "Can't you see that she is just using you to get at me?"

"Don't you be talking bad about mom," David growled as he spun his father around and shoved him toward the door. "Don’t be so arrogant! She fucks me because she loves me, not because she wants to get even with you."

"I see that she has you brainwashed."

"Well, if you had fucked her more often, maybe none of this would be happening."

"She told you?"

"Of course, she told me. We don't have any secrets."

"Oh, no," Donald muttered, seeing that reasoning with his son was useless. The boy's dick had no conscience.

"Hey, it’s not her fault that she likes to fuck," David laughed, prodding his father up the stairs.

David listened to his father grunt and wheeze as they trudged up the stairs.

"And I like to fuck Mom," David acidly added as they reached the top of the stairs, "too bad you don't."

"She is an evil woman," Donald blathered as David pushed him down the hallway toward the bedroom where Gloria waited for them.

"And you're a fucking saint," David laughed at him, giving him a kick in the seat of the pants, "I saw that in the film."

"What took you so long?" Gloria asked them as she lay on the bed lewdly grinning up at them.

"Oh, Dad was giving me one of his sermons," David laughed back at her.

"Oh, God, not that..." Donald gasped as he stumbled toward the bed where she lay.

She had traded her maid costume for the pair of bright red latex panties she had introduced to David on their first day of sexual experimentation. She was suggestively running her hand up and down the shiny, red horn that jutted up from her groin as she leered at her husband.

"Dad was just telling me what a bitch you are," David grinned, shoving his father closer to the bed where Gloria lay waiting.

"Hey," she giggled, "you already knew that didn't you, Son?"

"Of course," David grinned, "but, God, what a beautiful bitch."

She smiled and laughed softly, her eyes filling with love as she winked at David.

Then she looked over at her cowering husband.

"Well, Donnie, babe," she sarcastically drawled, "are you a virgin?"

"Please, don't do this," he pleaded with her as he stood by the bed shivering. "I beg of you."

"I'll share him with you, Davie, dear," she told her son, ignoring her husband's plea, "but I want his virgin ass first. I want to be the first one ever to fuck his fat ass. You'll just have to settle for seconds tonight, honey."

"Hey, a piece of ass is a piece of ass," David cackled, "except yours was pure heaven. Just fucking heaven."

"Well, my son, why don't you undress your Daddy Dear," she told him, reaching over and toying with her son's dangling cock as he stood be the bed.

David quickly undressed his father, not even bothering to unbutton his sweat-drenched shirt, but ripping it off instead. In short order, Donald stood before them naked, with his arms still tied behind his back. His manhood, fat and limp, lifelessly dangling down between his corpulent thighs.

"Well, I think we ought to untie him so he can join in on the games," Gloria said as she looked him over as if he were her slave. "What do you think?"

"I don't know, Mom, he might try to get away."

"That's why I bought this," she snickered, holding up a long, black leather cord. "Tie this around his balls and if he gets out of hand, we'll just castrate him with it. It probably wouldn't bother him though, he only uses them every once in a while anyway."

David bent over laughing as his father's face turned a dull purple.

"Mom, you think of everything," David finally said as he tried to stop laughing.

Taking the lash from her, he bent down and took his father's testicles in his hand.

Donald winced at the cold touch of his son's fingers on his balls. This was humiliation that no man should be forced to face. It was beyond humiliation, it was a disgrace. But down deep inside, there was a growing rage, shoving aside the shame and mortification.

As he looked down watching his son loop the leather thong around the fleshy sac just above his testicles, he felt the rough leather strap encircle them. Then he felt a sparkle of pain as his son yanked on the cord, tightening the ring of leather around his balls.

Gloria saw him wince.

"I think that you've got it just tight enough," she laughed.

"I don't know," he chuckled, "they aren't turning blue or anything."

"Dear, me," she snickered, "I think you are even more sadistic than I am."

"I doubt that," he remarked, tossing the cord to her while he untied his father's arms.

Donald stood rubbing his wrists as David stepped away from him.

"Come on over here, Donnie, Baby," Gloria chirped, jerking on the leash.

Donald felt a flash of pain jump from his balls as the cord tightened around them.

"Don't do that. It hurts,' he growled at her.

"Oh, really," she snarled back, jerking on it again, harder.

"All right, all right," he complained, slowly shuffling over to the bed.

"Crawl up here on your hands and knees," she ordered him, keeping the line between her hand and his balls taut.

Grunting with the effort, he slowly climbed onto the bed.

When he was standing before her on his hands and knees, Gloria slowly got to her knees and crawled around behind him.

"Here, keep him under control," she laughed, tossing the line to David.

"Please, Gloria, for heaven's sake, don't do this terrible thing."

"Hey, you might like it," she cackled, "just like David does."

"What, what, she did this to you, too?"

"Yeah, and I kind like it," David leered at his father as he gave the line a little jerk, "like mom says, maybe you will too."

"Oh, NO," he groaned, "you're just as evil as she is."

"Hey, thanks for the compliment."

Gloria leisurely reached down and sank her fingernails into the fat, obese cheeks of his ass. Then as he lurched away from her, she dragged him back and spread his cheeks apart revealing his puckered ass hole.

"Oh, a nice big one," she sneered. "Why I think your big old cock will fit in it just fine, Davie."

"For God's sake, Gloria," Donald whimpered.

"But, first Mommy will loosen it up a little for my little baby."

"Gloria, please," Donald sobbed, "don't..."

"David," Gloria said, picking up a tube of Preparation H, "would you please put something in your father's mouth, I am growing very tired of his whining."

"No, David, don't—"

"Hey, Dad, you heard Mom," David leered, slowly getting up to his knees in front of his father.

As David lifted his half-hard cock up to his father's lips, Gloria held the hairy cheeks of Donald's ass apart with the fingers of one hand as while she roughly stuck the nozzle on the tube of lube into his asshole.

"Aeeiiiiinnnnnnooooooo..." David groaned as the white, plastic nozzle ripped into his asshole.

"Come on, Dad," David grinned down at him, "put this in your mouth. You don't want to make mother mad."

Suddenly something seemed to snap inside Donald's head. With a groan, he opened his mouth and quickly sucked his son's thick flaccidity into his mouth. Then to David's shock, Donald began to hungrily suck on his son's quickly expanding penis.

"Wow, Dad, great," David blurted out, "now that is more like it."

Seeing that her husband was now busily devouring her son's enlarging prick, Gloria eased up behind his big, fat ass. Maneuvering the evil looking red barb down to the glistening opening surrounded by its puckered circle of darkened flesh, she slowly eased it inside his anus.

"Unh," Donald snorted out around his son's thick cock as he felt a hot, burning flash of pain erupt inside his asshole.

Then, to Gloria's shock and amazement, she felt him pushing himself back at her, impaling himself even deeper on her red dick. Grabbing hold of his obese hips, she lunged forward burying the fake cock all the way up to the hilt in his ass. Then she savagely began to rape his ass with her red weapon. As she sawed the imitation prick in and out of his asshole, she could hear him whimpering softly, but he continued to suck on his son's cock.

David's cock was now rock hard and jutting out evilly as his father sucked on it. "Oh, yeah, Dad, oh, yeah," David panted as he rocked his hips back and forth fucking his father's face, "suck it good, suck it good."

Gloria could see that David was quickly approaching an eruption as she continued to fuck Donald's ass.

"David, would you like to trade places?" she grunted, still rocking her hips back and forth.

"Fuck, yes," David puffed, quickly jerking his bobbing prick out of his father's mouth.

"I've got it all greased up for you," she laughed, backing away and easing the red monster out of her husband's clenching asshole.

Jumping off the bed, Gloria watched as David scrambled around behind his father on the lurching bed. Donald didn't say a word as David inched up behind him and lifted his cock up to his father's asshole.

Gloria watched on with evil anticipation as she pushed the red latex panties down her legs. Stepping out of the red panties, she kicked them across the room and watched David's big, hard cockhead slowly disappear inside his father's asshole. Then with devilish delight, she watched all eight inches of her son's big, thick penis disappear up inside his father's asshole.

"Unnnhggghhhhhhhhhh." Donald grunted as David's belly thudded up against the quivering fat of his obese butt.

Donald had his head thrown back and his eyes closed as David slowly backed away, pulling his thick, pink snake out of its new den. Snorting, he rocked his hips forward again sending the entire length of his enormous prick back down into his father's tight asshole. Slowly, he began to rock back and forth as he began to fuck his father's aching butthole in earnest.

The pain, which had been unbearable initially, was quietly relenting as he felt his son's huge penis abusing his once-virgin asshole and raking back and forth across his prostate.

Suddenly, he felt Gloria jump back onto the bed. Opening his eyes, he watched her flip over onto her back and slide down underneath him.

Scooting underneath her husband's huge, obese belly, Gloria wrapped her pouting her lips around her husband's dangling manhood.

Gloria closed her lips down around her husband's limpness as she stared up and watched the thick, pink barrel of her son's beautiful prick sliding in and out of Donald's abused anus. Even the way her son's big, heavy balls slapped up against his father's gross ass sent spasms of perverse excitement coursing through her mind as she greedily pulled and sucked on Donald's rapidly growing dong.

Sucking almost all of his prick into her mouth, she felt a big, heavy paw on her thigh. Stopping for a moment, she felt herself being dragged over under Donald's fat body. All at once, she felt his mouth on her pussy.

Hunting, probing her wetness with his fat tongue, Donald searched for the jutting core of her femininity.

"Annnhhhhhhhh—" she growled when he found it.

Seeing his father drag his mother around and stick his face down between her long, beautiful legs, David pounded his impressive penis into his father even harder. He could feel the cauldron of his masculinity bubbling and frothing over with thick, hot cum. It was quickly reaching its boiling point. And when it did, it would erupt from his cock like a spewing geyser. He would soon be filling his father's ass with his seed-rich cum. Spurting out into this father's ass the same thick, rich semen that his father had spilled into his mother's fertile garden to create David himself. The sheer depravity of it all sent chills of perverse delight racing up and down his spine.

Gloria could sense the impending explosion as the tempo of David's attack quickened. She could hear her son huffing and puffing as he pounded himself into his father's asshole. Wanting to bring them off together, she ravenously attacked Donald's prick. Thrusting herself up on his stiff prick, she took his whole seven inches into her mouth and down her throat. Sucking and mouthing him, she coaxed him toward completion.

Donald could feel it gathering in his dangling testicles. Like a growing storm, his reservoir of cum was preparing itself. Preparing to spew out and blister his Jezebel wife's tonsils and throat with its scalding heat.

Sucking and lapping at her bulging clitoris, he waited for the oncoming eruption. Closer and closer it came with each lunging gluttonous suck of his wife's mouth.

Finally, David couldn't hold it back any longer. With a primal scream and a brutal thrust, he buried his prick up into his father's ass all the way up to its hairy hilt.

"FUUUCCCKKKKKK—" he bellowed out as he felt his balls contract and dump their fiery load into his father's bowels.

"Oh Fuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk—" Donald groaned as he felt his guts being seared by the clinging fire of his son's semen.

As gross and disgusting as it was, he felt a binding of their spirits as he felt his own balls explode and shoot their frothy load down into his wife's hot, sucking, clutching mouth. He had never felt such a feeling. Disgust, pleasure, hate, delight, pain, revulsion, hunger, and more, all rolled into one sudden upheaval inside his head. His mind swirled about in a tornadic whirl of emotion overload as his hips shook and shuddered and his cock spewed its pestilent load into her mouth.

Gloria hungrily devoured Donald's eruption, ravenously sucking and pulling on him. Then the perversity of everything spread over her mind and body as her hips began to shake and bounce. Her own catastrophic orgasm overwhelmed her. The fires of hell erupted inside her cunt threatening to burn out of control and leave a gaping, smoking crater where her cunt had once been. The pleasure was so intense, she could feel the sensitive lining of her cunt blister and scorch. Somehow all of them were being bound together in a great scathing cataclysm of depravity as they all sloshed through the cesspool of their incestuous hell...

Finally, it was over and she found herself spiraling back down to reality.

Then she heard Donald growl in pain as David backed away from him and pulled his shrinking hardness out of his father's ass and she let Donald's shriveling pink worm slowly slither out of her mouth. She felt the bed lurch and shudder as Donald rolled off her and onto his back beside her.

Looking up, she watched David roll off the bed and start for the bathroom. Watching her son's hard, muscular butt as he shuffled across the room toward their bathroom, she felt another lecherous stab of desire in the smoking hole of her cunt. She closed her eyes and listened to Donald quietly sobbing as she heard the shower come on. The gentle shaking of the bed from Donald's crying was making her sleepy as she heard the shower stop.

Then she heard David plodding back across the room toward the bed. Opening her eyes she watched him approach with his big, plump cock flopping about heavily as it hung down between his muscular thighs.

Grinning evilly, he walked around and stopped with his cock hanging down only inches above her face.

"Would you like to have a taste?" he leered down at her.

"Why, of course," she grinned back up at him, watching as he slowly lowered his flaccid prick down to her lips.

She quickly opened her mouth and sucked him into her mouth as she heard Donald whimper in disgust.

Slowly, lovingly she ran her tongue around the bulbous head of her son's cock as she toyed with his dangling balls. She could feel Donald's eyes on them as David's cock gradually began to grow and swell.

In a short time, David's thick column of meat had hardened to the point he would be able to put it inside of her. Grinning, he backed away and slowly pulled his spit-covered prick out of her mouth. Crawling up on the bed, he climbed up between her outstretched legs and lowered his maleness down to the sopping slit between his mother's legs.

Smiling up at him, she reached up and clutched his bobbing cock and guided it down into her waiting wetness.

"Yeeesssssss," she hissed as she felt the head of his cock slide into her cunt.

As her son's prick slowly disappeared inside her cunt, she heard Donald's choked gasp.

"God, have you no shame?" she heard him wheeze as David began to fuck her with strong, deep strokes.

Rocking his hips back and forth, David began driving his cock into her all the way in with each thrust.

Throwing her head back, Gloria reveled in the feel of her son's beautiful cock sliding in and out of her, bringing her pleasure she could never have imagined.

Suddenly, she felt the bed shake and shudder as Donald rolled off of it and onto the floor. Thinking he must be going to the bathroom, she slowly opened her eyes and saw him walking toward the door of the bedroom. His shoulders were dejectedly hunched over and the long, black cord trailed along on the floor as he shuffled toward the door.

Where could he be going, she groggily wondered as she watched him waddle out of the room.

She could hear his heavy step going down the hallway and then down the stairs.

"Stop for a minute, David, Dear," she whispered, straining to hear where Donald was headed.

David stopped in mid stroke, leaving his wet, glistening cock half in and half out of her cunt.

She couldn't be sure but it sounded like Donald was going into the kitchen.

Why would he be going to the kitchen, she wondered. Then it struck her.

"Oh, My fucking God," she gasped, "THE GUN--"

 

The End




Don't say that I didn't warn you…
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